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Halloween Happiness 
   
Halloween fever rages all around. One cannot go any place without some reminder of this fast-
approaching day. Everything creepy, scary or ugly is appropriate. But do you know that it is always 
Halloween in the garden? Surprised? How can something we see as a place of beauty be associated with 
Halloween? Weeeell, step into my “parlor” and let me show you. If you dare. 

Roses, rashes and scratches, oh, my! 

You see the last of the roses glowing in the fading afternoon light? Get closer. Reach and pull that 
branch towards you so you can enjoy the fragrance. Ouch! What? The thorns have drawn blood? That’s 
a rose bush for you, dearie.  What did you expect? I observe that you have also picked up a rash on your 
arms. It itches a great deal I’m sure. Must have been the milky sap from the Euphorbia that caught your 
attention. I find their sneakiness so charming. That’s why I laugh. Your legs bear scratches from the 
hellebore leaves. Did you not notice the serrated foliage as you walked by so close to them? A garden is 
no place in which to be careless. 

I’m sure you know to avoid the far reaches of the garden where it meets the dark woods. Who knows 
what dwells there? A little poison ivy, perhaps. A snake or two. Hmmm, maybe. Sometimes, if I’m 
feeling kindly, I leave a few rats upon which they can feast. 

Safe in the garden? 

So we shall stay well within the garden. Be sure to stop in front of the perennial beds. Lovely, are they 
not? It’s been a good year for foxgloves. Do they make your heart beat faster? Imagine what it does as 
heart medication to the unsuspecting. No, don’t get too close to the monkshood. In fact, let me tell you it 
is my secret weapon. Every part of it is deadly toxic. In fact, it is the deadliest and most formidable toxin 
known to man. No known antidote at all.   
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Move along to the herb garden. Yes, that is indeed St. John’s wort, which can help with your depression. 
If, big if, you know exactly how much to take. Otherwise, it can make you sick in so many different 
ways. Nobody will know why. Just like the benign-looking penny royal. Of course you use it in 
aromatherapy; everybody knows that. I’ve seen where you keep the vial containing its oil. But it’s also 
an easily made poison. So NEVER keep it handy in your kitchen lest you mistake it for mint oil.  

Aren’t the rhubarb plants huge this year? I wonder throughout history how many unsuspecting rhubarb 
eaters got really ill before they realized only the stems can be consumed. Ha! 

Creepy creatures in the garden 

Hornets, wasps and bees abound in this garden. I have a special prize for the guest who can spot all the 
nests and hives. Not as easy as you might think. They will spot you first. 

Oh shush now! It was only a couple of spiders. You should have been more careful. In a few days, the 
pain and swelling will subside. I could give you a good remedy if you promise to help me with my 
chores. 

It is getting dark so early these days. Watch out for the handsome skunks. They enjoy the nights in my 
garden. 

Oh! Don’t rush off. Can’t you stay? There is still much I have not shown you. The garden is full of 
things that kill, maim, intoxicate and offend. What joy it brings me. Wait, can I give you some rare 
seeds? No? Oh well, maybe another time. When the cunningly poisonous daffodils or lily-of-the-valley 
are in heavenly bloom. Bring friends. I get lonely. So few are left . . .  

Page 2 of 3

usd16005
Typewritten Text
(c) 2010 Shobha Vanchiswar



 
Late roses and monkshood 
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