Next Meeting
Saturday, August 14at 10:30 AM

Berkshire Botanical Garden Exhibit Hall
BBG is located 2 miles west of Stockbridge MA
at the junction of Routes 102 & 183

AM T B|II Brown Sprlng Bulbs of Turkey

Fritillaria elwesii i photo by RussellStafford

Lunch ---BYO

We welcome dessert contributions. Lunch wi
be followed by Show and Telh plant saleand
an auction.

PMT Peter George: Evolution of My Garden

“Newsletter

North American Rock Garden Society
Berkshire Chapter

July 2010

Edi tords Message

privilege and
pleasure to be
the editor of this
newslater for the
past several years

I t has been my

but I don
| 6ve ever
anything aboutvhat
itobs Il i ke e

editor. Thee d i traier(assk see it, anyway) is
not to make the newslett a vehicle fothis or

her own material, but toget others to submit
articles. The success of the newsletter depends
entirely on the quality of those submissions. So

| would like to express mgratitudeto the many
contributors whose talent and genetpsnake
editing the newsletter one of my truly cherished
jobs each month. Thanks to them, the newsletter
has become a valuable benefit of BNARGS
membership.

This month we have another beautiful piece by
Robin Magowan, andgomething both relevant
and infamative from Harvey Wrightman. In
recent mont hs weodve
Lori Chips, Abbe Zabar Elaine Chittendeand
Anne Hill, and their beautifully written material
evinces a quirky erudition that I, for one, relish.
There are so many others who have contributed,
al of whom deserve a personal thanks from me
i and when you see them at meetings, please
extend your thanks to them as well.

had

| am particularly pleased to be able to offer an
article by John Hargrove this month. About 13
years ago | made my very first rharder plant
purchase from his company, H & H Botanicals
in Michigan. Three of the plantsblought then
are stil with me 17 a rather remarkable



phenomenon, considering both how little 1 knew
in 1997 and the simple reality that 13 years is a
long time fora rock garden plant to survive. |
was very disappointed when H & H went out of
business, not only because the plants were good

and the prices reasonable, but also because the

catalogue was such an interesting read.
Fortunately, John and his wife finalbg-opened
their business last spring, and | really want to
promote it, which is why this issue includes his
article describing his
remini scent of Dean
gardening and related issues, and reading it

remindal me of how much | misseeingDe an 6 s

contribution every month.

The next program, on August “L4features one
Bill Brown and yours truly. Those who know
Bill T and that is most of the rock gardening
world T have reason to be excited about his talk.
He is erudite and informative, and he knows
how to entertain his audience. A tough act to
follow, but I will do my best.

Finally, having started this note with some
t houghts about the
to mention thatat some point in the futa, |

will be giving up the editorship.Every editor
has to move oneventually voluntarily or
involuntarily, and | want to make sure that there
is someone to replace me when the time comes.
So if you are interested in taking on a portion of
the job now, as training for the inevitable
transition, pl ease | et

planning to quit anytime soon | love it too
mu c h .

But it wildl

See you in a couple
of weeks i and
please bring some
plants forthe sale!

Bill will be

bringing some very
special bulbs for
SX N sale. Included will

AT Ay s be Colchicum
agrippinum and Colchicum autumnale They

will be priced WELL below market, too!

Ev ;i

THE MUSIC IN A GARDEN

Robin Magowan

gardening; the crazy quilt of a backyard

cottage garden in Berkeley, or a series of
ponds flowing out of an ancient spring in the
English Cotsworlds, without feeling | was
makinganything at all, let alone that | was more

e di t figh § §abble® When I'visittdg&rdensCteBmes | | e d

I n earlier existences | had tried conventional

that attracted me were botanical gardens
featuring single plants with prominent labels
much like those displayed in a rock garden. As
an impenitent traveler, | respded to the
illusion that a geographical ordering conveyed.
But when | came to northwest Connecticut the
kind of garden | wanted to create resembled the

od88 hali FaleW in love \WRh in

unable to find a site on a rocky hillside with a

h'app &dBam, setfled fortah dbandofell faf! € P ar ed!

With the farm came space, far more than a rock
gardener needs. That brought the necessary
services of a hired contractor to keep it up, the
lawns, the barns, the pool, and all that
contrivance. On the flat below my outcrbyied
making a raised bed in the approved manner. To
kill the grass and weeds | laid newspaper over
the heavy clay before setting down a scree
composed of equal parts earth and gravel. But,
after the first ambitious spadefuls, | had merely
succeeded irhrowing out my back. After that, |
was reduced to
structural creations. | was lucky in that my

Ky&tdh Buft O ¢

gardening

w



caretaker, LennartSwed® Ahrstrom, was an
excellent painter who understood garden design
and how to align a smattering of boetd so that
they seemed a natural outflow from the outcrop.
The boulders offered a reattyade structure not
all that different from the automatic writing |
had been using for over thirty years to generate
poems. Saved from the responsibility of laying
out a garden, | could devote my energies to
populating the spaces Swede provided. The
partnership allowed me to expand as my appetite
and curiosity grew, so | introduced more large
rocks and eventually larger mountain plants than
some rock gardeners

might toleate.

But a rock garden of the
kind 1 have been able tg
construct is an anomaly

space or particularly deey.
pockets. You can make al
excellent garden on ¢
small urban lot, on the
deck of your suburba
home, or the windswept

O

E¥GHIJ %,
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unparalleled wealth of synonymis,so rich as to
almost compel compression. How many
mouthfuls of fruitcake can one consume?

|l dondét want to write
in a single glance. By paring away and
continually compressing what | have written |
create something a bit Bkone that the gardener
achieves over a season: a succession of
responses as the poem plays off against others in
a collection. The sense of the whole enriches
each individual utterance. The risk comes in
that, by compressing too much, | may rob the
poem & whatever energy
originally sparked it.

A poem is more than a
string of pearls beautifully
strung. There is also the
voice of the person who

M creates, chooses, and
shapes that string of
pearls. Individual words

J’é may be excised, but now

at the expense of the
voice. | need to be present
in a poem, just as | am

present in the garden, on

terrace of a Manhatta
apartment. |

.

remember

Brian Bixley wondering whether it was possible
to have a great garden if you were not rather
wealthy. But then, | find myself unable to
understand the lure of greatness, in any field of

ended or . | snodt mer e
achieve? | canoét quite
standing on the sidewalk outside a massive iron
gate holding up a placard SNFALL IS
BEAUTI FUL. 0 But
like a poem or garden is, the moremmorable it
may be.

As a poet 6s craft
matures, the longer the poem, something book
length perhaps, may seem a challenge worth
taking on. But whether the result remains poetry
is a matter of some debate. The carpet Spenser
stitchestogether as he composdhe Faerie
Queeneis spacious enough to cover several
football fields; but no reader wants to scrutinize
any too closely the verbal contents. The palette a
poet writing in English possesses, with its

and

my knees among the
weeds and labels and tiny
blossoms setting a peanut butter laden trap for
the bulbdestroying chipmunks.

A poetry like mine that draws aphoristic remarks

b e a u tentailsd sofmd iamaunt t of e€ompreasgidn, bubd
canpaetnessyiss otl vital ta poetry, loe for dnata r f

matter gardening. Poets like Richard Wilbur or
James Merrill write as though the clarity their

t h e - s maWworkeachjeves reguireshdistiect ¢laboragadn.

Working in pattern, with formal meter and often
enough rhyme, allows the subjeungatter of their
poems to deepen as they progress from one
shdpelys stanzee to she nexa until @nally, i wipat
those rooms offer, is the sense of a dwelliag,
house. The ability to fill with exactitude so much
white space, line after line with its differently
rhymed syllables and part of speech, makes
sense i f your subj ect
Proustian one of remembered time. The
elaborate art that allowedm to conceive a way
forward as he wrote found an analogy in knitting
crochet. He kept track of the stitches by

poet |



counting, one row after the next, the rhymes
chosen in advance marking stations down the
page. Merrill 6s art
Once the pattern was in place, there was little
scope for the kind of further articulation that | do
insistently; make an alteration and the whole
design might need revision.

Rock gardening is a less numhmrented and
more spatial art. 1| am concerned thvithe
orchestration of a finite space in seasonal time.
But space, however determined by the
boundaries of the garden and the structural
elements of rocks and tapoted bushes, is a
flexible concept. |
can always extend
the available
dimensions by
adding soil, or by
carpeting soilless
rocks with spilling
plants, or by
introducing plants
shallowrooted
enough to thrive in
near soilless
conditions. A rock
garden is basically
space that asks to
be discovered, and
| am always learning how to go about it. Can
design be more supple? What do | lose if | move
a rock? With each touch of a finger the garden
keyboard changes, as new plants, and with them
new possibilities, come into visual play.

If the garden represents my discovery, the
plants, in turn, allow meo actually inhabit it.
Each represents a choice of my own, something
that made me plant it here and not there. Having
placed each where it carries a maximum visual
impact, | become responsible for assuring its
survival. Some gardeners think of their plant
progeny as their friends, creatures who give you
back in countless ways so much more than you
give them. | think of them more as surrogates,
different kinds of avatars, in the same way that a
poem, or even a few lines in a poem, might be
an avatar, someig that represents me. But |
canot a | lidentification &feekte keép
me from indulging in the giddiest joy gardening

enc

allowsd moving the plants abut; a mistreatment
all the easier when applied to creatures that are

soutinya Blueks of dhe pleasuredindnin wako | i x i t

gardening comes the growing flexibility with

plants and space, i.e. soil, that | am continually
discovering. As conditions change and plants
grow | keep reexamining siting choices. Would

a different plant work better there? Which one?
Each dange brings others into play, and with
each shuffle of the garden deck | am learning

something, about plants, about a formal
structureos capacities,
plantsman.

For me, the making of a poem involves a similar
discovery of space, onl now t he
reconnoitering is preminently a sonic one. Just
as rain falls over a garden, bringing it to life
(while allowing the gardener to sit at his desk,
relaxed), so do those same falling notes of mist,
of cloud, of wind against a window, tseff
something in m& a movement, a dance of
sort®) that finds me racing off to grab a pen and
paper and try to capture this fugitive auditory
essence. As | put the verbal sensations down,
one rainfilled note after the next, | have no idea
wh er e whriirlg islgding, only a sense
t hat [ am where what
a sense that | am where | need to be, in a new
terrain, and that | am exorcising something,
something that needs to be thus named and
released. There is a definite space | am
exporing, but unlike the garden it is a more
subjective, internal one, mad
up of the incoherence fo
which we have no words tha
surrounds each one of us. Is |y
possible to orchestrate th
incoherence, those raindrop
those cries of welcome, o
loss, as rosic, and thus as
something memorable? Muc
as rock gardening sets one 0@
frontier of sorts, a defiance of zonal boundaries,
of what may be considered growable, so in a
poem | am mining that very slight frontier that
lies between the unconscious world g@eted as
sound and the conscious one of sight; between
the late night and the rain on the roof with which

| woke and the growing light in which | am
trying to resolve those random sounds into

James

Merrill

space

| 6m w



something another might see as music, as poetry, Broken Silo Nursery
as even possip clarification, dark space

orchestrated. . . .
worry that just as we are starting over again,

How | register this <cra e (f‘r%acttuﬁbg oy tr}ekprecu?lc]e {hatofs
what it i s, is anot her 8' Osgafc%f t o @

that, like a garden, it rarely comes into being all witnessing the systematlc demlse this way
at once. The balancing | need, of an internal set life as one small nursery after another falls to the

of sourds or music and an external objective \évsé/lflie.B;r: db?r]:(t)rr(:)dgsétlr:r? |Sr:|cf) thﬁ/'l[’ Insat::])glc:S
setting with which a possible reader can identify, P ysett y

can take months, even years before it even J 2 2 ? s 2 |n g c el 0 m a | ;Jnsl ?zxn :] 8 :1 g Ie Ir
begins o look right. But, as with gardening, ?/e ort that | have fallen off thg wagon. Now |
there are skills | have acquired, Just as gardeners port * 1en o gon.

Wonot go into the psychol o

learn by looking at
otherpeopl eds Qf
by reading about their resis
plants, and, if possible,
traveling to see them in
their mountain habitats,
SO a poet learns over
time how to refine his
sensibility so as to be
ready when what he
needs to say strikes.

nﬁo this world craving plants, unable to
the |m|dulse and urge to grow something in
the garden kowing full well that the damned
thing will probably just di® but at least you
tried, right? No one can completely understand
which neuron got fired in the wrong direction to
warp an individual into that of being a gardener.
Qustplart n u tpmldablysuns it up best. But
what | do know, and explicitly understand, is the
deepseated disturbance behind anyone trying to
Instead of plants, | am rSunda speC|Te;1Ity nursery at r:hls rr(;omer:jt in t|_me_d
now filling this internal auditory garden with adness ere IS somewnere, deep down Inside

wor ds, or something t hafa‘ch Pfr‘r‘% ﬁ‘?‘gn§SSW|thF HOt'OH W%t

§ucha Sb- irds. o I--t h el ps th épgc?afl MI'hat in tﬁls cllmage oISsEandar(?zatlon e

involved in these transpositions is much more
flexible than the placing of plants in a garden. | and branding and trademarklng, th?y are missing
out on the true joys of gardening: that of

can move words about ithout jeopardizing discovery. and the sense of adventure
their very existence; in fact, | may be required to Y, N ure.

move them about, as a way of testing possible
sites. | can alter them too long as | respect their
place in the soundscape that gives a poem its
internal coherence. In a finished poeme tvords
need to look as if they have been rooted in that
very site from the first day of creation. But an

an earlier name or identdyt h a t Awor dor
t he @ bnd rird this way share in the
compositionalaspect. The truth of a poem, or a
garden, becomes all the more tolerable when we
can understand how provisional those plants,
those words are. Neither a poem, nor a garden is
an edict written in stone. Gardening, as a
metaphor, allows me to register thanse of

play, of discovery. A poem becomes, for me, the
music in a garden.

Anchua caespltosa

I tds what IdeaAnm gustwnntowl f e
of us) and | to open H&H Botanicals way back
in 1995, that sadness and longing for the
adventure of growing plants from far away




regon® pl aces wedd probabl
visit in our lives.

We had been dabbling in the pldmisiness for a
few years by then, and knew our way around the
industry fairly well. So it just seemed a logical
progression to open up our own nursery, and
join in on all the fun that everyone else was
enjoying. At the time, my mother was phasing
out the nursery end at her farm to focus on other
endeavors, so we struck up a deal to lease her
existing greenhouses and some land to build
houses and display areas our own. This would

At that time, herbs were a really big thing and
our first catalog, in 1999, reflected that. It was a
simple catalog, fairly straightforward, listing
page after page of herbs and scented geraniums,
and showing off the beginnings of my once
famous Thyme cddction. The catalog itself
was adorned with a simple drawéhg say
simple because | canot dr
simpleto® of Thymus vulgaris. But | also had

a few rock plants thrown into the mix, being that
rock gardening was my new hobby at the time.
Of course, sales were awful. Little did we
realize that herbs were actually the big thing of

be our first lesson in thbusinesd never work 1h998F10r SO it seemed_. Tlhe Leal problem was
with your family, especially when your family that herbies are notoriously cheap bastards and

has a fdcompetingo bus Ny growaout fivg, plants:sparggy, sage,

property. Pettiness always ensues, employees [0Seémary, oregano, artlyme. And once you

on the other side plot to get rid of you, and have pa_rsl_ey,A youove got p
obnoxious customers of the other half scream Mmatter i f itos flat leaf o
nepotism. tdoesnodot matter i f SSHWePtharpckplagy ki ng

like a dog and paying though the nose to keep

the grounds nice for e%undg‘?)dﬁ@ams' He'6'o \gasgereahatelst

and certainly a threat to someone. anity, people’that were truly fnto plants

But thatoés neither her e Ihgsgyerepepplethathada sense of adventure,
a sense far away places, and a good sense of

potty humor. | could be mysélfa silly rubé
without drowning in a sea of pretentious bores.
These were people that made stands and stood of
individuality.

Aloinopsis spathulata

It would be four years before our first catalog, as
we buik stock, a customer base, and tried to
define ourselves in a very crowded marketplace.
Specialty nurseries were everywhere,
bookshelves were full of volume after volume of . N , .
botanical treasuréscan you imagine walking, Ibetywr didnot realize just
today, into a Baindinga a rociagomEeniary gardeningreally is.

copy of Du rCashion Plardsvice thes ,
Rock Gardenon the shelf?d people were
seriously gardening! And they werserious
about gardenin and not just becoming
AfMaster o Gardeners.

It was four years until that first catalog, and it
would be another four until our last. During that
time, we road a wave of botanical delights and
bizarrely esoteric cataled the height, for me,
being The Well Armed Gardenin which a



