We are both the Gardener and the Garden

~ Jack Kornfield*

I love this time of year. I come alive. Everything feels
. like poetry. Energy and happiness abound. And I am
inspired.

As many days of the year as weather allows, I sit on
my porch gazing out at what seems an extraordinarily
large back yard. It is not riding lawnmower worthy,
but large enough. I take it in section by section. I sip
coffee and dream of what could be. In the fall
everything becomes more magical including this
enormous landscape.
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The plants speak a little more clearly. The green grass has stories to tell. Bird songs are more poignant and
carry greater importance. And perhaps best of all, as the squirrels are so busy preparing for winter, they

cease their loud admonishment of the cats.

When I moved in, not quite two years ago, I inherited a very odd and incomplete backyard landscape: 3
rosebushes, a small, variegated bush of some kind, two slightly raised garden boxes, empty except for weeds,
two trees, two types of day lilies tucked back in a corner, a garden shed and a field of lumpy grass with
invasive weeds.

People offered that it was a blank canvas on which I could paint a world so I had an expert gardener come
and put together a rough design. I needed a plan and some advice. It didn’t help. I was still overwhelmed by
the enormity of space and needs of my yard.

In the last two years I have planted lilacs, moved a hydrangea, and bought a garden Quan Yin who now
resides in a lovely space outside my window so I can see her all year. I have cleaned out the raised beds and
planted purple asparagus and rhubarb. My neighbor gave me sunflower seeds which, to my delight, came up
adding sunshine to this field of dreams.

As I contemplate my garden’s vast canvas, I realize it is a reflection of my life. When I moved here, I was
almost empty and slightly tattered around the edges, just like the backyard. Yes, I still had wisdom and skill
reflected in the roses, the symbol of psychics. And those roses did bloom a little the first year but needed
love and nourishment.

So did I. I needed to nourish my soul and my body in ways that I hadn’t for a long time. I wanted to bloom
again fully and with the robustness of health and love.

That variegated bush reflects the myriad of experiences that have made up my life, always interesting but
with seemingly little relationship to my present reality. I planted one of the lilacs next to that bush, and now
they are both thriving. They are building a little community of their own and have even sent up new sprouts.

I too am building a local community of my own with the help of wonderful neighbors. My world
community is more than I could have ever dreamed of. You all feed my soul. Still, it is good to have
someone with whom to go grab coffee, trade garden secrets, and laugh out loud.



Those two lovely trees way in the back represent Spirit’s protection and care for me. At times, I have felt as
disconnected from Spirit as those trees are from the house. I make a point to walk out and commune with
them, just as I make a point to commune with Spirit. Just yesterday, the fertile ground beneath those
guardians offered up a colony of blooming plants I had never seen before. Isn’t that the way with Spirit,
offering us opportunities we have never had before?

As for that empty shed, it wasn’t completely empty. It had the remnants of someone else’s life. Just as I was
carrying the remnants of others’ history as well as my own. Some things have been repurposed, and some
were best to let go.

Under the weeds, I found the raised gardens were prepared and ready to give life. All they needed was
someone to plant new seeds and give them a little water and love. I was ready and this new home and yard
were the seeds for my new life. My attention is the water. And love? Well, love is love.

The day lilies planted so far away from everything are not only beautiful with their yellow and peach blooms,
but they are also hearty, self-reliant, and tenacious. They bloomed with little care and proliferated despite my
lack of attention.

They remind me that I, too, am resilient and tenacious. I, like many of us, have weathered storms and
drought and cold and heat and here I am, blooming, growing, and smiling every day. The lilies have become
my plant totem. When I look at them, I am reminded to stay the course and thrive.

And just as my yard looked pretty to the untrained eye, I looked pretty on the surface but underneath I
needed a lot of tending. I tend others and I love what I do. In fact, most of us tend to others and we do it
with joy and love. But how much do we tend ourselves? Where is that love and care for ourselves that we
lavish on others?

Are you giving your soul, emotions, mind, and body enough nourishment? Do you even know what you
need?

These are enormous and important questions with ever changing answers. Here are some basics I learned
listening to and watching my back yard.

My empty field wanted different things in different areas. Now there is an area for veggies, an expanding
hydrangea garden, a meditation garden, a future farie garden with a bench under those loving trees, and
something bright and bold right in the middle. I’'m sure more areas will let me know what they want when it
is time.

As for what we need as individuals, not only do we each have different bodies, but we also have different
expressions of our personalities. We are friend, child, grandchild and perhaps parent. We have hobbies,
responsibilities, jobs, and volunteer work. All these aspects are equal in beauty and need for nourishment,
attention, and love.

Some nourishment is obvious. The plants needed food — clean, organic food. So do we. As well as food for
our bodies, we need food for our emotions, minds and souls.

My yard also needs water. I am having two new spigots installed so there is easier access for watering the
entire space and filling the new bird baths that live in different parts of the yard.



Similarly, we also need care from different sources. We need time in nature to hear the trees and Spirit. We
are healed with music and art. We need laughter with friends, alone time for rejuvenation, and conversations
that bring us insights and make us think. We need acknowledgement and encouragement. We need to be
heard.

I have added birdbaths, chimes, and a few sacred and fun statues to compliment and bring blessings to the
different zones. We, too, need adornment, fun and blessings. It is healing to do something nice for
ourselves. We feel better with a new hair cut or a new jacket. We need little surprises and compliments that
let us know we are seen and loved.

Oh, and decluttering! As I have cleaned up invasive plants and bagged extra leaves and dead branches, the
plants are thriving. Decluttering my mind and heart as well as throwing out boxes because there is no plan
to move again, gives me greater peace. I love the simplicity of a clean yard, home and heart. I breathe more
freely. Removing the excess in our lives is a powerful healing tool.

The blank canvas of my garden has also taught me that when I’'m quiet and listen, inspiration comes. I took
in the ideas from the garden designer and listened to the experience and advice of people who have lived
here far longer than I. And then I listened to my yard and the plants and the trees. And yes, the birds and
those very talkative squirrels.

It is the same with life. We seck advice and yet, the ultimate answers for our best lives come from our own
hearts.

I have also learned that sometimes I hire someone to be the gardener and sometimes I do my own
gardening. Isn’t that true with life? We hire experts to do the things that we are not good at or don’t have
the energy to do.

In tending the garden of our own health and well being, we hire the massage therapist, the healer and we go
out to a restaurant that nourishes our souls as well as our bodies. And in our own self care, we journal, nap
in the window seat with our beloved 4-leggeds, go for a walk in nature, and cook ourselves a delicious meal.

There is a beautiful saying that it takes a village to raise a child. Doesn’t it also take a village to live well?

We are the gardens that need tending and we are the gardeners that tend, chooses the plants, have the mulch
delivered, and then sit on the porch sipping tea and being fulfilled by the beauty that we have created.

May you enjoy your gardens of life and earth in this autumnal season.

*Title quote shared by Dave Karpowicz in Breath In — Breath Out 10.4.23



