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	Title: Giving Thanks for Garden Memories 
	Author: by Pam Wallace and UC Master Gardeners
	Page 1: Thanksgiving is my favorite holiday of the year.  It's not as commercial as some holidays have become and it still symbolizes a genuine message.  It's not about toys or material possessions, but about being with friends and family and being grateful to have them.  This holiday began as a celebration at the end of growing season giving thanks for the harvest bounty of the year.  It has evolved into a day where family and friendship is celebrated, where food and fun are brought together, and where people share experiences of the past year for which they feel grateful. In keeping with tradition, and remembering that the original Thanksgiving holiday was tied to the harvest from the land, Master Gardeners thought it appropriate to share some of our favorite early garden memories for which we are grateful.  My grandmother was a gardener and I have vivid memories of her tulips.  Their large, cup-shaped flowers in a rainbow of colors were my favorite flowers, but I also remember narcissus, roses, and some large bush that we kids hid under.  Unfortunately, she passed away when I was quite young, but wandering about in her garden in later years and seeing the roses bloom and bulbs return year after year always brought me comfort and happiness.  She poured so much energy and attention into her flowers and yard that it became a place of special memories.  Now I have a grandson and I hope to share my love of gardening with him.  Already, the garden is a place that soothes him when he's his fussiest.  He loves to listen to the birds, watch the leaves jiggle and dance in the wind, and find butterflies and bugs.  Next on my list is teaching him to weed!  Although I think he'll enjoy hunting for snails a lot more. Master Gardener Jill Worley shares this memory of how she became interested in gardening.  When I was about 7 years old, we moved to a small farm community north of Chicago.  Our neighbor, having no children of her own, enjoyed when I wandered over to her flower-filled yard.  I would ask a million questions about what was blooming. It was always a pleasure to listen to her; she was so patient and grew a variety of plants.  Our yard at that time was basically grass.  On one of my after school visits to Mrs. Fore’s garden, she gave me a big armload of iris rhizomes that she had just dug out, and told me how to plant and take of them.  Never thinking to ask my mom, I got a shovel, picked a spot in the middle of the back yard, dug out a nice round four foot flower bed, and planted my new treasure.  Luckily, Mom and Dad weren't too upset with what I had done.  After the snows melted, I constantly checked where I had planted.  One day I spied a bud, then a shoot, and lo and behold shortly after that was the most beautiful white iris one could ever imagine!  I ran and got Mom and Mrs. Fore to show off 'my' flowers.  Many years passed and the flower bed kept thriving.  My uncle bought our house when we moved to California and he continued to cultivate my little flower bed.  To this day, the irises still bloom as do my fond memories of our neighbor who shared her love of flowers with me.
	Page 2: Linda Day recalls that it was her aunt that had the green thumb in the family.  My mother was always at war with bermudagrass and aphids in her attempts to grow a large rose garden.  My father would mow the lawn and battle with branches of trees and bushes that outgrew their spots in the yard.  To them gardening was a chore.  But my Aunt Alice, living on a hillside in Oakland, loved to garden.  I recall lush plants covering her yard.  I ate wild strawberries that grew around rock stepping stones in her backyard and picked hibiscus flowers to put in my hair.  She taught me to make succulent dish gardens and to grow African violets, which I continue to do.Beverly Cassidy often planted pickling cucumbers to make dill pickles as Christmas gifts.  One year when the cucumber vines were thickly criss-crossed between two rows, my basset-mix Missie became very interested in one particular spot.  Eventually she pounced and out streaked a covey of tiny quail.  Missie didn’t budge, but kept digging with her nose into the vines.  Sensing the need, I grabbed her collar and pulled her back.  One last little quail popped out and quickly ran off to join his siblings.  Gardening can also be about enjoying wildlife!And lastly, for Sara Williams one of life’s first memories was in a garden.  I remember being very small and holding my grandmother's hand while walking in my mother's vegetable garden.  Mother always planted bachelor buttons and four-o-clocks around the edge of her garden.  At dusk it was nice and cool.  The fragrance of the flowers and vegetables, along with the fireflies flitting through the air started my love for gardening, which I am thankful for each day.  
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