






How Does Your Garden Grow?
Linda Monnahan Peterson
	Gardening and I have a long history; from picking green beans, tomatoes, and peppers in my mother’s garden to my own forays into the hobby.
	In the beginning, my attempts to garden produced more weeds than produce or flowers when my plot was out on the edge of our crop field. But eventually, my talent and effort grew into notable creations. Once I honed my efforts, I had a huge vegetable garden east of the house where I grew green beans, lettuce, spinach, radishes, cucumbers, tomatoes, dill, oniony, melons, zinnias and gladioli.
	When the rabbits tried to make it their personal salad bowl, it was time to fence it 
in with, I believe it was, fence netting. It needed a gate, though. 
This was in my more creative days. I scrounged up  an old hog-chasing gate, cleaned it up, and painted it white. On this background I drew Elmer Fudd in his overalls. While carrying his gun, he invited, “C’mon you Wascally Wabbit.”
	On another occasion, I decided an old feeding floor would be the perfect location to have a flower garden. When I approached Gordon with this idea, he said, “You’ll never grow anything there!” My retort was, “Dump enough dirt there and watch me.”
	After convincing him to bring load after fertile load of black dirt on sight with the tractor bucket, I grew just about everything in that garden. I grew ground cover, wild geranium,tulips, irises of many colors and varieties, marigolds, to impatience, delphiniums to phlox, glads to mums, as well as anything else I could trade with other gardeners.
	These days, I’ve largely given up vegetable gardening in favor of four different flower gardens.
	I guess I showed him.
