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True confessions time 

At some point each fall, I fervently wish I could just skip the season and go straight to winter. 

Yes, I love the autumnal colors, the golden light in the afternoons, the crisp air and other delicious 
offerings of the season. But there is something so depressing about garden chores at this time of year. 
The energy and optimism I have in the spring is nowhere in sight in October. I go from being Tigger to 
Eeyore at the sight of the first yellow leaf.   

As I cut back and clean up the garden, get plants into the greenhouse, put away the freshly cleaned pots 
and garden furniture, my heart sinks. I feel sadness much like that experienced when saying goodbye to 
dear ones. I’m ever conscious of the fact that it will be a good six months before the garden will be 
abloom again.  

So much labor to put the garden to bed. And then what? Months of harsh cold, a vast expanse of snow 
obliterating all signs of gardens, worrying over the well being of what lies beneath, going stir crazy. It 
gets quite unbearable. And all the while I have to breathe deeply, keep a stiff upper lip and remind 
myself why I must do what must be done. 

Here is how I have learned to handle my dark mood 

As I cut and tidy, I appeal to my innate and somewhat irrational need for order and start enjoying the 
neatening process. I focus on the task and do not think beyond it. The fact that there remains no mess or 
untidy flopping around is very good for my morale. 

Filling up the greenhouse, I imagine spending time amidst the plants while a snowstorm rages outside. A 
cup of tea, a book, the warmth from the heater, the fragrance of the plants . . . perfect. Never mind that I 
usually end up grooming and fussing over the plants. Clipping here, pinching there, staking something, 
re-potting, etc. The book lies unread and the tea gets cold. The latter gets fed to any plant in need of a 
pick me up. No, I don’ t let my mind get to that point of reality. I dwell instead in the fantasy.  
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After most of the autumn clean up work is done, my hundreds of bulbs must then be planted. The 
quantity is daunting and I curse my greed and extravagance. Naturally, I cannot admit this to the family. 
I must sweetly recruit their help because there is no way I will accomplish the task all by myself without 
ending up in traction. I visualize the end result: the amazing, nay, stunning show in spring. The sequence 
of blooms that is sure to make us ecstatic. Then I go about painting a verbal image to aforementioned 
family. I channel Pollyanna. For extra motivation, I tell myself that all that bending and digging will get 
me in better shape. Finally, the bulbs are planted. 

Thus, I confess. I’m not above resorting to delusion to get myself to press on with the chores and, like 
everyone else I too battle inherent laziness. However, I have yet to give in to my baser self. I can hear 
the garden give a sigh of relief. 
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