
In the garden with Shobha Vanchiswar 

 
Let’s overdo it! 
August 12, 2011 

Bulb Boot Camp 

I ordered my bulbs for fall planting last month. In the midst of that horrid heatwave, I sat perusing 
catalogs, dreaming of spring. I wish it was always spring. I’m partial to plants that shine at that time. 
There is a freshness that cannot be found any other season. Youth definitely has a considerable 
advantage. 

It appears as though in thinking about youth, I forgot myself and ordered with an impulsive, childlike 
abandon. I conveniently set aside the reality of my not so youthful self. So now that the order has been 
made, I’m committed to planting the bulbs when they arrive in the fall. Already I can foresee the days of 
groaning in pain with sore muscles, overworked joints and aching back. But do I regret my enormous 
bulb purchase? Not a chance! The thought of all those glorious flowers put forth by the humble, brown 
packages of botanical delight puts me in exceedingly good cheer. 

 
Just envision for a minute swathes of fringed, flamed or feathered tulips in shades of pink and white 
highlighted with strokes of green, keeping pace with the jewel like crocus and whimsical frittilarias. 
These will be succeeded by lollipop like alliums in hues of mauve and spires of camassias in blues and 
whites. Spectacular! I simply cannot imagine spring without the myriad bulbs.  In fact, I’ll go so far as to 
say that I don’t want a spring that has no bulbs. So there. 

Instead, I’m going to prepare my body for the bulb planting. Sort of like training for the New York 
marathon. Lots of walking on varied terrain which in Chappaqua, is easy to come by. Then plenty of 
stretching and strengthening. Mind you this plan is over and above the regular exercise one gets. As this 
regime is specifically to get planting ready, I shall bend and kneel plenty. I’ll contort my body in ways 
for which it was never designed. I think I’ll take up playing Twister with regularity. And throughout, I’ll 
wear my new garden clogs as those in the sport business always advice one to break in the shoes well 
before the event. And, accordingly, I’ll dress in old, comfy gardening clothes that will be sure to 
embarrass my daughter. Imagine a middle-aged woman dressed in such a fashion traipsing around town, 
covering hills and valleys gallantly. Stopping periodically to take large, exaggerated steps, then bending 
over with arms extended unnaturally only to get up suddenly and come down to a kneel. This will be 
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followed by a few shifts to one side and then to the other side all along on knees. Yes, that would do it. 
It ought to get me in fighting shape. 

Finally, after the planting, with endorphins coursing through my battered body, I will feel satisfyingly 
triumphant and healthy. No doubt a day or two later, my body will still feel the pain that all serious 
marathoners must endure. But it will not matter. Mission accomplished and I’m a hero in my own 
garden. 

Come next spring, I’ll take sweet pleasure in the flowers and by July, like the trials of childbirth, I’d 
have forgotten all about the tortures of planting and placed another large order of bulbs. A real glutton 
for punishment. That’s me. 

Since misery loves company, I hope you too have finished ordering an extravagant number of bulbs. Oh 
go ahead and indulge. We’ll rejoice together in spring. 

Lovely, lyrical, and funny!  Thanks, Shobha!    By Kathleen Williamson on 08/22/2011 at 1:41 pm     
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