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I live for the magic moments when a tender green shoot first pokes through the dirt, when a swollen bud blooms, when a tiny, green fruit begins to grow. Gardening is my passion. I love watching a tiny seed grow until it becomes a towering plant, and every time I look at a tree, I wonder, how could such a giant grow from a seed the size of my pinky nail? Nature and gardening fills me with a sense of contentment when I watch every leaf, stem, and bud uncurl. 


Gardening makes me feel like a mother, bringing tiny shoots into existence. Every leaf uncurled is a triumph, every flower bloomed is a victory, every fruit grown is a success. I feel proud of my plants, however weak and tiny. I know that every one, with the proper care, will grow big and strong and flourish. I know that every plant deserves some care, some love, and some joy.

Nothing can take place of the feelings I have for gardening. I adore the feeling of the wind on my face and the roots on my hand. I love the texture of the leaves and the scent of flowers. I am in awe of the towering sycamore, the delicate but hardy orchid, and the tiny buttercups that grow behind the fences. I root for the bud to flower, the leaf to emerge, the fruit to ripen. I smile at the lonely weed, the field of flowers, and the basket of fruit. I crave the feeling of the dirt beneath my palms, the leaves between my fingers, and the shovel in my hand. It is the feeling of the responsibility, the tiny life in my hand, and the contentment of the filled pot.  I garden because I love to, not because I have to. Because of gardening, I can be a part of Mother Nature.

Not all things about gardening are enjoyable though. I hate the dirt in between my nails, the bugs who feast on my plants.  I curse the frost, the snow, and the cold, because every time they appear, my plants inch another notch toward never sprouting again. Still, every spring brings a whole new variety of plants to my attention. 

I love some flowers and plants in particular, such as my strawberry plants. I found them at a local nursery and was instantly smitten. Once at home, I carefully planted and watered them. Those seedlings meant the world to me. I cheered when they flourished, saddened when they grew ragged, and celebrated when the first petite white bud emerged. And when the first tiny wrinkled green strawberry began to grow, I was so fluttery and excited; it felt like I had butterflies in my stomach. I was utterly and completely thrilled.

The magic, the thrill, the passion, the suspense, and the wonder make gardening one of my most cherished hobbies. I will remember forever every plant I have grown and the joy they have given me. I watered those plants with my hope, planted them with my love, grew them with my dreams, and sprinkled them with my joy. I poured myself into those plants. Gardening links me directly with Mother Nature, and I will be forever bedazzled by what she has to offer, whether it is flower, fruit, or vegetable. 
