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 the little ‘i:i‘“@’mgg; "Each spring here in Michigan,I = gimme some sugar.” It’s going coat-
a2t make us feel ~ache in asmall place I can’t name. less in winter and seeing velvety
T T SRR S It’s not simply that slogging pansies planted by an intrepid gar-
ted—like pink . . . . .

: , through snow in April makes me dener. It’s hard, this passingon the
gwoo a in spring long for the landscape of mjz South- sense of place. We can do the big," | .-~
' ern childhood. It’s the realization stuff—religion, ethics. Butit’s the |
‘that my kids and I do not share na-  little things that root us. |
ture cues—those sensory memories By sheer luck and the yearning
that evoke home once we're grown  of the Southerner who owned our
and gone. For them, springwaftsin  house before us, two dogwoods
on chilly crab apple breezesinmid- bloom outside my daughter’s
May. I snip lilac branches and put bedroom window: one pink, one
them into nightstand vasestoscent ~ white. Each spring, those delicate

their dreams. When they were branches are the first thing she
little, they played “catch the heli- sees upon awakening and the last
copters” as maple seedlings thing she sees before dreaming.
spiraled to earth. Magnoliablos- My husband and I once toyed with
soms? Honeysuckle? Forget moving to another neighborhood.
about it. Nature has imprinted “We can’t!” Emma wailed. “What
my children with a different about my dogwoods?” My daugh-
beauty, different signs for home. ter, whose accent holds no trace
I still find these small detailsjar-  of Georgia red clay, nevertheless
ring. Transplantingis afunnybusi-  waits for the dogwoods to bloom.
ness. I occasionally hear my kids That is enough for me.
slip in a “y’all” when calling out to  Long ago I promised myself that
' their friends, but more often it’s  if she were to stay close by and bless
. “youguys.” Their A’s areflatasRed me with a granddaughter, I'd plant
Wing hockey ice. When they were  adogwood outside her baby’s win-
toddlers, they’d say, “Deeaddy, help dow. And should she settleina
me with my p’jeeamas,” and I’d place alien to us both,
cringe. Where were their drawls?I  like Montana or Wash- /
taught them to speak,but theirears ington State, [imag- |
have found other accents to mime.  inewe’llbothbeout :
How can I imbue my children in the garden— =
W Debra Darvick is with a sense of the South whenwe rooting into the
| EHH ﬁg only visit once a year—especially earth not just
sy since that trip isusuallyin Decem- flowering trees
_ debradarvick ber? The South means swingingin for springtime
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Wordpress.com the backyard h ammo Ck; it’S pine- dehgh t, bU.t the S ; .
straw fights and hearing their sence of our child-
grandpa say, “C’mere, Bubba, hoodsaswell. =
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