
Although there was a late 
summer storm coming, the 
sheets really did need to 
get out to the clothesline 
today. Fortunately it was a 
borrowed pipe wrench. At 
least that was one less 
thing to worry about should 
anyone start to ask 
questions. He had never been 
much for borrowing. 

The garden had 
gotten out of hand 
that summer. He 
had not intended it 
to be that way, but 
after the potatoes 
were dug and two 
sets of heirloom 
tomato seedlings 
were pounded into 
the ground by 
spring storms, it 
just was not in him 
to keep weeding 
and hoping. 
 

Thinking back...zinnias, late summer

up until then...



Some early summer 
evenings, they would 
push the furniture aside, 
stack up their favorite 
records, and dance 
slowly together while 
the fireflies came up 
from the ivy. All the 
while they imagined being 
on a rooftop far above 
everything and everyone 
with only twinkling 
lights of the big city 
below.

How it was...

But now...just before he snapped

It was then that he 
realized their true 
relationship. This garden 
corner contained all the 
clues. How had he missed 
them before? The 
flowers soaked up the 
sun while overshadowing 
everything nearby, 
practically screaming 
“Look at me!” The spider 
waited for the 
vulnerable while 
silently pondering, “You 
are my feast.” 
 



The rake’s shadow lined up so perfectly 
parallel with the too straight branch on 
the garden clippings. If it hadn’t been all 
just too coincidental, the detective would 
not have paused. It was a clue of sorts in 
that it caused a sense of anxiety that could 
not be disguised. 

If only the morning had been overcast...

It had started with just 
a simple comment about 
the pattern of the old 
rug and how it looked 
dated, past it…tired and 
tiresome. This had torn 
the scab off some long 
forgotten and 
neglected mental 
wound. He was that rug. 
That rug was him. The rug 
remained unstained. 
 

Why had the pipe wrench been there anyway?



But where had he left his garden trowel? 

Black swallowtails often 
covered his butterfly weed. 
They would spend hours 
sipping nectar, and they 
loved his dill and carrots, 
favorite places for laying 
eggs to hatch hungry 
caterpillars. He didn’t mind. 
Somehow this made his 
garden important to the 
entire world. The life 
cycles of generations 
depended on him. 

The book had folder-type 
sections where his 
grandmother sorted recipe 
clippings, cooking tips, and 
anything else of interest. 
You might say it had been a 
1960′s version of blogging. 
You might not say it was 
where he now kept anything 
sinister. It was much too 
whimsical for that.

Kitchen keepsakes...
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