PHOTOGRAPHED BY CELIA PEARSON

Twenty-five years of gardening have
taught Marianna Russell about
growth, loss, and herself.

I'am in my garden digging tradescantia. [ am always in my gar-
den digging tradescantia at this time of the year. In the early spring,
when the shoots are young and tender, I somehow talk myself into
believing I can win the battle against this plant of many talents.
‘Tradescantia blooms at the end of May, around the time of iris-
es and peonies, and then continues to bloom sporadically through-
out the summer. In the fall it gives a final burst, sometimes blooming
straight into November. Its tiny flowers— in shades of blue and
pink, lavender and white— open in the morning and close at night.
Its narrow, sword-like leaves extend high above the buds before
curying to/the ground in graceful arches. Tradescantia grows any-
where. As the catalogs say, it’s a charming and desirable plant.
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Clematis “Ramona”
| climbs a twig trellis by
‘ the potting shed.
| Opposite: John Russell
J created an herb garden
in the stone foundation
J of an old tool shed. To
the right of the gravel
| path is the original oval
bed where the author
first planted the persis-
tent tradescantia among
the irises and peonies.
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Here I am, digging tradescantia, and the
shell of memory suddenly cracks open
to spill a \u\nd scene from Iong ago...
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But in the 25 years I've been cultivating a garden, I've de-
veloped a complex relationship with tradescantia: It wants to
expand uncontrollably, and I want to control it. Every spring,
that conflict leads to the Tradescantia Wars. And this is how
the wars begin: I’'m crouching in the oldest of my flower beds,
digging onion grass, tending to the first seasonal chores, when
my trowel gets stuck in a solid clump of tradescantia roots. By
the time I realize I've once again committed the grievous mil-
itary error of underestimating the enemys, it’s too late. I've
launched a major battle.

The common name for tradescantia is spiderwort, and after
intimate involvement with its root system | know the name is
apt. W

'lc,ublht\ deceptive: a hard h(_)p from thL edgu of a trowel
reveals an interior more like a raw carrot than a flimsy spider
I gouge the cold, damp earth, slicing away Top: D.a\.rid Austin Pld English Rose “Graham Thomas” grows
: up a pillar by the kitchen steps. Above:The author’s hushand,
j John Russell, built the potting shed, which is graced by climb-
to claw and gather up the pieces. ing clematis “Ramona” and pink rose “Zepherine Drouhin.”
When a whole clump breaks free at once, I hold it high at
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{QAtthe far end, an apple tree
",

'lfﬂppﬂsim: Yellow irises frame

|a view of the tranquil fish pond.
! spreads its branches over the
fence.
This page, clockwise from
upper left: Ancient irises
S already occupied an old oval

£4 ' hed near the farmhouse when

K'1ths.' Russells moved in. “Dublin

§ e - &
M Bay” climbing rose thrives on

a crisp white trelfis. The view
from the house shows the flag-
stone terrace encircling a wa-
terfall and fish pond designed

& |and installed by Scott Neal of

Northbrook Landscape (410-
357-4413). In spring, the ground
cover in the foreground is
punctuated with daffodils.

s length, a triumphant Perseus dis-
playing Medusa’s locks. Then my hands
begin to bleed. I look up, scan
tlefield where purple shoo

ing the bat-
seem to be
springing up everywhere. I know I really
should toss in the trowel and go inside to
wash the blood from my hands. But I don’t.
I keep on digging.

I’LL PROBABLY NEVER RID MY GARDEN OF
antia. [ wouldn’t want to anyway,
s me think of Pat, a dear friend







