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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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