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  April 10, 1PM  Henry Homeyer “Gardening in Vermont Soils at The Big Picture 
Month of May we will be Potting for the Plant Sale. No programs 

****************************************************************************************** 
PROGRAM FOR MARCH 

Lemon Leaf Wreath Workshop 
Fayston Town Hall  

Tuesday March 13 1PM 

 We will have Kelly from Vee's demonstrating how to make a Lemon Leaf Wreath at 
our March 13th meeting. Included here are photos of what a wreath looks like. The leaves 
are on branches and you wire the branches together into a circle as you can see by the 
photos. Please bring your clippers, green floral wire, wire cutters or pliers and a glue gun 
or pot. Also if you have an extension cord or a strip plug we could use a few of those. 
Please bring some dried flowers, lavender, larkspur, rose buds, hydrangea etc small nuts 
or what ever you like, to decorate, ribbon etc. 
Please contact Coordinators Sandra Reilly sreilly@madriver.com Tel. 496-5758 or 
Stephanie Venema svenema@gmavt.net Tel. 496-2035 if you are or are not planning to 
attend. We need numbers by Feb 28th  to order supplies. 

!  
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       MINUTES 
  Mountain Gardeners’ Meeting 

 Tuesday, February 13, 2018 

Fayston Town Hall 

The meeting was called to order at 1:20 p.m. 

Carol Miner thanked the coordinators Carol Hosford, Wendy McDonough, and Sandra 
Grant. 

The January 9th, 2018 minutes were approved. 

 Carol reported that there is $11,527.29 in the account. Members voted and approved the 
new budget of $7045 for the 2018 calendar year. In Leslie Reynold’s absence, all bills 
should be submitted to Carol for payment.  

Members were reminded to sign in when they attend meetings and to be sure to respond to 
e-mails regarding whether or not you plan to attend announced meetings.   

Pat Apigian reported that there is a new garden club in Rochester. She will invite the 
members to the April 10th meeting when Henry Homeyer presents “Beyond Perennials, 
Gardening in Vermont Soils”.  

Sue Stoehr is the June 2nd 2018 plant sale coordinator.  Pat Apigian will establish the 
potting schedule and asked that people state their preferences for days they can work.  A 
sign-up sheet was circulated for members to volunteer to work on other activities.  The 
good news is that the plant sale banner was found. Pat asked members to bring any black 
pots that they have at home to the spring potting sessions. 

Suzy Wolski, Sunshine Committee, sent a card to Sue Stoehr who is recovering from 
vertigo.  She inquired about Kip Carey and was told that she is much better. 

Val Hale circulated the Penny Pines jar for donations. 

Nancy Emory asked for volunteers to provide desserts for the Community Dinner on 
February 23rd.  She asked volunteers to make desserts but please no brownies. Desserts 
can be delivered to Nancy’s house or directly to the Waitsfield church at 4:45pm.  She 
passed around a sign-up sheet.  Also Nancy asked if there were 8 members who would 
volunteer to sponsor a Community Dinner at the Waitsfield church and several members 
responded to her request.  

Carol Hosford and Jean Monroe are responsible for the scholarship program this year. 

It was noted that the February arrangements at the Senior Center were beautiful. Many 
thanks to Val Hale and Pat Apigian. 

Sandra Reilly reminded everyone to check out the Mountain Gardeners website for news 
and updates 

THOUGHT FOR THE DAY:  Gardeners make mistakes – that is how we learn!       



The next meeting is scheduled for March 13, at Fayston Town Hall and it is a Lemon Leaf 
Wreath Workshop.  Materials needed are published in the 2018 yearbook. 

The meeting was adjourned at 1:44 p.m.  

Following the meeting, members planted bulbs in pots for spring flowers. 

***************************************************************************** 
PLANTING DAFFODIL BULBS INDOORS: FEBRUARY PROGRAM 

 Thanks to Suzie Wolski and Pat Apigian for setting up the bulb planting program. 
Members potted bulbs in their own containers for early Spring color in their homes. 
Would anyone who participated in this program please send in PICTURES of their bulbs 
in bloom????  

      Who made the delicious, beautiful cake???? 

Lovely dried flower arrangement designed by 
Carol Hosford and Dorothy Van Houten.



THERE’S A BULL IN THE GARDEN! 
      by Anne Wallis Bull 

As most of you know Anne Bull has been an active member of our club for many years. In 
fact she wrote the newsletter before I did and gave it the name “Down the Garden Path”. Her 
articles were such fun I have asked her to contribute some to our newsletter. This one is 
about her “journey” into gardening through her mom. In earlier times Anne traveled back 
and forth between Missouri and her home here in the Valley with her parents, Clifford and 
Marion Bisbee Wallis. Her house where she now lives sits on Rte. 100 on the way to 
Waterbury.  Earlier she resided on Rte. 100 in the farmhouse previously owned by her uncle 
Otis Wallis. For many years our garden club potted plants for our sale in her front yard! 

In 1941 my parents bought the house I now live in. This house was for many years our 
summer house which was just as well as it had no running water, electricity or plumbing! 
We camped out in this house quite literally! But we loved it! Especially my brother and I. 
The kitchen was very difficult to work in. Mother had to do all of the cooking on a huge 
wood burning stove! And the only water came into the kitchen from a spring way up on a 
hill near the house. The water came into a wooden tub in one corner of the "kitchen". If it 
needed to be heated, the reservoir in the huge stove had to be kept filled. That was my job 
(I was 5 years old at the time Dad bought the house for $800 at auction!!) My brother’s 
job was to build the fire in the big stove in the morning he was 8 yrs old! So when I say 
we were camping out I mean CAMPING.  

My other chore was helping Mother in the vegetable garden which through the years 
very slowly turned into a flower garden. But in my childhood days it was all vegetables. 
My job was weeding. My brother's was fetching manure from the big pile dumped 
nearby by Uncle Ralph Bisbee. My brother's job was not as pleasant as mine.  

 During the winter we lived in Missouri where my father was professor of 
engineering at the University. We lived in rented housing for years. But in 1949, I was 12 
yrs old, when the mortgage on the Vermont house was paid off, Dad bought a lovely red 
brick house in Missouri that sat on a full acre back lawn. And what a lovely place it was! 
A gardener's Dream!! The previous owner was none other than a professor in the 
agriculture dept. who was a true horticulturist!!! Mother was delighted!! That acre was 
landscaped beautifully with  wandering island flower beds filled with perennials and 
flowering trees. In spring time when all was in bloom, people would drive by just to see 
what was blooming. This was when Mother and I really began gardening. I loved it as 
much as my Mother did. Each Springtime was a joy to behold and weeding was such a 
pleasure. In the Fall there were leaves to be raked with my Father. My brother was not 
quite so happy as he had to do the mowing of what little lawn there was and in those early 
days it was a push mower. Remember those? 
 In early June, when the university classes ended, we were on the road heading for 
Vermont. None of us could wait to get there! It took two and a half days to drive there and 
three full days before all the "super highways" were built. When we arrived in those early 
days, Mother would be out of the car to see if her brother Ralph had plowed the vegetable 
garden and planted the peas. She would then begin planting the rest of the garden. My 
brother and I would run to the brook and my father would unload the car yelling all the 
time for us to  come back here and help him unload! Our summer had begun at last!  
 Working with my Mother in that vegetable garden was the beginning of my "love 
affair" with gardening. For my brother as well, though he wasn't much for the weeding 



part of gardening. But he always had a vegetable garden and a few "choice" flowers. Each 
summer my mother would plant a few perennials here and there "for color", all the while 
wishing for real flower beds. But what was the point when we were there for only two and 
half months. But, as the years went by, more and more posies ( my uncle's term) would 
begin to creep in. A peony here a daylily there, and less and less vegetables.  
 My mother always loved the English style of gardening. Which I enjoyed also but I 
was aware of the amount work those gardens took. In England at those lovely manor 
homes with the breath-taking flower beds there were many, many gardeners to do the 
work. The maintenance of those gardens was hideous!( And I had fallen in love with island 
flower beds in the yard of our Missouri house.)  So through the years Mother’s "English 
garden" slowly began to appear with rough paths of grass laid out in a grid pattern. Then 
the path became gravel paths and then brick lined gravel paths. The number and variety 
of perennials increased. By the time David and I were married in 1960, there was her 
pride and joy! A mini English Garden!!! And how thrilled she was when passing motorists 
would stop and ask to see her garden! And how did the rest of us feel about that English 
garden?!  Fine unless we were "asked" to help her in the garden! It was an unspoken 
understanding if you were planning to visit for a week or so bring your gardening clothes! 
Any and all company were expected in the garden by nine AM no excuses. But my father 
was NOT welcome in the HER garden. She was extremely possessive of HER garden. If 
my Dad were to help her, she felt it was no longer Her garden but OURS!!!! My father had 
HIS workshop across the road the garden was HERS!!!!!.  
 When Mother came into her eighties and when she had less and less strength she 
relied on us more and more to do the work. We were beginning to rebel! George and 
family decided they had other things they wanted to do such as mountain climbing, 
swimming in the Mad River, touring the back roads etc. Besides the grand children were 
not interested in gardening and yes they were expected in the garden by 9 am!!! And so, 
through the years George and family visited less and less and for shorter times. I tried to 
get her to see the garden was too much work for her. We could see the grasses and weeds 
were coming in. I tried to encourage her to move into flower borders which were easier to 
maintain, and I was willing to help her in the change. Absolutely NOT! This was HER 
garden, her English Garden and no changes were to made. By the time she was in her 
nineties the weeds had taken over completely. Oh, it was still very lovely from the front 
porch or the road. But get up close and one could not even find the gravel path much less 
the bricks that lined the path!  By the time my mother was ninety five  David and I were 
living in Vermont at "The Farm". I had no energy to even try to make sense of her English 
Garden. I had my own gardens going and at the same time taking care of a very ill 
husband, and an aging uncle. My aunt had died just a year earlier. It was quite apparent 
to us, the family, the English Garden was kaput!! A big fat NADA out of juice ! It was on 
its way to that big final English Garden in the sky!!! This was one instance I really wished 
Mother COULD take it with her!! And who knows maybe she has found an English 
Garden where ever she is now. Could one wish for nothing better?  
It was by watching my mother's determined struggles through the years, I was taught to 
never reach beyond my capacity to maintaining my gardens. It's like over-eating at a 
thanksgiving dinner it's delicious to eat but OH! The PAIN later! AND only YOU to digest 
it! In other words don't bite off more than you can chew!!      (underline by editor) 




