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The night before she left LA, Vivi went out to the garden. She walked from the butterfly bush 

she planted when she got the garden show on cable tv, to the poinsettia tree that grew despite itself 

after Vivi left the Christmas plant discarded near the mulch pile.  She moved from corner to corner, 

touching the leaves, murmuring that she had no choice, that she couldn’t take the entire garden with 

her wherever she was going and that she was grateful for the beauty that the garden had shared with 

her. The Dutch hornpipe was in bloom. That huge bulbous balloon of a flower was all puffed up and 

ready to burst into an elephant ear of color, reflecting all sound, all smell within its radius. It was an 

outrageous creation. It dripped like flesh when it opened, had no smell of its own, but instead an 

ineffable ugly wisdom that affirmed the truth that “as you sow, so shall you reap”. It was an 

extraordinary product of the garden and Vivi respected it, admiring how it took over the fence and 

nearby trellis with its ganglia. 

That was the thing about California. Things grew. And Vivi had thought they would grow, too. 

She and Jake. They would grow together, like slices of grafted root trees, they would grow strong in 

one tall ascension. She had been sure that they could make it. But she had to admit, they never did. 


