Ming through the old garden spot I
was flooded with childhood memories of this place: the smell of roses and ripe
tomatoes and freshly worked soil; the taste of a sweet carrot wiped "clean" on a
pant leg; the sound of a bumblebee dancing among the hollyhocks; the feeling
of being together. There were both fights and fits of laughter out here. We were
scolded and we were praised. At the time I thought we were raising vegetables.
Looking back, I see Mom and Dad raising a family . . . Home Grown.
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