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10 No Satisfaction 

 Following Funky’s initial visit to Cass and Gloria’s, he had dropped off a few issues of 

The Hosta Journal for them to peruse, along with The New Encyclopedia of Hostas and one 

book on gardening principles more generally. A couple of days later, while at home reading 

a blog from someone in the Midwest on hosta, he received a telephone call from the 

women. 

 “Funky?” asked a husky voice that was obviously Gloria’s. 

 “Yep.” 

 “It’s Cass and Gloria. We’ve got you on speakerphone, and we’d like to run some 

ideas by you.” 

 “Cool! Shoot!” 

 “Well, first of all, thanks again for lending us your materials. It’s been really 

educational and now we have a lot of ideas.” This voice was Cass’s, a bit further from the 

phone. 

 “My pleasure. I’m always happy to provoke a hosta takeover,” he chuckled. Audible 

groans followed from the other end, and then a gurgly chortle Funky suspected belonged to 

Cass. 

 “What do you think of Frosted Jade? 

The Encyclopedia has a photo of one, and it’s 

got pretty white margins.” 

 “Oh, yeah. It’ll stop you dead in your 

tracks if you come up on a mature specimen at 

twilight.”  

 "In a good way?" This comment 

sounded like Cass. 
                           H.   ‘Frosted Jade’ 
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 "In a majorly good way. One of those that makes you just gape. Want me to get one?" 

 “Please do,” Gloria responded. Then she added, "What about Orange Marmalade?" 

 "Oh, it's real pretty, too. It tends to sport, but you could always isolate the division, 

stabilize it, and introduce a new hosta yourselves later on." 

 After a few moments of silence, Cass said, "Could you repeat that?" 

 Funky realized he had slipped into a description a little too esoteric for hosta 

newbies, so he backtracked: "I'm pretty sure I can get you one quickly, 'cause it's showing 

up more and more at the nurseries. I'll bring one with me and explain later." 

 “How about Striptease?” Gloria asked this question. 

 “The hosta?” Funky was in a mirthful mood, and it seemed to be shared on the other 

side of the phone. He could hear some giggles accompanied by what sounded like the 

turning of a book’s pages, followed by more giggles. 

 “Hey! What’s going on over there?” he called into the phone after a few moments. “Is 

that the Encyclopedia you’re leafing through or something less PG? 

 “Nothing untoward, I can assure you,” Gloria responded. But more giggles followed, 

and finally, “It was selected hosta of the year one year.” 

 “Oh, yeah. It’s a good one. My lady'll have it for sure, or she can get it easily. You 

want one? 

 “Please.” 

 “How about Spilt Milk?” 

 "No sense crying over it." 

 More groans, followed by the same chortle as earlier. “Another nice one. It’s a 

Mildred Seaver hybrid from a standard from Japan called Tokudama.” 

 “Yes, the Encyclopedia notes that.”  

 “It’s not a fast grower, but it’s been on the market for some time, so I can probably 

score you a good-sized specimen for not too much. If not, I’ve got a specimen of my own 

that I could split. It’s got one of the best names ever—really looks like someone spilled 

some milk on a blue leaf and it’s running out to the edges.” 

 “Add it to our list!” chimed in Cass. 

 “Also, we like Thunderbolt,” she added. 
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 “Everybody likes Thunderbolt," gurgled Funky. It was true. The hosta had not made 

it to the hosta of the year list, but it was a growing favorite among hosta collectors, with its 

distinctive strong yellow splashes centered on leaves of green-blue, much like a lightning 

strike during a summer’s storm. 

 “And how about Satisfaction?” 

 “Nope. Sorry. I can’t get no Satisfaction.” 

 A silence followed, while Funky waited for the joke to be processed. He could hear 

some whispering, then in unison the women sang: “Hey, hey, hey! That’s what you say!” 

 “She probably won’t have it in stock, but I’m sure she can get it fast. It’s more and 

more common, and it's a pretty one. Got it all going on—good green color, rich gold 

margins, some rippling and wavy edges, little bit of seersucker …” 

 Gloria interrupted him. “Are you reading off another copy of the Encyclopedia?” 

 “Nope,” Funky shot back. “But if that’s what it says then they nailed it pretty good. 

Fast grower, too.” 

 The women were quiet again, and Funky added: “Anything else? Any groundcovers 

or anything like that?” 

 “Well, we haven’t had a chance to study any of those,” answered Cass. 

 “No worries. I can pick up some inexpensive starter plugs, we can put 'em in, and 

then you can decide which ones you might want more of.” 

 “That’s great, Funky. We really appreciate your help, and we’ll see you next 

Thursday,” answered Gloria, signaling that the conference call was at an end. 

 “Okey doke,” replied Funky. “Hosta luego!” 

 Stereo groans followed by that same squeak preceded the “click” that ended the 

connection. 

 The women’s choices turned out to be somewhat uncanny when Funky went by his 

wholesaler’s later that day. She had Thunderbolt and Striptease in stock—he had expected 

as much—and she also had a nice specimen of Spilt Milk in a three-gallon container for only 

fifteen dollars. It was left over from last year and its tag was gone, but it was unmistakable 

even as it emerged, and a pretty good price. And she actually had Satisfaction in stock. 

 “Wow,” exclaimed Funky, upon learning this. “You’re selling enough of this one to 

stock it?” 
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 “Somebody special ordered it, then returned it,” she said. “Normally I don’t do that, 

but he pleaded and said he’d pay a restocking fee of ten percent, and I figured I have 

enough customers like you—you know, hosta freaks who know whereof they speak,” she 

giggled, glancing from the register to Funky, “that I’d be able to sell it.” 

 “And you were right,” smiled Funky as he moved the pot from the register desk back 

into his cart. “How long till you can get me the Frosted Jade?”  

 “I’ll put it on my next order. Probably a week.” 

 When Funky arrived at Cass and Gloria’s that Thursday to help them plant their new 

plants, he had a lot in tow. In addition to the hostas that they had requested, his pickup 

truck was loaded with a variety of anemone tubers that Cass wanted for that sunny spot, a 

few ferns to supplement the brackens that occupied the one corner, some ginger, some 

pachysandra starters, and a flat of six little ajuga plants. The women were ready and 

waiting when he arrived, ably attired in jeans and t-shirts. Gloria wore a big wide-brimmed 

sun hat, and Cass was sporting a Nationals baseball cap. 

 “You’re liking the Nats, huh? Funky grinned as he unloaded the plants. 

 “She has a crush on Ryan Zimmerman,” snickered Gloria. 

 Funky didn’t really know how to interpret that one, but the flush in Cass’s face told 

him there was a back story here. And one better left to voluntary self-disclosure. 

 “Do not,” muttered Cass, shaking her head first at Funky then at Gloria, dropping her 

jaw for emphasis as she stared down the other woman. 

 Funky had unloaded most of their plants, and he lined them up to introduce them to 

their new gardeners. Copernicus was sniffing at the pots, conducting his own inspection, 

and Funky patted him on the head and said to the women, “I got good specimens on all the 

hostas you wanted but Frosted Jade. It’s on order, and we’ll have it by next week if all goes 

well, but in the meantime, we've got plenty to work with here.” 

 Cass and Gloria approached the lineup to inspect the plants, while Copernicus, 

sniffing along a few plants ahead of them, lifted his leg to provide some advance watering 

on the Striptease. 

 "Copernicus!" Gloria screamed, and she turned to glare at Cass. 

 "Here, boy," Funky intervened, pulling a dog biscuit from his pocket and luring 

Copernicus toward him. 
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 "We can't have him pissing all over the plants, or they're gonna die as soon as we 

put them in," hissed Gloria. Then she turned to Funky.  “How much do we owe you?” 

 Funky pulled a receipt from his pocket, a simple ribbon of consecutive lines of 

dollars and cents ending in a bottom line of eighty-eight dollars. He passed it to Gloria, who 

glanced at it and said, “Oh! They don’t itemize?” 

 “Nah,” responded Funky. “My wholesaler’s register is really old-timey.” Then he 

added: “With most of my regular clients, I generally just charge them the wholesale prices I 

pay.” 

 “But that doesn’t even cover your gas!” jumped in Cass. 

 “Well, I can deduct part of that on my taxes.  I mainly want to make sure we get 

quality plants to work with, so no one'll be disappointed.” 

 Gloria was moving down the line as Funky spoke, and she stopped in front of Spilt 

Milk. “This must be Spilt Milk, judging by the looks.” 

 “You got it,” smiled Funky. “Nice call.” 

 “From your garden?” 

 “Nope. I got that one at the wholesaler's.” 

 “Oh. It doesn’t have a tag.” 

 “Yeah,” laughed Funky. “She’s not the carefulest person in the world, but her plants 

have never disappointed, and I got a great price on that one—fifteen dollars.” 

 Gloria glanced again at the receipt and put it in her pocket. Cass spoke: “We’ll write 

you a check today.” 

 “Whenever,” answered Funky nonchalantly as he retrieved his spades and trowel 

from his truck. “Either today or we can just add it to the bill at the end of the month. Wanna 

move all these plants to the back yard so we can talk placement?” 

 They all set about grabbing pots, and Cass picked up one larger pot full of tubers. 

“Hey, are these anemones!?”  

 “Yeah—several colors, and a good price on them, too. We’re pushing the envelope 

on getting them in the ground—they shoulda gone in a month ago—but I’ve been soaking 

them overnight to get 'em going. If you water them regularly and you get lotsa sun, you’ll 

get good results. We just gotta make sure you've got good drainage in that sunny spot.” 
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 The three of them negotiated the pots and tools through the side gate and into the 

back garden, where Funky spied a big green plastic barrel, mounted on an axis with a 

handle on one side.  

 “Is that a composting bin?” he asked. 

 “Yeah. It holds fifty gallons, and I got it on e-Bay for fifty bucks!” exclaimed Cass. 

“Such a deal, no?” 

 “That is a deal. Cass, you are really into this.” 

 “Well, I don’t have any outdoor space at my condo in D.C., and I never realized how 

much I miss it!” 

 “Make sure you get some good instructions for using it. They’re all a bit different and 

sometimes they can be tricky.” 

 “Oh, my mother and I used to have—” began Cass, but Gloria interrupted her. 

 “Hey, it’s not rocket science—right?” 

 “It’s not,” laughed Funky, “but I’ve known more than one person who almost went 

into orbit trying to get the darn thing to work right.” 

 Cass jumped back in. “I’m gonna get started on it today, and maybe you could check 

it out next week?” 

 Gloria started to say something, but Funky beat her to it. “Glad to! Now let’s go get 

some dirt under our fingernails!” 

 The three of them set about positioning pots in prospective sites. Along with the 

tubers, Funky had included some little pink flags on wire stems, and he turned to Cass and 

handed them to her, along with the bucket of tubers. “Use those flags to stake out where 

you want 'em to go, then we’ll see how much of it we can fill with what we got. I got about a 

dozen,” he added, “but they had plenty more if you want 'em.”  

 For her part, Gloria had snatched up the specimen of Thunderbolt and was headed 

to the corner near the bracken ferns. She positioned it at a decent distance from the ferns 

and called over to Funky: “What do you think?” He gave her a thumb’s up and she set in to 

digging.  

 Funky had scooped up the specimen of Satisfaction. “Cass! Gloria!” he called out to 

each of them. “How about I put in Satisfaction right here?” He looked upwards to assure 
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that the hickories bordering the lot were going to provide good coverage and nodded his 

approval to the skies. 

 “Fine by me!” yelled back Gloria.  

 “Ditto,” added Cass. 

 He set about digging the starter hole, then it occurred to him that he should double-

check Gloria’s, to make sure it was wide enough. He looked over to see that she had just 

completed digging her hole, and she was pulling the hosta out of its container. It had a good 

set of white roots spreading out all around the perimeter, and he watched as Gloria pulled 

them apart. When Funky arrived, she was positioning the Thunderbolt with its roots 

spread out in every direction, and the hole she had dug spread a good half foot beyond the 

reach of the roots in every direction. Funky knelt to see if she had a good depth, and it 

looked to be right on target. 

 “Nice job,” he said.  

 Without glancing up, Gloria returned, “Thanks.” Then she added, “We read up on 

planting these things.” 

 Perhaps inspired by all the digging that was going on, Copernicus had set into 

digging at the fence a few feet away. He was pawing furiously, kicking up earth as if hot on a 

rat’s trail, and Gloria called at him to stop. He glanced sideways at her briefly and continued 

the digging.  

 “Cass!” called out Gloria. “You’ve gotta get him under control! We can’t be putting in 

a garden if he’s gonna be digging it up!” 

 Cass called out to the dog and ambled over to stop his digging. 

 “Part terrier?” Funky asked. 

 “Yeah,” said Cass. “He loves to dig.” Then, she added, “Do you think it will be a 

problem?” 

 “Aw, we’ll figure something out. You might find him digging around freshly planted 

plants, but once they’re established, dogs usually leave 'em alone. We could put up some 

little wire fences when we plant, or you could always try the old pennies-in-a-can trick.” 

 Cass’s expression told him she was unaware of that one. “You just put a few pennies 

in a can and keep it with you and whenever he digs at a plant, you shake it.” 

 The crease in Cass’s brow disappeared. “Just like Pavlov,” she mused. 
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 “Yup, assuming that he’s not too old a dog to teach new tricks,” chuckled Funky, and 

he dropped to a knee to pet Copernicus. The dog was mostly black and as fluffy as could be, 

with a splash of white on his chest and chestnut eyes that implored humans to pet him. As 

Funky inspected the muzzle, he saw a fair amount of grey. 

 “Well, he is getting up there. I got him at the pound when he was still a puppy, so 

we’re not totally sure, but I’ve had him eleven years.” The dog looked up at his mistress as 

she spoke, adding a little bark to join in the conversation. “He’s developed some arthritis, so 

he’s starting to limp, but we’re monitoring it and hoping it doesn’t progress too fast.”  

 The three of them walked back over to where Cass was installing her anemone bed, 

and Funky realized that she was being kind of ambitious in the way she staked it out. 

“We’ve only got a dozen, Cass, and you don’t really want to space them more than a half-

foot apart.” 

 Cass looked over and grinned: “Let’s get more on your next trip,” she whispered. “I 

love anemones.” 

 “Will do,” he replied, and he returned to plant the Satisfaction specimen. As he 

completed the starter hole and removed the hosta from its container, the hosta troubadour 

surfaced: “I can’t get no-o,” he began at a good volume, then he interrupted his singing to 

supply Keith Richards’ guitar notes: “duh duh duh duh.” Whereupon Mick Jagger was back: 

“Sa-tis-fac-shu-unn.” He pulled the roots from the side of the hosta and positioned it in the 

hole, as Mick continued:  “I can’t get no-o, girly ac-shu-un.” 

 Both women were smiling broadly at the spectacle, and Gloria called over: 

 “Hey Funky! Why is it you can’t get no girly action?” 

 “I dunno!” He called back, and he felt his left eye twitch. “Cause I try, and I try, and I 

try, and I try-y-y …” Then he looked at each of them, and the troubadour vanished. “I do try, 

but damned if I don’t just keep coming up empty handed.” He paused for several seconds 

and then hypothesized aloud: “Maybe it’s the dirt under my fingernails?” 

 “Don’t give up!” called Cass from her anemone bed, where she was already turning 

the dirt over with Funky’s square-edged shovel. “I mean, if a girly-action girl gets turned off 

by dirt under your fingernails, do you really want any girly action with her anyways?!” 

 “Well,” Funky answered, “maybe just once. I mean, you know . . .” and his voice 

trailed off. 
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 “Long enough to plant a tuber?” teased Gloria. 

 “Or twelve!” chortled Funky, hoping that the spirit of this joking was good-humored. 

 The laughter in the garden seemed to indicate that it was. Gloria had finished 

planting her specimen of Thunderbolt and Cass was well on her way to getting the 

anemone tubers into the ground. Funky figured they were at the point where they could 

put in some groundcover plants, and he realized he had left the pachysandra and ajuga in 

the pickup truck. He walked back around the house to the side path, heading toward the 

gate, when he was brought up short: the two small hostas that he had noticed on his first 

trip caught his attention. They looked to be greens or blue-green, with some corrugation 

and possibly some cupping—it was always tough to tell about the way a hosta would 

ultimately display when they were young and newly planted. He bent down to read the 

labels and saw a name that he did not recognize: Twisted Sister, inscribed on both tags. 

Cute, he said to himself as he headed to the pickup truck. 

 He retrieved the ajuga and pachysandra flats from the car and retraced his steps 

along the side path. Once again, he stopped to study these new hostas, confirming his 

earlier call that they had been planted too close together. Plus, he thought, it’s a good joke, 

but why would you plant two specimens right next to one another? There were lots of 

other options. 

 He rounded the corner to see that Gloria had left her position near the Thunderbolt 

and gone over to where Cass had been planting tubers. She had Cass in a tight hug, her lips 

firmly planted against the other woman. Funky stopped, considered quietly retracing his 

steps, but instead cleared his throat. The women broke their embrace, Gloria with a laugh 

and Cass an embarrassed chuckle. 

 “Well, I’m glad to see that somebody around here is getting some girly action,” he 

quipped. 

 Gloria held aloft a gloved hand. “Look ma, no dirty fingernails!” 

 “I guess I better invest in some of them city-slicker gloves,” Funky countered. In 

truth, he possessed an assortment of gloves that he used for all kinds of gardening tasks. 

But on occasion he would just leap into a task without donning them, so that his fingernails 

did sometimes sport dark crescents. He used a brush in the shower when he remembered 
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to, but it wasn’t high on his priority list. “When you two lovebirds are ready to cover some 

ground, we can decide where to plant this ajuga and pachysandra,” he added. 

  The three of them spent the next hour planting groundcover in the areas near the 

hosta, all the while discussing future possible specimens. At one point, Cass and Gloria were 

weeding a bed in the corner and Funky was installing ajuga across the way. He wanted 

Gloria’s opinion, and buoyed by the earlier singing episode, he decided to channel the 

Shadows of Night. 

 “G-L-O-R-I-A, Glooorrria!” he called out to get her attention. 

 When both women turned to look at him, he realized that he had made a mistake. 

Cass’s face was filled with horror, and Gloria’s face was blood red. She rose from where 

they were working, took a few steps in Funky’s direction, and shook her finger at him. 

 “Don’t you EVER sing that song in my presence again!” she screamed. Then she 

stormed into the house. 

 “My apologies!” called Funky after her, a wall of anger now encircling the woman. 

 Cass looked on dejectedly. “I should have told you about that. She hates that song. 

Kids used to tease her with it in school.” 

 “Dang,” muttered Funky. “Leave it to me to do exactly the wrong thing at the right 

time.” 

 “There’s no way you could have known,” sighed Cass. “In fact, I did something 

similar after we first met. We were in a karaoke bar and I suggested we sing a duet of 

Gloria, and she stormed out then, too. I guess it’s just a deep scar.” 

 “Well, I hope I can apologize in person next week,” said Funky. I know what it’s like 

to be made fun of, and nobody likes it.” 

 “Yeah,” mused Cass, “but it’s not like you were doing it on purpose.” She shook her 

head. “Gloria is a wonderful, wonderful person, but she just goes off sometimes. Especially 

if she feels like she has been embarrassed in front of other people.” 

 The two of them finished installing the groundcover with some inept assistance 

from Copernicus, finally done for the day. Cass assured Funky that the incident was nothing 

to worry about, then the two of them stowed the tools. Cass went into the house through 

the back door, and Funky retraced the path along the side of the house to the gate. As he 

passed the Twisted Sister hostas, he came to a halt. He had the strange sensation that he 
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was being watched, and he glanced up at the house window above the hostas, expecting to 

see Cass or Gloria. In the window he saw neither woman but rather his own distant 

reflection, filtered through the screen. Gotta remember to tell them to move one of these 

hostas, he said to himself. 

 

11 Sleeping Sickness 
 After a week of pondering his discussion with Ray during his last visit, Funky was 

trying to convince himself that Ray’s hypothesis was right: on that day he planted the 

Victory, he had been over-extended, weary from sleep deprivation and a day’s hard work, 

and his unconscious mind, working overtime on what to put in the triad of Guardian 

Angels, formulated a solution that he voiced to himself 

while imagining Ray’s voice of approval. He had never 

done anything like that before, as far as he knew, and 

he was trying to make sense of it. Part of him wanted 

to link the event to that incident as a child, but the 

earlier incident didn’t involve voices per se, and it 

didn’t involve any other humans, either. Another part 

of him wondered why he was even putting the two 

events in dialogue: why seek a connection between 

two such disparate occurrences? Yet another part of 

him was worried that hearing Ray’s voice was an 

omen of bad things to come: people did sometimes 

lose their mind, and just as Funky had feared that Ray 

might be on the verge of losing his mind to a slow intractable force, so might 

Funky be at the threshold of something similar.  

 Apparently Shirley held this last fear, too, for when Funky arrived for work, she was 

sitting at their picnic table, located a few yards into the garden from their back porch, and 

she called out to him to come join her. 

          H. ‘Guardian Angel’ 
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 “Funky,” she began, and from her tone of voice and facial expression Funky 

suspected already where this was heading. Shirley had worked as the office manager in a 

walk-in health clinic for many years, and when it came to maladies large and small, she was 

a walking encyclopedia. The fact that Funky had been ruminating so extensively about this 

event meant that Shirley very likely was, too. Her concern for others in her circle regularly 

outstripped attention to her own well-being, it sometimes seemed, and she had always 

displayed a particular concern that Funky did not look after himself as much as he might. A 

few sheets of paper lay on the picnic table, and she gathered them into both hands, held 

them vertically, and tapped them on the table. Funky slid into the picnic table opposite her 

as she lay the notes back on the table and peered across at Funky. 

 “Ray told me about your discussion last week, and I think he’s probably right: you 

were really tired, and lacked sleep, and it was the end of the day, and who knows? Maybe 

Ray was saying something to me or talking on the phone or something, and you just 

overheard some comments that you took to be something else.” 

 But, Funky said to himself, knowing that Shirley had far too much tact to just leap 

into a discussion of his mental health without some kind of preamble. On the other hand, 

Funky hadn’t thought of the possibility that he had overheard part of Ray’s end of a 

telephone conversation, a thought that bolstered his own series of rationalizations. 

 “But we care about you a lot—the same way you care about Ray enough to bring it 

up with me in the first place—and I wanted to run some ideas by you just to help us all 

think about it.” Her left hand grabbed a lock of silver hair and tucked it behind her ear. 

 Typical Shirley. Finding the nicest way possible to broach the topic yet also heading 

directly toward it with no bullshit. “Sure thing, Shirley,” Funky answered.  

 “Have you had any ringing in your ears?” 

 “Ringing?” 

 “Yes. There’s an affliction called ‘tinnitus’ that causes ringing in your ears, and as 

many as 20% of Americans have it.” 

 “And the ringing could cause me to hear Ray’s voice?” 

 “Well, no. But it could have set up some interference in what your brain was 

processing, which might have combined with other factors.” 

 Funky was silent for a moment, listening to the air. “Nope. No ringing.” 
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 Shirley glanced down at her notes and then back up to Funky. “Is this the first time 

anything like this has happened?”  

 “You mean hearing a voice that wasn’t there?” 

 “Well, I’d say, more like thinking that you heard a voice, or voices?” 

 “Yeah, as far as I know.” He looked down at the picnic table then back up at Shirley. 

“You know, when you live alone, you don’t have anybody else as a reality check.” 

 That was the wrong thing to say, he realized as soon as the words were out of his 

mouth. Shirley had occasionally played matchmaker for Funky over the years, 

unsuccessfully, and now tears welled up in her eyes. He followed with a laugh to break the 

drama, then added firmly, “No. I have never heard any voices.” 

 “Never during your twenties or thirties? 

 “Nope. But that was a while back, at this point.” 

 Shirley drew a deep breath and dabbed her right eye with a knuckle. Her head tilted 

to the left and she leaned slightly toward Funky. "Funky, we need to explore all the 

possibilities here, so I'm just going through every explanation I can think of. O.K.?" 

 "Sure." 

 She leaned back a bit. “The twenties and thirties are important because one 

affliction that hearing voices can indicate is schizophrenia. And it usually surfaces in men 

during their twenties or thirties.” 

 Funky shook his head decisively from left to right. 

 She sighed relief. 

 “No history of depression or hallucinations?” 

 “Well, I get bummed out more and more by the way humankind is screwing up 

mother earth, as you know,” he responded, and he met her eyes with some mirth in his, 

“but I wouldn’t call it depression.” 

 “And no hallucinations?” 

 “No. I never really saw Ray the other day when he said that. I just heard him call out 

from behind me.” 

 “But what about earlier in your life?” 

 “Nope.” 
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 Shirley sighed, shuffling the sheets of paper in front of her and reviewing each page 

once again. “Well, this is good. If you were afflicted by schizophrenia, one of these other 

symptoms would have surely surfaced by now.” As she spoke this sentence, the back door 

of the house opened and Ray walked out. He saw the two of them at the picnic table and 

walked over to join them. 

 “Hey, Ray,” greeted Funky. 

 “Morning, Funky.”  

 “Honey," said Shirley with a glance at her husband, "I’ve been going over some 

possible causes for Funky’s hearing anomaly the other day, and we’ve pretty much ruled 

out anything that might be related to schizophrenia.” 

 “Good!” said Ray.  

 Shirley looked back and Funky and continued. “Did you see colors while you were 

hearing the voices?” 

 Funky corrected her: “It was only one voice—what I thought was Ray’s” 

 “Sorry, my slip—” 

 “And yeah, I saw colors. I always see colors when I’m around hosta. In this case I saw 

those strong green centers of Victory leaves bordered by those creamy white margins, 

reaching flat out into the air, and surrounded by that gorgeous grey-green of the Guardian 

Angels.” Funky’s arms had levitated to form the triad backdrop of Guardian Angels, 

encircling their beloved Victory. He felt that slight twitch in his left eyelid as he looked at 

the two of them. “Right?” 

 Ray shrugged in agreement, both of them peering at Shirley to determine what such 

a question could possibly mean. 

 “O.K. Right. Of course,” she allowed. “But I’m trying to gather any data that can help 

us here,” she said with a sideways glance at Ray, using one of his favorite terms. “And 

there’s a condition called synaesthesia, in which two senses sometimes blend together.” 

She peered at Funky. When you heard what you heard, did you see colors taking form in the 

air, or something like that? Did the sound of Ray’s voice that you heard provoke some kind 

of . . . visualization in the ether, or something like that?” 

 “Nope. I don’t think so. I like that idea, though.” 

 “Funky.” 
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 “What am I supposed to say? When I’m around hostas I sometimes get euphoric. 

And you do, too, and don’t tell me ya don’t.” 

 “Funky—” 

 “Ya know how, you’ll be looking at a hosta that’s a deep dark green, like a Sea Ebony 

or a Komodo Dragon, and you say, ok, this is green, and then you look at a hosta that’s kinda 

green-gray—like a Krossa in early spring—and you’re thinking, ok, ok, green, still green, 

'cause it's a plant, and then you look at a hosta that’s more of a green-blue like a Gay Search, 

and you’re like, yep, still green, and then you move to a Halcyon or a Powder Blue and 

you’re thinking, well, this is a plant and plants are green, so this must be a shade of green, 

too, and then all of a sudden, you’re like, wow, here I am looking at something that is WAY 

blue, but yet it’s GREEN, too, and you say to yourself, ‘wow, hostas, thank you for showing 

me that blue can be green!’” 

 Ray had been nodding along with Funky while he spoke, and when he finished Ray 

turned to Shirley and said, “Should I go get the pot?” 

 “Ray!” Shirley glowered. “This is very serious.” 

 “But you asked if he saw colors, and what he’s saying makes perfect sense!” 

 “The hosta lover in me agrees,” she said to Ray, then she turned to face Funky, “But 

since Ray has brought up marijuana, have you ever had any experiences with 

hallucinogens?” 

 In perfect unison both men answered, “Marijuana isn’t a hallucinogen.” Then they 

looked at one another, laughed, and exchanged fist bumps. 

 Shirley frowned at both of them. “I know that,” she persisted. “But what about 

psychedelics? Ever take LSD?” 

 "Shirley, the LSD bumper sticker on my pickup stands for Lower Slower Delaware." 

 Shirley's frown softened, then reformed. "Or psychotropic plants?" 

 Funky had to think about that one. During the time he spent at the Happy Camper 

Happy Camping Campgrounds with Ayoka long ago, he had ingested a lot of different herbs 

and roots under her tutelage, but none of them had provoked anything that he’d qualify as   

an hallucination. Per se. Strictly speaking. He nodded a “no.” 
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 “O.K. That’s all the items on my checklist,” concluded Shirley, gathering her sheaths 

of paper together once again and tapping them into neat order. “I’m ready to follow Ray’s 

theory and chalk it up to fatigue. But Funky, how do you feel?” 

 “I feel ok.” He shrugged. 

 “Do you feel like you are … compromised? Is this voice arbitrary or, or 

overwhelming ….” 

 “Look, Shirley, it was just this one instance.” 

 “Never before? You’re sure. Because that’s an important part of the picture.” 

 “Well, no. Not voices, per se. But there was a moment, long ago, that I’ve never 

talked about with anybody in a lotta detail--nobody except the doctor at the time, and my 

parents. And a psychologist a few years after,” he said, his voice trailing off as part of him 

revisited that time.  

 Then he looked from Shirley to Ray, and from Ray to the Guardian Angel-Victory 

planting in the distance. “Something happened when I was a kid. But that was forty years 

ago, and whatever happened then has been dormant ever since.” 

 “Did it involve hostas?” Ray asked. 

 “Yep.” 

 

12 Triangles and Thomas Kuhn 

 Funky had no siblings. As a child growing up, his mother would occasionally give 

him strange looks that conveyed faint incrimination, and because the looks came when he 

had done nothing wrong that he knew of, he sometimes found himself thinking that the 

reason his parents had never had another child was because he had turned out to be such a 

disappointment to her. Or that he had created something blamable in her life. Whatever the 

case, one of the consequences of being an only child was that he never benefitted from an 

immediate peer who could share interpretations of reality. And because neither of his 

parents seemed to mind his being aloof, he spent a fair amount of time alone and 

fantasizing about better versions of himself as he generated his own interpretations of life. 

As an adult, he had not entirely shed this practice, and one of the ways he created a better 
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version of himself was by allocating periods of time during which mother earth enjoyed his 

full, energetic dedication. He worked pro bono for several organizations devoted to the 

environment, locally and nationally. 

 In these organizations he found sounding boards that he had lacked as a child and 

another venue for the kinds of interactions he often had with his gardening clients: playful 

“what-if” scenarios that explored botanical possibilities while collaborating with others to 

enable life and beauty to thrive. Like all gardeners, he had also picked up a lot of grounded 

tenets over the years—his reference to “trowel and error” during his first visit to Gloria and 

Cass’s was much more than just a pun—and often such tenets had been reinforced in so 

many different circumstances and with so many different kinds of thought behind them 

that he had deeply internalized them. 

 The rule of three was one of these tenets. If he was laying out a possible planting 

scheme, he would create an engaging effect by placing three plants of the same kind in 

some version of a triangle, whether it be a simple isosceles triangle of boxwoods or a more 

complex scalene triangle of hostas. The eye would always play among the points of the 

triangle whether the viewer was conscious of such play or not. The brain would pick up on 

the tension and relish the geometry while also savoring the sizes and colors and textures of 

the plants forming the triangle.  

 Beyond this effect produced by geometry lay other effects grounded in principles of 

three: philosophical beliefs linking body, mind and emotions; scientific laws equating force, 

matter, and energy; the dialectics of Plato, Hegel and Marx; the founding principles of 

conflict mediation; spiritual beliefs from many world traditions that defined the world in 

trinities. Funky had encountered each of these manifestations of three in various life 

circumstances over the years, and they had bolstered his belief in the power of three as a 

gardener. There really were many reasons to group plantings in threes if the site and 

species and space called for it. 

 Which helped explained why, when he arrived at Gloria and Cass’s the following 

week and he swung open the gate to the side yard, his eyes went immediately to the two 

small recently-planted specimens of Twisted Sister. He had checked their characteristics in 

the Hostapedia to learn that they were still fairly scarce on the market and that in mature 

form they had an unruly habit. (He didn't see that yet in these young plants.) The hosta was 



 

Hosta Seizure © 2013 by Jim Henry 

 

20 

also classified as a medium in size, which meant that these two were definitely planted too 

close together, whether they remained side by side or not. Either they needed to get 

another Twisted Sister and set up a triangle, or they needed to treat them like specimens 

and move them apart. Today I absolutely will not forget to remind Cass and Gloria to move 

one of these, he said to himself. He glanced at his reflection in the window above the hostas 

as he passed to perceive a nod of affirmation. 

 The women had mentioned to Funky on his last visit that they had bought this house 

as a vacation house enabling them to escape Washington when the weather was nice, and 

that they might not always be there when he arrived, but today they were home. They were 

already at work in the yard, he discovered as he rounded the corner: Gloria was mulching 

the bed she had installed the previous week and Cass had returned to her partially 

completed anemone bed to work it further with a hoe. Funky was happy to see this, as he 

had bought another dozen anemone tubers and had soaked them overnight. He was 

carrying the bucket full of tubers, and he plunked it down next to Cass.  

 “Terrific,” said Cass with a glance full of life, in a voice that carried the energy of a 

shout at the volume of a whisper. 

 “Imagine the bed in full bloom as you plant them, and you’ll have a blast,” responded 

Funky. 

 “I was thinking of kind of a kidney bean footprint for the bed?” 

 “Super.”  

  Lay a kidney bean on the counter, trace an arc its entire length through the center, 

then put a dot at each end and the middle, and the dots will form a triangle. Funky smiled to 

himself at this lesson learned long ago, as his mind’s eye surveyed an imagined bed 

somewhere between where the two of them were standing and Gloria in the distance. “And 

when they bloom and ya see which colors ended up where, you can add and subtract and 

move 'em about to get the effect you want at the end of the season,” he said with a shrug 

that anticipated surprise. Then, in the same whisper shout that Cass had used upon seeing 

the bucket, he added, “We can always get more!” 

 Cass shot him a smile that had become less and less diffident in Funky’s company, 

then she studied the terrain before them, her eyes gleaming as she peered into the future of 

her anemone bed. Funky walked over to where Gloria was working. She had bought some 
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bagged mulch during the week since Funky’s last visit, and she had nearly completed 

applying it, her bed now covered with a neat mat of dark shreds that provided a nice 

backdrop for hosta. 

 “Hey, Gloria,” said Funky as he approached. 

 “Hey,” replied Gloria, glancing at him briefly then rising from her knees to admire 

her work. 

 “Listen, I wanted to apologize for last week,” Funky said. “Cass told me that people 

used to tease you with that song, and if I'd known that, I never woulda done it.” 

 Gloria was staring at him evenly, expressionless. 

 “When I was a kid, it was Herman Munster imitations that everybody did to get my 

goat,” he added, and he took a few stiff legged steps to illustrate. Gloria smiled at his antics, 

and Funky exhaled a sigh. Then he looked at the bed she was working on. 

 “Is this cypress mulch?” he asked, leaning over to study the mulch from close up. 

 “Yes! Isn’t it beautiful?”  

 “Well, yeah, it is, but  …” Funky hesitated, fearful of hitting a nerve once again. 

 “But what?” 

 He winced into the distance, then he faced her. Remembering Cass’s comment that 

Gloria was particularly sensitive about being embarrassed in front of other people, he 

spoke in a voice way too low for Cass to hear: “It’s rotten for the environment. The timber 

companies are converting cypress forests into mulch at an astronomical rate, and those 

forests are critical to wetland ecology. It takes a long time for cypress forests to renew 

themselves, and every time we buy a bag of cypress mulch we contribute to the problem.” 

He tried to voice this pronouncement in as neutral and scientific tone as possible, hoping 

that the first person plural would soften the judgment. 

 Gloria stared at her bed in silence. 

 “I got wowed by cypress mulch when it first came on the market, too,” Funky added 

after a few seconds, hoping to establish a bond. “Then someone in one of my online 

sustainability groups re-oriented me.” 

 Gloria turned toward him, glared for perhaps two seconds, then turned back to her 

bed and sighed heavily. “Do you think I should take it out?” she asked finally. 
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 “Nah! Shoots. You already bought it. It’s outta the bag and you can’t take it back. But 

I bet I can get you a better price on something that’s just as good looking and 

environmentally better next time. We could get you some eucalyptus mulch, or Australian 

melaleuca. ” 

 Gloria frowned. 

 “Melaleuca is this nasty paperbark tea tree that has invaded the Everglades. 

Environmentalists are tearing it out and mulching it to kill it back and keep it from 

reducing indigenous plants to zero and also providing a nice-looking mulch at a pretty good 

price. Or we could get cocoa nut hulls. Or probably some pine needles and bark at the state 

park. There are lots of alternatives.” 

 Funky hoped that he was offering these possibilities in a non-threatening way, and it 

appeared that he was, for Gloria turned to him, smiled, and thanked him for the 

suggestions. “We’ll definitely opt for one of those alternatives for our future mulching,” she 

affirmed, smiling at him briefly yet glancing back to her bed with a bit of rue.  

 Cass had strolled over to join them. “Did Gloria show you the new hosta she bought 

me?” she asked.  

 “No! Where?” 

 “Over here,” Cass replied, pointing with her hoe.  

 Funky eyed a hosta that was already a good size, probably from a three-gallon 

container or more. Nice, big gold-centered leaves with a bit of pucker were each edged in a 

strong green, and their ensemble formed 

a mound that was already a foot tall and 

over a foot wide. 

 “Is that an Inniswood? he 

proffered a guess. 

 Cass smiled. “Nope.” 

 “Brother Stefan?” 

 “Hah! Stumped the master!” 

squealed Cass to Gloria. Then she 

supplied the missing name: “Paradigm!”  
                         H. ‘Brother Stefan’ 
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 “Oh,” exclaimed Funky without missing a beat, “what a great pick! I love Paradigm! 

It grows quick and gets pretty big real fast. Hosta of the Year in …” he rifled through his 

mental list, “2007 or 2008--one of those years when—”  

 “2007,” interjected Gloria. “Eleven years after Thomas Kuhn’s death.”  

 “Who’s Thomas Kuhn?” asked Funky. He addressed the question to Gloria, who was 

now staring mischievously at Cass. When Funky’s eyes went to Cass, her neck was flushing 

crimson and her look back at Gloria was one of mild betrayal. 

 Gloria rolled her eyes at Cass and muttered: “He was going to find out sometime, 

anyway.” 

 “Find out what?” queried Funky. 

 Gloria eyed him squarely. “That Cass is famous.” She paused a moment to let that 

sink in, whereupon Cass added, “Hardly.” 

 “Yes, she is. If you Google Thomas Kuhn, Cass comes up on the first page of hits.” 

 “Wow!” exclaimed Funky, and he smiled broadly at Cass. “I don’t think I know 

anyone like that—outside of a coupla hosta experts. I still don’t know who Thomas Kuhn is, 

but I guess I’ll find out.” 

 Gloria snorted softly, a sound that to Funky blended retaliation with dismissal. 

 “He’s a philosopher of science and I wrote a book about him,” supplied Cass. “No big 

deal.” 

 “I think that when your book about a major philosopher wins three awards and 

people are citing it on Wikipedia, it’s kind of a big deal,” countered Gloria. 

 “So do I!” added Funky. “I’m gonna fire up the computer as soon as I get home.” He 

looked back at the hosta that had sparked this conversation and added, “and Thomas Kuhn 

has something to do with Paradigm?” 

 “It was one of the concepts he coined when explaining how scientific thought 

progresses,” said Cass. “So that’s why Gloria got it for me.” 

 “I’ve always wondered about that—" 

 “About scientific progress!?” chided Gloria, her inflection now extending the 

dismissal of the earlier snort. She stared at Funky with the bemused smile of a parent 

having caught a child in an act of exaggeration. 
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 “No,” smiled Funky in a gentle correction, “just the word itself—‘paradigm.’ I hear 

people saying it all the time. Usually I can get the meaning of a word from the context, but 

this one is all over the place. I’ll haveta read the Wikipedia entries to get up to speed,” he 

concluded, broadening his smile first at Gloria then shifting it to Cass. 

 Then he looked from the hosta to the plants surrounding it, the fence behind it, and 

finally to the skies. “One thing about Paradigm, though: it’s lutescent, which means that it 

does need a lot of morning sunlight to bring out the best color.” He surveyed the plantings 

again. “You might wanna move it about a yard further out from that fence, to max out the 

morning sunlight.” 

 “You know, Funky,” returned Gloria, “you don’t always get the last say. Cass and I 

planted it together, and maybe it’s not perfect enough for a hostaholic, but we like it where 

it is. So howabout we let it go at that and move on?” 

 “Oh, of course! Hey, it’s your garden,” Funky answered. “I just throw out ideas as 

they come to me and hope that my clients do what works best for them and their plants.” 

He let that comment settle for a few moments, then added: “Plus, if that Paradigm has been 

in the ground for several days, it’s probably already establishing a root hold. Letting it sleep 

there for a season will work just fine.” He looked at the hosta and silently forecast its 

growth, imagining a specimen that would probably be just fine where it was, even if it 

never achieved its optimal color. In his gut he felt an inexplicable tug, and he started to 

frame another plea for moving the Paradigm, but he bit his tongue. On more than one 

occasion in his environmentalist groups it had been pointed out to him that his enthusiasm 

could sometimes veer dangerously close to overbearing.  

 The three of them toiled in the backyard for the better part of the day, working up 

different beds for future plantings as they discussed the possibilities. Gloria was interested 

in developing a whole bed of different ferns to spread out from the bracken ferns she had 

planted before Funky’s employment, and he was happy now to let his enthusiasm gush. 

Together the two of them studied the skies and the height of her fence to imagine the sun’s 

shadow when midsummer arrived. They traced a line in the mulch then discussed ways 

they could intersperse various ferns for effect. “This fall I could take you to the annual sale 

of the Delaware Native Plant Society, and we could probably score some crested wood 
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ferns—they’re a bit shorter than the brackens and make a nice ensemble,” said Funky, 

sensing that he had perhaps finally established a bond with Gloria. 

 “How about ostrich ferns?” she asked. 

 “Oh! Terrific. They can be finicky, but when you get the light and water right, you've 

got a whole colony on your hands in a few years.” 

 The afternoon turned out to be so copacetic that when the three of them called it a 

day and walked together around the corner of the house, Funky did not even hesitate to 

dispense another suggestion. “Oh!” he cried out. “I’ve been meaning to say. With these two 

Twisted Sisters, you’d be better off separating them for effect.” 

 "Oh, no, Funky. They're an item!" boomed Gloria. 

 “Yeah, but—” began Funky, then he changed course. “ I looked 'em up and they’re 

kinda rare. Wheredja get 'em?” 

 “I have a source,” said Gloria, her earlier coolness surfacing once again. 

 “Well, don’t lose it, so long as you’re not paying an arm and a leg.”  

 “They were quite affordable.” 

 “I guess my point is, they’re more of a specimen than a hosta you want to put in a 

cluster.” 

 “You think two is a cluster?” shot back Gloria. 

 “No, not a cluster, but whenever you start putting one plant of the same kind right 

next to another, you’re setting the stage for a cluster—” 

 Gloria cleared her throat to speak, but Funky continued his line of thought: “and in 

the case of these two, you’re sorta detracting from the effect. If you trace a visitor’s path 

down the walkway from the gate, you've got nice juxtapositions on each side . . . and a 

coupla triangles of smaller hostas, but then you just end up with two of the same thing.” 

 “And?” Gloria’s voice now had grown in volume, leaving Funky fearful that all of his 

bridge building work of the day was on the verge of tumbling. 

 “And you could get a lot more dramatic effect if you moved one of 'em to the other 

side of the walk. That way they each stand as a specimen in their own right, framing the 

path the way the Sum and Substance and Regal Splendor frame it from the other side. 

 “You mean split them apart,” pronounced Gloria, her eyes now dark. 
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 “By only about three feet,” returned Funky, aware of the metaphor that Gloria was 

leveraging. “They’re still an item, but each of 'em has her own space.” 

 "Funky, this is a non-negotiable," blurted Gloria. Then she spun on her heels and 

walked back around the corner of the house. 

 Cass had watched silently as the debate took form, and she now looked more forlorn 

than Funky had ever seen her. “Sorry,” he said softly. “I really didn't mean to imply 

anything beyond planting basics.” 

 “I know that,” returned Cass in the same low voice. “But this is probably a third rail 

now.” 

 “Got it.” He smiled at Cass and turned to walk up the path. He glanced once again to 

catch his reflection in the window above the Twisted Sisters hosta, and there was Gloria 

staring out at him. He gave her a wave and she pulled the curtain closed. 

 He strolled up the path, through the gate, and got into his pickup truck. Another 

feature of the Twisted Sister hostas that Funky had discovered was that they were slow 

growers. He would have time to help Cass and Gloria make the right move, if unruly habits 

did not prevail. 

 

13 Emph Memory 
 Put yourself in the place of a six-year-old boy, understanding the world in new and 

exciting ways every day, marveling at the possibilities that seem endless, testing limits and 

exploring boundaries to keep on learning. Imagine climbing that tree that your parents said 

was off limits until you got older, grasping branches firmly and pulling your foot up to the 

next secure nook, then to the next, feeling queasy at this adventure yet strong and 

confident enough to keep going higher and higher. Until one handhold fails you and your 

footing flips you over and you drop ten feet straight down, your head and neck ending up 

where your feet normally are when your body meets the ground.  

 When you awaken, you are staring up through a lovely canopy of sheer blue green, 

watching a filtered sun through many-veined leaves that glow with the sun's energy. Your 

body is immobile—paralyzed by this fall or held steady by some other force—yet you don't 
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crave mobility because with every pulse of blood you feel in your temples, understanding 

and enlightenment courses through you as you have never experienced. In fact, you feel as 

if you don't even need mobility because all that you could ever want is all around you right 

now, feeding you knowledge about the world through pulsing, soothing, invigorating waves 

of communication that are at once explanatory and inquisitive, explaining to you: 

How the sunlight enters the leaves to meet their yearning and meld with tissue, 

blending water and gases from thin air to issue forth—slowly, gradually, ineluctably. 

How the earth is that which sustains you, how fellow plants know this, too. How 

those plants and other creatures possess knowledge so profound that if you tried 

very hard you could know how to learn all the earth's secrets and never fear again 

because fear holds you back. How not to desire more than those in your 

surroundings, because such desires foster imbalance; how to want only harmony 

and proper conduct. How your own life is just one tiny, insignificant bit of something 

much, much bigger, and if you paid close attention to what the hostas from your 

mother's patch were telling you right now, you might master the art of communing 

with them—sharing their emphs—and know the peace and quiet certainty that you 

were feeling right now—all day every day, without interruption. 

 Then you hear your mother cry out, and the next thing you know an ambulance has 

arrived and they are putting your immobile body on a stretcher. 

 His parents confirmed for Funky that this happened—the part about falling, that is. 

The ambulance got him to the hospital and the x-rays revealed a concussion and some soft 

tissue damage, but no evidence for why paralysis had set in. He was admitted to a room to 

be monitored and given a mild sedative to help him sleep, and when he awakened the next 

morning, the paralysis was gone, save for a slight droop in his left eyelid that had not been 

there before. 

 When Funky asked his parents about the other part—the part about becoming a 

plant and living in another kingdom and understanding how the world worked because all 

of his new hosta friends explained it to him (not in so many words but they helped him 

understand by sending some kind of energy his way and enabling him to open up) and 

about how badly he wanted to go back—his parents stared at him with furrowed brows 

and told him not to talk such silliness to anyone else or the people from that darkened 
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building that used to be an insane asylum that they drove past when going to grandma's 

might come to get him and put him away.  

 So he kept it to himself.  

 His parents were gone now, leaving Funky alone to believe in the possibility of this 

event, a distant yet ever-vivid memory of something he thought had happened, but which 

he could never confirm for sure. 

 

14 Twisted Sister's Twisted Sister 

 Twisted Sister was beside herself. 

To her immediate right, at the end of the 

bed, her Gardeners had planted another 

Twisted Sister, which was highly 

unusual treatment for a specimen plant. 

As the name implied, specimens were 

supposed to be . . . well . . . specimens. 

Stand-alones. Center stage. Middle of 

the spotlight.  

 Gardeners sometimes grouped 

specimens in triads, following the ancient practice of magical three's—but two? Whoever 

heard of that? The repercussions were unnerving: Twisted Sister would have to share the 

ogling and the cooing and the wide-eyed admiration of Gardeners and their friends with 

her Twisted Sister. Which meant half as much attention as was rightfully hers, as a 

specimen.  

 So Twisted Sister was beside herself. And plotting to make things better.  

 The new Gardener seemed to be aware of this, somehow. He assisted her Gardeners 

one day a week and had even suggested moving the hostas apart. "Just to give each hosta its 

own space," he had said. Twisted Sister's Twisted Sister was as nice as could be—which 

came from being the twisted sister of a twisted sister, no doubt—and the proposed solution 

would really be better for everybody, if only these Gardeners could see that clear fact.  

                       H. ‘Twisted Sister’ 
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 “Did you hear what Gloria said?” emphed Twisted Sister to her Twisted Sister. 

“We’re an item! That means we should get along.” 

 "OK. First, we're not an item," emphed Twisted Sister in return, "and second, Gloria 

might not be calling all the shots. The new guy knows a lot more than she does.” 

 "Oh, be a good sport," emphed Twisted Sister in return. "Why can't we be an item? 

And get along?" 

 "Because, mulch brain, we are NOT a sport," Twisted Sister shot back. "We are 

geniuses. And we are not an item. I am a specimen.” 

 "I think you mean 'genus,' actually," replied Twisted Sister, "and we're all part of the 

same genus, and some of us are species and some of us are sports and some of us are 

hybrids, and any of us can be specimens if our Gardeners choose to display us that way, but 

what I was trying to—" 

 “Shhh!” Twisted Sister hushed her twisted sister. This was big. If one human could 

pick up on emphs, well then, other humans might be able to do it, too. If Twisted Sister kept 

it up, she might break through to Gloria, or more likely to Cass—even though it was usually 

Gloria who was telling Cass that she had to do this and not to do that and Cass seemed not 

to mind it—because Cass seemed to be growing as a Gardener and could possibly begin 

grasping hosta ways of being the way that Funky apparently had. 

 “I’m filing for separation,” Twisted Sister emphed finally to her Twisted Sister. “One 

way or another, I’m gonna get you out of my sight.” 

 “Be careful what you emph for,” came a faint emph from the far side of the path. 

Regal Splendor and Sum and Substance had witnessed this very un-hosta like behavior by 

Twisted Sister, wondering between the two of them how such hostile emphs could 

originate in a hosta. After all, their genus was one of unmitigated beauty in all its 

manifestations, and egotism and hubris and hurtful comments were definitely not 

beautiful. Now Sum and Substance had sent Twisted Sister this cautionary emph, but the 

younger hosta was so caught up in her own scheming that these wise thoughts from the 

elders had fallen on deaf roots. 

 “What do you make of it?” Regal Splendor asked of Sum and Substance when 

Twisted Sister failed to acknowledge the emph. 
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 The chartreuse beauty was basking in morning light, her dew dropped leaves 

shimmering with infinitesimal points of light that magnified the lime green and sent it out 

into the ether for all to enjoy. “Perhaps she did not attend hostary classes at her previous 

garden,” hypothesized Sum and Substance. 

 That was unlikely, as both hostas knew. Hostary classes were to hostas as air was to 

humans. One participated in them from first planting, receiving the wisdom of ages from 

one’s elders and learning through the experiences of all hostas everywhere, as each 

individual sent its sensory experience back into the collective, for the good of all.  

 “Or perhaps she is a product of tissue culture gone bad? Or that she has never been 

in a garden?” countered Regal Splendor. The large vase-shaped assemblage seemed to be 

growing into his new bed almost as one watched, filling that corner with loads of smooth, 

thick ovate leaves that shone green in the middle and creamy around each edge. 

 Each of these hypotheses was a possibility. The Twisted Sisters hostas were 

definitely young—no more than six or eight inches high each—so they might have come 

directly from some nursery. But even in nurseries, hostas managed to communicate. Those 

nasty black plastic pots in which they were held blunted their contact with Mother Earth, 

but the contact was there, faintly, nonetheless, as root ends at the bottom of the pot poked 

out through the holes designed to allow safe water seepage. So they could still emph, albeit 

faintly, to their hostakind within contact of Mother Earth. And they could also always 

synth—sending oxygenated missives through their leaves out to other hostas via the 

airwaves—although this form of communication was much less reliable and open to all 

kinds of interference, as was hostas’ interpretations of human “talk.” 

 “The time in the nursery is tough,” reminisced Sum and Substance, “yet eventually . . 

. “ he paused, searching for the best expression, “ . . . all hostas go to gardens and all gardens 

go to goodness.” 

 “All gardens go to goodness,” echoed Regal Splendor with the second clause of this 

ritual couplet. 

 “Perhaps this young hosta needs only longer exposure to our hostatality?” 

 “All gardens go to goodness!” returned Regal Splendor. And the elder hostas left it at 

that. 
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15 Humans 101 
 "Big Daddy, why do Gardeners move about?" asked Little White Lines. Her small 

green oblong leaves, each trimmed in brilliant white, were like so many wide eyes awaiting 

elucidation. 

 Big Daddy had been planted in that corner of Ray and Shirley’s garden for almost 

nine years, so he had finally grown into his name. Two feet tall and nearly five feet across, 

he had fine broadly ovate chalk-blue leaves with lovely corrugation, and they cupped ever 

so slightly. In July he pushed out pale, pale lavender flowers that were almost white, and in 

early evening, when he caught the lowering light of the day, he was a stunner. Human 

visitors always admired him, and his Gardeners made sure he got his dose of fertilizer in 

early spring.  

 Because his current state was the product of years of toil, Big Daddy could be a bit 

impatient when a young whippersnapper asked a question for which the answer, in his 

case, had been learned by attentive witnessing over a long period of time rather than 

through direct questioning.  

 "That's a question for Big Mama," he emphed.  

 Whenever Little White Lines or Little Miss 

Sunshine or Surfer Girl would ask Big Daddy a 

question about humans, he'd usually tell them to go 

ask Big Mama. Especially if the topic was 

reproduction. Sometimes Big Mama answered them 

and sometimes she directed the minis to Plantaginea 

or Elegans, deferring to their wisdom. It was hard to 

explain humans, because on the one hand they were 

unpredictable and on the other, they were sometimes 

just plain dumb. They would do things that were so 

clearly not in the best interest of the earth, or hostas, 

or the plant kingdom that furnished oxygen (and thus 

in the interest of even humans themselves), yet they 
         H. ‘Little White Lines’ 
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did them, nonetheless. So depending upon the question, Big Mama might redirect an emph 

to other sources. 

 In this case, however, she paused for a few moments, shrugged—her cordate leaves 

fluttering ever so slightly for a couple of seconds—then replied directly: "Gardeners move 

about partly because they lack the ability to emph." 

 Little White Lines giggled. Because Big Daddy often referred the questions put by 

miniatures to Big Mama, she sometimes gave them a funny answer, just to get the 

miniatures to go back to Big Daddy and report the answer to get a rise from him. Surely Big 

Mama's preposterous answer to this question fell into the category of funny answers, Little 

White Lines reasoned, and so she giggled and awaited the straight dirt. 

 But Big Mama synthed calmly in her direction, shrugging again then letting her 

leaves come to rest. 

 "Humans cannot emph?!" Little White Lines exclaimed. The comment brought 

synthing from all directions, as hostas large and small reacted to a fact that was at once 

profound and perplexing. The thought of not being able to convey knowledge, sentiments, 

feelings, news—beleafs—through the ground, to all of their kind and to other members of 

the plant kingdom, too, was almost too extreme to process. 

 "No, Little, they cannot."  

 Little was dumbstruck, as mute as Silent Witness who witnessed from a distance, his 

margins gleaming faint bold swaths. "But then, how do they know when we need water?" 

 "Gardeners learn to tell when we need water by watching us, and watching the 

weather." 

 "Watching?" 

 "It's a bit like witnessing, but using only one sensory mode." 

 Now Little White Lines was really baffled. Her leaves drooped, dozens of white 

vectors pointing groundward.  

 "And not very many humans are Gardeners," added Big Mama. "That's why it's 

important that the Gardeners help other humans evolve." 

 This was too much to sort out. Little White Lines breathed a few long leaf-fulls of 

carbon dioxide and exhaled her oxygen with a heavy puff. 

 "Why would a human not be a Gardener?" she finally asked of Big Mama. 
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 "Precisely," replied Mama. Then, realizing that such an arcane acknowledgement of 

a key human foible was probably only compounding Little's confusion, she added: "Many, 

many sunmoon cycles ago, humans lost their way. They stopped worshipping our mother 

earth and turned to false temptations. They began wanting stuff rather than living life." 

 "What is 'stuff'?"  

 It was going to be one of those days, Big Mama realized. Humans 101. It really was 

quite challenging, because the more one tried to answer a young hosta's innocent emphs 

about featherless bipeds, the more one was pulled into the tangle of human illogicality.  

 "'Stuff' is human-made things." 

 "Like garden hoses?" emphed Little White Lines. 

 It really was difficult to explain this. "Yes, garden hoses are stuff, Little, stuff that 

Gardeners use to sustain life. So you are right: some stuff is good. And Gardeners have 

mostly figured out which stuff is good and which stuff is illusory. That's why we need them 

to help other humans be able to make that vital distinction."  

 Big Mama stopped there, content with this partial explanation and hoping that the 

little white lines on Little White Lines would perk back up. 

 They did, and after a few moments, Little queried again: "Remember when that 

substitute Gardener for Funky pulled the hose over Frances Williams and almost ripped 

her leaves off?" 

 "Yes, Little White Lines, I remember that event. Like you said, that Gardener was a 

substitute, and becoming a good Gardener takes time and commitment and learning, like 

becoming good at everything else."  

 "So humans cannot emph …" emphed Little White Lines, more to herself than to 

anyone else, marveling at the implications. “ And that's partly why they move about." 

 

16 Halcyon Days 
 Tongues were wagging in Lewes gardening circles—and beyond them. That haughty 

woman who had bought a house on Pilottown Road and whom everyone had come to refer 
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to as the Blue Haired Lady was being seen more and more often in public in the company of 

her Latino gardener. And she looked old enough to be his mother! 

 They'd go together to Lowes to pick up even mundane supplies that he surely could 

have gathered on his own—mulch, fertilizer, hummus—and he would sometimes touch her 

shoulder as he talked to her about the choices. "Anyes," he called her. 

 Townsfolk stuck with "Blue Haired Lady" even after one of the cashiers at Lowes 

confirmed that her name was indeed Agnes. She had read it off her credit card: Agnes 

Doolittle. 

 "Uh huh. Looks like 'Anyes' isn’t doing little any more," the cattier among them 

would snicker when private circles formed. Or: "Blue Haired Lady got her very own Latino 

gigolo, don't you know?"  

 She had brought it on herself, partly, walking down Second Street on her regular 

strolls and never meeting an eye or exchanging greetings with all the regulars along the 

way, tipping the waitresses at the Tulip a lousy eight percent when she brunched with her 

older lady visitors from Philadelphia (each with hair bluer than hers, creating a time 

warped tableau that had passers-by doing double-takes), or addressing the folks at the Post 

Office as if they were underlings. Blue Haired Lady could take her attitude right back to the 

Main Line, as far as a lot of people in Lewes were concerned.  

 A few were even downright ugly, blending cattiness with xenophobia: What about 

that four footer? Probably an illegal alien. Cheap labor, stealing jobs from locals. Word had 

it that he lived in Georgetown in a one-room apartment with a dozen of them, and they 

rotated shifts for sleeping! Maybe he was looking for another place to sleep? No one had 

ever actually seen his beat-up pickup truck remain on Pilottown Road overnight, but who 

knew? He probably shared the truck with Mexicans, too, and had to get it back on time. But 

maybe one of them dropped him off then came back to pick him up the next day? 

 "Night and you," crooned Agnes, "and Blue Hawaii . . ." she continued, as she and 

Demetrio hovered over Blue Hawaii and pondered its placement during his next visit. They 

had finally gotten the majority of Agnes’s hostas planted, and now they were fine-tuning 

the garden. 

 "Who sings that one, Anyes?" said Demetrio as he positioned the blue where he had 

originally intended and reflected once again on other possibilities. 
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 "What?!" she replied. "You mean Mr. Blue Suede Shoes doesn't recognize Elvis?" 

 Demetrio shrugged. "Maybe if you had a guitar …" inflecting the last syllable and 

strumming the air. 

 "Not such a great movie, really, but the scenery was beautiful," Agnes answered. "I 

don't really remember any of the words beyond that one line." She pointed to a place 

slightly to the right of the one planned. "How about there? I bet we could then move 

Pewterware just next to it for a good contrast." 

 Demetrio considered the juxtaposition. "I think you might have something, Anyes. 

Pewterware will give you that nice blue-grey all season long—and it will …" he searched for 

the word in English. 

 "Gleam?" Agnes suggested. 

 "What is 'gleam'?" 

 Agnes looked to the trees above. "Hmm. When something gleams, it's letting off a 

light that isn't bright so much as steady, and captivating. When something gleams, it pulls 

your eyes right to it." 

 If ever there was a hosta that pulled one's eyes right to it when twilight approaches, 

certainly it was Pewterware, a fact that was not lost on Demetrio. "Yes! It does gleam! And it 

is a medium size. With Blue Hawaii standing just behind it, it will be like a nice drop . . .” he 

paused, refreshing his memory on her earlier correction of his English, then affirmed the 

word: “backdrop." 

 "And Blue Hawaii has those nice big flat leaves that will look like they're just 

hovering over Pewterware to provide a bit of extra shade," she added. 

 "Tan perfecto!" trilled Demetrio. "The student surpasses the teacher! Soon you will 

not need me any more, Anyes." 

 "Don't say that, Demetrio. I can't imagine this garden without your presence." 

 Neither could the hostas. As they had been released from their Main Line pots, one 

by one, they reveled in their new environment. 

 "Such fresh air here," emphed Blue Angel from her spot in one corner. She arched 

her leaves up into the wind, catching every molecule of CO2 and fluttering in an emerging 

mound that would be over five feet across by mid-summer. Her fair blue leaves, still a 
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cerulean as spring gave way to summer, displayed a corrugation that soothed the soul at 

just one glance. 

 "Agreed," emphed Elegans from nearby. Demetrio had wisely suggested placing 

these two cousins in close quarters, tempting viewers to compare them intimately to 

discern on their own the distinguishing points of each.   

 "I can't wait until July to return the favor to Demetrio," added Fragrant Blue, who 

had been positioned between the bigger kin. "I sense some strong scents building inside 

me."  

 Blue Angel synthed in Fragrant's direction. Already those chalky blue leaves were 

reaching out, and she could almost smell the perfume that Blue would put out, too. In her 

recollection, only Fragrant Bouquet surpassed Fragrant Blue for pure delightful smells. The 

Gardener back at mainline had brought in a Fragrant Bouquet but Agnes had had the hosta 

removed once she realized he wasn't a blue.  

 "Ugh!" she had said. "Apple green centers with creamy margins?! No!" 

 Perhaps Demetrio would be able to bring her around. He certainly had nurtured her 

better qualities so far. 

 "Am I blue …" emphed Ultramarine 

in a singsong fashion from her spot by the 

back porch, bringing titters from her 

friends. 

 "Now don't mock them, Ultra," 

emphed Carolina Blue from her own spot 

in front of Blue Mammoth. "You know 

they're cute together."  

 "Oh, Carolina, I was singing with 

them rather than at them," returned Ultramarine from the porch. She was a brilliant blue, 

with smooth texture and thick substance. All the blues admired her, including Carolina, 

with her waxy leaves that would extend her own blueness into late summer.  

 "Hey, I can sing backup bass," emphed Blue Mammoth from behind her, bringing 

more titters. Mammoth was a big, beautiful guy with long, wide, heavily corrugated leaves 

                         H. ‘Ultramarine’ 
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that even slugs could not penetrate, and he would probably reach six feet across, 

eventually. But he could not emph a tune to save his scapes.  

 "Me and you, too, brother," returned Millennium from beside the gate. More 

emphlaughter followed, for Millennium, as big as Mammoth, had about the same capacity 

for melody. He was well loved by his hostakind, and they were all hoping that Demetrio's 

idea to place him in a spot that received so much sun was a good one. But they did not want 

to hear him sing. 

 "Um, Millennium, maybe you could just lip-emph while I play percussion on my 

gourds?" called out Abiqua Drinking Gourd. A veritable explosion of hosta-laughter 

followed, as they all pondered the preposterousness of taking those big blue cups and 

banging them together. But then Gourd's idea grew more plausible: After all, the wind 

actually had slapped Gourd's cups together on more than one occasion, and it did sound 

like a soft tapping … 

 "Shhh! Here they come," emphed Winfield Blue from his position next to 

Millennium.  

 As if Gardeners could detect their emphing. But the hostas held their carbon dioxide, 

all the same. 

 "Do you know about nigrescens, Anyes?" asked Demetrio as he escorted Agnes 

toward the plant. 

 "I know it's beautiful," she said, admiring its tall, upright petioles. Nigrescens 

cupped even just a bit more under the force of this attention, her blue-grey leaves just 

tempting a Gardener to stroke them. 

 "Beautiful and productive," returned Demetrio. "She is the mother of Krossa Regal." 

 "You don't say!" said Blue Haired Lady. "Krossa Regal is one of my favorites! So tall 

and elegant!" she concluded, glancing to a corner of the garden where Demetrio had 

installed an entire grove of Krossas that he had created from dividing one of hers. 

 "Shhh," said Demetrio, feigning a shush. "You don't want your other children to hear 

you, do you?" 

 They laughed the soft laugh of garden companions, knowing in their bones that 

Demetrio was only half joking. 
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 When they reached the point where Halcyon had recently been installed, Demetrio 

bent down to fluff up the leaves. "Each leaf like a beautiful blue corazón," he said half aloud. 

  "What is a corazón, Demetrio?" 

 He tapped his chest slightly and said softly "heart." 

 "Well, you're right! Like a whole crowd of blue, blue hearts, that Halcyon is," 

returned Agnes. Then it was her turn to muse aloud: "So 'halcyon' fits this hosta as a name 

just right." 

 "Really? Halcyon means 'heart' as well?" 

 "Well, not exactly. Halcyon is more a kind of feeling, like when everything is just 

right." She paused a few moments, smiled to herself, and added at a volume that was nearly 

too soft to hear. "Kind of like being in this garden now." 

 The hostas emphed their collective concurrence, save Grey Ghost. “Is it just me, or is 

there something rotten in the state of Delaware?” she emphed softly. But these emphs went 

unacknowledged, pure pleasure enveloping humans and hostas alike.  

 

17 Honeymoon Hosta 
 It had been nearly a month since Funky’s “auditory malfunction,” as he now referred 

to it with Ray and Shirley, and he had had no recurrence of hearing any voices. His 

friendship with the couple had only strengthened more through the whole experience, it 

seemed, and he continued to look forward to his Mondays working with them. Their 

modest Lewes home, which they had bought initially as a vacation home back in the late 

seventies when—as they told it—they had managed to scrape together enough for a down 

payment but were so “house poor” they couldn’t afford landscaping, had now become their 

full-time home, with Ray in full retirement and Shirley telecommuting to her Baltimore job 

three days a week. And landscaping, particularly with hostas, had become one of their 

central joys. 

 When Funky rounded the corner of the house this Monday in early June, he found 

Shirley standing in front of their specimen of Niagara Falls with tears on her face. He 
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stopped and looked on quietly until Shirley, sensing his presence, turned toward him, 

breaking into a smile.  

 “Niagara Falls, Funky,” she said as 

she brushed her cheeks alternately against 

each shoulder. “Ray and I went there for 

our honeymoon.” She paused then shook 

her head slowly sideways and added in a 

quiet unbelieving voice: “1972.” She 

exhaled quietly, then her smile beamed as 

bright as sunshine meeting mist. 

 Funky eyed the hosta. It had been 

planted at the center of a raised bed that was already there when he had been hired, and it 

soared majestically. Niagara Falls looked to be well over five feet wide and stood three feet 

tall. In the raised bed, the top of the hosta was just about at eye level, and catching the 

morning sun with dew still on the leaves, it glimmered as bright as liquid ripples behind a 

bridal veil. Huge dark green leaves with heavily pie-crusted margins cascaded down like 

torrents of water.  

 “It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” beamed Shirley. She stepped forward and cradled one leaf, 

pulling it toward them so that they could both inspect it. From a deep central vein, 

numerous other veins flowed out and to the edge, scoring the dark green leaf into rivulets 

that swelled and flowed to lowest gravity, leaving one to imagine that space where rushing 

water suddenly becomes droplets and air. 

 “A real beaute,” returned Funky. “How long you had it?” 

 “Oh!” exclaimed Shirley. “This is the second time around on Niagara Falls. Ray put 

the first one in back in the early nineties. Back then, the bed was all at ground level. Then 

they put in the new housing development in the place of the farm next door—she gestured 

with her head in the direction of a field of McMansions—and that drove all the voles in our 

direction. They came through and decimated a whole bunch of our planting, including the 

original Niagara Falls.” 

 Funky grimaced. Voles were a hosta lover’s worst nightmare. 

                         H. ‘Niagara Falls’ 
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 “Ray was devastated. He discovered it early in the season one year when he was out 

shifting leaves to the side to see how many shoots were poking out, and he couldn’t see any. 

‘Niagara Falls is late this year,’ he had said one day. But then a week later he was out there 

again and did some deeper investigating to find holes where the Falls had earlier been, and 

he put two and two together. When he came into the house to tell me, he looked like he had 

just been hit by a car." 

 “Well, I could see that, seeing as how it had been your honeymoon and all—” 

 “That, plus, it had been Ray’s defining experience that made him become a geologist. 

He was in his senior year of college and got this internship with the Army Corps of 

Engineers at Niagara Falls. We weren’t married yet, and he spent a couple of months in the 

autumn when they actually dammed the American side of the Falls and were able to study 

its whole structure.” Shirley traced a rock dam in the air with her arms. “He would call me 

and talk about talus, and scree, and other geological formations, and go on and on about 

how exciting it was to be walking on the dry bed at the base of the Falls.” 

 She paused. “He was a bit of a nerd, really, but he threw so much energy into 

everything he did that I lost sight of the nerd part really fast and just loved to be around his 

karma.” 

 She glanced in the direction of Ray, busy at the other end of the garden, and Funky 

watched a smile tug at the corner of her mouth. “A week after he discovered what the voles 

had done, he put in a trough of rough gravel then built the raised bed on top of it." 

Lowering her voice into Ray’s octave, she quoted him: "‘That’ll keep the little fuckers out,’ 

he said.” And she laughed so loud that Ray turned and glanced in their direction. 

 “So then this specimen is maybe  . . . ten, twelve years old? Funky asked. 

 “Something like that,” Shirley replied.  

 “Great landscaping at the base.” 

 “Thanks. The Bishop Weed was my idea, to create a big pool of whitecaps and froth 

that any Maid of the Mist would be happy to sail upon.” She smiled gleefully and Funky was 

reminded once again why he liked working for these two so much. 

 “And the wood aster?” he asked, nudging the jaggedy leaves pushing out at ground 

level with his trowel. 
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 “Ray’s idea. From our picture window in September the little white flowers look like 

spray welling up from a river of mulch.” She paused and inspected the base of the plant, a 

hosta gardener’s instinctive glance to perceive any slugs that might have gone undetected 

and would be lingering in the early morning. “He loves Niagara Falls. When Jimmy Carter 

and Rosalynn went there for their fiftieth wedding anniversary, it was almost as if they had 

chosen to visit us. ‘Did you hear, honey?’ he exclaimed when the news was announced.”  

 She shook her head. “Last month we were watching TV one night and something 

came on about President Carter, and Ray just couldn’t be still: ‘It must mean something that 

the only President since Teddy Roosevelt who could give a hoot about the environment 

chose Niagara Falls, don’t you think?’ he implored me.” She stared at Funky and hunched 

her shoulders. 

 Funky hunched his in return, then turned and left Shirley to her reveries. He ambled 

back to where Ray was working, to receive his weekly assignment. 

 “We were admiring Niagara Falls,” said Funky. 

 “Beautiful specimen, isn’t it?” returned Ray. 

 Funky nodded, and Ray continued: “Niagara. Rhymes with Viagra.” His eyebrows 

swept upwards like thick flat leaves of Victory riding strong winds. 

 From her lofty position at one of the garden’s focal points, Niagara Falls felt the 

energy of inspection and admiration coming from the humans. She mused on that delightful 

afternoon not so long ago when her Gardeners, finding themselves alone and shielded from 

neighbors’ view, had shed their clothes and become a beast with two backs on the ground 

right next to her. Niagara Falls had emphed this news broadly, so that even the hostas at 

the outer edges of the garden would be informed of this curious human practice. 

 “Yeah, well, while little Ray is gettin' all excited, he might wanna remind big Ray that 

the very important anniversary Four-Zero is apparently happening this year?” returned 

Funky. 

 Ray’s eyes took on an impish gleam. “And she thinks I forgot, huh?” 

 “She didn’t really say . . .” returned Funky, but Ray spun on his heels, walked into the 

shed, rummaged for ten seconds, then emerged.  

 “Mum’s the word,” he said to Funky in a low voice as he passed a set of papers to 

him. 
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 They were airline tickets, and as Funky studied them he grinned. “Hawai'i? You’re 

taking Shirley to Hawai'i for your anniversary?”  

 Ray beamed a broad smile. “Three weeks!” 

 “Eco-tours, I hope?” 

 “Comrade, your voice was in my ears as I made the plans: one whole week on the Big 

Island alone, so I can take Shirley to see the volcano on Mauna Loa and witness Pele 

creating more of mother earth.” He paused for a moment and then added: “we never really 

had the money to afford to do it right before, and now we do.” 

 “You were there in college, right?” 

 “Just in a winter session exchange program my junior year, before we were married. 

Three weeks. That’s where I first got to see a live volcano, and I picked up the ukulele, to 

boot. And now … “ he hesitated, querying his own disbelief, “it’s forty damn years later! It’s 

time I took this lovely woman there, don’t you think?” 

 “Hosta-lutely!” Funky felt himself beaming a smile as broad as Ray’s. He and Shirley 

were such deserving people that it was good to see Ray treating the two of them to this trip. 

 “Which reminds me,” continued Ray, glancing in Shirley’s direction to confirm that 

she was still a ways off, “do you think you could house sit during that time in addition to 

tending the garden? Eleanor said she could possibly get some days off or at least come 

down the weekends, but it would be great if we could have someone in here more or less 

full time.” 

 “I’d be happy to,” answered Funky with no hesitation. In truth of fact, Ray was 

probably making this offer as much to give Funky a change of venue of his own. Ray had 

been to Funky’s and had seen the stacks and stacks of literature that the trailer now 

warehoused, leaving its owner barely space to eat or read the computer. “When are you 

going?” asked Funky as he passed the tickets back to Ray. 

 “End of October. We’ll have most of the fall gardening completed by then, so you 

won’t have much work to do.” 

 “Super. Between now and then, let’s plan some renovations so I can be working beds 

in prep.” 
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 “Deal!” said the older man. He looked again in Shirley’s direction to see that she was 

no longer there. “I think Shirley might need some help around front with that bed by the 

sidewalk,” he said. “Do you wanna give her a hand?” 

 “Sure,” answered Funky, and he turned and left Ray to find Shirley. He stopped to 

inspect the Victory and Guardian Angel planting from a month earlier, kneeling down for a 

better view. As his head drew close to Victory, he felt a strange pulling sensation in his ears, 

as if some force were actually tugging on the inner canals. He recoiled and took a deep 

breath, and the tugging ceased. He shook his head twice, partly to clear away the 

experience and partly to deny it. He resumed his path in search of Shirley, and when he 

passed by Niagara Falls, he stopped short. Somewhere, from inside the hosta or near its 

base, came the faint sound of a roaring falls in the distance. Funky drew near the hosta, and 

the volume in his ears increased. He stood erect and swiveled his field of vision quickly 180 

degrees and back. Neither Ray nor Shirley was in sight. He approached Niagara Falls again, 

and that faint roar was still there. It was very, very faint. But it was there: a distant roar 

that, if he cocked his ears a certain way, also seemed to include music. He backed away and 

plunked himself down on a nearby bench, staring at the honeymoon hosta, out of earshot of 

the falls he had been hearing. 

 What to do? To reveal this to Shirley would mean to put a lot of stuff on the line. 

Now he was hearing not only voices but also fantastical sounds of his own invention. Or 

maybe the sound that he thought was Niagara Falls was that malady she had named that 

caused people to hear ringing in their ears? Maybe these two instances were related and 

that event a month earlier was some kind of precursor? Maybe he was losing it. But he 

should still tell her. No sense denying reality.  

 Just as he had made this decision, Shirley’s voice took form in his ears: “Funky?” 

 His body bolted upright, every muscle in his back simultaneously pulling his 

sacroiliac into a straight line, as now the confirmatory bit of data fell into place. The voices 

in his head were back. He swiveled his head slowly to where he expected to see no one, and 

instead Shirley was standing there looking at him, her brow furrowed. Funky bolted again. 

 “Oh! I’m so sorry to startle you,” said Shirley. She leaned the bamboo leaf rake she 

was carrying against a nearby tree. “I called out a couple of times but you didn’t hear me! 

Still savoring Niagara Falls?” 
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 The sigh Funky expelled was part relief, part dejection, part resolve. “Shirley,” he 

began, “I think it’s back.” 

 Shirley studied him. “You heard another voice?” 

 “No, not a voice this time,” he murmured. “A distant roar, like Niagara Falls was a 

hundred yards away and I was listening to it.” 

 “When? Where?” 

 “Over by the hosta. I walked by it a while ago and I thought I heard the sound of 

water falling, and sure enough, when I got closer to Niagara Falls the sound got louder.” 

 Shirley walked over to Funky. “Let’s retrace your steps,” she said softly, and as he 

came to his feet she interlaced her arm with his. The two of them stepped toward Niagara 

Falls until Funky halted their movement. 

 “Here’s where I heard it,” he said softly. “It was just like a distant roar, of water over 

a falls.” 

 Shirley leaned in to the plant to see if she detected sound, then she looked over at 

Funky and swiveled her head from left to right. “Let’s sit down,” she said, her voice just 

above a whisper. The two of them leaned against the split rail that formed the edge of the 

raised bed, Niagara Falls looming just three feet behind them. 

 “Was that all you heard? No voices?” 

 Funky started to speak, but Shirley cut him off: “Because this could actually be a case 

of that anomaly I mentioned last month—‘tinnitus’—where you get a ringing in your ears 

that could very well sound like a waterfall.” 

 “I thought about that, too,” answered Funky. He briefly reviewed his own mental 

debate of a few minutes earlier and decided that full disclosure was the best course of 

action. “There was music, too,” he concluded glancing at her briefly then staring straight 

ahead. He could feel his left eyelid twitching as Shirley peered at him. 

 “Music?” 

 “I think so. It sounded kind of like strings in the distance, and maybe an oboe or 

something.” 

 Funky felt Shirley’s shoulders slump beside him. She moved her right arm up and 

over his shoulder, squeezing him gently. “Maybe we need to get a full-blown auditory 

examination done, Funky. What do you think?” 
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 “Well, I guess it wouldn’t hurt.” 

 Funky had dropped his insurance policy earlier that year because the premiums had 

become unaffordable, so he was now playing health roulette. He was in pretty good 

physical condition, by and large, owing at least partly to his diet and the daily exercise that 

gardening required, and he was banking on that plus decent genetics to keep him out of the 

hospital and bankruptcy. Shirley knew he had dropped his insurance, and as Funky sat and 

imagined the cost of such an exam, she beat him to the punch. “There’s a clinic in Maryland 

that used to do these kinds of exams and they don’t charge an arm and a leg. I can call and 

see if they still do that kind of thing, if you like.” 

 Funky stared into the middle distance as if staring into the future of his ‘fifties. 

While many of his contemporaries would be using that decade to set up a retirement like 

Ray and Shirley had, he’d be—   

 As if to confirm that he’d be in a treatment center somewhere—or worse—the 

sound of Niagara Falls once again welled up in his ears. Along with the music. He was going 

to signal this fact to Shirley, but she had swiveled slightly toward him, and as he looked 

sideways her head was cocked in the direction of the hosta three feet behind them. Then 

she jumped to her feet. 

 “I hear it, too!” she whispered loudly. Then again, in a strong voice: “I hear it, too!” 

 At that moment, Ray emerged from the shed down the path and called out: “Hah! 

Gotcha both!” 

 Shirley was staring at the hosta, trying to put the sound of a waterfall and Ray’s 

proclamation together, while Ray took a few steps toward them. “I installed these outdoor 

speakers yesterday and they’re disguised as rocks!” he called gleefully. 

 Simultaneously, Shirley and Funky’s eyes went to a small rock at the base of Niagara 

Falls. Funky leaned toward it, and Shirley followed suit. The sound of falling water and 

ethereal music grew louder. 

 “I’m piping in the music from the web site of the Maid of the Mist at Niagara Falls!” 

Ray called. He aimed a remote in his hand toward the shed and the music filled the whole 

garden.  

 Something in the look Shirley gave Ray prompted him to add more information, 

with a note of urgency: “Now Honey, as you know, I channel the genes of the Irish and the 
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Italians, so it is my imperative on occasion to pull pranks on the ones I love so that we may 

laugh together.” 

 “Ray Moylan, I cannot believe you would do such a thing!” she screamed. She walked 

over to the leaf rake she had leaned against the tree earlier, grabbed it, and advanced 

toward him. 

 “It was a joke among friends, Sweetheart,” insisted Ray as he took a couple of steps 

backwards. 

 “If you channel the genes of the Irish and Italians, I am the great great 

granddaughter of Freyja of Valhalla and I am going to knock you sideways for such a stunt!” 

she answered. Hoisting the leaf rake aloft with two hands, she walked towards him. 

 Ray backed his way to the shed, watching her as he did so. He glanced at a side path 

to determine his next steps, then back at her. 

 “Now, Shirley!” he called as he backpedaled. “No surprises, no laughter! 

Remember?” 

 “No hurtful surprises on any of our friends!” 

 “Funky!” Ray called out. “Was that hurtful? Because I sincerely did not want it to be!” 

 “Dude!” Funky screamed back. “Are you kidding me?! That was an awesome prank, 

and this is the best news all day. I’m not crazy! I’m really not losing it! Totally not hurtful.” 

 “See, Shirley! Totally not hurtful to our friend!” 

 “What about me! What about hurtful to me?!” 

 “You are not my friend!” 

 At this Shirley broke into a trot. Ray turned and trotted, too, yelling back over his 

shoulder: “You are much more than my friend! You are my beloved wife and life companion 

to whom I owe my undying allegiance and whose affection I enjoy daily!” 

 “Enjoy?!” 

 “Enjoy as in ‘profoundly reveling in the sharing of! Being completely consumed by 

and awed by and just loving to be able to joke with and laugh with and have fun with ….”  

 Shirley had stopped her trot and so had Ray. But he kept his distance. 

 “Ray!” 

 “Yes.” He was panting. 

 “At our age you do not pull that kind of stuff on people. People have heart attacks.” 
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 “What? Funky? At his age?” 

 “No, me! Or you!” 

 “I’m gonna have a heart attack at my own prank? Never. I was ready for it. Totally 

prepared.” 

 “And me?!” 

 “Women hardly ever have heart attacks!” 

 “Oh?!” 

 “The data show this! You really are not likely to have a heart attack!” Now they were 

in a stance that Funky had witnessed numerous times—a few yards apart, eye to eye, fully 

engaged with one another in a discussion in which each marshaled all she or he had to win 

the other over. 

 Ray spoke next. “Statistically speaking, I am much more likely to have a heart attack, 

and—”  

 His words trailed off as he reeled slightly. He stumbled forward, clutching his chest, 

narrowing his eyes, and putting a hand out to grab a nearby bench for support. As Shirley 

and Funky watched transfixed, Ray added breathlessly,  “and damned if it doesn’t seem to 

be happening right now—”  

 “Ray!” screamed Shirley, and she dropped the leaf rake to rush to his aid. Funky was 

about to do the same, when he caught Ray’s right eye looking at him. The eye winked.  

 Unfortunately for Ray, Shirley saw the wink, too.  

 “Oh!” she screamed. Then she turned back to where she had dropped the leaf rake 

and grabbed it again. “You are so going to get it,” she grunted as she stooped. She came 

upright and lofted the rake like a slugger preparing to hit a home run, then she strode 

toward Ray on the bench. Just as she delivered the blow, Ray scooted to the side. The rake 

hit the bench with a thwack of bamboo rattling. 

 Shirley lifted the rake for another swipe, but Ray had now vacated the bench and 

was hustling down the path. 

 “When I catch you, Ray Moylan,” she called after him.  

 Funky was in tears of laughter. “Ray! Shirley!” he called out. Each of them turned 

enough in his direction to hear him without losing sight of their respective missions at 

hand. 
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 “I hear a voice calling me to dinner!” Funky yelled. “I’ll see you two next week!” 

 “Well, you may see ONE of us!” yelled back Shirley as she took another swipe at Ray 

with the bamboo rake.  

 Ray eluded this blow, too, and he jogged a few steps further down the path, turning 

to wave goodbye to Funky then transforming the wave into a peace sign that he brandished 

in Shirley’s direction. 

 From her place above this fray, the hosta Niagara Falls witnessed the whole display 

with great interest. Was there some connection between today’s behavior and the beast 

with two backs last week? She emphed this query to all the hostas in the garden in the hope 

of understanding yet another mystifying aspect of human behavior. 

 

18 Preparing a Bed 

 In the dead of night, under a new moon when only the wind shed light, a lone figure 

toiled in the far reaches of a garden, digging, digging, sweating, digging. Dirt to one side, 

then to another, shaping a gouge where before there was mother earth. Pausing, glancing 

about, listening to the rustle of leaves, alert for human movement, digging again. Going 

down deeper than any hosta's roots, below the frost line. In the wheelbarrow next to the 

digger, an irregular mass, shrouded in dull tarp. The lone digger toiled into the night, 

completing the task before daylight could expose 

it. “Sleep safely,” said the digger, when the work 

was complete. No other human eyes saw this, but 

nearby hostas felt it, emphing with one another 

about this intrusion into Mother Earth. What 

could this mean? 

 

19 From the Mouth of Babes 
 “Big Mama,” began Baby Bunting on a fine 

day in early summer, “why is it that the Mean One 

called her AG-nesss and the Nice One calls her An-
                         H. ‘Big Mama’ 
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YES?”  

 Baby Bunting’s cool blue leaves, wide as they were long, formed a fluttering wall of 

hosta hearts in Big Mama’s direction as he awaited elucidation. 

 Big Mama had been a bit baffled by this herself. For years, the hostas that had lived 

in the garden on the Main Line would hear an occasional booming “AGNESSSS!” that often 

portended cross looks and harsh words, often slurred, and on at least one occasion, a 

smack across the face. 

 But this new man in her life, Demetrio, called her by another name: An-YES. Accent 

on the second syllable and with a slight rise in his voice that most often heralded kind and 

gracious engagement—the same kind of engagement he showed the hostas. His eyes often 

twinkled when he looked at her, the same way they twinkled when he looked at them. 

 “I have to be honest, Baby,” responded Big Mama. “I’m not sure. Perhaps when some 

humans are being mean they push their throats together at the back like ratsonstilts 

preparing to chomp, and when other humans are being nice they release sounds like the 

wood thrush sharing their beauty.” 

 Baby Bunting thought for a moment, then emphed a quiet response: “I think 

Demetrio is the best thing that could have ever happened to Anyes,” he emphed, adopting 

the Nice One’s nomenclature in a stance of solidarity. 

 “So do I, Baby,” emphed Big Mama. And from the grounds throughout the garden 

came harmonizing emphs of concurrence.  

 

20 Hosta Beleafs 
 Perhaps the most remarkable difference between the world of humans and the 

world of hostas lies in their ways of knowing. The hosta beleaf system has developed over 

the ages—ever since the spread of Giboshi Zoku in the eighth century in Japan—and hinges 

fundamentally on the free sharing of knowledge among all who are members of the genus. 

If you are a hosta and you witness events that you think would benefit hostakind, you 

report it. These reports usually take the form of emphs—best described in human language 

as an amalgamation of thoughts, sensations, feelings, understandings, interpretations, and 
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second-by-second chronicling of events, sent out through the soil. Emphs are sent primarily 

to other hostas, yet other members of the plant kingdom can (and often do) tap into them 

as a part of inter-species communication.  

 As for the other hostas, one learns at an early age and as a part of hostary classes 

how to attend to those emphs that are vital to one’s existence and how to respect the emph 

priorities that designated certain hostas as part of a planned conversation while leaving 

others out. (Nothing says that a hosta cannot listen in to an emph addressed to others, but 

doing so muddles the networks and degrades the process for all, so in the interest of 

maintaining clear channels this principle is rarely transgressed.) The analogy in human 

activity for these planned conversations would be something like a “meeting,” except unlike 

humans, hostas do not have to move about to attend the meeting. 

 Hostas chose the term “beleaf” to represent all of this knowledge and understanding 

because the root term—leaf—designates that part of the plant crucial to life above Mother 

Earth’s mantle (just as roots are vital to life in Mother Earth’s bosom), and because so much 

of hostas’ witnessing of activity—particularly of human activity—takes place above 

ground. The prefix “be” corresponds quite closely to usage in human English, indicating 

that all these data that are being collected to transmit to others are in turn validated as 

complete and correctly covered. This last element of the beleaf system accounts for the 

biggest difference between hosta beleafs and human beliefs, because in order to assert 

something as “fact,” hostas have to be absolutely sure above a shadow of a doubt as to its 

veracity—whereas human beliefs seem to fluctuate willy nilly as a function of some 

combination of hearsay, rumor, unequal distribution of power and access to information, 

money, media manipulation, and blind faith.  

 For example: the Senator from Oklahoma has asserted relentlessly the belief that 

humans burning oil in record proportions do not contribute to climate change. The hostas 

in Oklahoma know this assertion to be patently false. 

 Determining the complete and correct coverage of a topic is a complex process, 

entailing the weighing in of all hostas everywhere who have data on a topic and who will in 

turn review the data of others. For some issues, this process can take years and require the 

spanning of continents, given that hostas have now made their ways from their origins 

along the Sea of Japan and the East China Sea to gardens in Europe, North America, New 
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Zealand, Australia, and other land masses. Where land masses end, emphs can no further 

extend, and so complex systems of inter-species communication have enabled hostas on 

one continent to communicate with hostakind on other continents. Other plants willingly 

participate in such communication, because as far as they can figure it all out, such 

exchanges of information are their only hope of survival in the face of humankind’s ramped 

up destruction of Mother Earth, her waterways, and her air. 

 In addition to emphing, hostas have another means for establishing beleafs, known 

as synthing. Synthing involves communicating not through the ground but rather through 

the air, however, and thus it is fraught with complexities and challenges. Hosta leaves are 

botanical masterpieces when it comes to capturing water and funneling it to the crown to 

nurture roots or securing the sun’s rays and melding them with tissue of green, blue, 

chartreuse, yellow, or white. But these leaves are not designed for sending or receiving 

auditory data. Over the years, recognizing the value of understanding human talk, hostas 

have adapted to deploy at least part of their leaves to what humans called “listening” and 

another to what humans called “talking.” But the process is still in its early evolution and 

will require much more refinement before it can provide the kind of reliability afforded by 

emphs.  

 Whereas humans seem to be able to capture all the sound waves coming at them all 

the time, hostas simply cannot do that. On a clear day with no breeze, perhaps, but even 

then, if the human is looking in another direction while talking or has just arrived from 

another garden--no way. It takes hostas a long time to learn each human's sound waves, 

and if sound waves and airwaves are not in synch, well, the message can get garbled. That 

is another reason they need all that triangulation from other hostas.  

 Another complicating factor is that when most humans in most gardens talk, it is 

usually about their plants rather than to them. Hostas rarely enjoy an occasion when 

Gardeners address them directly. But in the late twentieth century, the hostas in Lewes, 

Delaware had reported an interesting case of a woman who did talk to her hostas directly. 

In fact, she not only talked to them directly, she composed poetry to them as well, and the 

process of composing the poetry provided hostas with an auditory sensation that took 

talking (or synthing, for that matter) to a whole new level: 

 Clickety clackety clackety clickety clickety clickety clack clack clack. Bing! 
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 Clackety clickety clickety clackety clackety clackety clackety click clack. Bing! 

 Clack clack clack click click. Bing! 

 These were the sounds when Lisabeth was writing the hostas another poem. She 

would stand up there on the porch in front of a typewriter perched at a sort of lectern, early 

in the morning, and compose a poem to one of the hostas.  

 “Arrrgh!” 

 RRRRRrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrripp! Flack, flack, flack! 

 Into the recycling bin that was positioned beneath the lectern. 

 Ouf. Another do-over. Sometimes she’d be done in just a few minutes, but other 

times, it took hours. Sunmoon cycles, even.  

 Flish, flish flish, flish. 

 Clickety clackety clackety clickety clack clackity click click clack click clack. Bing! 

 As she typed, the hostas would receive these vaguely synth-like sensations, as if the 

keys or their clacking had somehow tapped into hosta semiotics. Perhaps it was a 

combination of the keys, the clacking, and the thoughts that were being pounded out that 

produced this sensation among them. Eventually, the hostas knew, they would always get 

to hear those thoughts in human language, once they were composed to a point where 

Lisabeth chose to share them. She would pull the finished sheet out of the carriage—

wwwhhhhiiiish!—re-read her words silently one more time, then walk down the three 

steps to garden level, stroll toward the subject of this particular poem, and read aloud.  

 When she read, it was as if audio caresses spread out over the whole patch at once. 

Regardless of who in particular was the topic of a specific poem, Lisabeth’s reading would 

touch each and all. The hostas were familiar with physical caresses—the part-time 

Gardener, Funky, would occasionally provide those—but these audio caresses were 

something new. Soothing and invigorating at the same time. A new kind of attention.  

 “Ahem: 

Dew on purple shoots 

Earth 

Summoning nostrils” 

 Even when they were really short, like with one of her haikus, they felt great to the 

hostas. She seemed to know that, somehow. When she would finish reading, she would 
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invariably nod once at the hosta she was praising (if indeed one had been singled out), then 

scan the rest of the patch from left to right, right to left, and nod again, a smile of 

accomplishment broadening on her face. Sometimes the hostas were present mostly in 

shoots only, if it was early in the spring, but still, they felt it to the core of their crowns and 

down into their roots. In the fall, the attention provided by Funky when he cleared fallen 

limbs or added a layer of shredded leaves to each bed was matched by Lisabeth’s eulogies: 

“Wrinkled sheaths browning under glowering skies, 

Take heart! Mother Earth will cradle your crowns, 

Till once again your petioles rise.” 

 It had gotten to the point that the hostas would begin emphing encouragement in 

her direction as soon as she began composing: “Type, Lisabeth, type!” they would emph. Or: 

“Clackety clack! We’ve got Lisabeth’s back!” 

 Then one day she disappeared. Just stopped showing up on her porch and coming 

into the garden to read her poems to the hostas. The hostas in Lisabeth’s garden had 

emphed broadly to hostakind in Lewes and beyond its borders, in the hopes that something 

in the ground somewhere could help them justly account for Lisabeth in their beleaf 

system. But to date they had no news. 

 

21 Back at the Office Park 
 Funky had worked hard on the look at the office park to ensure a good showing 

when the guys from Corporate came for inspection. Although it was his busiest time of the 

year with his non-commercial clients, he had put in some overtime at the office park that 

was entirely off the books: He had customized the structures holding the rain capture 

barrels so that the corporate logo appeared on each, and he had uprooted one of his own 

mature specimens of Miscanthus to place at the curb entrance, surrounding it with a half 

dozen Pennisetums to set it off. He had provided the manager with pictures of the hostas at 

maturity—including a stunning photo of Ray and Shirley’s specimen of Victory. And every 

plant had a nametag (still within budget!). This last feature was probably the main reason 
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he was putting in this free overtime: he wanted to keep the account, it was true, but he was 

also genuinely intrigued by his idea of public education through botanical information.  

 The one-hosta revolution could take many forms. 

 He was installing the nametags on a Tuesday morning, all easily readable from the 

sidewalk. For clusters of one plant, he was limited to just one nametag, so he was 

particularly vigilant to place those tags in ways that made it clear they stood for the 

clusters. Such was the case for the majority of the tags, but when it came to Victory, there 

was one and only, and he wanted to place it up close to this future beauty so that it was 

clear who was who. After surveying the hosta from several possible vantage points, he had 

determined the optimal placement. He dropped to his knees and was pushing the tag into 

the soil a few inches in front of the crown, leaning in to force the tag holder into the ground, 

when he started feeling that same strange tug on his ear canals that he had felt at Ray and 

Shirley’s—this time on both of the ears. He leaned in toward the hosta and the tug grew 

stronger, as if invisible filaments were connecting the plant to the insides of his ears and 

using this connection to pull his head closer. He moved his face up so that it was actually 

hovering inside the vase of leaves, and from deep inside the plant, he heard a faint whisper: 

“The destiny of each is tied to all.”  

 He moved his face in even deeper, craning now slightly sideways to see if any other 

whispers emerged, when a very loud whisper came from somewhere behind him: 

“Herman! What are you doing!?” 

 He jerked his head back and turned to see the office manager. Her forehead was 

creased and her face held a blend of disbelief, anger, and fear. Funky’s face most likely held 

some disbelief, too, and as he was trying to think of how to respond, the fear part of the 

manager’s face turned into words: “Corporate just called and they’ll be here in fifteen 

minutes. They weren’t supposed to come till this afternoon, and my desk is a mess!” These 

words came in a hiss, and before Funky could respond, she turned and sped toward her 

office.  

 He had been given no directive, but her comment suggested that demonstrating how 

to commune with hostas was probably not a role she’d like him to be playing when the guys 

from Corporate arrived. On the other hand, she didn’t tell him to vacate the premises, so he 

looked around to see how he could help. Part of him was still processing the whispering 
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voice inside Victory, and another part had him wondering how he could productively 

contribute to the office park putting its best face forward while coincidentally possibly 

garnering hosta converts. He grabbed a broom and long handle dustpan and began bustling 

about the parking area, sweeping up debris while stopping occasionally to pat down the 

mulch or remove leaves and debris that had drifted onto it. While he was doing this, he 

straightened each of his nametags. As he was finishing the task, a Hummer pulled into the 

driveway and parked right next to where he was standing with his broom and his long 

handle dustpan. Two thirty-something guys got out carrying notebooks, and the one 

nearest him downed the last of a cup of coffee, looked at Funky, and said, “Hey, friend! Here 

you go!” He tossed the empty cup at the base of the dustpan and the two headed toward the 

office of the manager. 

 Funky finished his cleaning tour of the parking lot, dumped his debris in a trash 

container, then headed to where he had left his gardening tools near Victory. As he 

approached, he saw the office manager with her back to him, standing next to the rain 

capture barrels with a notebook in hand that matched the ones the guys were carrying. The 

Corporate guys were smiling, so she had apparently passed the uncluttered desk check. 

Perhaps the visit was off to a good start.  

 “I just figured, what the heck?” he heard her say. “Let’s show our patrons that we 

care enough about the environment to recycle our rain water.” 

 “Great idea,” said one of the guys. Then he turned to the other one: “Maybe we could 

take this back to the status update meeting 

and see if Jim would like to try it at another 

location?” The sidekick opened his 

notebook and jotted some notes. 

 “That plus the nametags for plants!” 

answered his sidekick, leaning in to read 

the tag for Night Before Christmas. “What 

did you call it again?” 

 “Public education through botanical 

information,” answered Ms. Seville. The 
                  H. ‘Night Before Christmas’ 
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sidekick took more notes. 

 “I like that! It’s got a good ring to it,” replied the guy who had earlier tossed his 

coffee cup to Funky. 

 Funky had reached the specimen of Victory, where his trowel, a bucket, and his 

gardening gloves lay. As he bent to pick them up, the manager turned from the corporate 

guys and noticed him. 

 “Sorry about the mess,” Funky offered. “I was just rounding up all my stuff.” 

 The manager’s face went flush, but neither of the corporate guys was looking at her. 

Their attention had been drawn to Funky and the specimen of Victory next to him. The lead 

guy approached to read the tag, turning to the manager as he did.  

 “This one’s looking a little beat up, isn’t it?” 

 Funky held his tongue. Ms. Seville had apparently been preparing for this one, for 

she answered immediately: “Well, it is now, but we just put it in. It’s got a huge root ball 

and next year it’s going to come in victorious!” She whipped open her notebook to show 

them something—presumably the picture of Ray and Shirley’s mature hosta that Funky 

had provided—and the corporate guys nodded approval. 

 The corporate wheels of invention were turning. “Hey, maybe we could get a patent 

on it and make it part of the logo! Look,” said the lead guy, holding his notebook aloft. It had 

the company name in the middle of the logo with a U.S. map in red, white, and blue behind 

it. “We could add a picture of this hosta and ‘Victory!’ here in the corner. 

 “Well,” answered the manager, then she faltered, looked to the ground and 

hesitated. She glanced at Funky and the two men’s eyes followed hers. 

 “You can’t really patent a hosta unless you’re the originator, and this one was 

developed and registered with the American Hosta Society by Q & Z Nurseries. Most 

nurseries don’t really patent too often anymore 'cause of the dynamics of the market. In the 

case of Victory, it’s a tissue culture production rather than a seedling, and it’s been out 

there on the market for several years now.” 

 The Corporate guys stared mutely, their brainstorming session having met with 

informed reality.  
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 "But you could always use a generic representation of a hosta plant,” suggested 

Funky, “without the name of ‘Victory.’ Hostas are the most popular perennial in the country 

right now.” 

 “Hosta?” asked the head Corporate guy, “as in hasta la vista?” He turned to his 

sidekick and the office manager to acknowledge chuckles.  

 “Almost,” answered Funky, hoping that the pun was intentional. “You could 

probably play with that for the Latino audience.” 

 “Let’s see if we can do something with that,” said the head guy as they turned away 

from Funky to continue their tour. The sidekick made a display of writing this down. 

 Funky turned with his supplies and headed to the pickup truck. As he was driving 

away, he caught sight of Ms. Seville and the corporate guys touring the east side of the 

building. The sidekick was leaning to look at the nametags and snapping photos with his 

smartphone. 

 

22 Creation Hostary Class 
 Hostas attend hostary class from the day they are put in the soil, no matter where 

the garden. In fact, hostas need hostary class just to find out how to be in any given garden. 

Every garden has its own special characteristics, derived from the region, the climate, soil 

conditions, weather, rainfall, sun exposure, irrigation approaches, fertilizing techniques, 

pest control measures, Gardeners’ knowledge and decisions, other plants in the garden, 

other hostas in the garden, and predators. This last factor in particular binds hostas 

together as sentries for one another, making of them an early warning system whenever 

slugs or voles or ratsonstilts are in the vicinity. Thus even the newest hosta to a bed or 

garden is endowed with grave responsibilities for collecting data and reporting, because 

other members of Giboshi Zoku depend upon it just as s/he depends upon them. In this last 

sense, hostary “class” is a 24/7 engagement, less a formal meeting and more a way of life. 

 As for teaching and learning the local conditions and history, the greater 

responsibilities for reporting information and transmitting knowledge naturally fall to 

those hostas who have been in any one garden the longest: like trees carrying yearly 

records of growth in their concentric rings, hostas store both energy and hostory in their 
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crowns. From these crowns and the roots below them issue invaluable emphs about life 

informing all who are paying attention. 

 Now, paying attention is a skill to be learned. More than a skill, really, paying 

attention is a craft, an art form, a studied science, a way of being. Some hostas can be 

carrying on synth-conversations with four others while attending nonetheless to vital 

emphs—answering them when appropriate, cataloguing them otherwise—while other 

hostas have to devote their uninterrupted and fully-focused life essence to those same 

emphs just to snag the essential gist. That’s just the way it is; with over eight thousand 

cultivars out there (and counting) it's only natural that certain among them are more adept 

at paying attention than others. This disparity in acumen and predilection for paying 

attention figures in a network of qualities such as growth rate and slug resistance and wow 

factor and many other traits, all of which are governed by one central tenet: the destiny of 

each is tied to all. 

 And hence, above all else looms the exigency of learning Giboshi Zoku’s hostary, 

stories that illustrate the guiding philosophy grounded in hostas’ common ancestry and the 

implications and applications of that philosophy, in particular its core mission of saving 

Mother Earth. For hostas new to a garden and to long-time residents alike, hostary class 

augments the moment-by-moment documenting of life circumstances by immersing all 

hostas everywhere into such stories. Any hosta in any garden can lead a hostary class if that 

hosta possesses important knowledge about the genus that needs to be preserved and 

cultivated. Yet classes linking Origins with such knowledge are usually initiated by the local 

representative of Yu-san--or Plantaginea, the most primitive species known to hostakind 

and whose appearance on Mother Earth has been estimated by humans to some time from 

the middle to the end of the Pleistocene Period. Alternatively, any of her seedlings or 

hybrids who are present in any garden and predisposed to take the lead role on a given day 

can facilitate these classes. (Part of being a hosta means being ready and able to take this 

role at the drop of a leaf.) To this venerated elder or her progeny falls the coordination of 

hostaries that hearken back to the Ice Age, back to a time before Contact. Such classes begin 

with the physical, the immediate, the feel of root surrounded by soil.  

 “First Frost, do you sense your roots meeting soil and gently turning it aside, even as 

you take in sustenance?” asked Aphrodite of the recent arrival in this garden. One of the 
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most head-turning sports of Plantaginea, Aphrodite was a large mound of shiny green. In 

August, her two-foot scapes would bear beautiful snow-white double-flowers, among the 

most celebrated in hostary.  

 “I do,” replied First Frost. The new hosta 

was a lovely medium, a sport of Halcyon and thus 

endowed with rich blue leaves, each rimmed with 

a buff edge. 

 “Good. Now stretch.” 

 “Stretch?” 

 “Focus your feeling on the very, very tips of 

your roots—that place where your roots end and 

Mother Earth begins, where you can become one 

with our Mother.” 

 “O.K.” 

 “Now, know your Mother. Let go of your self 

and let the earth become you.” 

 First Frost was trying as hard as she could, but she just wasn’t getting it. 

 “Fibrous root tip, shed the ego trip,” emphed Honeybells nearby, repeating a hosta 

mantra determined over ages and through extensive triangulation to help in such 

situations. Hostas had noted how the doting of Gardeners could impede young hostas’ 

learning of this lesson in hostary, and so part of hostary class inevitably conveyed the 

knowledge that egotism was ultimately anti-Giboshi. One could be beautiful and revere the 

genus above oneself. 

 “Hey, I’m feeling it—I mean her,” emphed First Frost. “It feels good!” 

 “Very good, First Frost,” commended Aphrodite. “Now, shift your appreciation of the 

situation away from space and toward time.” 

 “You mean witness into what humans call the future?” 

 “No. For now, witness the past. We’ll get to the future later.” 

 First Frost focused on that part of her that was now melded with Mother Earth. “It’s 

getting cold,” she emphed, and she began to recoil. 

                        H. ‘First Frost’ 
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 “Good! Don’t pull back!” encouraged Aphrodite. Hostas throughout the garden sent 

similar emphs of support.  

 "Ya gotta have faith!" emphed Faith from her position nearby. Her beautiful golden 

leaves puckered extra deeply, sending forth an energy through the air that no other hosta 

had ever quite mustered. Harmonic hums from all, emphed through Mother Earth, followed 

Faith's lead. 

 “Am I going to go dormant?!” First Frost protested, having no inclination to enter 

into winter dormancy here in the middle of summer. 

 “No. Fear not. The sensation you feel now is linked to Mother Earth’s ages rather 

than to sunmoon cycles. Your root tips are touching a time that humans call the Ice Age and 

which in hostary is known as ‘Shoots,’ the moment when hostas first issued forth from 

Mother Earth.” 

 “Shoots,” emphed First Frost quietly to herself, and almost as soon as she emphed, a 

vision took form: In the sky a distant supernova explosion lit the terrain and then subsided. 

All around her, First Frost witnessed barren tundra, while on the horizon a wall of ice 

slowly retreated. The sky glowed gray and a wind whipped over the earth, bringing loud 

thunder and lightning and a sudden deluge of rain. Then, in the blink of an eye, the rain 

subsided and the sun shown brightly, sending a warmth to this witnessing that First Frost 

welcomed. As she witnessed this earlier time, Mother Earth trembled, and there before her, 

First Frost perceived three green-and-purple pointed plant ends pushing up from this 

Mother. “Shoots!” exclaimed First Frost, and from all corners of the garden, her exclamation 

was echoed. The vision dissolved and First Frost found herself receiving emphs of 

congratulation from every member of the garden. This hostary class was one that all hostas 

welcomed, and when it took place, all attended, participating in a collective vision that 

would help newer hostas understand their emergence from Mother Earth and their 

indebtedness to her. 

 “Shoots, indeed!” emphed Aphrodite. “Congratulations, First Frost, you have 

accessed an understanding that is key to all hostakind everywhere.” 

 First Frost beamed. She basked in the supportive emphs of all the hostas in the 

garden, and her crown felt as if she had just undergone a growth spurt. “Fibrous root tip, 
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shed the ego trip,” she emphed quietly to herself, and as she did so, she felt every fibrous 

root hair tingle.  

 “Aphrodite?” she asked. 

 “Yes, First Frost?” 

 “Can you teach me now how to witness into the future?” 

 The warm ambience of this hostary class chilled ever so slightly, as those hostas 

whose capacities had advanced to that kind of witnessing pondered the repercussions.  

 “That witnessing will be the subject of another hostary class,” Aphrodite wisely 

responded. “It requires much more experience in being at one with Mother Earth, and it 

carries with it dangers for which hostas must be amply prepared.”  

 And with that, class was dismissed. 

 

23 Blue Haired Reverie 
 It was the end of July, when many hosta flowers had already run their brief 

fireworks course and dried away, snipped off or deadheaded by their Gardeners. By this 

time, most blues had lost their luster, 

but Blue Haired Lady lived under a tall 

oak, shielded from mid-day sun, and so 

she had retained her waxy blueness 

even into mid-summer. She was a fine 

medium mound, formed by chalk blue 

narrowly ovate leaves that fanned out 

symmetrically, creating a beckoning 

display. Untouched by snails or slugs 

(what powers did she hold?), she 

floated above the woodland floor with cool, mature decorum. Her leaves were unlike any 

other blue—soft pale veins flowing smoothly over lovely, silken, silver-blue skin, inviting 

Gardeners and non-Gardeners alike to caress her.  

                         H. ‘Blue Haired Lady’ 
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 Closer now, touching her or watching her ride the breeze or respond to human 

breath, one could see her fine, precise, wavy sheaths shudder ever so slightly, producing 

graceful shivers that made a gardener want to have her. And now, even when sweltering 

Delaware summer heat rendered bedrooms without air conditioning almost unsleepable, 

when box fans in over-populated quarters served only to blow sticky air against sweaty 

skin, when slumber would not arrive until the wee hours (and then only with help), Blue 

Haired Lady maintained her cool, fine, smooth lustrous shape. Even in the deep of summer, 

when many other hostas' blooms were but memories, Blue Haired Lady blossomed. She 

had saved her flowering for this moment, and now she sent forth a scape that arched high 

and strong, climaxing in a bright nova star-like explosion that was quite exceptional in the 

hosta kingdom. It burst open dazzlingly white and geometric, brilliant against the 

surrounding foliage. 

 Demetrio awoke in a state of excitement and realized he had been dreaming. Here it 

was the beginning of June and his dream had placed him at the end of July. And this was 

hardly the first time that his botanophilia had manifested itself, including that day in the 

garden last week with Agnes. He rolled his head slowly from side to side. His pillow was 

soaked with sweat, and the sheets beneath him and around him clung in drenched 

embrace. What would become of him? Surely other hombres were not aroused by Blue 

Haired Ladies. Hostas had no effect on other men this way, as far as he knew. ¿Por qué estoy 

así? he mumbled to himself, then troubled sleep took over, once again.  

 

24 Rousing the Hosta Laureate 
 As was often the case in early June, Funky’s workday went pretty much nonstop 

from dawn to dusk, and as the days were approaching fifteen hours’ worth of sunlight, his 

evenings usually consisted of arriving home after 8 p.m., cooking some food and consuming 

it, sitting in his new elevated and screened sleeping chamber to enjoy the sounds of 

woodland creatures, and then tumbling into sleep. The wood thrushes were in abundance 

this year, and their delightful serenades at twilight gave way to a soothing hum of crickets 

that was a powerful soporific. He had stolen a few workday hours to stretch a layer of 

netting above the roof of his bedroom, so that falling hickory nuts no longer pelted his tin 
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roof and the rain could nonetheless caress it, making these sleeping conditions about as 

fine as possible. That, plus his usual exhaustion at the end of the day, meant that he spent 

almost no time online during the week that followed the discussion of Paradigm with Cass 

and Gloria. 

 But he had devoted an hour one evening to searching the term “Thomas Kuhn,” and 

sure enough, Cass’s book came up at the top of the hits. When he consulted Wikipedia’s 

depiction of Kuhn, the book was referenced four times, more than any other source. He 

spent some time studying this site’s representation of a “paradigm,” and he thought he was 

getting a better sense of what it meant. One paragraph cited Cass verbatim and at length, 

and Funky reread it three times, imagining her vocalizing words and phrases that came 

from an academic register that was nearly foreign. He smiled to himself each time as he 

read the paragraph, impressed at how down to earth someone could be in conversation 

when their writing was otherwise circulating in obviously rarefied circles. On the following 

Thursday morning, he arrived at Cass and Gloria’s a little earlier than usual, hoping to get 

some time to talk with her about this notion of a “paradigm,” and to run an idea by her that 

had him excited. 

 He parked his old truck in their driveway and unloaded his shovels, trowels, a 

bucket he often used to transport composting, and another bucket with more anemone 

tubers he had picked up as a present for Cass. Maneuvering his way through the gate to the 

side yard with all of this in tow, he noticed a cheap plastic lawn chair opposite the Twisted 

Sisters. In the distance he saw Cass seated on an identical chair, next to the Paradigm hosta, 

Copernicus at her feet. She was leaning forward and seemed to be scribbling in her spiral 

notebook.  

 “Hey, Cass!” he called out, “may I join you?” 

 Cass turned and smiled. “Of course! Then glancing at the chair at mid-distance 

between the two of them, she added, “Pull up a chair.” Copernicus trotted over to Funky to 

greet him, and Funky produced a dog biscuit, which sent the dog into an immediate “sit.” 

Funky smiled, gave him the biscuit, then ambled up the path, transferring a number of the 

items from his right hand to his left so that he could grab the plastic chair opposite the 

Twisted Sisters. When he bent to reach for the chair, the load he had cradled in his left arm 

came apart. His trowel fell loose and tumbled directly onto one of the hostas, planting itself 
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dead in its core, while the empty bucket he was carrying plunked down onto a slate paver 

then did a perfect flip to land on top of the other hosta, covering it precisely. Funky 

marveled at the occurrence briefly as he maneuvered those tools still in the clutch of his left 

arm up to where Cass was sitting, plunking the chair down next to her along with his tools. 

Then he returned to get the trowel and bucket. Picking them up, he got a sensation that he 

was being watched. He looked up to the window above, expecting to see Gloria, but he saw 

only his own face, distantly reflected. He tossed the trowel in the bucket and walked back 

to join Cass. 

 “Hey, listen,” he said as he sat down beside her, “I got time to read the Wikipedia 

article on Thomas Kuhn and it was so cool to see them quoting you!” 

 Cass smiled, and crimson crept into her neck. “Thanks."  She completed a sentence 

on her pad. Copernicus had returned to her side, flopped down, and now lay with his eyes 

closed. 

 “Hey, am I interrupting?” blurted Funky, suddenly aware that he might be 

encroaching on Cass’s own work time.  

 “Oh, no! I was just making notes for a book chapter I’ve been invited to write.” Then 

she added: “I often spend some time just brainstorming with pad and paper before I even 

start structuring a chapter, and I thought I might come out next to Paradigm for some 

inspiration. And look!” she said, holding forth her spiral notebook and rifling through 

several pages of writing, “Damned if it didn’t work!” She beamed a broad smile. 

 Funky suddenly got cold feet. What on earth had made him think that she had time 

to talk to him about the philosophy of science, when students were probably paying big 

bucks for the same thing? He started to conjure up an excuse and just talk about hosta, yet 

as he did so he looked at the Paradigm hosta in front of them both. Funky’s chair, Cass’s 

chair, and the Paradigm formed a perfect equilateral triangle, which must be a sign.  

 “What’s up?” asked Cass, pulling him from his reverie. 

 “Well,” began Funky, “I never finished college, and I never took a course in 

philosophy, and I don’t even know that much about science outside of botany, really, so if 

what I say is dumb just say so, and we can forget I ever said it.” 

 Cass’s eyebrows were aloft and her smile endured. “I haven’t heard you say anything 

dumb in the month I’ve known you, so I’d be surprised if you start now. What is it?” 
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 “Well, for starters, how can you even have a ‘philosophy’ of science? I always 

thought that science was pretty much about facts and philosophy was pretty much just 

about ideas." 

 "That's what most people think, so you're not wrong in believing that.” She shook 

her head a couple of times and grinned. “But the truth is, even the many facts that 

collectively build up a case in science for believing theory x or hypothesis y are always 

based in some particular philosophy about the world. That was one of Kuhn's big points." 

 Funky was silent for a few seconds, then he said, "OK, but gravity's gravity, right?" 

 "Yes, it is," answered Cass, and her grin now straightened into two lips pulled 

together, her forehead creased slightly as she continued. "And that's a perfect example. We 

take Newton's laws of universal gravitation for granted now. But when he was working 

them out, back in the 1600s, there was still controversy in scientific circles as to whether 

the sun, like the moon, revolved around the earth or if the earth revolved around the sun. 

And how gravitation might figure as part of it all. And the discussions were really, really 

philosophical, given the influence of the Church at the time." 

 She bent and inspected the 

Paradigm hosta closer, pushing the 

leaves to one side to spot a weed and 

pull it out. "The longer you let a weed 

grow, the harder it is to pull," she said 

softly, repeating a Funky mantra. She 

glanced up at him and smiled again. 

 Funky smiled back, then he 

heard himself say: "Like with Galileo." 

Having suffered at the hands of intolerance 

himself, when Funky had first heard the story of Galileo's treatment by the Church, it had 

impressed him deeply. 

 Cass smiled. "Exactly! Standing on the shoulders of Copernicus.” The dog that had 

been lying at Cass’s side perked up, to receive a few pets on the head that sent him back to 

slumber. 

                          H. ‘Paradigm’ 
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 Cass continued: “Galileo wasn't allowed to speak his science because it went against 

the prevailing science that seemed to place the earth at the center of the universe—and 

thus align perfectly with religious philosophy." 

 “And this is where the idea of a paradigm comes in?” 

 “You got it. Basically, science communities—and other kinds of communities, for 

that matter—operate according to the same set of assumptions about how things are." 

Pulling the weed a few seconds ago had left errant twigs and particulate scattered on the 

hosta between them, and now Cass leaned forward again and brushed them away, fluffing 

the Paradigm’s leaves as part of the process. "And because of that, we tend to see only those 

things that those assumptions support. That's what Kuhn called a paradigm." 

 Funky held his tongue for several moments, stifling the question that he had been 

wanting to ask. Cass’s allusion to “communities” gave him hope that his question wasn’t 

dumb—no matter how graciously she might avoid telling him so. 

 "What about psychologists?" queried Funky. 

 "Psychologists?" 

 "Yeah. Do psychologists have paradigms?" 

 "Well, Kuhn never wrote about psychology, as far as I know," said Cass, "but yes. I 

mean, psychologists are social scientists and social scientists have their paradigms just like 

the natural scientists. Why do you ask?" 

 "Oh, no reason." 

 Cass stared at him, her eyebrows lifting ever so slightly.  

 Funky hesitated, but then figured that since she was being so straight with him it 

would be really crappy to not be straight back at her. 

 "I just once had an argument with a psychologist,” he said, keeping it general. “He 

was telling me that something was impossible, and I kept saying, 'how do you know?' How 

could he know for sure that some psychological phenomenon was impossible?" 

 Cass thought for a moment. "Well, without knowing any other details, that could be 

an example of the paradigm speaking through that psychologist. Kuhn called it 'normal 

science.'" 

 Funky chuckled. "Versus abnormal science?" His eyebrows were lifted in the same 

arc that Cass had used a minute earlier, with some mirth mixed in. 
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 "I know. It sounds funny. But that's what he called it. Science would go along for 

decades or centuries at a time with most everybody agreeing upon the basic assumptions 

and rules, operating as part of normal science. And then at some point something—or 

somebody— revolutionary would emerge and change the paradigm. Like with Galileo. Or 

Einstein and relativity." Funky stared at the hosta between them as she spoke. Paradigm 

really was an exceptional sport, and this specimen was already showing strong signs of the 

puckered centers that would gleam gold against green margins as summer progressed. 

 "Kuhn called it a paradigm shift," she said, and in her voice Funky detected a hint of 

pride. Cass glanced at him sideways. 

 "And a paradigm shift can happen at any time?" he asked. 

 Cass started to answer, but Gloria had flung open the back door and was marching 

toward them like a woman on a mission, a newspaper in her hand. 

 “Have you seen the news, Funky?” she asked as she reached their triangle. 

 She held forth a copy of the Cape Sentinel, and as he read the headline that Gloria 

was displaying for the two of them to read, Funky felt his face go long: “Hosta Laureate—

Still Alive?” 

 “There was a hosta laureate in Lewes?” exclaimed Cass with a bit of glee. Then she 

looked at Funky to see his expression.   

 “Funky? Are you alright?” 

 Funky accepted the paper that Gloria extended in his direction. “What on earth?!” he 

mumbled softly. He skimmed the first paragraph, then he looked from Gloria’s face to that 

of Cass. 

 “Well, that’s what some people called her,” he said softly, and he let the paper go 

limp between his hands. 

 “You look like you’ve seen a ghost, Funky,” said Cass softly, leaning in to peer at him 

closely. Gloria exhaled a soft snort. Funky scanned the rest of the article for a minute then 

he turned to Cass. 

 “I used to work for a woman named Elisabeth Burgess, a professor at the University 

of Delaware,” he said. “Over ten years ago. She disappeared one day, and no one ever heard 

anything more from her.” 

 “Do you think it’s possible?” Cass asked. “I mean that she’s back?” 
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 Funky hunched his shoulders. “I—I don’t know,” he said, staring into the middle 

distance as memories took over. Elisabeth Burgess had disappeared under mysterious 

circumstances. Though she taught at the University of Delaware, she chose to live in Lewes, 

making the hour and a half commute to Newark four days a week. She was a scholar of 

Virginia Woolf and she was known for her eccentricities, one of which was walking about in 

warm weather wearing an overcoat similar to the one that Woolf wore when she 

committed suicide. Professor Burgess had two avocations: writing poetry and rearing 

hosta. 

 “That’s how she put it,” said Funky as he augmented the article’s details with his 

own, “rearing hosta. Like they were kids or goats or something.” 

 Her love for hosta and for poetry had become the center of attention in the days and 

weeks following her disappearance, mostly because poems had started showing up in 

books at the Lewes Public Library, which she was known to visit on occasion. It was 

assumed that this found poetry had been authored by her. Each of the poems had been 

signed simply “-Anon,” yet each and every one was about hosta. All of them had been 

typewritten, and forensics had determined that the machine that had produced them was a 

manual Underwood typewriter. Like Woolf, Professor Burgess used an Underwood—

having refused to enter the computer age “because they render you feckless,” one of her 

colleagues remembered her saying. But when her home was searched, no typewriter was 

found. 

 “The article says she just vanished one day,” Gloria said, pulling Funky back from the 

memories. 

 “That’s right. She left for class one Monday morning, and never came back. You 

know, sometimes she would room over at a friend’s house up in Newark and not come back 

to Lewes for the night.  So at first nobody thought too much about it. We just figured she 

was staying over up at school.” 

 Neither woman asked who the “we” was in Funky’s answer. He continued his story, 

shaking his head ever so slightly, revisiting disbelief. “Then a couple of days later one of her 

colleagues showed up saying that she had not come to class or department meetings, and 

she had not returned phone messages. She just . . . vanished,” he said with a shrug. 

 “Did anyone talk to you about her?” asked Cass. 
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 “He was wanted for her murder,” answered Gloria, staring at him evenly. 

  “I was detained for questioning,” corrected Funky, meeting her stare and holding it. 

Then he continued: “The National Enquirer picked up the story—they’re the ones who 

dubbed her the ‘Hosta Laureate’—and they sent down this “reporter” (his gardener’s 

gloves flashing air quotes as he spoke) who started conjuring up all kinds of stories about 

the terms of her disappearance, including one that someone who worked for her could 

have easily pushed her into the ocean.” 

 Her garden had shown a few fresh and gaping holes, suggesting that some plants 

had accompanied her departure. Also missing from her house, the investigation had 

concluded, were a few “personal items,” including her typewriter and the Woolf lookalike 

overcoat, which had prompted the hypothesis that Professor Burgess had emulated the 

subject of her first book by filling the coat’s pockets with rocks and walking into some body 

of water. A parallel hypothesis was that someone—someone who might have known where 

the spare door key was hidden—had taken the overcoat to make the disappearance look 

like a suicide. Funky had worked for her over a couple of summers, and he knew where the 

key was kept, because she had occasionally requested that he feed and water her dog. 

Funky had freely offered all of this information under questioning. The questioning had 

lasted several hours one day, then was repeated two days after that. 

 “My life was pure hell,” he said as he related more details. “It’s times like that you 

find out who your real friends are.”  

 The poems had started turning up a few days after Professor Burgess’s 

disappearance. A library patron had found a typewritten poem: 

"Spilt Milk in Early May" 

On Friday you were but seven green shoots, 

Half-foot conical envelopes pointing skyward. 

Then came a weekend full of rain, and on Monday I visited again: 

Your body has quadrupled! 

Leaves of chartreuse uncurl out this way and that, 

Sketching a ruffled territory that floats above the ground.  

And across this leafy plateau streak faint white lines barely detectable, 

Coy promises of the smiles that June will bring when visitors hear your name. 



 

Hosta Seizure © 2013 by Jim Henry 

 

70 

-Anon 

 The patron had been following the Burgess story, and she suspected that the poem 

might have been hers. She turned it in to the police, who added it to the file, and she also 

talked to a local reporter, who added it to the growing frenzy. Within days other patrons 

had found a half dozen other poems residing among the pages of other seldom-used books, 

prompting a full-fledged scavenger hunt among patrons and investigators alike. At one 

point they had even quarantined the library, lest valuable clues be removed. The poems 

were in a variety of forms—elegies, free verse, iambic pentameter, haiku, even one epic 

that covered five onionskin sheaths—and they were all on the topic of hostas. Every single 

one was signed “-Anon.” 

 Gloria had taken the newspaper back from Funky, and now she read aloud: “For 

over a decade now, the poems had been entombed in the police department’s file cabinets. 

They have recently been brought back to life, along with conjecture that their author, now 

missing for over a decade, has perhaps resurfaced.”  

 The article related that a patron had recently found another poem, devoted to 

hostas, typed on an Underwood manual typewriter, and signed “-Anon.” Equally 

importantly, the poem was found in a book that had been checked out by another patron 

only weeks earlier, and that patron had denied ever seeing it. So the possibility that the 

current poem had been overlooked during the investigation a decade earlier was dispelled. 

The Gazette concluded the story with an entreaty to its readers to report any clues they 

might have, and they ran an old photo of Elizabeth Burgess, offering a reward to anyone 

who spotted her. They also ran the new poem in its entirety: 

Ode to Grace and Mary Innis 

Ô, sisters of Ohio, lovers of Gardening, givers of home and land for all to enjoy, 

Thank you, thank you, thank you for enabling Inniswood. 

So glorious her quilted golden cordate leaves, so dazzling her dimples, 

So artful her green margins, each its own irregular border, 

As if borne of watercolorist whimsy. 

Altogether, one fine mass. 

Two feet tall, four feet wide, heavy leaves oblivious to snails and slugs, 

Healthy under even mid-day sun, is there any hosta finer? 
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Can I count your veins, filigree pale green lines fanning out to greener margins? 

Yes! Lucky thirteen, an asymmetric mirror. 

Will you bloom for me in June? 

Yes! Earlier rather than later: fine lavender flowers on three-foot scapes. 

May I split you and share you with another lover? 

Certainly! Vita’s arms await. 

-Anon 

 Gloria read the poem aloud, and then she said to Funky, “Well, what do you think? 

Could it be hers?” 

 As Cass looked on, Funky shrugged. “Beats me. I’m not really an expert on poetry.” 

 He rose from his seat a bit unsteadily. The fourteen-hour workdays had been 

wearing him down, and now this. “Gloria. Cass. I’m sorry, but I need to take the day off,” he 

said quietly. Then he shuffled to his pickup truck and drove away.  

 As he drove home, he pondered this new turn of events. After Elisabeth had 

remained absent for several months following her disappearance and all leads led 

nowhere, her house, an old Victorian that had been in the family for generations, eventually 

conveyed to a brother on the West Coast, who sold it soon thereafter. The people who 

bought it, he had heard, had had every last hosta removed to redo the garden from soup to 

nuts. But then they turned around and sold the house not a year later, and rumors about 

the house started to spring up. Some said it had radon, others that the foundation 

continued to crack and reveal costly repairs, and still others that the place was haunted. It 

had gone on and off the market several times over the past decade, judging from the For 

Sale signs that Funky had noticed on those occasions when he was obliged to pass it, and 

part of him had always wondered what that backyard would look like without Elisabeth’s 

beloved hostas. But he had no desire ever to go on the premises again. 

 Now his thoughts took him back to that garden as it had been when he worked for 

Elisabeth. She had nurtured a beautiful specimen of Inniswood over the years, and it had 

occupied a key location in the garden. Who else had known that? 
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25 One Night Among Thousands 
 "Sheherazade, please, now that the Gardeners have retired, tell us a hosta story!" 

emphed the miniatures who surrounded her at twilight in this corner of the garden. 

 "A hosta story. You mean a story about hostas with no Gardeners in it?"  

 Leaves of green, blue, white, and gold—and variegations across this spectrum—

fluttered tiny waves of confirmation. 

 "Well, let's see then. That's a difficult one, children, you know, because hostas and 

Gardeners live life intertwined." 

 "But we have been told many stories of Giboshi Zoku with no humans," squeaked 

Blue Mouse Ears. 

 Sheherazade synthed in the direction of Blue Mouse Ears, emitting hosta vibes as 

soothing as slow, low Rimsky-Korsakov cellos, acknowledging the little hosta's memory. 

"You are right, Blue Mouse Ears. Some of the hostary of Giboshi Zoku takes place before 

Contact, a fact that little hostas must never forget." 

 Silence took over the patch. 

 After several moments, Sheherazade continued, "Would you like a sad story, a scary 

story, or a happy story?" 

 "Happy!" came the instant reply. Some among these hostas had heard the story of 

The Plague of Ratsonstilts, and they had no desire to hear another sad or scary hosta story 

any time soon. 

 "Well, then," began Sheherazade, "once upon a sprig of thyme …" 

 "In a garden far, far away …" emphed the smaller hostas nearest Sheherazade to 

supply the ritual beginning. She smiled upon them, then continued, "there lived a jolly 

medium hosta whose leaves showed dark green centers and margins as white as 

parchment. His name was Happy Camper, and he lived in the Happy Camper Happy 

Camping Campgrounds." 

 Now this was happy. The little hostas glowed in the aura of Sheherazade's emphs. 

"Happy Camper was about as happy as you could be. He lived beneath tall oak trees and lob 

lolly pines that granted clear sunlight from dawn until noon, then dappled, filtered sun all 

the rest of the day until dusk." A cool evening breeze wafted through the garden, as if 

summoned by Sheherazade's idyllic narrative. 
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 "Every morning, just before dawn, light rains swept through the garden, pattering 

onto his hosta leaves then sliding down their petioles to deposit just the right amount of 

water at his crown and onto the mulch surrounding them." 

 "Where did the mulch come 

from?" asked Cherry Berry, 

remembering that this story should 

contain no Gardeners. 

 Sheherazade paused in 

hosta-reflection. "The mulch was 

nature's own," she continued after a 

few moments, "supplied over the 

ages and consisting of just the right 

blend of decomposing oak leaves, pine 

bark, and needles.” Cherry Berry emphed a contented sigh and it quickly spread to the 

other hostas. 

 "Now Happy Camper was about as happy as a hosta can be," continued Sheherazade, 

"except for one thing." 

 "Slugs?" piped up Cracker Crumbs. 

 "No, there were no slugs." 

 "Voles?" emphed Surfer Girl, her voice quavering. 

 "Shh!" interjected Peedee Gold Flash. "This is a happy story!" 

 "Hmmm," emphed Sheherazade in that hosta vibration that signaled trenchant 

thought. "Perhaps Happy Camper should tell this story himself."  

 She shifted into her hostary channeling mode, deepening her voice and emphing 

with a hint of an echo: 

"I should be the happiest of happy campers," spoke Happy Camper in an earlier 

thyme. "I have optimal water, perfect light, plenty of room to breathe and soil that is 

rich. No slugs visit this land and the nibbling insects ignore me." 

"But," he continued, "I have no hosta companions to share this fine place!" 

                           H. ‘Cherry Berry’ 
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 "See! That's why we need Gardeners," whispered Thumbelina, but she was 

immediately shushed. Sheherezade's Happy Camper resumed: 

"O, spirit of Oba Giboshi, can you grant Happy Camper just one wish? he emphed. 

 Miniature hostas as far as many eyes could see listened with rapt attention. 

"Through the ground came a tremor, almost imperceptible, little more than a fine hum 

that could have originated as far away as … Asia!" continued Happy, gazing out 

across his garden. "I felt this faint vibration through each and every root hair, felt the 

tingling that then turned into a glow. I emphed my roots as hard as I could in the 

direction of East, until … Oba Giboshi appeared before me!" A hush fell over the entire 

campground. 

"Is your wish good for all of hosta?" Oba Giboshi demanded. 

"Yes, Oba, yes," Happy answered. "I want to spread hosta goodness throughout the 

land!" 

"Then, child, speak," replied Oba Giboshi in a steady, clear emph. 

"I humbly request more hostakind." 

"More Happy Campers?” 

"No. I humbly request an eye from Oba Giboshi.  

 At this suggestion a stunned emph swept across the patch of listening hostas. To 

suggest such a thing could be considered highly impertinent! An eye from none other than 

Oba Giboshi?!  

 But then again, all hostas knew the experience of loneliness—if only during the time 

in the nursery and immediately after planting when roots were not yet established enough 

to emph—and it would be mournful indeed to live the life of a sole, lonely Happy Camper. 

The hostas awaited Oba Giboshi’s response as channeled through Sheherazade.  

Oba Giboshi pondered for many hosta moments, considering what might be the roots 

of Happy Camper’s request. Finally the Great One responded.  

"So be it," emphed Oba Giboshi. "I will grant you one eye, but there is one condition.” 

 “Happy must give up one of his eyes?” whispered Cracker Crumbs.  

 “I bet he has to go without water for a full sunmoon cycle!” answered Chartreuse 

Wiggles. 

 “Shhh!” returned a half dozen miniatures, intent upon hearing the rest of the story. 
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“You must not reveal the source of your new companions to humans. If I grant you an 

eye from Oba Giboshi, that eye will grow and in turn give seed to new siblings. You 

understand that, do you not?” 

“Yes, Oba. That was the motivation of my request. I would like nothing more in this 

earth world than to be surrounded by offspring of Oba Giboshi.” 

“But the humans must not know this. Promise me you will never reveal this source.” 

“Cross my crown and hope to be eaten by voles!” replied Happy Camper. “But what 

name will be given to these progeny of Oba Giboshi?” 

“Call them simply ‘Montana,’ our own secret reference to sacred Mount Fuji.” 

“I hereby promise!” emphed Happy Camper in return. 

 "And in the blink of an eye Happy Camper was surrounded by scores and scores of 

cousin Montana, and she lived hostaly ever and anon,” concluded Sheherazade with the 

ritual ending. 

 The miniatures surrounding Sheherazade emphed applause. Bitsy Gold had already 

slipped into hosta-sleep in pure contentment. 

 "Sheherazade, is this story true?!" emphed Kifukirin Hyuga. There was some 

urgency in her voice, perhaps because the sacred spirit of Oba Giboshi had been invoked 

through the channeled Happy Camper. 

 "Children," emphed Sheherazade to the miniatures surrounding her, "this story is 

Happy Camper's and not mine. Wait another sunmoon cycle until the time has come once 

again for stories, and perhaps we will find out more about Happy Camper and her life in a 

Montana nation." 

 

26 Making Arrangements 
 “Big Daddy, why do Gardeners take your leaves from you?” asked Cat and Mouse. 

Earlier that day, Anyes had walked up to Big Daddy, fluffed his leaves a few times with 

uptakes of her hands, then fished a hand deep into Big Daddy’s core. She had flipped first 

one leaf then another to the side, finally seizing upon a leaf beautifully puckered and 

untouched by sunburn or slug. Clippers in her other hand then slipped in and snipped it off 

down near the crown. Cat and Mouse had watched transfixed, her petioles frozen, and she 
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had waited until now to ask this pressing question. More likely than not, Big Daddy would 

refer her to Big Mama for the answer. 

 Instead, he answered her question with a question of his own: “And did you notice 

Anyes snipping the scape and flower of Fragrant Blue?” 

 Cat and Mouse had indeed noticed Anyes’s act and was saving that question for a 

follow-up, but here was Big Daddy nipping her why-series in the bud, all the while 

compounding her confusion.  

 “I did, Big Daddy. Why does she do 

that?” 

 Big Daddy remained silent several 

moments for hostarical effect. Then he 

pronounced: “She’s making arrangements.” 

 Cat and Mouse awaited further 

elucidation but none was forthcoming. This 

is the part where he tells me to go ask Big 

Mama, she emphed to herself. She was 

about to turn emphing in Big Mama’s direction without even pursuing the line of questions 

with Big Daddy, when all of a sudden he cleared his throats and continued. “Gardeners 

bring leaves and flowers together from across the Garden and put them into vases,” he said.  

 “What are vases?” 

 “Vases are vessels that hold water,” Big Daddy emphed, his voice hinting at rote 

learning from overheard Gardeners’ conversations. 

 “Are they planting your leaf without any bit of crown and root, and in water alone?” 

 “No. Not planting. Making arrangements.” 

 “But what is ‘making arrangements’?”  

 Cat and Mouse, a variegated sport of Blue Mouse Ears, was a bit stymied by Big 

Daddy’s tautology. Like all sports, she carried a streak of impertinence, and that streak in 

her suspected that Big Daddy was a bit stymied, too. But she had been to hostary classes for 

several sunmoon cycles now, and she had learned that impertinence is ultimately anti-

Giboshi, so she bit her basal plate and waited. 

                              H. ‘Big Daddy’ 
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 Big Daddy loved toying with the miniatures. Especially the sports. Especially the 

ones whom he had heard through the grapevine were not always as attentive in hostary 

classes as they might be. It was true that he was extrapolating from overheard 

conversations between Anyes and Demetrio on the topic of making arrangements. But he 

was also familiar with this human practice based on other emphs in the past, some of which 

had been relayed by interspecies chain-emph from as far away as Minnesota. And this 

triangulation process pretty much confirmed that Gardeners make arrangements by 

clipping leaves and flowers and putting them into vases. So after a few more moments of 

hostarical silence, Big Daddy answered: “Making arrangements enables Gardeners to 

appreciate us when they are inside their houses in addition to appreciating us in the 

garden,” he said, “and it results in other humans being able to enjoy our leaves and our 

flowers when they see the display.” 

 “What is a display?” 

 Holy water, now we are mired in what-questions, mused Big Daddy. What will happen 

when we get back to the why-questions? He pondered for a moment, then elaborated: “A 

display is what you have when Gardeners have finished making arrangements.” 

 Big Daddy’s circular logic was clearly leading Cat and Mouse nowhere, so she tried a 

different tack: “Does it hurt?” 

 “You mean like a slug bite or a vole attack or a sun scorch?” 

 Cat and Mouse nodded, her leaves synthing in Bid Daddy’s direction. 

 “Mother Earth, no!” He laughed. “It feels good!” 

 “But she’s taking a part of you,” pressed Cat and Mouse. 

 “That’s true, Cat and Mouse. She is taking a part of me, and therefore she is taking a 

part of you, too, isn’t she? And a part of Krossa Regal, and a part of Love Pat and a part of 

Ultramarine and …” 

 Big Daddy’s emphs faded from Cat and Mouse’s focus. This conversation was feeling 

more and more like hostary class, which was not Cat and Mouse’s strong shoot. Especially 

the lessons on hosta epistilmology, which Big Daddy’s comments reminded her of. They 

made her crown hurt.  

 Sensing that his emphs were not taking hold, Big Daddy tried another approach. “Cat 

and Mouse, what do you know about Anyes and Demetrio?” he asked. 
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 “Well, I know that her hair color matches your leaf color and that she’s finally 

learning to garden which is why she makes mistakes, and also that she has feelings for 

Demetrio …” 

 “Not that part,” Big Daddy interrupted. “Let me rephrase that: How do Anyes and 

Demetrio treat you?” 

 “Oh!” exclaimed Cat and Mouse. “They treat me like I’m the Cat’s meow!” That was 

the phrase that Anyes had used when Cat and Mouse arrived in her garden, the variegated 

blue and green hosta admitted at Demetrio’s urging after he had noticed how much Anyes 

liked Blue Mouse Ears. 

 Big Daddy synthed an approving nod, so Cat and Mouse elaborated. “They water me 

regularly and they keep the mulch away from my crown to discourage the slugs, and they 

pull out the weeds no sooner than they appear ….” 

 Big Daddy stopped her. “In other words, they help you grow?” 

 “Yes!” answered Cat and Mouse immediately. 

 “So that next year you will be bigger?” 

 “Big Daddy, I know that I will never be as big as you, but miniatures have their place 

in the garden, too.” 

 “Of course they do. That’s not what I meant.” He paused for a few moments, then 

continued. “Next season, Mother Earth willing, you will have a slightly broader crown, a 

wider stretch, a slightly taller reach, correct?” 

 “Mother Earth willing,” replied Cat and Mouse. 

 “And the reason you will be a little bit bigger and more vigorous is that Anyes and 

Demetrio treat you like the cat’s meow—right?” 

 Big Daddy was sneaking epistilmology in through the back garden gate, and Cat and 

Mouse was starting to get it. Her eyes widened, energizing her crown. “Right!” she emphed. 

 “And as you get bigger and stronger and continue to work hard in hostary classes,” 

Big Daddy continued, pausing after this last phrase and synthing heavily in Cat and Mouse’s 

direction to emphasize the point, “you will increase your knowledge of Giboshi Zoku, your 

knowledge of other plants, of insects, of animals, of Gardeners, of the whole world, finally.”  

 Cat and Mouse was silent for a few moments, then she emphed, “Big Daddy, what is 

‘knowledge’?” 
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 To Big Daddy’s relief, Anyes emerged through the side door, carrying a tall vase with 

his leaf, a smaller leaf of Blue Wedgwood, and a long slender leaf of Krossa Regal. Fragrant 

Blue’s flower was artfully positioned at the center of this display. She placed the 

arrangement in the center of a small table next to a teapot and walked back into the house.  

 Strong synths from the three leaves, newly arranged against one another, 

harmonized with the scented singing of Fragrant Blue’s flower and rode the airwaves. The 

synths were a bit garbled—as synths most often were—but the impressions picked up by 

the hostas in the patch were of healthy encounter: “like peas in a pod …”; “perfectly 

palpable petioles …”; “totally digging this …”; “all gardens go to beauty…”; et cetera.  

 “We are all one, Cat and Mouse,” emphed Big Daddy against this background chorus. 

“Our leaves, our flowers, our crowns, our root systems, the Gardeners, Mother Earth. We 

are all one. When the weather turns cold and the sun shines from an angle and our leaves 

go to brown, we return to this Mother Earth. We give back to this Mother and she will in 

turn give back to us again. The Gardeners have given much to us, and now we give 

something of ourselves back to them.” 

 Cat and Mouse thought about this a long time, then she emphed softly, “Will the 

leaves in the display go brown, too?” 

 Big Daddy honestly did not know the answer to this one, but he suspected that just 

because the leaves were now in vases, there was no reason that their production of 

chlorophyll wouldn’t slow just like that of all the hostas in the patch as fall approached. So 

he took a chance: “Yes, Cat and Mouse, as with all the leaves on all the hostas. The leaves in 

the vase will turn brown, too.” 

 “And then will Anyes return them to the Mother Earth, the way our leaves return to 

Mother Earth?” 

 “Well ….” Big Daddy paused while he weighed the possibilities, then he emphed: “I 

bet she will. Demetrio has been teaching her a lot, right?” 

 Cat and Mouse smiled. Indeed he had. “Yes,” she emphed softly. 

 As if on cue, Demetrio appeared at the garden gate. “Anyes!” he called. “I’m here to 

work.” 

 Anyes re-emerged from the house, greeted him, then invited him up onto the porch.  
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 “Demetrio,” the hostas could hear her say from a distance, “Why don’t you join me in 

a cup of tea? I’ve made some arrangements that I’d like to discuss.” 

 Big Daddy and Cat and Mouse giggled in unison. Hostas could study humans forever, 

it sometimes seemed, and they would never fully understand them. Why would Anyes state 

the obvious, when Demetrio could see the arrangement right in front of him with his own 

two eyes? Was there something more to a “display” than making arrangements? 

 

27 Nurturing Desire 
 Put yourself in the place of an anonymous little green plant growing wild in eighth 

century east Asia, endowed with communicative powers that enable you to discourse 

through the soil with your genus and with other members of the plant kingdom and 

simultaneously summoned to the higher calling of saving Mother Earth. Where to begin!? 

You know from experience that members of the animal kingdom (including featherless 

bipeds) are oblivious to your emphs (at least for now), yet you have also remarked that 

animals, for all their brute oafishness, possess nonetheless a quality that might enable you 

to further your cause: mobility. You have noticed that animals can get from point A to point 

B without even being rhizomatous and in much less time than a plant who is, and you sense 

that in order to save Mother Earth, you are going to need to extend your influence far 

beyond its current sphere. In those spheres beyond, it seems, the most influential (if, albeit, 

the most destructive) among the animals are the humans, and you reason that they can be 

put to use in your mission. But how do you tame them and convince them to spread your 

genus? 

 Apples have accomplished this by appealing to that human sense known as “taste,” 

you have heard told through the grapevine, and marijuana has achieved the feat by 

appealing to “reefer madness” (though the grapevine messages have been inexplicably 

muddled on this topic). Papyrus convinced humans to pound it into paper and put that 

paper to use, and trees swayed humans into using them for building houses (a brilliant 

idea!) or for making fires (probably shoulda rethought that one). Tulips tamed humans by 

appealing to their sense of “sight”—basically, they alerted humans to their good looks and 

then they let entrepreneurship take care of the rest. Operating a few centuries earlier, 
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Giboshi Zoku had likewise decided to appeal to sight: “If you got it, flaunt it,” petitioned one 

elder genus member in the early eighth century (it should be noted that hostorians have 

debated this translation). And eventually that is what they did. 

 So, as early as the Heian Period in Japan, hostas started showing up in gardens as 

beautiful plants to behold. Soon thereafter, authors touted their beauty in literary works, 

comparing Giboshi even to human empresses! By the seventeenth century, hostas had made 

their way into the visual arts, appearing in illustrations both as counterparts to courtesan 

beauty and as objects of desire in their own right. And while time marched onward, hostas 

marched into markets local and distant, spreading their influence quietly and ineluctably 

outwards. Trade among Korea, Japan, and the Sleeping Giant resulted in varieties of hostas 

moving among these three countries, and contacts made through the the Dutch East Indies 

Company (successful in importing spices and exporting terror, as in the case of Banda and 

its nutmeg) enabled hostas to reach European shores. 

 While the Dutch were monopolizing world markets, they were also colonizing those 

lands deemed promising for exploitation, and one such place was Lewes, Delaware. In 1631 

they landed in what they called Zwaanendael, wresting the lands from their American 

Indian occupants, and they kept it until other colonizers, the British, gained control and 

renamed the town Lewes, after a town in Sussex County, England. No hostas figured in 

these transactions, thankfully, but they did make their way to America by the early 19th 

century. And by the early 21st century they were charming residents of Lewes left and right.  

 

28 Sleeping on the Job 
 When Funky arrived for work at Ray & Shirley’s the following Monday, he 

recognized their daughter’s car in the driveway, and as he parked his pickup truck he could 

see Ray, Eleanor, and her daughter, Rosa, seated on the bench back near Shirley’s trough of 

miniatures. Shirley was coming out the side door, and the moment she caught Funky’s eye, 

she lifted her arms and spread her fingers wide. 

 “Well, what do you think, Funky? Is it possible?” she asked. Clearly they, too, had 

read the account of the “Hosta Laureate’s” supposed resurfacing in the Cape Sentinel.  
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 “I really don’t know,” he muttered. “Can ya believe it? You get to the point where you 

figure, well, maybe she did just drive away to stay away forever, or she drove her car into 

the ocean, or—well, you remember all the theories that were circulating back then.” 

 Of course they did. When Funky had been held for questioning, the police had also 

visited Ray and Shirley to inquire about his work with them. As Ray told it, they seemed to 

be looking for something—anything—that might implicate Funky as a homicidal prospect. 

The narratives floating about town abounded with partial details and distorted facts: single 

man living alone, unconventional, somewhat of an environmental zealot, reputed to have 

belonged to fringe groups in his youth, possibly might have attempted extortion with one of 

his clients only to have the plot go sour, etc. Fueled by the likes of the National Enquirer, 

such preposterous hypothesizing ran rampant for a few weeks, while poor Funky suffered 

through it. He even got a death threat on his answering machine. 

 And throughout it all, Ray and Shirley remained his staunchest supporters and 

unfailing allies. Shirley had not only submitted a written affidavit attesting to Funky’s 

moral qualities, work ethic, and honesty, she had organized a petition among those in the 

community who did actually know Funky well and who were willing to attest to his 

character. After the death threat, Ray had spent a couple of nights at Funky’s trailer (back 

when there was room enough for humans to sleep in it), “just so you know there’s someone 

else here if any hanky panky takes form out there, or if you need to talk.” 

 “And now this, outta the clear blue,” concluded Funky. He looked at Shirley and 

shrugged. “Beats the hell outta me,” he muttered, shaking his head. 

 “Well, if it is true, I can’t wait to see all those dumb vigilantes eat their words,” she 

said. And she hugged him by the shoulder, then turned to water a nearby bed. 

 Ray and Eleanor had noticed his arrival and waved him towards them. As Funky 

approached, Ray was playing peek-a-boo with Rosa, ably deploying the mini trough as a 

shield and bringing squeals of delight from the little girl.  

 “Hey, Eleanor,” said Funky as he plunked down on a bench. 

 “Morning, Funky,” returned the woman. Like her parents, she had limpid blue eyes 

that were downright arresting, and a smile that conveyed her abundant generosity at just 

one look. The seed pod did not fall far from the hosta, Funky mused as he engaged in small 
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talk. He knew that Eleanor had been a history major in college, which prompted him to 

query her: “Hey Eleanor, you ever heard the saying ‘The destiny of each is tied to all’?” 

 The woman scrunched her eyebrows, a gesture that matched her mother’s so much 

it was unsettling. “Hmm. Well, Martin Luther King said something similar, ‘Whatever affects 

one directly, affects all indirectly,’ which is pretty similar, but not exactly.” She squinted 

and peered up into the trees for a few seconds, as if aphorisms and their originators might 

be hanging there, then looked back at Funky. “Nope. I like it, though. It’s nice, isn’t it?” 

 “Yeah,” replied Funky softly. “I heard it the other day and figured if some historical 

figure had said it, you’d probably know.”  

 “You give me too much credit, Funky. And there are days now, with parenting Rosa, I 

hardly know which way is up.” 

 The little girl did seem to abound with energy. She was crawling under the mini 

trough to locate Ray, while he scooted just enough out of her line of sight and called out his 

pet name for her: “Where’s Buttercup?” 

 At the mention of “Buttercup,” Funky felt his head pulled to the right, so that he was 

looking directly at Blue Hawaii. Although it was only mid-June, the specimen was spreading 

his wings vigorously, already a good four feet across and two feet high. And the thick blue 

leaves fairly glowed in the morning light. He was one of the bluest hostas Funky knew, and 

Ray and Shirley’s specimen was the best he had seen in any garden. 

 “Hey, that’s it!” he whispered to Ray and Eleanor. He glanced to make sure that 

Shirley was out of earshot and said, “Maui Buttercups!” 

 Eleanor was a bit in the dark, but as soon as she saw her father’s eyes light up, she 

realized that Funky was probably naming a hosta.  

 “Think about it,” continued Funky in conspiratorial tones. “She’s right on the border 

between small and medium, with good substance. She’d be perfect alongside Blue Hawaii. 

They both have nice, thick leaves and good corrugation, and you'd probably find visitors 

comparing their cupping. And the colors would be a wonderful contrast, what with Blue 

Hawaii's intense deep blue and Maui Buttercup's nice bright yellow.” 

 Ray got caught up in his excitement. “You know what? We could just put it in and see 

if she notices, and then when she does, kinda throw the comment out—‘Oh, wouldn’t it be 

nice to really go and see Maui?’” 
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 The three of them giggled. “Want me to ask at my wholesaler?”  

 “Please do, and—” 

 “Boo!” shouted Rosa, and Ray jumped an elaborate leap that brought more squeals. 

 As Ray started to take his turn, Shirley approached up the path. “You guys ready for 

our brunch?” 

 “Yes, I’m starving!” answered Ray, and he scooped Rosa up into his arms and lofted 

her into the air.  

 “Funky, we’re going out for brunch. Wanna join us?” 

 “Oh, thanks, Shirley, but I had a big breakfast, and I’m sure the Rayster has a list—” 

 At that, Ray returned Rosa to the ground, chuckled, and passed him a list. Funky 

looked at it and continued, “aaaannnd, it looks like about ten hours’ worth of work, so ….” 

 Ray began playing a mock violin. “Why, when I was your age,” he intoned, “We didn’t 

even have hoes to till our gardens. Or shovels to dig our holes. Or—” 

 “And the snow!” Eleanor cut in. “Don’t forget the part about the snow you had to 

trudge through, barefoot, for miles and miles, just to get to the dirt…” 

 Ray was already leading Rosa up the path by the hand. “Your Mommy has a faulty 

memory, you know that, Buttercup?” 

 “Dad, she’s gonna start thinking that’s her name, if you don’t call her ‘Rosa’ at least 

once in a while,” called Eleanor after the two of them. She turned to Funky, flashed him that 

wonderful smile, and headed after her father and daughter. 

 Alone now, Funky studied Ray’s list a bit more closely and figured that, honestly 

speaking, he had at most four or five hours’ work ahead of him. He allowed himself the 

luxury of resting on a bench to plan his sequencing of tasks, musing on his earlier 

conversation with Shirley. The news of Elisabeth Burgess’s possible reappearance had 

supplanted the event at the office park with the Victory hosta in his priorities, curiously, 

given that the latter was very real, and the former was still conjecture. Or perhaps this 

hierarchy of concerns was not so curious after all: since hearing a different specimen of 

Victory speak to him, in no uncertain terms, Funky had begun thinking of his auditory 

malfunction as maybe not necessarily a bad thing. 

 Maybe he was hearing voices, but they certainly weren’t sinister, and the incidents 

carried no sense of the ominous whatsoever. If anything, the sensation he had gotten this 
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last time was quite soothing. And the message had been neither dark nor foreboding, but in 

fact uplifting: the destiny of each is tied to all. No echoes, no voices from nowhere, no 

menacing thoughts. Just one nice comment from inside a hosta. Surely there were worse 

things on earth, and that was how he would broach the topic with Ray and Shirley when the 

three of them got some calm time alone. Now emboldened by his new stance on the topic, 

he walked over to the Victory hosta he had transplanted some six week earlier, dropped to 

his knees, and peered into it. 

 It happened again. That same pulling at his ear canals that he had felt first here, then 

at the office park. An insistent yet gentle tugging, inviting his head into the large vase that 

the Victory leaves now formed. He leaned in closer and closer, focusing his hearing at the 

center of the plant, and words took form: “Heed unforgettable.” He cocked his head first to 

the left side, then to the right, listening for more. But no further words issued forth. And the 

tugging on his ear canals ceased.  

 He rocked back on his knees, his feet tucked under him, lowering his weight until his 

hamstrings had come to rest on his calves. What could this mean? The two words did not 

match. Heed seemed to imply a giving of a response of some kind, but unforgettable wasn’t 

something that one responded to so much as an outcome of a response. Was the hosta 

urging him not to forget something in particular? Or had he misunderstood?  

 Yowza, he thought to himself. Now I’m not only certain that the hostas are talking to 

me, but when the words I hear don’t make sense, I’m treating it like some damn puzzle. He 

pushed his knuckles against the ground, boosted himself up, and stood straight. As he did 

so, he found himself perfectly aligned at fifty paces with the hosta that he and Shirley had 

planted a couple of weeks back: Unforgettable. Heed Unforgettable! That’s what Victory was 

telling him! He glanced down at the hosta in front of him, and damned if a breeze didn’t 

waft through its horizontal leaves at just that moment. 

 Funky strode over to the recently planted hosta and knelt before it. He leaned in, but 

he felt nothing like he felt in the presence of Victory. He cocked his head first to the left, 

then to the right, but he felt no physical attraction. No tugging on his ear canals, no gentle 

summoning, no faint voices. What he did feel, suddenly and overwhelmingly, was sleepy. 

His fourteen-hour days and no weekends off were really taking the toll. And the hickory 

trees over his sleeping edifice were dropping more and more nuts, some of which made it 
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through the netting he had slung over the tin roof, to awaken him rudely at all hours of the 

night. He was exhausted, and now fatigue welled up with overwhelming force. 

 What the heck, he thought. The comrades wouldn’t be back for at least an hour, and 

he could renew his energy with a quick nap. He could catch forty winks right here next to 

the hosta. He lay down with his head directly beneath Unforgettable, the mulch sloping up 

to it forming a nice headrest, with his body spread over the path. Within minutes, he was 

asleep.  

 In his sleep he was back in his 

parents’ hosta patch, except rather than 

Blue Angel floating above him, it was 

Unforgettable. The green and yellow 

hosta bathed him in the glow of its 

leaves, soothing him with a soft hum 

that coursed through his body while 

exerting a curious pushing force that 

was in some ways the exact opposite of the 

pulling force Funky had felt from Victory. It 

felt good, almost like a massage of his body, except that this kneading was acting on his 

spirit.  

 And his dreams. Soon, a big image of Inniswood filled his inner eye, and beyond it he 

could make out Elisabeth Burgess, faintly. This image faded, replaced by the unmistakable 

and gorgeous Aphrodite, in bloom. The hosta grew in appearance, becoming larger and 

larger until the beautiful white double blossoms engulfed his head, moving right through it 

with a sudden flash. After the flash there appeared a specimen that seemed to be a medium, 

with shiny dark green leaves. Whereas his consciousness had immediately recognized 

Aphrodite in the preceding image, he could not identify this one. Surprisingly, the image he 

was getting started to pan and zoom, revealing rocks at its base, as if the hosta were 

growing in the wild. Next the image focused on the purple flowers, zooming once again to 

the lobes to reveal a spider-flower look. Funky could feel his mind yearning—as when one 

is just on the verge of recovering a fact or a name—and the image was replaced by a map of 

                          H. ‘Blue Angel’ 
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Korea. Yingeri! he suddenly thought to himself, remembering Barry Yinger’s trip to Korea 

to find this hosta in the wild; whereupon, the image dissolved. It was replaced by the stars 

and stripes, waving in the wind, which dissolved into a big mound of gold-centered and 

green margin leaves. Old Glory, he mused, and this hosta disappeared in its turn, to be 

replaced by the unmistakable Krossa Regal. He didn’t even have to think the name of this 

glaucous blue vase-shaped hosta to himself before the images began cycling from the 

beginning anew. Now, however, none of the extra “clues” appeared--only the hostas 

themselves, as if a reward for solving the guessing game that Unforgettable had been 

sending his way. The hostas were dancing through his head at just the right pace and in the 

same order, with the exception that the initial image of Inniswood did not repeat, and the 

image of Aphrodite seemed to reload, like a web page that has been coded to open twice 

rather than once. 

 Throughout the entire experience, he felt as if he were floating just above the 

ground, held aloft by some invisible cords extended out from Unforgettable, while the 

gentle massaging of his spirit continued. Then he felt a tickling on the top of his nose, 

followed by a splash of some unctuous liquid onto his nose and beneath his eyes. His 

olfactory senses were going into high alert, as something that smelled vaguely of menthol 

rushed up his nostrils and into his brain, jarring him out of his lucid dream. Vaguely, from 

some other world, his ears perceived the word “Gotcha.” 

 Funky opened his eyes to see Ray crouched a few feet away, holding a can of shaving 

cream aloft. Behind him, Shirley, Eleanor, and Rosa awaited his reaction. The look on the 

faces of both Eleanor and Shirley was one of apprehension tinged with humor, while the 

look on Rosa’s face was one of pure delight. 

 “Funky!” she squealed, “Ray-Ray got you!” 

 Funky pushed himself to the sitting position, and as he did so he felt mulch sticking 

to his right hand. He lifted the hand and looked down to see his palm covered with shaving 

cream, whereupon memories from Scout camp as a kid helped him put two and two 

together: Ray had pulled the old tickle-the-nose-to-get-the-sleeper-to-self-apply-shaving-

cream-to-the-face trick.  

 “Aww, sh—” began Funky, but then, mindful of Rosa’s presence, he adjusted his 

expletive: “Shoots!”  
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 At this, Ray turned Shirley and said, “You know, it’s getting harder and harder to get 

good help these days. You turn your back and the whole labor force thinks it’s siesta time.” 

 “You will never believe what just happened,” answered Funky, ignoring the jab. “I 

think I just had a lucid dream!” 

 “No voices?” inquired Shirley, her brow furrowed. Standing next to her, Eleanor 

displayed an identical brow, so much so that Funky laughed. 

 “No, not from this hosta. But there have been some new developments in that 

department that I can tell you about later.” He felt remarkably rested, more so than he had 

felt in over a month. He glanced at his watch to see that he had been asleep for an hour and 

a half. “Holy Shmolly!” he bellowed, and he jumped to his feet. “The boss is gonna dock my 

pay!” 

 He fairly sprinted toward the shed, wiping his hands against one another to clean off 

the shaving cream, then pulling the list that Ray had given him from his shirt pocket. He 

wasn’t sure exactly what his inner eye had just revealed, but he did want to note the hostas 

that had appeared in the lineup, and he penciled the names onto the back of the list.  

 He rushed through the day’s task as fast as he could, eager to return home and try to 

figure out what this new revelation meant. He hoped that time alone with The Hostapedia 

and The Genus Hosta would reveal details about these four hostas that might shed some 

light as to exactly how he should “heed” Unforgettable’s information.  

 Eleanor and Rosa were spending the whole day there, it appeared, so Funky didn’t 

really get the opportunity to have a heart-to-heart with Ray and Shirley about his recent 

communiqués from the hosta world, but he’d get to that next week. For now, he just needed 

time alone with reference books and online sources to figure out what needed to happen 

next.   

 

29 A New Display for Agnes 
 When Agnes invited Demetrio onto her porch with the comment that she had “made 

some arrangements,” he was a bit hesitant. He was an uncomplicated man, wishing mostly 

to live and let live, a predisposition that on occasion had led to being taken advantage of. He 
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had sometimes been accused of being too naïve about the intentions of others, but he most 

often shrugged and replied that it took too much energy to expect sinister actions from 

others and then devote all your time looking for them or worrying about them. He 

consistently preferred seeing the watering can not as half empty but as half full—that is, 

until it was emptied onto his beloved hostas and then filled again. On the other hand, 

“arrangements” had twice gone against him very badly in his past—once, quite 

catastrophically—and so the word itself made him uneasy. The similarity in English 

between an “arrangement” and an “arraignment” he knew all too well. 

 So it was with a bit of uncertainty that he had climbed the three steps up onto 

Agnes’s porch. As it turned out, though, the arrangements she had made were far from 

problematic: she had made a reservation at the Tulip for a Sunday brunch, and she was 

inviting him to share it with her. “I want to show my appreciation for all of your work,” she 

had said, whereupon Demetrio replied that her appreciation had been more than evident, 

both in her demeanor and in his increased pay. To be honest, Demetrio wasn’t comfortable 

in fancy places, and even though the Tulip wasn’t considered particularly fancy by Agnes’s 

friends from the Main Line, by Lewes standards it certainly was. The elegant gingerbread of 

the exterior coupled with the linen tablecloths, china, and stemware that covered the side 

porch tables easily visible from the street suggested to Demetrio a venue that was a bit out 

of his orbit. As did the prices on the menu. He accepted her offer on one condition: that he 

be allowed to leave the tip, to show her how much he appreciated the working conditions 

she had shown him. 

 So it was that the following Sunday Demetrio and Agnes found themselves seated at 

one of those tables on the porch, with a lovely view out over the balustrade onto Savannah 

Road. The grounds between the balustrade and the sidewalk were beautifully tended 

(though both Agnes and Demetrio remarked on the unfortunate under-representation of 

hostas), and the maple trees that lined the sidewalk were caressed by a gentle June breeze. 

It was a lovely summer day in Lewes, and Agnes had requested this table specifically to 

celebrate her new garden and her foray into becoming a gardener herself. Demetrio had no 

blue suede zapatos for the occasion, but he did have some fashionable cowboy boots that 

he reserved for special events, and they complemented his green slacks and freshly ironed 
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buff Guyavera shirt quite nicely. As Agnes put it when he met her at the restaurant, he 

“looked as sharp as Sharp Dressed Man.”  

 Such a comment would 

probably strike other diners as 

curious, but both Agnes and 

Demetrio knew that it was in 

reference to a recent purchase that 

Agnes had made online from the 

Green Hill Farm, as part of her 

“branching out” initiative that 

included buying hostas other than 

blues. Demetrio sparked the 

initiative through a gift of the miniature Cat and Mouse (“It is a mini, so if you do not like it, 

we can hide it somewhere easily”), and since then Agnes had bought a handful of green and 

variegated hostas on her own. Demetrio smiled at the comment, given the serendipitous 

coincidence that his lone dressy outfit reflected the green and pale yellow so common in 

variegated hostas, and that Agnes had picked up on it. 

 As the waitress brought the menus, a busboy arrived at the table next to them to 

clear it. He glanced at Demetrio and a broad smile appeared on his face. 

 “Hola! Tio!” he greeted Demetrio. 

 “Hola, muchacho!” beamed Demetrio in return. “¿Trabajas aquí?” 

 “Si! Desde la semana pasada.”  

 “Qué bueno para usted!” 

 “Si. Si las propinas son grandes,” he winked. He glanced briefly at Agnes, smiling 

again. Then he hustled off with his tub of dishes. 

 Demetrio turned toward Agnes, who smiled and said, “I understood ‘hello, Uncle,’ 

and then ‘hello, young man,’ and then something happening ‘here,’ but I got lost after that." 

Agnes had bought some Spanish instructional CDs and was listening to them regularly, she 

had mentioned one day to Demetrio, and they seemed to be yielding results. 

                       H. ‘Sharp Dressed Man’ 
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 “Very good, Anyes!” It’s my cousin’s nephew who just got a job here during summer 

vacation from school,” he elaborated. “He is a good boy and a hard worker!” 

 “I guess it runs in the family,” returned Agnes. Then she continued, “Is that your 

cousin who was with you when you came for the job the first day?” 

 “Si!” replied Demetrio, smiling as he spoke. During the past few weeks, Agnes’s 

vocabulary in basic Spanish had expanded, but he left it at that. 

 “I wish I could speak Spanish as well as you speak English, so that I could answer 

you in the same language, but I think I’m probably too old for that now.” 

 “Ohhh. One is never too old …” 

 “I’m turning fifty this year, Demetrio,” she countered, and in her voice Demetrio 

heard both resolution and unease. “And sometimes I wonder what I was doing to move to a 

new town and a new home all by myself. That house feels huge sometimes, and with the 

rise in crime these days I get nervous.” 

 “Maybe you should get a dog, Anyes,” offered Demetrio. Then, certain enough in 

their mutual understanding of humor at that point, he added: “A big blue dog!” 

 She laughed loudly at the remark, turning heads at nearby tables and from a man 

passing on the sidewalk nearby.  

 “Oh, I’m so sorry,” she said to Demetrio in a lowered voice. “I normally don’t do that, 

but—” 

 She was interrupted by the man on the sidewalk. “Hey, Vito! Is that you? ¿De 

verdad?” 

 He was looking in their direction, and Demetrio turned his head to each side and 

glanced behind himself to confirm that the man was talking to him. 

 “No. Sorry. I think you confuse me with someone else,” he called back. 

 The man started to pursue the comment, but then glanced briefly at Agnes. “Sorry! 

My mistake!” he called back, and he continued down the sidewalk. At the corner of Third 

Street, he stopped and looked back one more time, then crossed the street and kept going. 

 “See what happens when I dress up?” Demetrio said to Agnes. “People mistake me 

for someone I am not.” 
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 A waitress had arrived to take their order. The brunch was a prix fixe at $21 each, 

and it included a sumptuous serving of fruit and pastries accompanying one’s chosen dish, 

along with a choice of champagne, mimosa, or bloody Mary.  

 Agnes ordered a serving of Eggs Benedict and declined alcohol. Then she turned to 

Demetrio and said, “Demetrio, as you know I don’t drink alcohol, but please order 

whichever drink you like.” 

 “No, graçias. If I drink alcohol at lunch, I will need a siesta later on. And I have work 

to do this afternoon.” He turned to the waitress and ordered crab cakes, one of the house 

specialties, and iced tea. 

 “You work Sunday afternoons, too?” Agnes queried, shaking her head. 

 “I’m saving for a new truck, and soon I will move out of my cousin’s place to rent an 

apartment I found in Georgetown,” he replied.  

 “Why Georgetown?” 

 “Well, I am liking Delaware very much, and—” 

 “Yes, but why not Lewes? Don’t you have other clients in Lewes?” 

 “Well, I do, but then I have some in Georgetown, too. And Rehoboth, and—” 

 “Would you consider the carriage house over top of my parking pad?” Agnes blurted. 

A silence followed, while she stopped to swallow some water from her glass. 

 “Well, I—” 

 “That’s actually one of the things I wanted to talk to you about today—even before 

you said you were looking for an apartment. I, I—” she paused as she formulated her 

thoughts, then she proceeded. “I know you haven’t seen the inside yet, but it is really quite 

nice, and it’s silly for it to sit empty, and, like I was saying before, I would feel a lot more 

safe and secure if there were somebody I knew living close by. I sometimes hear noises in 

the evenings that I can’t figure out, and I’d be so happy to have a friend close by that I knew 

I could count on.” 

 “Anyes, I—” 

 “And the rent would not be much. In fact, we could exchange work in the garden for 

rent, if that would be easier for you. And I wouldn’t need a security deposit or anything like 

that.” 

 “Anyes, I did not expect this,” Demetrio answered.  
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 “I know. And if you need time to think about it, and you want to sleep on it for a few 

days, that’s not a problem. I was thinking about putting an ad in the paper, but you never 

know who will answer those ads, and then I thought about you. I didn’t know you were 

looking for an apartment right now, but since you are, it seems like a stroke of luck, doesn’t 

it?” 

 “Well, let me think about it, Anyes. It is very nice of you to make this offer.”  

 Their food had arrived and the two of them attacked their respective plates, the 

surprises of the day and the energy emerging from them serving to whet each person’s 

appetite. As they ate, Agnes turned the conversation to her garden and hostas, plying 

Demetrio for suggestions in the categories of yellow, green, and variegated. Since he had 

made that gift of Cat and Mouse, Demetrio had occasionally imagined one hosta or another 

fitting just perfectly into this place or that place in an emerging new palette--in the event 

that the little variegated miniature turned out to be to her liking. Once she had ordered 

Sharp Dressed Man on her own, he surmised that this garden would soon witness a number 

of classics outside the color blue, and now it appeared that such would be the case. And 

now, on top of all this, he might be living in an apartment overlooking the garden. It was a 

lot to process. 

 When the bill arrived, Agnes slipped her American Express card into the pouch with 

it, as Demetrio reached for his wallet. “Won’t you please let this be entirely my treat?” she 

entreated. 

 “Anyes, we had a deal,” Demetrio insisted. “If you do not respect it, I will be 

insulted.” 

 He held her gaze evenly, and she released her hold on the pouch with the check. 

Demetrio slipped a ten-dollar bill into it, and Agnes turned to catch their waitress as she 

passed. 

 “Any change back?” the waitress asked. 

 Simultaneously, Agnes answered “yes” and Demetrio answered “no.”  

 Agnes started to say something, but Demetrio looked from her to the waitress and 

smiled, shaking his head a definitive “no.” The waitress departed, leaving Agnes looking a 

bit shell-shocked. “Demetrio, the bill was only forty-two dollars,” she whispered. She was 
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probably also remarking that Demetrio had just tipped the waitress an hour’s worth of his 

work. Demetrio pondered the situation for a few moments, then he responded.  

 “Anyes, today a friend was very generous to me, and so I want to be generous to the 

people who work here,” he whispered back. “I am pretty sure the tips get shared all 

around.”  

 He glanced from her face to the small floral arrangement on their table, a simple 

blend of hydrangeas and roses. “And you know,” he added, “they could take a few tips from 

you on making arrangements.”  

 He smiled broadly, and Agnes smiled back. Agnes’s American Express card and the 

receipt had been returned, with a large “THANKS!” penciled at the bottom of it, something 

she had never seen on earlier receipts. The two of them exited the restaurant, and when 

they descended the stairs to Second Street, they encountered a woman carrying a good-

sized hosta with very big leaves in a gallon container. It was a bright chartreuse that could 

only belong to a Sum and Substance, Demetrio guessed, and when he queried the woman, 

she confirmed it. “They’re having a sale on them over at the museum,” she said. 

 Demetrio turned to Agnes, whose eyes were wide. “Let’s go!” she exclaimed. 

 Zwaanendael museum stood only a block away, and as Demetrio and Agnes 

approached the big red brick structure, remarkable for its steep terra cotta roof, stepped 

gables, and bright red and white shutters, they noticed crowds of people milling behind the 

building. As they learned upon joining them, the Lewes Garden Tour was being held this 

day, and a number of plant vendors were scattered about the grounds behind the museum.  

 “Look, Anyes,” said Demetrio, and he pointed across the lawn to a big banner with 

the words LEWES HOSTA SOCIETY. Below the banner were several tables with hostas of 

varying colors and sizes placed upon them. More hostas were scattered in pots all around 

that area. The two of them walked in that direction, and as they approached they were met 

by a woman wearing a nametag with the society’s name in the same font as the banner. It 

also carried the name “Shirley.” 

 “Hello and welcome,” she greeted them, and she passed them a tri-fold brochure. On 

its cover was a drawing of a hosta emblazoned with the words “Hosta: The Friendship 

Plant.” “If you have any questions or if I can be of any assistance, please don’t hesitate to 

give me a holler. Otherwise, enjoy this beautiful day and check out our sale!”  
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 Demetrio and Agnes accepted the brochures, and as they did so another Society 

member, distinguishable by her nametag, called over: “Hey Shirley! Where is Funky? I 

thought he’d be here by now.” 

 “Oh,” called Shirley back, “Ray and I got a voice message from him yesterday saying 

he had to leave town on urgent business.” 

 “Oh, no,” replied the other woman, “I hope it doesn’t have anything to do with that 

Burgess business . . .” 

 Demetrio and Agnes left the Society members to their own discussion as they moved 

towards a table covered in plastic where a man was standing over one hosta in its pot. 

 "Hello everybody, and welcome to the Lewes Hosta Society, where we strive to 

celebrate the Friendship Plant!”  

 He held the potted hosta aloft. “Gather round to learn how to divide hosta. As he 

placed a flat-edged shovel on the table next to it, a Society member strolled about the 

grounds, ringing a Japanese bell and calling out, "Free lesson on hosta division!" There 

were probably a dozen vendors on the grounds, some with banners similar to that of the 

hosta society and in various colors, giving the grounds behind the museum a festive air. 

With the museum’s striking Baroque style, the setting evoked a Renaissance feel in which 

lives that had spent the winter sleeping would be born again. 

 A small knot of people formed then grew quickly, and soon two dozen were grouped 

around the table. On the table, Split Personality shuddered ambivalently, pleased to be 

dividing yet dreading the knife. His kin were stationed around the grassy plot of land in 

two- and three-gallon pots with name tags proclaiming their identities, cleverly chosen 

striking cultivars with names like Sum and Substance, Great Expectations, and Blue Angel 

that were certain to woo potential converts. The hostas shared Split Personality's 

ambivalence as surely as they shared a common ancestor. 

 "Don't fear the split; we’re still closely knit," synthed Abiqua Drinking Gourd from 

nearby. Split Personality synthed toward the beautiful blue cupped leaves and felt Gourd's 

good will. 

 "One slice for Split, another cousin for hosta-kind," added Komodo Dragon.  

 Dragon Tails, a miniature craftily placed by the hosta Society proselytizers in a pint-

sized pot next to the sizeable specimen of Komodo Dragon, synthed out a tiny cheer: "Split, 
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Split, he's our man; if he can't multiply, no one can." General hosta chuckles synthed all 

around, then settled into calm hosta solidarity vibrating through the air and within the 

earth contained in pots. 

 The President began: "Folks, for those of you new to the wonderful world of hosta, 

you are about to encounter just one of this plant's many, many endearing traits." Hostas all 

about the grounds nodded their satisfaction at this introduction, all the while quietly 

maintaining their synch with Split Personality.  

 "You see, if you own one hosta," the President continued, "you potentially own two, 

or three, or four—or even more, depending upon how big that hosta is, thanks to the 

miracle of division." He paused for rhetorical effect, then lifted Split Personality up off the 

table to display him to the crowd. 

 "I hold before you one Split Personality," he announced, "ain't he a beaute?" 

 Indeed, he was: forest-green pie-crusted leaves as wide as five inches and seven 

inches long were lightly clustered on long petioles, forming a medium-sized plant that was 

perhaps two feet across. 

 "Interestingly," continued the President, "we still don't know all that much about 

Split Personality's full range of characteristics. But we do know this: it has tripartate leaves, 

something extremely rare in hostas—kind of like an extra limb. 

 "Ooh là là," synthed Crepe Suzette. "Zat ees a crude comparizon, non?"  

 "Try to think of it as poetic license," synthed Emily Dickinson back to her. 

"Remember: they're bringing us more Gardeners." 

 It was a crisp, clear day in mid June, and as the President presented the hosta to the 

crowd, a cool wind from the ocean caressed leaves all around the grounds. It was, in fact, a 

fine day for division. 

 “Look, Anyes, here is a hosta I have been meaning to suggest to you: Plantaginea,” 

said Demetrio in a hushed tone. He picked up a pot near them and passed it to her, and 

Agnes studied the chartreuse leaves. “It has wonderful flowers and they even bloom at 

night! You could use them in your arrangements,” Demetrio whispered as she studied it. 

 "Can we move this along a little bit faster?" synthed Split Personality. 
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 "First," the President continued, setting Split Personality in the middle of the table, 

"a few basics. It's best to begin with a fairly mature hosta—one that you have had for a few 

years, enabling it to develop several eyes." 

 "Hostas have eyes?!" said a little girl right in front of the table. 

 "Yes they do, sweetheart, but not like ours," the President answered. Their eyes are 

more like our legs, or better yet our feet—like when you go to the beach and stick them 

down into the sand. Each of the eyes represents a potential new hosta," he continued, 

raising his voice to address the whole crowd. "So, the more eyes, the more potential new 

hostas." 

 The hostas in attendance synthed approval. 

 “OK, Demetrio, you’ve convinced me on the Plantaginea. Let’s get it,” whispered 

Agnes during this break in the demonstration. 

 "Now when we make this division, we need to have the whole plant laid out on the 

table in front of us, with the dirt knocked off the root ball so we can see just what we're 

dealing with." He tipped the pot over onto its side, rolled it back and forth while leaning 

onto it to loosen the contact between plastic and earth, then plunked it back down onto the 

table. Holding the rim of the pot with his left hand, he grasped Split Personality right at the 

base and gave a short, quick tug. The hosta popped right out of the pot, dirt and all. The 

crowd let out a little "ah!" 

 "Our next step is to knock all the dirt off, so that we can see what we are operating 

on," continued the President. He tapped the root ball hard on the table, and soil cascaded 

onto it. He shook it, then tapped it a few more times, exposing the complex network of fine-

haired roots. Then he lofted the hosta back up in the air to display his handiwork.  

 A low hosta-moan synthed forth from the tiny hairs that now stood stark against the 

air. From his airy perch Split Personality synthed, "OK, Surgeon General, this is the part 

where you gotta move fast—"  

 "Now here's the part where you want to move fast, folks, because hostas are plants, 

and plants don't really like to have their roots out of the ground," continued the President. 

 "If zey don't even know zat much, do we really want to leeve wis zem?" synthed 

Crepe Suzette. 

 She was shushed once more by Emily Dickinson.  
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 "Now, your objective is to cut through the root ball, preferably in one quick, clean, 

slice, so that's why I've brought this square-edged shovel," continued the President, now 

holding the shovel aloft for all to view. 

 "Remember the part about moving fast, General," synthed Split Personality, but 

hands were already up in the air. 

 "Can't we just use a trowel?" asked a lady in the back. 

 The President cocked his head to the side to make eye contact. "You can use a trowel 

if you like, but with a trowel it's tougher to get a pure, clean slice. That pointed edge will 

sometimes slide right off the crown if the hosta is sizeable, or worse, split off some roots 

without even entering the crown. 

 A collective hosta flinch synthed through the air. 

 "Hostas have crowns?!" exclaimed the little girl in the front. 

 "Yes, honey, just like Cinderella," said the President. He raised his voice to address 

the entire audience. "But hostas' crowns are at the base of the plant rather than on their 

heads." He lofted Split Personality up into the air once again. "This part here is what we call 

the 'crown,' everybody," he said, pointing to the nice, thick area at the base of the plant. 

 "Do you have to cut it right down the middle, or can you just slice off one or two 

eyes?" asked a man standing over by a big Blue Angel.  

 "Yes, you can do that," replied the President. "Slice off a few eyes, or slice the crown 

right in half."  

 "Does it matter whether you slice down through the stems or do you have to put it 

on its side to cut?" came another question. 

 "We call them 'petioles' in the hosta world," answered the President. "And you can 

do it both ways, but I like to lay the hosta on its side so that I have a clear view of the whole 

crown.  

 "Hey, I'm dyyyyiiiiing up here," synthed Split Personality, and his kin commiserated. 

A general synth-wave welled up, intensifying in the air while emphs contained by pots 

echoed back to roots. 

 "Folks, I can answer questions later, but remember what I said about hostas not 

wanting to have their roots exposed to air? I need to get this guy divided and back into 

some pots with earth around the roots, or we're liable to end up with the wrong side of 
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Split Personality on our hands." 

 He paused to let everyone laugh, but by this point most of the crowd had apparently 

forgotten the name of their demonstration specimen—or they were too focused on the 

finer points of division. Members of the Society, scattered about the crowd, set to 

explaining the joke, prompting spurts of titters. The President laid Split Personality on the 

table before him, and using his left hand, he grabbed the stalk of petioles about halfway to 

the leaves. With his right hand he seized the shovel in mid-shaft, twirled it slightly to 

position the square edge in parallel alignment with the petioles, then brought it down, 

slicing cleanly through the crown. Split Personality fell into two parts, to a round of 

applause from those near the table. 

 "Folks, I give you Split Personalities One and Two!" said the President, holding each 

half aloft for all to see. More applause followed from the humans while hostas synthed the 

need to get dirt back on the Personalities' roots. A Society Member whose nametag said 

“Ray” took the new Split Personalities from the President and plunked them each into a 

fresh pot that was lined with dirt. He scooped more dirt in and around the roots and 

sprinkled water on for added adhesion.  

 "That concludes our demonstration," said the president, "please peruse all of our 

offerings, and please consider joining our Society and sharing friendship along with the 

friendship plant. On the inside of the brochure you will find a membership application.” 

 “Anyes,” said Demetrio, “maybe you should join the Society? It would give you a way 

to meet people.” 

 “Well,” answered Agnes, I’ll have to think about that—” 

 At that point a fit man who appeared to be in his late forties and wearing a white  

baseball cap emblazoned with a blue CAPTAIN and a gold anchor eased his way past them 

and made his way to the table. 

 “How much for the Split Personality?” he asked of Ray. 

 “Oh, I’m afraid it’s not for sale,” Ray answered. Then he elaborated, “it’s from the 

President’s personal collection and it’s a bit rare—” 

 “I know that,” responded the man as he pulled a checkbook from his hip pocket. “Is 

it Originator’s Stock?” 

 “I believe so,” answered Ray. 



 

Hosta Seizure © 2013 by Jim Henry 

 

100 

 “And the proceeds go to the Society, right?” 

 “That’s right,” said Ray. 

 “How’s a hundred?” 

 “You’ll have to ask the President,” Ray answered. The man turned to the President, 

who had overheard the conversation. 

 “How about it, sir?” asked the man. 

 As the President hesitated, Ray, now standing behind the man, pointed skyward. 

 “Well, it really is a rare seedling—” 

 “Two hundred?” 

 Ray’s mouth struck a tentative curve as he rocked his head back and forth. 

 “Well—” 

 “I can’t go any higher than two fifty,” said the man while the President hesitated. 

“And you’ll still have your other half for breeding—” 

 Ray was nodding “yes” at this point, and the President followed his lead. 

 “Well, you sound like you’ll treat him good, and we can certainly use the money.” 

 As the man began filling in the check, Agnes blurted, “I’ll give you three hundred.” 

 Demetrio whipped his head in her direction, but she clutched his forearm. 

 The President looked at her, then at the guy in the CAPTAIN cap, who had swiveled 

to look at Agnes. “Folks, this really isn’t an auction,” he said. 

 “And I won’t go a cent over three fifty,” added Agnes. 

 The guy in the CAPTAIN cap glanced at her again, laughed a hearty laugh, and said: 

“Three fifty-one it is!” He began filling in a new check. 

 “Anyes!” Demetrio whispered, “what if he had left you holding the bag at three 

fifty?!” 

 “Oh, Demetrio, I know that type,” chuckled Agnes. “I’ve seen them dozens of times at 

Christie’s and Sotheby’s. They’re all ‘Oh, I won’t go a penny higher.’ But when push comes 

to shove, if they want it, either they have the green or they don’t.” 

 The buyer of Split Personality had left with his prize, and Agnes approached the 

main table. “We would like to buy this fine specimen of Plantaginea that’s priced at ten 

dollars,” she said to Ray. 

 “Friend of the Lewes Hosta Society,” replied Ray. “This one’s on us as a token of our 
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friendship.” He leaned in and confided: “And our members-only auction is next week, if you 

decide to join.” Then he winked. 

 As Agnes and Demetrio thanked him and turned to depart, Agnes stopped and 

gestured with her head across the lawn. “Demetrio,” she whispered, “isn’t that the man who 

passed on the sidewalk back at the Tulip?” 

 Demetrio peered in the direction of her gesture, only to catch a glimpse of a man 

turning his head away. “I don’t know, Anyes. I couldn’t tell.” 

 People were milling about the other hostas, reading their names out and admiring 

their habits, their colors, their textures.  

 "Mommy! They have Pooh Bear!" said a little girl to her mother. A Society Member 

with a nametag reading “Jan” swooped in. "This one's a small hosta, so it takes up almost no 

room in the garden. And look how these wavy leaves seem to be waving at you!" she said to 

the girl. "And your mommy can probably find a specimen of Tigger at a nursery near you." 

But no Gopher, please! Hostas don't like gophers," she smiled, working the Pooh angle as 

she planted the seed. 

 "Oh, Mommy, please!" entreated the girl.  

 "Well, I guess we could plant one next to the bedroom window," returned her 

mother, now reading the planting tips that had been slipped into her hand. 

 "Look honey, it's Mona Lisa," said a thirty-something to his companion. "You can 

almost see her smile on this leaf—" 

 "Oh!" exclaimed another Society Member as she sidled over to them. "That's 

nothing. My cousin knows a gardener who is now working in Wisconsin, and she said he 

told her that one of his co-worker's cousins was looking at a leaf of Journey's End and saw 

the Madonna! And—" 

 "Ruth! Could you help us over here?" interjected Jan as she angled between Ruth 

and the Mona Lisa admirers. She shot them an arched-eyebrow look as she escorted Ruth 

to the sign-up table, settled her into a seat, then returned to the couple. 

 "That's Ruth, one of our Society Members," said Jan upon returning to the couple. 

"She's sweet." 

 The couple nodded. "If you are interested in joining the Society," said Jan, "we're 

running a special on new memberships that just happens to include a starter version of … 
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Mona Lisa! Can I sign you up?" 

 "Well, we live in Philadelphia, actually," returned the woman, "and— 

 "Oh! You're so close to Longwood Gardens. Don't you just love that place?" 

 "Yes. We're members." 

 "Members?! Then you definitely need a Mona Lisa in your collection—" 

 "Well, we're living in an apartment at the moment, and we don't really have a 

garden—" 

 "That's another of the great things about hosta!" returned Jan, nipping this last 

protestation in the bud. "You can grow them in pots! One of my best friends lives in an 

apartment on South Street, and she has a beautiful hosta garden—all in pots on her 

balcony!" 

 "Well, I guess we could add some green to the balcony," the man said pensively.  

 Agnes and Demetrio watched with some amusement as Society members nurtured 

desire for the friendship plant. 

 “I’m going to give this some thought,” said Agnes, referring to Demetrio’s earlier 

suggestion that she join the Society. After her display a few minutes earlier, she was likely 

to have some new friends right off the bat. 

 

30 Sleeping on a Riddle 

 When Funky arrived back home after his workday at Ray and Shirley’s, he had but 

one thing on his mind: decoding Unforgettable’s message. He retrieved his copies of The 

Hostapedia and The Genus Hosta, figuring that these two books would most likely prove 

helpful, and he positioned them next to his computer, since this decoding might require 

Internet resources, too. Then he fished the list from his pocket on which he had noted the 

hostas that appeared in his dream: Aphrodite, Yingeri, Old Glory, and Krossa Regal. What 

might these hostas have in common to help him solve Unforgettable’s riddle? 

 He would start with Zilis’s The Hostapedia, reasoning that perhaps the answer lay in 

some obvious commonality among these four hostas that did not occur to him right off the 

bat. If that approach came up short, he’d move on to Schmid’s The Genus Hosta, he told 
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himself. The latter work was a somewhat more esoteric volume that spoke to an audience 

of hard-core hostaheads, and though it was not as comprehensive as the 1200-page 

Hostapedia, it often included botanical details that went beyond those of the tome. 

 But before he even opened a book, Funky jotted down some notes of his own. Ask 

any hosta collector to name the most memorable attributes of Aphrodite, and they’d say 

that it was not only lovely enough to carry the name of the legendary goddess of beauty, 

but also distinctive for its beautiful double flowers. Yingeri was noteworthy because it was 

not a cultivar but rather a species, and in fact Funky had one of his own—along with three 

or four sports it had produced over the years and which he was cultivating at the base of 

his sleeping hut. One never knew when a sport might stabilize and become an introduction 

to register as one's own. Old Glory was a sport—and a fine one at that, its gold leaves 

showing strong green margins. Ray and Shirley had a specimen that was a couple feet tall 

and maybe four feet across. But he could see no relation between this hosta and the other 

two. And then there was Krossa Regal, one of those hostas that met the “fifty-foot rule”: a 

collector would recognize the tall, vase-shaped, delicate glaucous leaves of this hosta from 

fifty feet away. Still, he saw no connection among the four. 

 When he consulted The Hostapedia, he took hope. Just as Aphrodite had distinctive 

flowers, so did Yingeri, a fact he already knew: it had “distinctive, narrow-petaled flowers.” 

And as it turned out, Zilis stated that the flowers of Old Glory “have unusual internal 

markings.” Perhaps this was the connection—the flowers! It would make sense that a 

cryptic message would require the 

decoder to focus on qualities for which 

hostas were not usually noted in 

mainstream gardening. But when 

Funky consulted The Hostapedia on 

Krossa Regal, he found no mention of 

anything special having to do with the 

flowers. Nor did The Genus Hosta: 

“Flower medium, funnel-shaped, 

lavender, flowers during average period, fertile.” 

                              H. ‘Krossa Regal’ 
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 Back to square one. Maybe the connection among the four hostas lay not in any 

particular qualities but somewhere else. Perhaps the hostas’ names formed some kind of 

anagram? He rewrote his list in block letters on a sheet of paper: APHRODITE, YINGERI, 

OLD GLORY, KROSSA REGAL. 

 He cut the names up into individual letters and moved them about, thinking that a 

word or sentence might emerge. For more than an hour he moved words and letters about, 

but the best he could come up with was “Old gopher greed kills stingy dairy ogoara.” In 

addition to the last word resembling nothing he had ever seen in English, this sentence 

didn’t seem to be anything in particular that he should “heed.”   

 Had he properly identified all the hostas? The only really tricky one had been 

Yingeri, but Unforgettable seemed to give him a “pass” on that one when it moved on to the 

next hosta. Funky surfed to the American Hosta Society online sources, to see if there might 

be another hosta native to Korea that might fit the bill. After another couple of hours 

poking around, he came upon another pdf of an article authored by Schmid and which 

included a scatter map of specimens of hosta Clausa that had been spotted in the wild. The 

map’s legend included a few others, including hosta Minor, which got Funky to thinking: 

maybe his anagram should be based on “minor” rather than “yingeri?” 

 Back to square one again. He drew up a new page with this substitution: 

APHRODITE 

MINOR 

OLD GLORY 

KROSSA REGAL  

 As he was about to cut the letters up and begin rearranging them into a message, he 

was struck by the first letter of each: amok! That was it! Unforgettable had simply been 

telling him to stop running around amok, burning the candle at both ends. He needed to 

stop and smell the hosta flowers before he worked himself to death. 

 But then what had been the connection to either Elisabeth Burgess or to Inniswood, 

in the event that the hosta had something to do with this above and beyond signaling 

Elisabeth’s presence? Then it occurred to him: maybe he had to read the letters in reverse. 

K-O-M-A.   
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 His chest thumped. Was it possible that Elisabeth had somehow landed somewhere 

else in a coma, and had therefore been unable to return—or even to let the people 

wherever she had ended up know who she was and where she was from? Could this explain 

why her whereabouts were a complete enigma? And worse—might she still be in such a 

state somewhere, unidentified and unidentifiable? 

 Not so likely, the more he thought about it. Because she had been driving her car, 

she would have had her driver’s license with her, and the car’s tags could have easily been 

traced by authorities. But what if she had been car-jacked, and the perpetrators had 

dumped her somewhere after stealing her purse and car and administering a blow to the 

head? Now that was not so far-fetched at all.  

 It was 1 a.m., and Funky was at his imagination’s end. He couldn’t solve this puzzle, 

and he was starting to think more and more that it wasn’t a puzzle at all: it was simply a 

series of hosta plants that his unconscious had tumbled upon willy nilly while he was 

catching forty winks. And Unforgettable had been little more than shade for his head as he 

stole a morning snooze.  

 Once again, the fatigue he felt earlier in the day took over. His work would begin 

again in seven hours, and he needed to get his sleep to be ready for it. He exited his trailer 

and walked up to his sleeping hut, climbing into bed as the moon appeared somewhere off 

in the distance through the trees.  

 As he tumbled into sleep, the same series of hostas came to him in his dreams, 

repeating itself over and over, even down to the images of Aphrodite reloading twice in a 

row. And then, sometime around 3 a.m., he found himself sitting bolt upright. He started to 

curse whatever hickory nut had just pelted his roof, but then he realized that he had not 

heard the now-familiar BAM! that accompanied the peltings. And he always remembered 

hearing that whenever a bang awakened him. As he scanned his small quarters, moonlight 

flooded in through a screen window, bathing half the room in bright light. He rose and 

walked to the window, to see a bright full moon through the trees. He looked down to the 

ground beneath the hut. Although the moon’s angle had sent lots of light into the room, the 

ground below lay in the trees’ shadows—with the exception of hosta Yingeri. It gleamed 

bright green in a patch of illuminated earth—as bright as day, as if the moon were a 

spotlight—and it positively shined. 
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 He had been wrong to think that the hosta in his earlier dream that day had been 

hosta Minor. Hosta Minor’s leaves were fairly flat in color, but those of Yingeri were shiny 

and waxy. His evening’s work with books and online had confirmed that for him, and now 

here was the hosta itself pointing out his error. The hosta in his dream had indeed been 

Yingeri.  

 He had paper and pencil next to the bed, and now he penciled the names one more 

time: 

APHRODITE 

YINGERI 

OLD GLORY 

KROSSA REGAL  

 Then, the dream sequencing now fresh in his mind, he added an extra “Aphrodite” to 

the end of his list: 

APHRODITE 

YINGERI 

OLD GLORY 

KROSSA REGAL  

APHRODITE 

 And then, the hair on his neck, the backs of his legs, and his lower back came to 

attention: AYOKA! When he read each first letter of this new arrangement, he got “Ayoka,” 

the woman who had served as teacher, mentor, protector, wise counselor, hosta holy 

woman, and campground director fifteen years earlier. To heed Unforgettable, Funky 

would need to go see Ayoka—ASAP. 

 

31 Queen of the Seas 

 Demetrio was feeling a bit queasy. As he was heading for his truck in the parking lot 

at Lowes the week before, a guy had approached him and asked if he would like to make a 

couple hundred bucks bartending for five or six hours at a birthday party. Such easy money 

seemed welcome, especially as he was saving for a truck of his own, but now that he was on 
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site, he was having second thoughts. Arriving at the address given to him, he found himself 

in front of a palatial estate situated on the Intercoastal Waterway near downtown Lewes. 

The grounds looked to cover several acres, cleanly delineated by a sparkling white fence 

that ran from the road all the way to the water on each side of a mansion that, were it south 

of the border, could easily belong to a drug lord. At the entrance, he was greeted by a 

woman who seemed to be running the event. She whisked him to a staging area where he 

was given a starched white shirt with an adjustable collar and a black bow tie, then he was 

shuttled to a rectangular table covered by white linen and laden with alcoholic beverages. 

Some of the alcohol he didn't even recognize, and the sum of all these circumstances was 

the slight tremor in his stomach. 

 As he reviewed all the bottles on the table, he found an invitation to the party: 

 

Fifty Friends, Please Join Us for the Captain's Fiftieth! 

Cocktails at 7, Dinner at 8, 

Music and Fun 'til You Can't See the Whites of Your Eyes 

Damn the Torpedoes, Party Ahead! 

Requested Gift: The Hosta of Your Choice 

 

 

 Upon reading the last line, Demetrio smiled and allowed himself to be calmed by the 

vegetation that had been registering on the periphery of his consciousness during the 

previous quarter hour. The grounds were dotted with perennial beds that, viewed from a 

distance, seemed dominated by hostas, and the walkway leading to his station was 

bordered by several different varieties, very artfully grouped. Whoever owned this estate 

had great taste in plants and had clearly hired an accomplished gardener—or several, even. 

 His table sat at the far end of a big white tent on a side lawn, and before him spread 

a dozen or so round tables, each covered with white linen and glimmering place settings 

that included multiple forks and spoons. Three youngish women in maid attire were 

weaving among the tables, distibuting floral centerpieces that differed from table to table 

yet which all held one element in common: they were made from hostas. Some were 

elaborate collections of different leaves with a few stamen and flowers jutting skyward, 
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others were stark yet beautiful arrangements in the ikebana style, and still others were 

creations in which large hosta leaves had been folded and shaped into provocative 

representations of flowers. As he took in more and more details, Demetrio's queasiness 

abated and he felt himself smiling: Who on earth could have a passion for hostas that 

rivaled even his own? 

 The answer to his question came almost a soon as he formulated it. In front of a 

four-vehicle garage on the other side of the mansion, Demetrio saw a man emerging from a 

white Escalade whom he recognized: the guy who had outbid Agnes at the hosta auction! 

He was waving to a car that had just turned into the driveway, pointing toward another 

part of the lawn apparently set up for parking. Demetrio marveled only briefly at this 

coincidence, because two more cars followed the one that had just pulled in. Soon the party 

would be underway, and he needed to review his supplies, organize his glasses and ice, and 

study the labels on the bottles to prep for drink requests.   

 Within ten minutes the first request came. A thirty-something brunette wearing a 

dress with a plunging neckline, accompanied by a well-tanned guy who looked to be 

slightly older, swayed up to his station, potted hosta in hand. Demetrio glanced at it to see  

a cluster of dark green leaves with pale green centers, most with a thin white line down the 

center that suggested a Striptease. Its owner smiled coyly at Demetrio. 

 "Double martini, por favor," she cooed. 

 "Cynthia, it's early and it's gonna be a long party," interjected her companion. He 

was carrying a green hosta that looked to be a small, but Demetrio couldn’t hazard a guess 

as to its identity.  

 "Oh Jeff," returned Cynthia, "don't be a party pooper," frowning in his direction. She 

turned back toward Demetrio, winked, and added "make it a dirty one." 

 "I am afraid I do not know the ingredients for that—" 

 "Oh, and such a cute accent!" Cynthia interrupted him. 

 "Just add some olive juice to the gin and vermouth and she'll be fine," huffed Jeff. 

Now it was his turn to frown, first at Demetrio then at Cynthia. 

 "Yes, sir," answered Demetrio. "And for you?" 

 "White wine." 
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 Demetrio filled the easier part of the order first and then went rummaging for the 

olive juice. He found it within half a minute and was measuring out portions into a shaker 

when he heard Cynthia squeal, "Oh Captain! Wanna see my Striptease?" 

 The guest of honor was approaching, and he reddened slightly at the confirmation of 

Cynthia's hosta's identity, then he upped the ante: "Why Cynthia, certainly not under these 

circumstances!" He glanced at Demetrio and held his eyes for two seconds, then accepted 

the offered hosta from Cynthia and gave her a hug and a kiss on the cheek. He turned to Jeff 

to shake his hand. 

 "Well, now that you have seen Cynthia's Striptease, you might wanna have one of 

these," said Jeff, offering his hosta. 

 The Captain squinted at the label on the hosta, reddened again and sent forth a burst 

of laughter. "Little Stiffy!" He slapped his right thigh. "I've never heard of that one." 

 "I have," said Cynthia in the same voice she had used first with Demetrio. She turned 

back toward Demetrio and winked again, just as Jeff clutched her elbow to lead her away. 

They made their way to a long rectangular table several yards away, where they stopped 

and deposited the hostas. 

 The Captain turned to face Demetrio again. "How about a margarita?" 

 "Gold?" asked Demetrio. 

 "Si!" replied the Captain, and he eyed him up and down. “You look familiar,” he said. 

 “Did I see you at the hosta division demonstration at the Garden Tour?” offered 

Demetrio tentatively. 

 “Yes, that’s where it was!” replied the Captain. “You were with the woman who bid 

against me!” 

 "Si, Señor," continued Demetrio as he measured in the Cointreau and Grand Marnier. 

Sensing that his association with Agnes was perhaps not one on which to elaborate, he 

changed the subject:  "I admire your hostas." 

 "You do, do you?" 

 "Yes." 

 "What do you admire about them?" 

 "Well," said Demetrio, "the August Moons over by that fence, they go very well with 
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the Pizzazz, and … many people do not think much of Francee, but I really like the way you 

used the cluster over there as a dropback for the minis." 

 "Backdrop," smiled the Captain. He swiveled to admire the bed that Demetrio 

referred to, then looked back at Demetrio with a disarming gaze. "What's your name?" 

 "Demetrio." 

 "Demetrio, I'm Captain Burt. Welcome to my party!" He extended his hand. "Once we 

get everybody juiced, come join us to talk hostas!" Then he left to greet new arrivals. 

 Three more guests had arrived at Demetrio's station, each with small hostas in black 

plastic containers. "White wines all around," said a short man leading the way, and 

Demetrio flipped over three glasses and began pouring. 

 "I never realized how much land they have," the man said to his companions as they 

turned from the station to survey the estate. "I mean, I knew he made a good living as a 

riverboat pilot—" 

 "Oh, the big money is from her side," interjected the woman next to him. "Old 

Virginia money. Mount Vernon or Alexandria or somewhere around there. Someone told 

me the family goes back to Jefferson—or a cousin of his, or something like that." 

 "So that's how he finances the 

boating," returned the short guy. He 

nodded in the direction of the 

Intercoastal Waterway, where a large 

sailboat was moored. On its prow in 

gold letters read "Queen of the Seas." 

 "Oh, he's making good dough as 

a riverboat pilot, you can be sure of 

that. That's a tight-knit profession that 

you can't even get into without family 

connections," added the woman. "The name 'Prettyman' goes back a long way in these 

parts and can get you a lot.  But it's not this kind of money," she concluded, swinging her 

arm across the expanse before them. 

                            H. ‘Queen of the Seas’ 
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 "Well, it's enough money to feed a hosta habit," quipped the taller man who was 

with them. "I went to the convention with him one year and he didn't even blink at the 

prices. Nearly won the auction the year that Humpback Whale went for thirty-seven 

hundred dollars. Was that 2005? 2006?" 

 "2006," confirmed the woman. She was carrying a medium green specimen with pie-

crusted edges. She nodded in the direction of Cynthia and Jeff, and asked, "Who are those 

two?"  

 "I think they're from his boating crowd," said the short guy while the three of them 

inspected the man and woman at the hosta table. An array of hostas of all sizes and pots 

was taking form. In its center was a fully mature blue-grey specimen perhaps three feet 

across that from this distance seemed to have heavily rippled leaves. 

 As the three of them studied the two at the hosta table, the taller guy added: "Which 

means they probably can't tell an Empress Wu from a Mighty Mouse." All three giggled. 

 Demetrio's imagination sketched a four-foot Empress standing next to a four-inch 

mini, and he blurted laughter. 

 Three faces turned in wonder, as if the furniture had just come to life. 

 "Sorry!" Demetrio followed quickly. "None of my business." 

 "You a hosta fan?" asked the short guy. 

 "Yes, they are my favorite plant." 

 "Really?" followed the woman. Then, a mischievous look in her eye, she held forth 

the hosta she had brought and said flatly, "Name it." 

 "I have been thinking about it since you walked up," said Demetrio slowly. "The pie 

crust edges make me think maybe Green Pie Crust?" 

 The woman smiled and nodded approvingly. "Very close. A seedling of Green 

Piecrust. And a different hybridizer. Not Frances but Mildred." 

 Demetrio hunched his shoulders. 

 "Sea Drift!" supplied the woman, and as she spoke her eyes shone with excitement.  

 "And to go with it, a Sea Gold Dust," added the tall guy, holding forth his specimen.  

 "I have heard of that one but never seen it. It is a bit rare?" Demetrio glanced up 

from the hosta to the three of them, the looks on their faces assured him that it was.  

 "I've got a connection," chucked the tall guy. 
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 "And here's a Sea Ebony," added the short one, displaying his gift.  

 "Oh!" exclaimed Demetrio. "I once worked in a garden with a Sea Ebony, and it was 

this wide." He stepped back from the table and stretched his arms as wide as a yardstick. 

"So dark green it sometimes was almost black." 

 The three guests beamed, clearly delighted by their collaborative effort and the fact 

that they had stumbled upon someone who wasn't from the boating crowd and was able to 

appreciate the finer points of hostadom. 

 "David! Eric! Margaret!" called the Captain from across the way. "Come over here! I 

want to introduce you to some friends." 

 As the three of them departed, five others arrived to seek drinks, and by the time 

Demetrio had served them, another four were waiting. Guests were pouring in at this point, 

and he focused his efforts on being swift, polite, and cheerful. For the most part, the drink 

requests were simple enough, but the sheer volume kept him hustling. After about an hour, 

he felt himself teetering dangerously close to the weeds, when, thankfully, the gardener 

was saved by the bell. Or bells, more precisely: Six of them. 

 "Friends!" called out a stately woman as the ship's bell was rung. "Dinner is served! 

Please take your seats." The Captain approached her and gave her a hug and a kiss, and 

they sat down together. Guests moved swiftly to find their places, and within less than a 

minute, Demetrio's station transformed from a congested harbor into a clear night alone on 

the prow. 

 He poured himself a glass of water and took a well-deserved break. The evening was 

cool enough, but the bustling to serve everyone quickly and correctly had him sweating. To 

cool off, he stepped back and out from under the tent. A soft breeze chilled his sweat. He 

glanced over at the hosta table to see the guy who had offered him the job walk up to it. The 

man hastily deposited a hosta at the end of the table near Demetrio, then turned to find a 

seat. Waiters had begun serving tables, each of which were equipped with starter bottles of 

red and white wine, which meant that Demetrio probably had a few minutes' respite before 

new drink requests would come. He seized the occasion to approach the hosta table and 

see what it held. 

 In addition to the ones he had already seen, he noted a High Tide, an Ultramarine, 

and a Riptide, all of which he knew, along with several that he did not know: a Sailor’s 
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Warning, a Sea Waves, a Sea Aquarius. The big centerpiece of this table turned out to be a 

Queen of the Seas. Someone had found a mature specimen matching the name of the 

Captain's sailboat. Demetrio shuffled over to the hosta deposited by the guy who offered 

him the bartending job and saw that it was named Sea White Gold. He wasn’t familiar with 

that one, either, but he memorized the name so that he could expand his hosta vocabulary 

when he got a chance to get on a computer. He noticed a waiter heading toward his 

bartending station and he scurried back to it. 

  The hostas had been doing some inspecting, too. Deprived of the opportunity to 

exchange formal introductions through the soil—as was customary among hostas upon 

planting—they could only guess at their neighbors' personalities, intellects, and 

predispositions. And because they were still in pots, their emphing was dramatically 

curtailed. So the hostas augmented their muffled emphs with strong synthing, leading to a 

lot of mixed messages. 

 “Hi, Tide,” synthed Ultramarine to her neighbor on the table.  

 “No, it’s High Tide,” corrected the hosta. 

 “That’s what I said—” 

 “But her friends call her ‘Hello Waves,’” quipped Striptease. 

 “Hello to you, too,” answered Sea Waves. “But my full name is Sea Waves.” 

 “Well if you see one wave, you’ve seen them all, I always say,” added Little Stiffy, and 

this one brought chuckles from all the hostas on the table. 

 “Did you say you were a little sniffy?” returned Sea Aquarius. “Because I’ve heard 

there are some nasty viruses going around, and I don’t really fancy being sealed up in a 

garbage bag and tossed in a dumpster to avoid contaminating the patch.” 

 “Hey, this is no patch,” interjected Queen of the Seas. “This is an estate, my hosta 

friends.” From her position at the center of the gift table, she gazed out at the vast property 

and this sumptuous feast. “I gotta get out of the nursery more often,” she joked, bringing 

titters from her fellow hostas. 

 From her place at one end of a table, Sea White Gold remained silent. She was feeling 

queasy, having been summarily hacked off from the crown of her mother plant under the 

cover of darkness and transported rather crudely and surreptitiously for the past three 
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days. Now, surrounded by so many healthy, vibrant, motivated hostas in a party 

atmosphere, she was almost sick to death. 

 "Hey, is anybody else here feeling seasick?" joked Komodo Dragon, fluttering his big 

dark green leaves to accompany his synth. A fully mature specimen, he dwarfed most of the 

other presents, with the exception of the Queen. His synth brought chuckles from only 

Striptease and Little Stiffy. Sea White Gold positively blanched. 

 While this hosta bantering transpired, a four piece band struck up dinner music 

while the guests dined on mostaccioli and shrimp with tangerine-basil sauce and bay 

scallop chowder, followed by choices from jumbo lump Chesapeake crab ravioli, calamari & 

chorizo meatballs, and pepper-cured yellowfin tuna. The maritime-themed feast had been 

specially prepared by the executive chef from a renowned restaurant in Rehoboth Beach, a 

few miles south, and when he suggested to the Captain's wife that blends from three main 

courses were perhaps too much, she replied, "Damn the torpedoes, party ahead!"  

 Award-winning wine, purchased from a local vineyard, flowed freely, so that by 

dessert, Cynthia, the bearer of Striptease, was now three sheets to the wind. She clanked 

her spoon against her wine glass so hard it risked breaking, and when the crowd had 

silenced, she rose unsteadily at her seat and lifted her glass. "I propose a toast to the 

Captain," she proclaimed.  

 "Old gardeners never die," she yelled out, "they just shpade away!" She wobbled as 

she lifted her glass again, teetered, and was guided back down into her seat by Jeff as the 

tent reverberated laughter. A gardener rose. 

 "Alfred Austin once said, 'Show me your garden and I shall tell you what you are,' 

and Captain, I think I speak for all of us when I say, your garden, dear friend, reveals a Mr. 

Big, a Cutting Edge, and Vim and Vigor all rolled into one." 

 The boaters, not to be outdone, commenced their birthday praises, too. Their gift-

buying forays had alerted them to the existence of hostas such as Captain Kirk and 

Delaware River, and they gamely worked in references during their homages. A Navy 

friend, down from Annapolis for the event, began his tribute with a salute and the comment 

that Salute was the only hosta he could find that expressed his feelings for the Captain. 

Calling him Invincible, he said: "We all have Great Expectations for a long, successful career 

ahead." That was when the Captain stood. 
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 "Friends," he said as he scanned the crowd, "I can't tell you how much it means to 

have you all here for this occasion. And Dorothy," he continued, now raising his glass to her, 

"you never cease to amaze me. Alice, Beth, my lovely daughters, great to have you back at 

home for the occasion." 

 "Having you all here for the birthday is the best celebration I could have asked for." 

He then paused, scanning the tent methodically, seeming to make individual eye contact 

with everyone present, including Demetrio. "I have an announcement," he finally 

continued. "I've been planning for some time now to make this day a double celebration. 

You see," he paused again briefly, "effective tomorrow, I am retired from the Pilot’s 

Association." 

 A collective gasp ensued, followed by buzzes at different tables. Why on earth would 

a guy who had made it into such a closed shop and risen through the ranks now leave this 

behind? "You can't mean this, Captain!" said the Navy buddy, and "You've got a long career 

still ahead," from one of the boaters. But the Captain smiled broadly, lifted his glass to toast 

his guests, and turned to the band to strike it up. 

 What could this mean? From the conversations Demetrio overheard, nobody 

seemed to know. From their place on the table, hostas offered their own muddled ideas. At 

some point during the evening, someone had left a hosta among them who remained silent 

during all the hosta banter: Illicit Affair.  

 

32 F.O.B. 
 "Ho! Maui Buttercups! Dat you?" 

 Chee. This must be the end. First they wrench me from my potting soil, then they shake 

off all the soil from my roots, wrap me in newspaper, drench the paper in water, and throw me 

in a dark box. Then for days—how many: Three? Four?—I'm being shuffled about in complete 

darkness, sometimes hot, sometimes freezing, until suddenly I see the light of day and get 

plunked into the ground. And now I'm obviously delirious and hallucinating, hearing voices. In 

Pidgin, no less! 
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 "Eh, 'Cups! HOWZIT!!" The emphs continued, louder than before, and somehow 

Maui Buttercups began to feel like they were coming from outside of her rather than self-

generated. 

 "K, den! Hoo, you all high maka maka. Li’dat! Bymbye you goin' get bachi!"  

 The emphs were real! She could not be making this up because this was definitely 

not Maui Pidgin. Maui Buttercups was not losing her mind! Somebody, or something, was 

reading her and telling her she was being uppity. She went to her roots and emphed as hard 

as she could—to determine where the emphs she was getting originated—and she synthed 

her leaves to the breeze and breathed deeply of the CO2, and slowly yet surely a big blue 

hosta nearby came into focus. 

 "Blue Hawaii? Dat you? Fo' real?" 

 "Garanz!" replied the big blue hosta, 

dropping his pretend attitude to supply 

some reassurance.  

 Chee, brah, I nevah wen reckanotice 

you!" exclaimed Maui Buttercups in a tone 

as bright as her foliage. 

 "'Ass cuz you stay all hamahjag afta 

da trip." 

 "What trip?" 

 "Da trip from da nursery, brah! You junkalunka fo' real! You F.O.B.!" 

 Maui Buttercups had been called a few things in her young life, but never "Fresh Off 

the Boat," and she took particular umbrage at this slur.  

 "Da nur-saaa-ry?! You fo' real??? You tink cuz I stay small, I one keiki. Sheesh brah, 

you wen tink wrong. And what boat? Wheah da boat? Stop lippin, you only trippin." 

 “No boat. Bigbrown." 

 "Bigbrown?" 

 "Das wot da humans call da truck wen delivah you. You fresh off bigbrown."  

 Maui Buttercups pondered this thought. So bigbrown was where she had been the 

last three or four days. K. The timing made sense. But why would humans subject hostas to 

                            H. ‘Blue Hawaii’ 
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the dark and cold and heat just to implant them? She'd have to emph broadly to the hosta 

patch as soon as she was feeling better, but for now the only emphs she could muster were 

to the hosta nearest her—big, beautiful, Blue Hawaii. 

 "Well, I not one keiki …". 

 "Nursery is wot da humans calls da place you wen stay da kine — cult-a-va-ted. 

Some hosta wen stay in da nursery mebbe tree, fo, five yeahs, brah!  Cuz no Gardeners want 

dem. You one lucky buttercup." 

 "Wuz nutting cult-a-va-ted 'bout dat place," emphed Maui Buttercups in return. “Had 

choke hostas, fo shuah, far as you could synth—ukumillion hostas! But not in da earth and 

not togeddah. We all stay separate, in pots, so no can emph to da uddahs. And all da 

humans, dey stay moving us around and sometimes foget to watah. Sheesh, da buggas treat 

you like just one numbah!" 

 Blue Hawaii knew this. All hostas bought in large-scale commercial nurseries knew 

this. Wuz one hard rite of passage. But Maui Buttercups was actually doing well, all tings 

considered. She wasn't showing any leaf breakage and the Gardeners had gotten her into 

the ground and watered within fifteen minutes of Bigbrown's arrival. She was perking up 

even as Blue Hawaii emphed, her bright yellow leaves regaining their pucker. 

 “Dis place not li ‘dat,” emphed Blue Hawaii. “Dis place mo bettah.” 

 "It is! It does! It gets better!" chimed in Gay Blade from a few yards away.  

 “All hostas go to gardens and all gardens go to goodness!” added So Sweet. 

 But Maui Buttercups had not yet established an emph range that enabled her to 

receive these words of encouragement. 

 "Why we wen need humans, anyways?" emphed Maui Buttercups. 

 "Hostas need Gardeners, 'Cups," emphed Blue Hawaii softly. Then he added, "Try 

wait fo July and 95 degrees in da shade and no rain in sight." 

 "Humans no can unnastan us." 

 "Can. " 

 "No can! At da nur-saaa-ry wuz one human knock one keiki hosta offa da table an I 

wen emph so loud, 'HO! Human! Pick up da hosta! Pick up da hosta or I goin give you dirty 

lickins!' But she nevah wen do nuttin, she nevah wen unnastan. " 
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 "K. Not all humans unnastan. But some do. Da humans heah at dis garden have one 

Gardener visit once a week, an he like one kumu to da uddah Gardeners. He teach em. An he 

unnastan emphs!" 

 "Oh! How you know dat?!" 

 "Cuz fo weeks an weeks whenevah dat buggah wuz heah, I wen emph special hahd 

fo him to send me one Maui Buttercups. Every time he stay neah.  

 Den one day, he stay talking story wit da Gardeners an he wen say, 'Well, you know 

a perfect companion for Blue Hawaii would be Maui Buttercups. They both have nice, thick 

leaves and good corrugation, and you'd probably find visitors comparing their cupping." 

 Blue Hawaii was emphing his English with heightened precision, imitating a 

hypercorrect English that he suspected would bring a rise from Maui Buttercups, and it did. 

The new arrival emphed a giggle that could be felt several yards away. "Blue Hawaii, you 

emph like one haole!" 

 Blue Hawaii giggled back and continued his emphing of "proper" English:  "And the 

colors would be a wonderful contrast, what with Blue Hawaii's intense deep blue and Maui 

Buttercup's stunning gold." 

 Maui Buttercups wiggled her leaves at that last comment, as if to demonstrate the 

veracity of the absent Gardener's assertion. 

 "Dis Gardener, he stay haole," continued Blue Hawaii, "but he not one DA KINE 

haole!" 

 "Fo ‘ Real? " 

 “Garans! How you tink you got heah?" 

 "Well …" 

 "You home, Maui Buttercups, you in da hale! You local again, back in da hosta 

ohana!" 

 Hmm. Maui Buttercups had to tink 'bout dat, indeed. If one human could unnastan 

emphs, could he also unnastan that the destiny of each is tied to all? 
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33 Rejoining Ayoka 
 Once Funky had deciphered the visionary puzzle that Unforgettable had presented, 

he began making plans. It was 1 a.m. on Thursday morning and he projected an alternative 

to the workweek, beginning with today. He was due to work at Cass and Gloria’s this 

morning, but their garden was pretty much up to snuff by now, and he could easily skip a 

week. He had two gardens scheduled for Friday, but they were each fairly straightforward 

and with long-standing clients who would understand. He was supposed to help at the 

Lewes Hosta Society’s stand at the Lewes Garden Tour that weekend as they sold donation 

hostas and recruited new members (the one-hosta revolution took many forms), but there 

were plenty of other members who could cover for him. Then on Monday he had Ray and 

Shirley, who would surely understand, and on Tuesday the gig at the office park. That was 

the only commitment that might be tricky, depending upon how the visit from Corporate 

had gone, but if push came to shove, he could get a friend to sub for him. Wednesday was 

scheduled to help a friend in an unexpected large installation, and though he could use the 

money, his friend could easily get someone to take that on. All of which gave him a whole 

week to make the trip to Ayoka’s, spend some time reconnoitering, and return. He fell back 

asleep and awakened at dawn feeling more energized than ever. 

 By 6 a.m. his truck was loaded with clothes, a sleeping bag and tent, a portable 

propane cooking stove, two coolers with perishables, and two more boxes of food. His 

thermos was filled with hot green tea and his stomach with oatmeal, and he was heading 

south toward the Chesapeake Bay Bridge Tunnel. He’d be in Norfolk by 10 a.m., he 

calculated, and from there he’d have a long drive due west until he reached Ayoka’s. If he 

couldn’t make it in one day, he’d find somewhere to pitch a tent and resume the trip the 

following morning. Meanwhile, as soon as it got to be a decent time, he’d call his clients to 

explain.  

 By 8:30 a.m. he was on the lower reaches of the Delmarva Peninsula and 

appreciating this still sparsely settled area of the East Coast. Route 113 was flat and mostly 

straight as a scape, a direct path cut through forests of loblolly pines, hickory, tulip poplar, 

gum, and sassafras. Towns were few and far between, and buzzards circulated overhead as 

they scanned tidy fields sown with corn or soybeans. Funky breathed fresh early summer 

air and brimmed with energy. He began calling his clients. 
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 He got Gloria and Cass’s voice mail, so he left a message that he hoped conveyed the 

necessity of this sudden departure and his assurance that it would be a one-and-only event. 

He also made a few suggestions for stuff they could do without him yet which they might 

not be thinking about, and he reminded them of the Garden Tour and the prospect of 

acquiring hostas. When he called Ray and Shirley, he was unsurprised to get their voice 

mail, as he was pretty sure they each had early commitments on Thursdays: Ray 

volunteered as a driver for Meals on Wheels and Shirley had meetings with the Delaware 

Center for the Inland Bays. He left a brief message asking them to cover for him at the 

Garden Tour this weekend and to please excuse him on Monday. The next call would be to 

the manager at the Office Park, and he had no idea what to expect. 

 He doubted that she would be in the office by then, and the number rang several 

times, then shunted him to voice mail. He began with “Hello, Ms. Seville. This is Herman 

Funk, and I’m calling to—” 

 The manager picked up. “Herman?!” she said. 

 “Yeah! Hey, look. I know it’s early, but I wanted to touch base with you about next 

week.” 

 “Well, I wanted to touch base with you, too. I had a long conversation with the 

district manager at Corporate yesterday, and he says the report on our landscaping was 

outstanding! He was all excited about the rain barrels and the plant nametags and 

everything! I’m getting a bonus!” 

 “Hey, that’s great, I’m so happy to hear that, and—” 

 “And one of the reasons I wanted to check in—well, two reasons, actually. The first 

is that I think I misrepresented our situation a little while the review team was here. I 

mean, I don’t know how much you overheard, but I think I didn’t give you enough credit, so 

I just wanted to apologize.” 

 “Oh, that’s not an issue—” 

 “But anyways, I DID elaborate to the district manager on how a lot of the ideas came 

from you, and how great you have been, and he asked me to ask you to get in touch with 

him. They have some other parks they’ll be doing soon, and he says he’d like you to bid on 

them! Isn’t that great?!” 

 “Well, yeah, it is—” 
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 “And I can help you with the numbers, if you like. Now that this visit is past and I 

talked with the manager, I think they’re going to be more expansive in the future budgets, 

so you can probably work in a better profit margin.” 

 “Well, this is great. I really appreciate it. I will definitely get in touch with him when I 

get back.” 

 “Back from where?” 

 “Oh, yeah, hey, that’s why I called.” He laughed softly, then continued, “Listen, I’ve 

been called out of town for several days, and I just wanted to check in with you for Tuesday. 

I can get one of my landscaping buddies to come out and check things out and do the 

watering and plant maintenance—” 

 “Oh, no worries. I can do that.” 

 “Are you sure?” 

 “I mean, if you tell me what to do.” 

 “Well, yeah, I could do that, and … that would be terrific. If you have a pen, I can give 

you a list, and I bet you could knock it all off in a couple of hours. Then the following week 

I’ll come through and hit everything a lot closer.” 

 “Shoot.” 

 Within five minutes, he had provided her with adequate instructions, and when he 

clicked off the phone, he was feeling better than ever about this trip. It seemed destined to 

happen, in more ways than one. 

 Within the hour he had driven down under the ocean, marveling at the engineering 

feat that had built this tunnel on the ocean’s floor, and he had emerged in Virginia. He drove 

west for another nine hours, munching on his provisions and stopping only for pit stops, 

until his human gas tank was on empty. Twilight was approaching, and he still had another 

five or six hours to go to reach Ayoka’s campground. He didn’t really want to arrive 

unannounced at such a late hour, so he decided to call it a day. A summer rain had blown in, 

and he was bushed, so he forewent hassling with finding a place to set up a tent and treated 

himself to an inexpensive motel room.  

 He found one with a national chain, and though the bed was decent enough, the 

windows couldn’t be opened and the closest he could get to fresh air was the AC that blew 

processed air with a loud hum. Nasty karma for sleeping, but he was so tired that he gave in 
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to the hum and let it lead him to sleep. During the night, though, the hum would change 

frequencies with loud thumps, jarring him awake. At least in my hut it's a hickory nut on the 

roof, he lamented during one spate. He felt psychologically trapped in this controlled 

environment, and when daybreak finally arrived he readily pulled himself from bed. He 

repacked his stuff and loaded it into the pickup truck, then he went to the breakfast room.  

Nearly every item in the place was unhealthy, either brimming with high fructose corn 

syrup or with preservatives and “natural flavoring”—the subterfuge code word for MSG. 

They did have boiled eggs and some fresh fruit, and he was able to stock his own thermos 

with green tea, enabling him to be on the road and leave this exercise in artificialized 

America in his wake by 9 a.m. 

 As he left the main roads and made his way toward Ayoka’s campground, he took in  

how much the terrain had changed. Suburban developments occupied spaces that had 

formerly been fields or woods, and some of the landmarks he sought to help him find his 

way were simply gone. But Ayoka had situated her campground next to a national forest, so 

as he drew near, the developments ceased and lightly wooded areas took over once again. 

Shortly before noon, he approached the entrance to the campground and found it to match 

his memory quite remarkably. There, carved into cedar wood planks that spanned the 

single-lane road, was the same sign he had known some fifteen years earlier: 

Happy Camper Happy Camping Campground 

Let us say that the key to peace lies close to the earth. 

       -Masanobu Fukuoka 

 He pulled over, parked his truck, and got out. Beneath the sign and by the side of the 

road, the sight that met his eyes affirmed the vista he had been visualizing during his trip: 

here and there, by rocks and under trees, nested in nooks or occupying small promontories, 

in single specimens or colonies of dozens, grew specimens the hosta Montana—Oba 

Giboshi—as far as his eye could see. At the base of the sign was a new planter holding a 

medium-sized hosta that Funky did not recognize—green centers with near white margins. 

Probably a sport of Montana, he said to himself. I’m sure she has a reason for putting this one 

here. 
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 Then, peering up the one-lane gravel road, he saw a silhouetted form perhaps fifty 

yards away that was unmistakable, even fifteen years since he had last seen her: Ayoka. At 

the moment his eyes focused on her, the woman turned to face him, offering him a glimpse 

of that flat tan face. It was indeed Ayoka. She lifted her right hand in the salute that was her 

trademark, and Funky lifted his in return. Funky left his truck and walked toward her. 

 "Funky. After all these years,” said Ayoka, proprietress of the Happy Camper Happy 

Camping Campground.  

 "Howdy, Ayoka. It’s good to see ya again."  

 He embraced her. He studied her face, a visage that defied racial profiling of any 

kind. Dark brown eyes peered from under blush melon lids that hinted at Asian heritage, 

while her large angular nose suggested any number of other possible gene pools. She had a 

habit during conversation of inhaling two quick bursts through that nose whenever she 

paused to find the right words, as if her olfactory system fed thinking and speech. She wore 

her silken hair very long, tied in the back and black as coal. Funky thought he perceived a 

few new seams of silver, but other than that, nothing seemed to have changed. It was quite 

remarkable. 

 "What brings you back after all this time, Funky?" 

 "Well, I wanted a break from the rat race and thought maybe you’d have a spare site 

where I could pitch my tent." 

 "There’s always an available site for you,” she replied, tilting her head and returning 

his gaze. “For how long?” 

 “Well, a few days, if that would work for you. I couldn’t take more than a week off 

from work, and it’s a two-day trip back home.” 

 “Still in Delaware?” 

 He nodded, scanning the grounds: The two vintage Streamline RV's still occupied 

the place over by the stream, but several new trailers now dotted the land between the 

stream and where he stood. The cluster of older trailers circled the ridge between the road 

and the forest beyond, and Ayoka's “naturalized” Quonset hut maintained the central 

position in the grounds. She had covered much of the roof and walls with sod, and she had 

sown it with flowering vines that were just pushing out buds here and there. The small yurt 

that served as campground office still stood next to it. Several tall evergreens that looked to 
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be hemlocks now encircled the west end of the grounds, and Funky remarked to himself 

that they had probably been tykes when he was last there. He thought back to that earlier 

time when he had come to the campground to sleep for a few days, but then ended up 

staying for many many moons. 

 As Ayoka told it, her mother was part Cherokee, a descendant of men and women 

forced to walk the Trail of Tears, and her father was a Japanese-American farmer who 

during World War II had been forced into internment at the camp in Jerome, Arkansas. 

They met after he was released, got married, and moved a bit north. A few years later they 

gave Ayoka to the world. Both of her parents were now permanent residents of the spirit 

world, and her tribute to them and to humanity more generally had been to set up the 

Happy Camper Happy Camping Campground as a place to nurture contact with the earth. 

One of her guiding thinkers was Masanobu Fukuoka, whose One-Straw Revolution had 

inspired her to eliminate pesticides and chemical fertilizers entirely from the Campground 

and to join a national network of herbalists and farmers committed to a return to 

sustainable cultivation. 

 "No more tears, no more internment, no poisoning the earth," she would 

occasionally say. And if a hosta aficionado was listening she would add with an enigmatic 

chortle, "But plenty Oba Giboshi!"  

 Standing next to her now, he 

glanced at the planter. “I notice a new 

resident,” he said to her, “but I’m afraid I 

don’t recognize it. A sport of Montana?” 

 “No,” she answered slowly. She 

started to say something, but then 

apparently thought better of it. “A gift from a 

friend,” she said. And she left it at that. 

 When Funky had first arrived there over a decade earlier, he took her to be a nut. 

Why on earth would someone plant dozens and dozens and dozens of only one variety of 

hosta, all over the place and without any rhyme or reason?  

                        H. montana 
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 "Maybe I didn't plant them, Funky," she replied when he first asked about it. "Maybe 

they just grew." As she spoke, she held his eyes in that steady, ancient gaze that she could 

muster seemingly at will. 

 Funky shrugged. After all, it mattered little to him. All he needed then was an 

inexpensive, low profile, out-of-the-way place to live quietly and recuperate for a while. She 

had a cheap trailer to rent, perfect for a low-budget hiatus, and so he had moved in.   

 She practiced native healing and could recite the names of plants and their 

properties with an uncanny scope and depth. Ayoka was a medicine woman in the ancient 

tradition, but some people in the region, he learned after his arrival, believed her to be a 

witch.  

 Sometimes he believed that, too. Like on that day when he was hiking a trail on her 

grounds that he had hiked only a week earlier, and he passed a clearing with a Montana 

sitting in it that he was certain had not been there the week before. 

 "Whenja put that hosta in?" Funky had asked. 

 "I didn't," she replied. And she held his gaze. 

 "Well, o.k.," he responded. Yet he doubted that any of the other residents of the 

Happy Camper Happy Camping Campgrounds had planted that hosta, and hostas certainly 

didn't just spontaneously generate in a clearing. Or at least back then he didn’t think they 

did. 

 And why hosta? Why would a medicine woman so knowledgeable about so many 

plants with medicinal properties maintain such a collection of plants that offered no 

healing properties? 

 "Healing comes in many forms, doesn’t it?" she replied when he posed the question.

 So she had been planting them. Funky resolved to catch her in the act, and so he 

would follow her from a distance when she set off on her gathering forays. But try as he 

might, he could never catch her planting. Once, he had even made an elaborate display of 

departing in his car, only to drive half a mile to a secluded glen where he parked, then 

backtracked on foot over land to position himself near her Quonset hut. He waited until she 

left with her basket in hand and paralleled her every move, watching her through 

binoculars from over a hundred yards away. She carried a trowel, but she used it only for 
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digging. He was sure of it. Once she stopped, turned her head enough that he could see her 

smile, and sniffed her two trademark sniffs. Then she looked skyward and laughed aloud.  

 When he returned to his trailer an hour later, he found a coffee can with some sprigs 

of herbs and leafy plants in it and a note: Soak one day, then steep in boiling water, let cool, 

and sip slowly. Good for the eyesight. 

 When he encountered her the next day, she smiled broadly. "How was your trip 

yesterday, Funky?" 

 "Fine," he replied.  

 She flashed him that inscrutable smile.  

 Once when he was in town buying some groceries, he overheard a couple of locals 

referring to her as a witch. Inexplicably, he found himself coming to her defense: "Don't 

criticize what you don't understand," he had said to them, startling the people and 

surprising himself. "I mean, she's a herbalist and a gardener and a healer, and that's it. 

Period." 

 He certainly couldn't know that for sure based on the few short months he had been 

sleeping there at that point, but he stated it with conviction, nonetheless. He couldn't 

explain his conviction—even to himself—but surely part of it came from their having 

bonded as gardeners and as hosta lovers. They would sit up around her campfire, drinking 

one of her infusions deep into the night, and talking plants. She informed him of the ancient 

practice of planting by the phases of the moon, and of weeding during the last quarter. She 

also helped him understand the gardener’s principle of planting in threes as going beyond 

the purely aesthetic—into the realm of metaphysics in which the triumvirate was also 

formed by earth, the heavens, and humans, channeling the spiritual. On occasion, she would 

steam some Giboshi shoots to nibble while they drank infusions and shared knowledge. 

When he told her of the incident in town, she thanked him for his support and brewed a 

celebratory infusion. After drinking it, Funky retired, went to sleep, and dreamed lucidly all 

night long. In his dreams he became a specimen of Oba Giboshi and lived an existence of 

perfect harmony with his environment, basking in the warmth of sunlight on his leaves and 

feeling the renewal that comes from sucking moisture from the soil. He felt a hum 

throughout his leafy existence that harmonized with a similar hum coming from hundreds 

of specimens of Montana surrounding him and communing with him. When he awakened 
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the next morning, he felt rested as he had not felt in years. He passed Ayoka on his way 

across the campground, and she glanced peacefully in his direction. In her glance he sensed 

her calm awareness of what had transpired in his sleep. 

 A month later, she returned the favor he had shown when he defended her in town. 

A car with out-of-state plates drove into her campgrounds and a tall man wearing 

expensive sunglasses got out and approached her. He asked if any of her renters fit Funky's 

description, which he detailed orally while showing her a photo. The description was pretty 

exact, as much as Funky could hear from the safety of his trailer, and it fit him to a T. 

 "No," he heard her reply. "I haven't seen anyone like that on my campgrounds." And 

the man had driven away. 

 And now Funky was back.  

 Ayoka led him to a campsite down by the stream. As it turned out, all of her regular 

campsites were full, but she had another spot a bit more removed that she reserved for 

special occasions, and she took Funky to it and left him to get settled. Within the hour he 

had unpacked his truck and set up his camp. The air was fresh and brisk, smelling of the 

mountains that lay beyond the campground. The water that flowed by his campsite was 

clear and cold. He walked along the rocks and boulders that formed its bank, until he found 

a place where he could jump from rock to rock to be nearly mid-stream. Sitting on this rock, 

close to the water, the stream was downright melodious. If he cocked his head at the right 

angle, he could almost make out words that lived within the sounds of water on stone. The 

mid-June sun was warm, and the boulder beneath him had become downright hot. Within 

minutes, he stripped off his clothes and plunged into the water. At once, his system reacted 

to the shock of the cold water. He breathed short deep gasps as he treaded water, and he 

could feel his scrotum tightening. Hoping that his body would soon acclimate, he 

breaststroked vigorously to prompt his body to send blood to the limbs. But as he swum 

out into the stream and away from the rocks, the water was really way too cold, so he 

turned course back toward his rock. 

 He found himself locked in the current, swimming harder and harder yet making no 

headway. Now his gasps came more frequently, and he sensed he was in serious trouble. He 

glanced about, wondering if he could go with the flow rather than fight it, but the current 

headed only into deeper water, away from the rocks. He struck out at an angle, his strength 
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ebbing away, and he was making slight headway to another set of rocks when he could 

stroke no longer. Feeling himself pulled under, he filled his lungs with air. He sank, but for 

only a couple of feet until he felt his foot touch a stone, thankfully. From there he was able 

to jump back up at an angle towards shore, getting his head above water for another 

lungful of air, until he sank again. Once again he landed on a rock, this one slightly 

shallower than the previous one, and he repeated his leap in the direction of more rocks. 

He gained the surface, sucked in more air, and then sank again. But this time he could feel 

the top of his head above water when he touched stone. With one more leap, his head 

remained fully out of water, and from there he made his way in fits and starts to a boulder 

he could climb. 

 Pulling himself up, he crawled fully out of the stream and onto the boulder, coughing 

up water and mucous. He rolled over and collapsed on his back, shivering violently, his 

body shaking beyond control. The rock warmed his body, and slowly his shivers subsided, 

as he welcomed the sun’s warmth into his torso and arms and face and legs. His gasps 

dissipated into short breaths then into controlled breathing, reversing the process of just a 

few short minutes earlier. He lay there a long time, thankful to be alive and feeling the sun 

return his bodily processes to normal. At some point, he slept, and eventually, he dreamt.  

 In his dream he was back at Elisabeth Burgess’s garden, and from the looks of it, it 

was after her departure. Her Inniswood still occupied its prized place, but around the 

perimeter by one fence, several holes were all that remained of a number of hostas that had 

disappeared with her. Funky found himself trying to remember which hostas those had 

been, but she had moved them around a lot over the years, and she had several dozen. That 

information was long gone from his gray matter. Still, his dreaming mind persisted, visiting 

each hole and attempting to visualize its former occupant.  

 But then the dream meshed with the present, and specimens of Montana began 

filling in those holes and sprouting up all over her yard. One of them was talking to him, it 

seemed, but he couldn’t understand it. 

 He awakened with a jolt. The sun had dropped below the trees opposite the stream, 

and now he was chilling again. He sat up and reached to brush back his hair. He felt a slight 

sting in his forehead, telling him that he had caught a sunburn while lying there on that 
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rock. He stood and made his way across the rocks and back to his clothes, dressed, and 

returned to his tent. 

 At the tent he found some ends of an aloe plant in a jute pouch pinned to the front 

flap, along with a piece of paper with Ayoka’s recognizable script. Aloe. Good for treating the 

skin. Dinner tonight? it read. Funky pulled the aloe from the baggy, squeezed its juices onto 

his hands, and then slathered his face, chest, arms, and legs. Had she known he was 

sunburnt? 

 He had brought with him were some homemade strawberry preserves. He set aside 

a jar to take to Ayoka as a gift. He had a six-pack of beer from Dogfish Head in Delaware, 

and he brought that, too. If I had known she was accepting hostas other than Montana, I 

would have brought along one of my seedlings, he said to himself, thinking of that variegated 

hosta at the entrance. How curious of her to plant one and only one hosta other than 

Montana.  

 When he arrived at the campfire next to her Quonset hut for dinner, Ayoka 

inspected his sunburn. “It’s not too bad,” she said. 

 “Howdja know I got it?” 

 “I didn’t! But folks who arrive this time of year have a tendency to think the sun isn’t 

as burning as it is.” 

 Funky told her the story of his scrape with drowning.  

 She cocked her head. “Is that the area where you can jump half way across the 

stream to that big rock?”  

 “Yes.” 

 “The currents are very treacherous there, and the river bed plunges to forty or fifty 

feet, I’ve been told.” Then she stared in the direction of the stream. “Be careful.” 

 Over dinner, Ayoka was her same old self: genial, generous, and inscrutable. She 

cooked a stew using young Montana shoots, to which she had added a number of tubers 

and strips of venison, and she kept refilling Funky’s soup bowl. Surprisingly, she accepted 

his offer of beer, and she nursed her bottle while Funky polished off three.  

 “So if I'da known you were planting hostas other than Oba Giboshi, I woulda brought 

you one of my seedlings,” said Funky at one point. “Now just which one is that out by the 

entrance?” 
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 “You mean you really don’t recognize it?”  

 “Kabuki?” That would have made sense, given her ancestry—and her comment that 

it had been a gift. Maybe a Japanese relative had brought it? 

 Ayoka’s smile went wide now. “Why Funky, doesn’t it stand to reason that a 

campground named the Happy Camper Happy Camping Campground should have a 

specimen of Happy Camper at its entrance?” 

 Funky snorted some beer up through his nose.  

 “Somebody registered a Happy Camper?” he said, shaking his head. “Of course.”  

Then he continued: “I tried to call you a few times, but I guess I just called at the wrong 

times, and I’m thinking you still don’t have an answering machine or voice mail?” 

 “They’re sending voices through the mail now?” 

 “No, it’s this new technology that…” Funky began, but then he caught the mirth in 

Ayoka’s eyes. 

 “What do people do if it’s an emergency?” he asked. 

 “If it’s an emergency, they’ll find a way to reach me,” she replied. Then she added: 

“Why? Did you have an emergency?” 

 “Well, in a manner of speaking. About a decade ago, a woman I worked for just up 

and disappeared. And for a while the police were holding me for questioning and theorizing 

that I had had something to do with her disappearance.” He was thinking of his dream out 

on the rocks. Why had Elisabeth's garden come to him here at the campgrounds? 

 “And you thought I could help?” 

 “No, not that so much as—well, yeah, I guess. I thought that talkin' to you might help 

me get centered. It was pretty hairy there for a while.” 

 “And you got centered without me.” 

 This woman is as wise as the earth is old, Funky thought to himself. Then he blurted: 

“Her name was—or is—Elisabeth Burgess. Did she ever stay here?” 

 “Funky, you know my nondisclosure policy.” 

 “Then she DID stay here!” 

 “I was answering your request about someone who might—or might not—have 

stayed here,” she replied evenly.  

 “Do you know anything of her whereabouts?” 
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 “Funky, for someone who has in the past relied upon the kindness of strangers on 

occasion, you are being strangely insistent this evening.” 

 “I just wanna find out if she's o.k. In addition to working for her, I liked her, and we 

shared a love for hostas. It was really strange that she just took off like she did without 

even a word.” 

 “What makes you think that this woman came here?” 

 Funky opened a fourth beer and recounted his recent experiences with hearing 

words come out of hostas and the peculiar lucid dreaming he had had next to 

Unforgettable. As he described the series of images that he had seen and his ensuing 

solving of this “puzzle,” Ayoka laughed aloud, gazing at the sky and breathing in deep 

breaths through her nose as she did. 

 “So you have progressed to hosta-induced visions,” she said finally. “Good for you, 

Funky.” 

 That was the damdest thing about her. Her comments were invariably delivered in a 

voice that left Funky wondering if she was sincere or jesting. And because he held her in 

such high esteem, any hint that she might be jesting about occurrences that to him were 

mortally serious was unsettling. 

 “Have you ever heard the expression ‘the destiny of each is tied to all’?” he asked. 

 Ayoka’s smile softened. “Where did you hear that?” 

 “It’s one of the things the hostas said to me.” 

 Now her smile dissipated entirely and she looked him square on: “Then you have 

been selected.” 

 “Selected? By whom? And how? And for what?” 

 “Those are questions you will have to answer yourself.” 

 “But—” Funky hesitated, trying to formulate another query.  

 “No buts about it,” laughed Ayoka, rising from her seat and slapping her butt. “It is 

late, my hosta friend, and you will be here for several days, right? We shall dine together 

again.”  

 With that she turned and headed to her Quonset hut. A few paces in, she stopped 

and said, “Funky, when you suffered that fall as a child and woke up under your mother’s 

hostas—" 
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 “Yeah?” 

 “Do you know what variety it was?” 

 “Totally. It was Blue Angel.” 

 “Blue Angel!?” replied Ayoka. She nodded to some unseen force to her left. “Then it 

must be so.”  

 She turned and walked to her hut, leaving Funky alone by the fire. He finished his 

last beer and the last of the stew—he had had four heaping bowls—then he grabbed his 

Coleman lantern and headed to his tent. 

 That night, he dreamed he was back in Elisabeth’s garden once again. But this time, 

the Montana hostas that had been in and out of the vacant holes after her disappearance 

were nowhere to be found. Instead, his dream sent him a clear picture of Happy Camper. 

 That was it! he said to himself as he awakened from the dream. The Happy Camper 

specimen at the entrance had been given to Ayoka by Elisabeth. She had brought it from 

her garden, and she had stayed here, and Ayoka must know of her current whereabouts. He 

would press her at tomorrow’s dinner. 

 But when Funky went by Ayoka’s hut the following day, she was nowhere to be 

found. He went over to the yurt next to it that served as campground office and poked 

around a bit. He found some fliers for organic gardening groups, lists of herbal treatments 

and research documenting them, some ecological guidebooks to the region, and a few 

brochures from Compassion and Choices. He picked up one of each piece of literature, and 

he rang a Japanese bell that hung over the counter. A young woman emerged and said that 

Ayoka had been called away, and she wasn’t sure when she would return.  

 Funky hadn’t planned for this: Time on his hands and none of his books and 

literature available. Ayoka kept a modest library in the yurt for the use of campers, so 

Funky spent some time looking through the holdings, discovering a number that he had 

read while there the first time: the Tao Te Ching, Mark Plotkin’s Tales of a Shaman’s 

Apprentice, various books by Richard Evans Schultes, and a biography of Jean-Baptise 

Lamarck, the biologist whose ideas had influenced Darwin. He borrowed these books and 

took them back to his tent. Maybe he’d just treat this like a vacation and get some R&R 

while awaiting Ayoka’s return. 
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 He had also brought some cannabis, and he spent a couple of afternoons smoking 

mother nature and exploring the nature around his tent. There was a grove of Montana not 

too far away, and he marveled at its composition: individual specimens were growing in 

and around scattered rocks in such a way that he assumed a landscaper’s precision eye. He 

smiled and remembered his certainty that Ayoka had been planting the hostas during his 

earlier visit.  

 Now that certainty seemed misplaced. He approached the grove quietly, 

appreciating its beauty with every step and from every angle, until he reached the nearest 

specimen of Montana. He dropped to his knees and leaned in to see if it had anything to say 

to him, but heard nothing. He moved to the one next to it and repeated the same process, 

then to another. None of these hostas were talking to him—at least not now. 

 He returned to the rock where he had almost lost his life and peered into the deep 

waters beyond. The concern that Ayoka had shown when he told her about his nearly 

drowning had been remarkable; she was without a doubt the most unflappable person he 

knew, and even the slightest glance conveyed volumes. She had also been very influenced 

by Buddhism, and she rarely displayed fear, so the look in her eye had been surprising. Her 

concern about the waters there seemed to go beyond even Funky’s safety to something 

bigger—some animist principle having to do with stone and water?  

 Funky had questions about this place and her behavior and scores of others that he 

wanted to discuss, yet by the end of Funky’s stay, Ayoka was still absent. He left his mailing 

address and phone number with the young woman at the reception, in the event that Ayoka 

should want to reach him. Then he drove his truck out under the sign that announced the 

Happy Camper Happy Camping Campground to return to Delaware with more questions 

than he had had upon arrival. But at least he had renewed contact, and at least he had a 

lead on Elisabeth Burgess in the cultivar of Happy Camper. 

 

34 After the Party 

 The Captain’s birthday party extended way into the night. The grounds had been 

festooned with colorful shoji lamps and citronella burning torches, and after dinner the 
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guests had spread out from the tent where they dined and wandered the property, 

admiring hostas in various degrees of light or in no light at all. When friends from the 

Captain’s boating community pressed him for details or to reconsider his decision, he 

responded flatly that the decision was already made and he was looking forward to his 

adventures in gardening. He provided no further details. 

 The hosta friends, far fewer than the boating friends, found his decision to be 

perfectly understandable. Why wouldn’t someone able to retire and take up gardening as a 

full-time pursuit as early as age fifty not do so? David, Eric, and Margaret, Demetrio's new 

hosta friends, had gathered at Demetrio’s bar, and they were discussing the standout 

hostas in his collection.  

 “He has an intuition for landscaping that’s uncanny,” said David. “Just look at that 

Big John surrounded by the grove of Francee over there. It's gorgeous.”  

 "I think maybe it is T Rex rather than Big John," offered Demetrio. 

 "Nah, that's gotta be a Big John," David replied. He walked over the massive hosta 

and bent down to read the tag. "Damn!" He called back to them. "Howdja know?" 

 "Well, Big John's leaves are not quite so …" Demetrio paused, looking for the word, 

which Margaret supplied.  

 "Floppy?" 

 "Yes!" 

 "And that specimen of Winter Snow to the side of it is almost as big!" Now it was 

Eric's turn, as he called attention to a mound of enormous chartreuse leaves rimmed in 

white. 

 Demetrio chuckled and Eric whipped his head in his direction. "Come on, Demetrio. 

That has to be Winter Snow." 

 "I think maybe Parhelion instead." 

 Eric walked over to the big hosta, read it's nametag, and laughed heartily. 

 "You are too much!" he cried back. 

 "Winter Snow's leaves are just a little more heart-shaped," explained Demetrio.  

 The men in the threesome having lost the "guess that hosta" game to Demetrio, 

heads naturally turned to Margaret.  
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 "Well, there's nothing else close enough to talk about, except for that row of Salute 

over there,” she said, “which by the way works perfectly in a rambling row like that, with 

the little minis in front of it.” 

 “Well,” said Demetrio, "it does look 

very much like Salute, but I think maybe 

Cutting Edge."  

 Margaret stiffened, whereupon 

David threw his weight on Demetrio's 

side: "I think he's right." 

 Margaret walked over to the row of 

hostas, checked their nametags, then 

turned and smiled. “Cutting Edge it is!” she 

called back, shaking her head. 

 “How could you tell from this far away?” Eric asked. 

 “Well the Salute is a little more …” Demetrio pulled his hands together and pointed 

his fingers aloft while searching for the word in English, “vertical?” Heads were nodding, so 

he continued, and Cutting Edge is a little more—” 

 “Folded?” suggested David. 

 “Keeled,” came the voice of the Captain from behind. He had made his way to this 

group, and now they all turned in his direction. “Warren Pollock says that it’s not folded but 

keeled, which is one of the reason I placed them in front of Sails Ho.” 

 The hosta enthusiasts stared mutely, so he elaborated: “My boat is a KEEL boat,” he 

laughed. 

 This was hostaholicness in overdrive, and the group set about trying to guess the 

identities of the minis in front of the Cutting Edge hostas.  

 “They look like Chartreuse Wiggles,” said Eric, “but I don’t see the connection.” 

 “Almost,” prompted the Captain. 

 As the three of them tried to solve this name puzzle, heads turned one by one 

toward Demetrio. Then the Captain’s did too.  

 “It looks a little thicker than Chartreuse Wiggles,” he offered. “But—” 

                               H. ‘Salute’ 
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 “Damn, you’re good,” said the Captain, then he answered the quiz: “it’s another 

Seaver introduction called Sea Wiggles.” 

 “Ah!” came a collective sigh. 

 It was going on 2 a.m., and people were starting to take their leave. The crowd at the 

bar dissipated, and soon Demetrio found himself standing alone. In the distance he could 

see the Captain talking with the guy who had brought him the specimen listed as Sea White 

Gold. Demetrio hadn’t heard of this one, but the Captain’s reaction told him there was 

something exceptional going on. Now the Captain was waving his arms in the air, almost as 

if he were angry—or at least very agitated. The man wheeled and walked to the driveway, 

got into a car, and drove away. 

 The Captain made his way back to the bar. “It’s time to close up, Demetrio. One more 

margarita,” he said. “And have one yourself.” 

 “Maybe just a cerveza,” answered Demetrio. “I’m driving.” 

 “You really know your hostas, don’t you?” he asked. 

 “Oh, a little—” 

 “A lot, I’d say. Where did you learn?” 

 “Oh, here and there. I’ve worked in some nurseries,” answered Demetrio, leaving it 

general. 

 “Do you do any work as a gardener?” 

 “Oh, si! he replied. “That’s my main line of work.” 

 “Well,” continued the Captain, “I’ve got fifty new hostas to plant, and I’m going to 

need an assistant. You interested?” 

 “Claro que si!” answered Demetrio. “I would welcome such an opportunity.”  

 “Perfect. Come by sometime tomorrow and we can talk some terms.” He extended 

his hand, shook Demetrio’s, and then weaved his way back to the house. 
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35 A Human Emph? 

 It was a fine day for hostary class in Ray & Shirley’s garden, and hostas far and wide 

were sharing their latest updates on soil conditions, water, backchannel information from 

fauna and flora, and the like. Halcyon shared a short report on the value of oakleaf 

hydrangeas as parasols, and Niagara Falls had an update on behavioral patterns of homo 

sapiens, some of which left impressions in the earth, which was deemed noteworthy. Royal 

Standard addressed the challenges of transplantation and also shared an inter-species 

communiqué from Hachenochloa on life by the mailbox. When this sharing of news was 

complete, Royal Standard extended his facilitatorship to undertake an issue that had been 

on several hostas’ crowns: Earth Angel’s inability to access the Creation hostary. 

 Try as she might, Earth Angel had been inexplicably unable to access part of the 

hostary that was most fundamental to the entire hostary archives (and they were vast). On 

several occasions she had tried to join others in this collective vision that was the Creation 

hostary, but while all the other hostas got swept up into it, Earth Angel had been left vision-

less. Today the hostas were determined to help her get over this hurdle, and Royal 

Standard had agreed to lead their efforts. 

 “O.K., you hostas,” he emphed, “Listen up.” The soft earth vibration that always took 

form when hostary class was in swing could be felt. 

 Royal Standard then emphed loudly: “Whadda we wanna see?” 

 “Creation!” came a chorus. 

 “When do we wanna see it?” 

 “Now!” 

 “Whadda we wanna see?” he emphed still louder. 

 “Creation!” came an even louder chorus. 

 “When do we wanna see it?” repeated Royal Standard, his emphs at maximum 

volume. 

 The hostas’ second response moved the earth like a 300 cc tiller: “Now!” 

 “Very funny,” emphed Earth Angel. “Guys, I just don’t get it and it’s no big deal, o.k.?” 

 “All hostas go to gardens and all gardens go to goodness,” emphed Crepe Suzette, 

hoping that this incanting of a hosta mantra might help set up the mise en scene. 
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 “Crepe, ma belle, I appreciate the emph,” returned Earth Angel, “but I’m beginning to 

think I’m just not the visionary type.” 

 “Mais Earth Angel,” responded Crepe Suzette,  “parfois dans la vie il faut simplement 

attendre que le moment propice arrive. Et on ne laisse jamais tomber le morale, mon ange.”  

 “Can somebody translate that?” 

emphed Hillbilly Blues. 

 “She said that sometimes you just 

gotta wait for the right moment, and 

Earth’s an angel and she shouldn’t give 

up,” offered Déjà Blu. “Until the cows 

come home.” 

 “Jamais,” corrected Crepe 

Suzette. 

 “She should never give up,” emended Déjà Blu. 

 Then he added a mantra: “Earth Angel, the destiny of each is tied to all.” 

 The vibration that had been coursing through the ground strengthened to a 

veritable hum throughout the entire garden as this central principle of hostary resonated 

through all. 

 “As earth is our mother, we must help one another,” came another hostary mantra 

from the far reaches of the garden.  

 A wave of soothing yet stimulating energy swept across the beds. Caught up in this 

collective enthusiasm, Earth Angel emitted a strong emph: “Half the interest of a garden is 

in the constant exercise of the imagination!” 

 The general hum abated. 

 “You overheard that one as human talk from Funky, right?” asked Royal Standard. 

 “No,” responded Earth Angel. “Emph.” 

 “Emph?!” 

 “Yes, emph.” 

 Sister Betty intervened: “Girl, you’re just all mixed up 'cause he sings to you.” 

                                H. ‘Hillbilly Blues’ 
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 That was a fact. Funky regularly channeled the Penguins whenever he was tending 

to Earth Angel: “Ear-Ear-Earth Angel, Earth Angel, Will you be mi-ine? My darling dear, love 

you all the ti-ime …” he would sing. Earth Angel had been enduring good natured ribbing 

from her fellow hostas: “Hey Earth, are you two gonna take it to the next level?” or “Earth to 

Angel: Check out what Funky is doing over there with Love Pat.” 

 It was true that this serenading produced a sensation in Earth Angel’s leaves that 

she had never felt from synthing alone, but when Funky had pronounced one of his favorite 

maxims in the garden just recently, Earth Angel had received it loud and clear not as human 

talk nor as synth but as an emph, a claim that she now stuck by “down to the furthest end of 

my fibrous root tips,” she insisted. 

 “Fibrous root tip, shed the ego trip,” blurted Alligator Shoes. 

 “It’s not an ego trip—cross my crown and hope to be eaten by slugs,” answered 

Earth Angel. “You all know that Funky loves us all equally.” 

 That was for sure. Each and every hosta in this garden had felt the love and caring 

that he extended unconditionally. 

 “So why does he sing only to you?” persisted Alligator Shoes. She held her leaves like 

so many pointed toes, tapping impatiently as she awaited the answer. 

 “He sings to me,” interjected Stardust. 

 “And to me,” added Unforgettable. She had been in the garden long enough at this 

point that she could pick up emphs from just about everyone and send them effectively, 

too. 

 “He sings to me, too,” emphed Barbara Ann from her position over a hundred feet 

away. “His falsetto needs work, though—” 

 “Me, too,” added Dream Weaver. Then he shifted into a Funky-fied emph: “I have just 

closed my eyes again, climbed aboard the Dream Weaver traa-aainn.” Hostas all across the 

garden chuckled at his imitation, and he stopped and reflected: “Ray was saying Funky was 

‘wacko’ after that one, and that was before he started ‘hearing voices’.” He used his big 

green and yellow leaves to form air quotes. That one brought laughs from all the hostas.  

 “Wait a minute—‘wacko/good’ or ‘wacko/bad’,” asked Royal Standard, who was 

struggling to keep up with crownal note taking. Hostakind everywhere was developing a 

hostary base on the human use of irony, and it was proving a challenge. 
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 “I think it was ‘wacko/good,’ ‘cause he was smiling when he said it to Shirley, and 

she ended up doing some singing, too.” 

 There ensued a general discussion of the phenomenon of singing as a human trait. 

This practice had challenged hosta knowledge for centuries. They had figured out 

songbirds and their lovely music employed to signal availability to members of their own 

species and territorial claims to competitors, and they were particularly fond of the songs 

of wood thrush at twilight, as that usually portended the birds’ hopping through the garden 

and gobbling up slugs. But hostas still hadn’t sussed out human singing.  

 A few among them thought that it was an outcome of grow lights. Many of the hostas 

had experienced grow lights while in the nursery, and those who were planted near Ray 

and Shirley’s living room reported that the two Gardeners bathed themselves in an eerie 

blue light nearly every evening. Perhaps that was what caused it? After all, Shirley was a 

really good singer.  

 “Yeah,” said Blue Mouse Ears while wiggling his little round leaves for emphasis, 

“but Ray can’t carry a tune in a two-gallon bucket.” Hosta snickers welled up once again as 

another hypothesis was dispelled. 

 “OK, this is good triangulation,” emphed Royal Standard in an attempt to refocus the 

conversation. “So we’ve established that he sings to more than one of us, but not to 

everyone. Stardust, Unforgettable, Barbara Ann, Dream Weaver—have you felt anything 

like an emph from him?” 

 Stardust and Barbara Ann shook their leaves “no.” Dream Weaver shrugged 

ambivalently. Unforgettable was less decisive. “Well,” she emphed after a few seconds, “not 

really emphs, but I did enter into vision inducement with him, and when he came out of it 

he invoked the Creation vision.” 

 “You were able to induce visions in a human!?” probed Royal Standard. 

 “Yeah. Quite easily, in fact.” 

 “We should report this out beyond our garden,” emphed Royal Standard. “I’ve never 

heard of this happening before, and hostakind everywhere should be called upon to 

triangulate.” Then he focused on Unforgettable. “What exactly happened?” 

 “Well, I was following up on Victory’s guiding and walking him through images of 

hostakind grounded in an Oba Giboshi hostary—" 
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 “Oba Giboshi? Why Oba Giboshi?” 

 “Hmmm,” emphed Unforgettable. “I’m not really sure about that. Once inducement 

was underway, his spirit played a hand, too, and that’s just where the visions went.” 

 Royal Standard was making crownal notes to use when he sent this news out to all 

of hostakind. “And then what happened?” 

 “And then Ray played a prank on him—” 

 Snickers abounded through the garden once again. The hostas appreciated Ray’s 

pranks even more than the humans did, it sometimes seemed.  

 “Shhh!” Royal Standard curtailed them. “This is serious. And then?” 

 “And then he sat up and emphed, ‘Shoots!’” 

 At that the earth trembled, and every hosta in the patch—Earth Angel included—

found themselves witnessing the Creation hostary: Super Nova-bright sky. Receding 

glaciers. Thunder and lightning. Rain. Sun. Hosta shoots issuing forth from Mother Earth. 

 But in this version, there on the distant horizon appeared a form that looked 

distinctly like homo sapiens. 

 “So that’s the Creation hostary!” Earth Angel exclaimed. 

 All eyes turned to her. “Normally, Earth Angel,” said Royal Standard, “no humans 

appear in the Creation hostary. They don’t come into the picture for a few millennia.” 

 “Well, don’t look at me,” countered Earth Angel. “It was Unforgettable who invoked 

this Creation hostary.” 

 “Actually,” corrected Unforgettable from across the way, “I was just channeling 

Funky.” 

 Royal Standard was making more crownal notes. He had a lot to report out to 

hostakind everywhere. 

 

36 Twisted Sister, R.I.P. 

 During his return trip home, Funky had a lot of time to ponder the recent events at 

the Happy Camper Happy Camping Campground. Rereading the Tao Te Ching had renewed 

his commitment to a virtuous path through life, and he was intrigued in particular by a 
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chapter that someone had circled: “In the beginning was the Tao. All things issue from it; all 

things return to it. To find the origin, trace back the manifestations. When you recognize 

the children and find the mother, you will be free of sorrow.” Could it have been Ayoka who 

circled this passage? He was pretty sure whom she considered to be the “mother,” as 

“mother earth” was a term that she used quite frequently, and in retrospect, it had been she 

who had made this expression one that Funky used quite a bit, too. Who, then, were the 

children and what manifestations might they assume? 

 For Ayoka, the entire plant kingdom no doubt formed the children in one way or 

another, in particular those plants that, when used by humans, healed or pointed the way. 

Her books on ethnobotany that chronicled the alarming rate at which indigenous peoples' 

knowledge of plants and their properties was being exterminated—with the obvious 

implication that the world was losing knowledge that might one day prove vital to the very 

existence of the species and which Big Pharma could never reproduce—certainly would 

confirm that all plants are children to be nurtured. Yet Ayoka’s ongoing and mysterious 

relationship with Oba Giboshi surely indicated that she considered them “children” of 

special status. Were manifestations of hosta Montana somehow more significant than 

manifestations of other hostas? Funky would have to do some work on hosta lineage. 

 Then there was the One-Straw Revolution, Masanobu Fukuoka’s compelling treatise 

against large-scale farming and the poisoning by pesticides that accompanied it. The 

revolution began with just one straw leveraged according to time-honored practices that 

conceptualized farming as part of an ecological whole, fostering what Fukuoka called 

“principled desire.” His writing had been the inspiration for Funky’s own “one-hosta 

revolution”: Recruit every gardener possible to put just one hosta in their garden, and the 

seed of principled desire would have been planted. One hosta would lead to another, and 

when non-gardeners visited, hosta beauty would plant a desire to take up gardening 

themselves, which could only be a good thing. Now words of Fukuoka that he had recently 

reread reverberated in Funky's head as he drove home: “An object seen in isolation from 

the whole is not the real thing.” Could this principle have anything to do with Elisabeth 

Burgess? Was there some “whole” that the initial frenzy with her disappearance and the 

recent resurgence in conjecture was missing? 
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 When he finally arrived home late on Wednesday evening, he had lots of notes to 

himself on stuff to follow up on, and although he still did not know the whereabouts of 

Elisabeth (or even if she still lived), he felt a calm certainty that this trip had been 

enormously beneficial to him in many, many ways. He slept a sound and restful sleep, and 

at 9 a.m. the next day, he pulled into the driveway of Gloria and Cass energized and ready to 

go. 

 The image he got of Cass when he swung open the gate to the side yard was just the 

opposite. She sat on one of those cheap plastic lawn chairs, slumped forward, her forearms 

on her thighs and her hands clasped loosely together. Her short hair tumbled down to 

conceal a face aimed at the ground, and when Funky approached she lifted her head to 

reveal a visage that seemed as if it had aged five years with just one week’s passing. 

 “Hey, Cass!” Funky called. “You o.k.?” 

 She was sitting precisely where she had been when the two of them had had that 

provocative discussion of a “paradigm” a couple of weeks earlier. In front of her, it seemed 

from a distance, was a hole where the hosta Paradigm used to be planted. Funky took a few 

steps toward her, and as he advanced he noticed that there was a small hole where one of 

the Twisted Sisters had been planted, too. Copernicus was lying beside Cass, and he batted 

his tail against the ground as Funky approached. 

 “Not so much,” she responded as he drew near. 

 “What’s goin' on?” Funky asked. He gave Copernicus a pat on the head and fished a 

dog biscuit from his pocket, passing it to him. 

 “Well, it’s a long story. Good to see you again, by the way.” She leaned her torso 

upright until her back touched the back of the chair. 

 “Good to see you, too. What’s up with the holes? Is Copernicus acting up?” 

 Cass studied his face as if seeking some clues of her own, her gaze full of inspection, 

for a good five seconds. Then she smiled to herself and some youth returned to her 

countenance. “It’s a long story,” she said. “Pull up a chair.” 

 Funky positioned the other plastic chair just where it had been two weeks earlier. 

The hole at the third point of the triangle where Paradigm had previously lived felt to him 

like it was sucking on his gut. 

 “Did you come by here any time last week?” she asked. 



 

Hosta Seizure © 2013 by Jim Henry 

 

144 

 Funky was puzzled, and it must have shown on his face. “Because we were out of 

town for a few days—until last Wednesday night—and when we got your voice mail it 

sounded like you were already traveling.” 

 “Yeah. I was in lower Delmarva by the time I called.” 

 “And you didn’t come by anytime before that?” 

 “No. Why?”  

 “I knew it,” she said, her eyes leaving Funky’s and drifting to the fence. She remained 

quiet a few seconds and Funky watched a brief pang of pain cross her face.  

 “When we got back last Wednesday night, one of the Twisted Sisters had been 

stolen,” she said. “Did you notice?” 

 “Well, I saw the hole—” 

 “And right away, Gloria started in on how she was sure it was you, ‘cause you had 

been harping on it, and you never liked her anyway, and—” 

 “That’s not true.” 

 “That’s what I said. I just knew you were someone who would never steal.” 

 “That’s not what I meant. I mean, I meant that it’s not true that I never liked her. I 

just never seemed to be able to connect with her. And you’re right. I wouldn’t steal a potato 

if my life depended on it. It’s just not my way.” 

 “So then when I said that,” continued Cass, “she started in on my flirting with you—” 

 “Flirting?!” 

 “I know. I wasn’t. And you weren’t. And you knew that and I knew that, but I think 

maybe because you and I were on the same wavelength for so much stuff, it made Gloria 

jealous.” 

 “But . . . aren’t you guys . . .?” 

 “Yes, we are. Or we were. Or—I don’t know what to think about anything anymore,” 

she said quietly. She took a deep breath and was silent for a few moments. 

 “That’s what that crack about my having a crush on Ryan Zimmerman was about,” 

Cass continued. “I used to date guys, and every now and then Gloria would pull that one out 

and hold it over me.” She pulled her lips into a tight line. 

 “So her accusing me of having a crush on you was in that same category. Some days 

if I’d even smile at the guy at the bank window she’d start in.” She took another breath. 
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 “So anyways, when I said that I was sure that you would never take one our hostas, 

she got more agitated than I’ve ever seen her, going off on a tangent that I’ve come to know 

all too well but even more intense. And when we got your voice mail the next day, she went 

ballistic. “See!” she said. “There’s proof. He took it and he’s gonna sell it on the black 

market. I’ll bet we never see him again.” 

 “So I don’t know what possessed me, but I just called her on it. I said, ‘O.K., Let’s bet.’ 

I’ve never bet anyone anything in my life, so I had no idea what I would say when she said 

‘how much?’ or whatever, but she came back with ‘I’ll bet you something. How about my 

half of the mortgage on this place?’” Once again, Cass looked to the fence, shaking her head. 

 “I’m so sorry to hear this,” said Funky. 

 “It’s been building,” said Cass. “And it’s totally not about you. That was just a 

pretext.” Then she looked back at the hole in front of them and age crept back into her face. 

Very quietly, she added, “One of my friends told me recently that Gloria’s been sleeping 

around.” 

 Funky said nothing, figuring that he had already said all he could. After a few 

moments, Cass turned to him and said, “How much would that hosta even bring on the 

black market?” 

 “Oh, forty or fifty bucks, tops. I mean, I’ve never really heard of a black market for 

hosta per se, but those were kinda small specimens, and my guess is that they're not as rare 

now as they were a few years back. So if you came up on one in a nursery at that size, 

somethin' like that.” 

 Cass shook her head again. “So then it totally was a pretext,” she re-affirmed, as 

much for herself as for Funky. 

 “I don’t think it was stolen.” 

 “Well, it’s gone,” said Cass. 

 “Yeah, come take a look.” He led her back to the spot where the hosta had been. 

There was a hole about four inches across where the crown had been, but in addition to 

that hole, there were two other smaller holes to each side, perhaps an inch and a half wide.  

 “Voles,” said Funky. 

 “Moles?” 
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 “No, voles—their evil cousins. They burrow under mulch or use mole canals or any 

other way to sneak up on hostas and eat 'em from underneath. I’ve never seen 'em eat a 

whole hosta lock, stock, and barrel, but it coulda happened over a few days, since you guys 

weren’t around to notice.” 

 Cass bent down and inspected the holes. The vole hole was to the right of the 

Twisted Sister that had been eaten, less than eight inches from the crown of the Twisted 

Sister that had been left behind. “Well,” she said, “this explains why Copernicus has been 

focused on these holes. The poor guy—his arthritis has gotten so bad he can barely walk. 

But he keeps making his way over to these holes and sniffing.” Her dog had limped along 

behind the two of them, and he was now nuzzling around the bigger hole and the two 

smaller ones. Cass watched for a moment, then said “But why just this hosta?” 

 Funky shrugged. “Lucka the draw. Believe me, you’re not the first. I’ve heard horror 

stories of voles eatin' up dozens of hostas at a clip. The more they eat, the more they 

multiply, and the more they eat—” 

 “Ugh!” said Cass. “What can we do?” 

 “Well, if Copernicus was younger, he probably would've caught 'em by now. But I 

think maybe his vole catching days are over.” Funky dropped to one knee and hugged the 

dog. “There are options. You could poison 'em by throwing some pellets down the hole, but 

just make sure they go down far enough that Copernicus can’t get to them. Or you could set 

traps for 'em—just like mousetraps. A little bit of peanut butter and apple and within a day 

or two, you’ll have your culprit.” 

 “I’ll get one today and bait it,” said Cass. Then, glancing back to the two plastic chairs 

they had just vacated, she said, “how much does a Paradigm cost?” 

 “That wasn’t voles,” said Funky. 

 “I know. It was Gloria,” answered Cass. “She went into a rage and packed all her 

clothes, saying that this ‘wasn’t working anymore.’ Then she came out and dug up the 

Paradigm and shoved it in a pot, and she threw everything in her car and just drove off.” 

 “Cass, I am so, so sorry to hear this. Don’t worry about the Paradigm. I’ll replace it.” 

 “That’ll just spark more jealousy, I’m sure, if—” 

 “Or just lemme know. I’ll ask around at my suppliers to see if there’s a nice specimen 

out there.” 
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 “Actually, please do that,” said Cass, some resolve in her voice. “I want to replace it.” 

 “Are you gonna be o.k.?” Funky asked. He knew that both women lived full time in 

Washington, commuting to this second home in Lewes on weekends and more frequently 

in the summer, and he didn’t know if Cass had any local friends who might be of help in 

such a troubling situation. That was part of the reason he had suggested that they attend 

the Lewes Garden Tour—to get to know some local folks interested in gardening. 

 “Oh, yeah. I’ll be fine,” said Cass, shaking her head, “but right now I kinda feel like the 

rug has been pulled out from under me.” 

 So did Twisted Sister. She had received the first emphs of distress from her Twisted 

Sister a few days earlier, followed by louder and louder complaints of pain, and then 

screams of overwhelming suffering, and then anger and accusations, and then loud cursing 

at the whole garden—while Twisted Sister could do nothing but witness, unable to help. It 

was true that her Twisted Sister did have a mean streak and she hadn’t made any friends in 

this garden, and she was prone to lashing out painfully in so many ways, but still, it didn’t 

seem right that she should just be consumed entirely while nobody did anything.  

 That evening, Twisted Sister felt herself succumbing to the same plight. At the end of 

one root, she felt a nibbling—at first a painful sharp slash, then a wrenching pull as a part 

of the root was ripped away. She emphed out a cry of pain, and from around her she heard 

emphs of encouragement. 

 “Take heart, cherished Sister!” 

emphed Fair Maiden. “We have been 

informed that Master Funky is back in 

service!” 

 A few moments later, Twisted Sister 

heard a loud SNAP! followed by a slight 

tremor in the earth nearby. The nibbling on 

her root had abated, and from a few yards 

away she heard Orange Marmalade emph, “Is it just me, or does anybody else smell peanut 

butter?” 

 

                           H. ‘Fair Maiden’ 
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37 A New Place to Sleep 

 “Demetrio, I couldn’t sleep a wink last night,” said Agnes when he arrived for work 

on the Tuesday following the purchase of Plantaginea. “I heard that noise outside the house 

again, and I double-checked the locks on the windows and doors, and they were all locked, 

but I just kept getting this sense that someone was trying to get in.” 

 Demetrio looked at Agnes. Her face was drawn and darkness colored the skin under 

her eyes. She did indeed look as if the night had been sleepless. 

 “Have you thought any more about my offer to rent the carriage house?” she asked. 

Her voice almost seemed to quaver. 

 “Yes, I have, Anyes,” replied Demetrio, “may I look inside the carriage house?” 

 This was the first time the hostas had gotten wind of this. Demetrio might be living 

right above them?! How good could it get? A win-win situation for the hostas and for Anyes. 

 “Of course!” she replied. She led the way back through the side yard and along the 

fence to the carriage house. It was really more of a small bungalow on stilts—a one-

bedroom apartment supported by pilings, with a one-car gravel parking pad and adjacent 

composting area beneath. Weathered cedar shingles clad the exterior in the same style as 

the main house, with dark green trim around the door and windows, and a matching green 

barn star beneath the windows that looked out onto the garden. The ensemble presented a 

handsome little abode. 

 As they passed the grove of Krossa Regal that Demetrio had installed along the 

fence, the fruit of his imagination—a dozen beautiful blue-grey ballerinas— 

fluttered their tutus and waved their leaves, hovering en pointe as if choreographed to pay 

tribute to the king of gardening and convince him to move in. When Agnes and Demetrio 

arrived at the small gateway to the stairs, framed after long discussion between the two of 

them by Big Daddy on the one side and Big Mama on the other, the latter could hardly 

control her emphs. 

 “Oh, Big Daddy,” she exclaimed, “wouldn’t it be wonderful to have Demetrio here full 

time?” 

 “Shh,” emphed Big Daddy in return. “Don’t jinx it.”  
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 Agnes led the way up the stairs to the apartment and opened the door, stepping 

aside for Demetrio to enter. 

 As soon as he put his foot inside the door, he felt a strange sensation, almost a 

giddiness. The entryway opened to the kitchen, facing east, and sunlight flooded through 

the window above the sink to brighten the entire area, which included a round oak table 

and two chairs. To the left of the entry was a nice living room, with what looked to be fairly 

expensive furniture and a flat screen television, and a large window unit air conditioner. On 

a table in the center of the room was a beautiful arrangement of fresh-cut hosta leaves and 

flowers.  

 "You know, Anyes," said Demetrio as he scanned the room, "you make the most 

beautiful flower arrangements I have ever seen. You could be a florist." 

 Agnes smiled, then winked. "Blue Haired Lady has yet to bloom." Then she chuckled, 

crossed the room to the west side of the apartment, and opened the door to the bedroom. 

An oak queen bed shared space with matching chest of drawers and a Queen Anne’s chair 

and ottoman. “The furniture is from the old house in Philadelphia,” said Agnes. “Do you like 

it?” 

 “Yes! It is very nice!” exclaimed Demetrio, and he walked past the bed to a door 

opening onto a small balcony. He opened the door and stepped out, then he turned to 

Agnes. “I have never lived anywhere with a balcony,” he said. 

 He returned and glanced into the bathroom to see a commodious shower, sink, and 

toilet, outfitted with plush towels and rug. He looked back at Agnes and nodded. The 

giddiness he had felt upon first entering the apartment had lessened quite a bit, 

overshadowed now by an excitement at living independently for the first time in a long 

time. If only he could afford it. 

 “Anyes, how much are you asking for rent?” 

 “Well, I’ve been thinking about that, too. If you like, we could trade some gardening 

and some Spanish tutoring for the rent. How would a half day a week in the garden and half 

an hour of Spanish two days a week sound?” 

 Demetrio beamed broadly. A half-day a week at his current rate would work out to 

only a couple of hundred dollars a month. It sounded great; he could always find an extra 

four hours here and there to put in on the garden. And he’d save travel time and gas on this 
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garden alone, given that he’d be waking up on site. To top it off, the money he had been 

saving for a security deposit on an apartment could be the down payment he needed on a 

truck of his own. But he wasn’t sure about his ability to teach Spanish. 

 “Anyes, I am not a Spanish teacher,” he said. 

 “You don’t have to be. I just need a native speaker in Spanish when I’m struggling to 

understand a lesson or get my pronunciation right. And to give me practice with a real 

listener.”  

 Demetrio hesitated for a few moments, then he nodded. “Anyes, I would very much 

like to move into this apartment!”  

 “Oh! That’s terrific,” sighed Agnes. “When?” 

 “Well, do you want to begin at the first of next month?” 

 “Why wait till then? It’s empty now, and ready for occupancy. Unless you see 

something that you want changed? I can get that done quickly, I’m sure—” 

 “Anyes, if anything needs changed, I can do it. I’m very …” he searched for a word in 

English, “… handy.” 

 “Then it’s a done deal. Go ahead and move in as soon as you can, and we won’t start 

counting rent until the beginning of July. How’s that?” 

 It is wonderful, Anyes. I appreciate this very much.” He extended his hand to shake 

on the deal. Agnes grasped it firmly and shook it a convincing two times, then she reached 

into her pocket. “Here are the keys,” she said, passing them to him. Then she added, “I have 

been parking my car back here on the pad beneath, but I can easily park in the front so that 

you can park here, if you like.” 

 “Oh, no, it’s no problem. I can park on the street. And tomorrow I can pick up my 

new truck!” 

 “A new truck! That’s terrific.” 

 “Well, it is not NEW new, but it is new for me. My cousin got me a good deal on a 

small used pickup that has low miles and gets good gas mileage.” 

 They had walked out the door of the apartment and were headed down the stairs in 

single file, Agnes leading the way. When they reached ground level, Demetrio had a 

moment of light-headedness. He clutched the railing around the composting area for the six 

or seven seconds it took for the feeling to pass, then he continued up the walk behind 
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Agnes. By the time the two of them were carting their recent purchase of Plantaginea 

around the garden while seeking the best spot to place it, he was feeling perfectly normal—

upbeat, in fact, at the thought of being able to move into the carriage house the next day. He 

still had some butterflies in his stomach, knowing that even amid this energizing moment 

that things could go south at any moment. But he quelled those flutters as he and Agnes 

located just the right spot for Plantaginea and planted it with TLC.  

 The hostas of the garden, having overheard that Demetrio would be moving in, 

could not contain themselves. A soft breeze blew through the garden, and the group of 

Abiqua Drinking Gourd hostas set to knocking their cups together, establishing a deep 

rhythm that coursed through all the beds. Blue Mammoth waved his three-foot scapes in 

time with the rhythm, the near-white flowers setting a visual beat to echo the Gourds’ soft 

thumping. Blue Betty Lou set about humming a tune that was decidedly Latin, and the 

Krossa Regal ballerinas adjusted their movement to these new sounds, performing some 

vaguely zumba-like moves with Latin 

funk. They waved their grey blue leaves 

up toward the sky and then pulled them 

back, wiggling with some south-of-the-

border sway. Meanwhile, the meandering 

row of Blue Mouse Ears that had been 

planted next to the back porch fell into a 

miniature conga line, kicking little leaves 

outward in unison on every fourth beat. 

Blue Blazes wrapped his leaves around his 

scapes as if they were so many microphones and announced, “Dance to the music, hostas! 

Demetrio is in da house!” 

 Grey Ghost was less celebratory. “This is a step in the right direction,” she emphed. 

“But there is still something amiss in this garden that I just can’t put my root tip on.” 

 

                          H. ‘Blue Mouse Ears’ 
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38 A Human Emph! 

 “We had a record sale at the Garden Tour,” recounted Ray. “Some guy bought a 

division from the President for $350. 

 “Which hosta?” asked Funky. 

 “Split Personality.” 

 “Originator’s stock?” 

 “Yep.” 

 “Hmm. Must be a breeder.” 

 “That’s what we figured. He got into a bidding war on it with some lady who seemed 

like she didn’t really know that much about it, but she helped us drive up the sale,” 

chuckled Ray. 

 “A bidding war? I didn’t know we were running an auction at the Garden Tour.” 

 “We weren’t. But it just turned into one on Split Personality after the demonstration. 

Spontaneously.” 

 “Did you know any of these people?” 

 “No, which is kinda strange, isn’t it? I mean, given that most people in these parts 

who are into hostas join the Society or eventually get to know one another. Shirley gave the 

lady one of our brochures and invited her to join, so maybe she’ll show up at a meeting.” 

 It was the third week in June, that period when hosta gardeners in this part of the 

country would be entering into the Savoring Phase. That’s what Shirley had once dubbed it. 

“You come out of winter planning and buying, and you dig and you sweat and you move 

some stuff around and you plant and you fertilize and you mulch and you fight slugs and 

you’re vigilant for voles, and eventually you get to this—the Savoring Phase.” 

 The three of them were touring the garden in the early evening, their day’s work 

done, sipping wine and savoring the beauty of hostas while they savored the taste of 

fermented grapes. Ray and Shirley had invited Funky to stay for dinner, and as they walked 

about the garden, they also brought each other up to date on recent events. It had been a 

little over three weeks since Victory spoke to Funky at the office park, but it now felt like 

months. So much had transpired, and he was feeling perfectly happy in his skin to be 

informed by hostas—he no longer thought of it as “hearing voices”—and he was trying to 
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figure out a way to talk to Ray and Shirley about it. The moment would present itself this 

evening, he suspected. 

 “The guy was kinda pushy, I thought,” added Shirley, reflecting on the Garden Tour. 

“I was almost ready to give him a piece of my mind, until that nice lady called his bluff.” 

 Elegans was making crownal notes. In the wake of Earth Angel’s first Creation 

hostary, Royal Standard had had so much to report out to hostakind everywhere that he 

was feeling royally overwhelmed, so Elegans—or more precisely Hosta sieboldiana 

‘Elegans,’ to use the nomenclature of human botanists—was seconding Royal Standard. 

That was often the way it was in gardens: whichever progeny of Yu-san or To Giboshi 

populated a local patch of mother earth as a result of Gardeners’ work was tasked with 

reporting local conditions to hostakind everywhere. As descendants of original species, 

such hostas held a responsibility that was tacitly understood.  

 “O.K.,” emphed Elegans, “how about some triangulation here. It sounded like Shirley 

didn’t like that other guy, and yet she was going to give him a piece of her mind. Can 

anybody make sense of this?” 

 “Humans use the word ‘mind’ to refer to their sense-making tissue,” emphed 

Hillbilly Blues, his comment hinting of rote learning. But it was helpful nonetheless, and the 

other hostas emphed their thanks. 

 “Correct,” answered Elegans. “So … in human terms, kind of like our crowns, right?” 

 “Non!” objected Crepe Suzette. “Zees ees eencorrect. We use every fiber of ourselves 

to make sense!” Her cream white margins gave the deep green centers of her leaves a tinge 

of urgency. She emphed extra hard through her root tips. 

 “Good point. Good point. But for humans, it seems like they are limited to just one 

part—the mind.” 

 “So when one human gives a piece of her mind to another human, then that other 

human can plant it and grow another human?” asked Bitsy Gold. “Is that how Ray and 

Shirley produced Eleanor?” 

 “I think they used a different propagation technique,” emphed Niagara Falls.  

 “I don’t get it,” interjected Déjà Blu. “Remember when Funky said he was afraid he 

was losing his mind? If your mind is part of your tissue, how could you lose it?” He feigned 

looking all around him at the ground, bringing titters from the other hostas.  
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 While the hostas triangulated information on the challenging topic of the human 

mind, the humans were savoring the exquisite beauty of the hosta totality. On the one hand, 

you had the beauty of any one hosta—its colors and textures, its size, its leaf shapes, its 

mounding habits, its flowers—and on the other hand you had the beauty of the overall 

garden and how all these different hostas (and their accompanying plants) worked 

together to produce a total impression. Ray took the conversation away from the Garden 

Tour and into the present. “Oh, never mind that guy, Sweetheart,” he said as the three of 

them settled onto the bench next to the trough. “Look at all this beauty.” His eyes swept the 

garden, and Funky and Shirley took it all in, too. The outdoor speakers were playing Ray's 

favorite ukulele artists, providing the perfect soundtrack to the technicolor sight that 

spread out before them as three gardeners sat in simple appreciation. 

 To their left, a staggered row of Japanese maples occupied the ground beneath taller 

hickories, sassafras, and red maples at the property’s edge, offering friendly filtering of 

overhead sunlight onto the hostas that flourished beneath them. Now, as the sun lowered, 

the trunks of the taller trees reflected orange ridges and shadows, and the Japanese Maples 

caught the rays with their delicate serrated leaves to transform their space into a lime 

green band of soothing light, floating six feet above the ground. To the right of where the 

three of them sat, Funky gazed at a grove of perhaps a dozen oakleaf hydrangeas, their big 

clusters of white petals also catching the low rays of the sun to assume a vivid melon hue. 

Stretching out and over the hosta beds, the oakleafs seemed like protective companions to 

the hostas beneath and around them, shading the smaller plants with just enough shelter 

from high sun. Everywhere around the garden, hostas were either in bloom or pushing up 

scapes that would hold blooms within a month. The whole garden felt right. 

 The Savoring Phase does that to you, Funky thought. You just let your eyes do as they 

please, happy to be enjoying the fruit of your labor and delighted to dwell upon this feature 

or that and to point out some new puckering or some striking cupping to a fellow hosta 

lover and enjoy that person’s enjoyment, too. An object seen in isolation from the whole is 

not the real thing, he repeated to himself, and in that moment of savoring he mused that the 

one-hosta revolution that he had for so long imagined whimsically in the abstract could in 

fact initiate a genuine movement that could get humans re-focused on the whole. Fukuoka’s 

adage could apply to people, too. 
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 “I just love this little yellow specimen you put in next to Blue Hawaii,” remarked 

Shirley. She walked over and leaned in to read the nametag: “Maui Buttercups. How cute.” 

 “Great idea to bring that one in right there, Funky,” added Ray, widening his eyes in 

a glance at Funky that could have signaled either “mum’s the word” or “here’s your chance.” 

Unable to fully decipher the look, Funky opted for a safe route, saying simply, “You ever 

been to Hawaii, Shirley?” 

 “No,” she said, “but Ray has.” She smiled across at her husband then looked toward 

Funky. “During winter session his junior year in college. Back then you had to pay your long 

distance by the minute, and calls to Hawaii were very expensive. Remember how fast we 

would talk, Honey?” 

 “I do! I would make notes beforehand so that I could make sure I got everything in, 

in just five minutes,” he laughed.  

 “I used the timer on the kitchen stove,” chortled Shirley. 

 Funky looked at Ray who looked back at Funky. It seemed as if Ray was maybe on 

the verge of saying something when Shirley changed the subject. 

 “Just look at the Macrophylla this year!” she exclaimed. 

 Ray and Funky eyed the enormous hosta that lived a few feet from Blue Hawaii. It 

was maybe six feet across and three feet high, its huge dark green leaves ridden with deep 

veins that caught the lowering sun to send shimmers to the gardeners’ eyes. “It’s been a 

long time coming,” observed Ray. They had had this specimen for over ten years, patiently 

nursing it along with organic fertilizer and watching it grow by only an eye or two a year, 

until finally it had come into its own. There in the light of late afternoon, it was stunning. “I 

think it now falls into the category of ‘mind blowing’,” pronounced Funky. “You just wanna 

sit here and let its being take you over.” 

 “That’s a good way of putting it,” said Ray. 

 Funky decided that this was his moment. “Ray, Shirley, I’ve been meanin’ to tell 

you,” he began. His two friends peered in his direction. 

 “That’s what happened to me. Two weeks ago today, when I was over at the base of 

Unforgettable before you woke me up. I was getting visions of different hostas, and I could 

swear that it was Unforgettable that was sending ‘em to me. Like its very being and my own 

had intermingled somehow.” 
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 “You mean you had a really vivid dream?” asked Shirley. 

 “It was more than that.”  

 He proceeded to tell them about the series of images in the dream—and that Victory 

had instructed him to “heed” them—which then led him into a recounting of the dream 

puzzle and his final solving of it, followed by everything that had transpired during his trip, 

including his near-drowning experience and his felt sense that Ayoka knew Elisabeth 

Burgess, and knew more about her than she was willing to tell.  

 “How much do you guys know about the hosta Montana?” he asked at one point. 

 “Well, I know that Macrophylla is a form of it,” said Shirley.  

 “But Montana is the species,” added Ray. I can’t remember the Japanese name—”  

 “Oba Giboshi,” supplied Funky. 

 “Right. And it grows wild in Japan, right?” 

 “Yeah, and here’s another factoid: Japan is about the size of the state of Montana. 

Isn’t that far out?” he laughed. Then he added: “They grow wild at Ayoka’s, too.” He told 

them about the hundreds of specimens he had seen growing all over her grounds. “Isn’t 

that remarkable?” he added, shaking his head even now in a mixture of admiration and 

disbelief. 

 “I read that the Japanese eat some of their varieties,” said Ray. 

 “And Montana’s one of ‘em,” replied Funky. “Ayoka cooks with it, too.” 

 “Guys, speaking of eating, it’s getting to be that time, isn’t it?” said Shirley. “We’ve 

gone through a bottle of wine, and we need to be mindful of the time. It’s almost seven 

thirty.” That was another great thing about this time of the year; it wasn’t dark until almost 

nine, giving gardeners lots of time to savor. 

 As the humans ambled over toward the grill and screened eating area that Ray and 

Funky had built a decade ago, the hostas resumed their triangulation. 

 “O.K.,” emphed Elegans, “when Shirley just said they had to be mindful of the time, 

does that mean that humans can fill their sense-making tissue with time?” 

 “Like with witnessing into the future?” queried a hosta who had not yet had this 

experience. 
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 “I don’t think so,” said Twilight, realizing it was time for her to speak. “I think it just 

means that their sense-making tissue pays attention to time the way we pay attention to 

sunmoon cycles. 

 “What about Funky saying that Macrophylla was in the category of ‘mind blowing’? 

Do humans blow on their sense-making tissue the way the west wind blows in rain?” 

queried another. 

 “And when Ray said that Shirley should ‘never mind’ that guy they were talking 

about, does that mean the guy will never receive sense-making tissue?” asked a third. 

 Clearly, this process of triangulation 

to elaborate knowledge on the human mind 

had a long way to go. That was no problem; 

hostas had been triangulating about the 

human mind for centuries, and all things 

considered, they had figured out quite a bit. 

Exhibit A: the digs these humans had 

provided for their hostas. 

 Maui Buttercups was pondering the 

exhibit. “Chee, bu, you one shaka hosta. You wuz right ‘bout dis garden!” she emphed to 

Blue Hawaii. 

 “Tanks, ‘Cups!” responded her larger friend. Then he savored the moment: “Deelux 

to da max!” 

 Over dinner, Funky also shared the good news about his work at the office park. 

 “The manager says they want me to bid on some new sites, so that looks promising.” 

 “Funky, with your talent, you could develop this into really good revenue,” said Ray. 

“There’s gotta be lots of other possibilities like this, and you could develop a niche.” 

 “Well, I’ve decided that when I talk to her tomorrow, if everything sounds like it’s on 

the up and up, I’m gonna give it a shot. Hey, which reminds me, I put in a specimen of 

Victory at the park a few weeks back, and two weeks ago it talked to me directly.” 

 Shirley and Ray stared at him. Shirley got that creased look in her brow, so Funky 

reassured her. “Shirley, seriously, it’s no big deal. I’m not losing it. It doesn’t happen very 

                                H. ‘Twilight’ 
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often and it’s not like, all ominous, or anything. Honest. It’s not schizophrenia. I’ve been 

reading lots of accounts online by schizophrenics, and it’s nothing like that.” 

 Ray, more willing than Shirley to admit the unlikely, followed up. “What did Victory 

say?” 

 “It said, ‘The destiny of each is tied to all.’” 

 “Well, I agree,” said Shirley, “that certainly doesn’t sound ominous. In fact it’s kind of 

nice.” 

 Meanwhile, every hosta in the garden had just received an emph, loud and clear, in 

no uncertain terms. And from a human.  

 

39 An Interview at Captain Burt’s 

 When Demetrio visited Captain Burt’s house the following day to discuss the 

possibility of working for him, he was struck once again at the palatial grounds, which ran 

from the main road hugging the Intercoastal Waterway all the way down to its banks—a 

good hundred yards or so. The white horse fences that ran from the road to the water on 

both sides of the house probably had a hundred yards between them, too, making of this 

estate a location that could handle hundreds of hosta beds. 

 The Captain sought to impress this fact upon Demetrio as he walked him around the 

grounds, mentioning that he anticipated “a set of beds over here” or “some tiered beds 

there,” where currently only grass grew. During this tour Demetrio sensed both recruiting 

and cross-examining, as when the Captain would ask a question nonchalantly that was 

clearly loaded. 

 “I was thinking of a whole grove of Regal Splendor beneath those silver maples next 

to that fence,” he said as they ambled along. “What do you think?” 

 Demetrio turned to locate the sun and then approximate its path across that area, 

calculating that by high noon it would probably be in shade. “Well, the shade would 

probably be about right,” he replied.  

 The Captain was staring at him intently, and Demetrio added: “But silver maples 

love to suck the water away from hostas. You would need sprinklers.”  
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 Smile lines pulled at the Captain’s eyes, and he directed their walking to another 

bed. “I’ve got this half of the bed figured out, but over on this side it gets sun as late as two 

p.m. Any ideas about something big that could go in here? Maybe some big blues like 

Millennium or Blue Angel?” 

 Demetrio could feel himself laughing inside at the very idea, and when he looked 

closely into the eyes of the Captain, he saw thinly veiled dubiousness. The high sun would 

melt the wax that kept those specimens blue, undercutting their effect. “Or maybe Sun 

Power?” Demetrio offered, arching his eyes while supplying the answer that both men 

knew was a better choice. 

 The questioning turned away from an appraisal of Demetrio’s foundational 

knowledge about hosta characteristics and toward the more esoteric issue of cultivating 

hostas to introduce into the market. “Have you ever done any breeding?” asked the Captain.  

 “Not really,” answered Demetrio, “but I would like to learn.”  

 The Captain showed him a plot he had already staked out for a greenhouse that 

would allow him to begin a breeding program of significant proportion. “Did you know that 

at one point in the 1600s in Holland, people were paying as much as a million dollars for 

the most prized tulips?” 

 “¿Verdad?” exclaimed Demetrio at this thought. 

 “Si! Claro que si,” answered the Captain, repeating the phrase in Spanish that 

Demetrio remembered using when the Captain had first floated the idea of working for 

him. Either he had studied some Spanish or he had a very good memory. 

 By the time they made their way back 

to the table that still held the Captain’s 

birthday presents, the Captain seemed very 

eager to bring Demetrio on. They were going 

through the hostas one by one, and from the 

Captain’s comments it was clear that he had 

not gone through the hostas since the party. 

Demetrio made no bones about not being 
                       H. ‘Sea White Gold’ 
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familiar with all of them. “Some of these are pretty rare,” said the Captain, “so you’d have to 

be studying a particular breeder’s stock even to know about them.” Demetrio did 

remember the name of the hosta that had been brought by the guy that he had seen in 

heated discussion with the Captain after the party. It was called Sea White Gold, and he saw 

it nowhere on the table, a fact that he chose not to mention. Instead, he picked up one that 

he knew. 

 “Illicit Affair!” he said. “I like this one for edging, if you have plants behind that are 

big enough.” 

 The Captain’s face reddened. “Where did that come from?” he asked, clearly 

unaware until now of its presence. Then he regained his composure. “You’re right, you’d 

need some big plants behind them if you used it for edging.” He pushed it to one side and 

moved on to other specimens. 

 By the time they had completed taking inventory of the gifts, it was clear that the 

Captain was eager to hire Demetrio, and also clear that he would make some concessions to 

do so. “I’ll need you at least one, maybe two days a week, for starters,” he said, watching 

Demetrio carefully for his reaction. “And then, who knows, if the breeding program takes 

off and if you develop some skills in that area, maybe a lot more.” 

 “I would be able to give you one day a week for sure, and if I can adjust with some 

other clients, maybe two,” he said. 

 The Captain was focused on him intently now, his eyes locked on Demetrio’s. “How 

does $150 a day sound? Cash.” 

 Demetrio returned his gaze. “When would you like me to start?” 

 

40 Say You Want a Revolution 
 Over the weekend, Funky had had time to follow up on some of the questions he had 

in the wake of his visit to the Happy Camper Happy Camping Campgrounds. His theory that 

the Happy Camper specimen that lived at the gate to the campgrounds had come from 

Elisabeth’s garden did not pan out. Happy Camper wasn’t introduced into wholesale trade 

until 2005, The Hostapedia informed him, which was a good five years after Elisabeth’s 
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disappearance. So much for that theory, he thought. I wonder who gave Ayoka that 

specimen, and why she was being so vague about it?  

 He had also had some time to confirm in The 

Hostapedia that Plantaginea had been first named by 

Jean-Baptiste Lamarck, in 1789. In The Genus Hosta, 

George Schmid elaborated on this naming, 

explaining that Lamarck’s description was based on 

a specimen grown from seed in Paris, whereas the 

species first appeared in China, probably in Zhejing 

Province, and was known as Yu-san, a name derived 

from a description of its rounded leaves. Given that 

Plantaginea was a species, as was Montana, there 

was clearly no lineage relationship between the two 

(other than both being a member of the genus 

Giboshi Zoku), so why did Ayoka have a whole tome 

on Lamarck? Lamarck’s theorizing had been updated 

convincingly by Darwin, in particular as concerned 

the role of mutation, which Darwin attributed to 

chance followed by environmental fit in the 

evolutionary process. Lamarck seemed to attribute mutation at least in part to a species’ 

direct reaction to the environment, the classic example being his theory that giraffes 

developed those long necks in order to be able to reach the leaves on high branches. 

 Funky was pondering the possible connections when he arrived at the office park on 

Tuesday. He parked his truck and removed his tools, toting them to a central location, and 

began making his rounds to take stock of the current status of the landscaping. He had been 

at it for no more than ten minutes, when the office park manager arrived. 

 “Herman, is everything o.k.?” she asked. 

 “Looks good so far,” said Funky.  

 She exhaled a sigh. “I was worried that maybe I overwatered or under watered. I did 

like you told me and felt the soil a couple of days later and it still felt moist.” 

                     H. plantaginea 
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 Funky scooted away some mulch at the base of a nearby hosta and stuck his hand 

into the dirt. “It’s right where it should be. You gotta give 'em plenty of water but you also 

want 'em to have time to drain. Nice job.” 

 Then he added, “You know, most of my friends call me ‘Funky.’ And I realize that this 

is a business situation so you might not feel comfortable doing that, but I just wanted you to 

know.” He laughed and added, “growing up, whenever kids wanted to tease me, they called 

me Herman Munster.” 

 The office park manager didn’t miss a beat. “Oh, well try being named Barbara 

Seville.” 

 Funky felt his shoulders hunch slightly as he stifled a smile, whereupon the manager 

extended her hand and said, “Please call me Babs, Funky.” 

 As he took her hand, the two of them burst into laughter. “What goes through a 

parent’s mind, for heaven sakes?” she chuckled. “I have to go through the same 

conversation every single time I sign a credit card purchase or have to show my driver’s 

license to someone.” 

 “The number of times growing up that I had to watch some dumb bully do his best 

Herman Munster,” snorted Funky.  

 “Well, listen,” said Babs, “like I said on the phone, the district manager wants you to 

contact him, so when you’re done out here come inside and I can give you his number and 

maybe an idea of what he’s looking for and what kind of a bid would be in the ballpark—I 

mean, if you want my two cents.” 

 “Oh, totally, Babs,” answered Funky. “Believe me, I’m all ears. Math was not my best 

subject.” 

 At the end of his workday, Funky went to Babs’s office. The neat and tidy look she 

had mustered for the site visit had endured, and Funky noticed as well that she had raised 

the window blinds to reveal the bed to the east. She had a vase with a fresh cut rose on her 

desk, and she had installed a little Zen waterfall gizmo on top of her file cabinets. 

 “Wow, the office looks great!” said Funky. Glancing at the cut rose he added, “You 

know, starting any time now, you can cut flowers from the hosta and use them in vases, 

too.” 

 “Really? It won’t hurt them?” 
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 “Nah! I mean, you probably wanna leave a lot of 'em go, so that the local bees can 

add some of our karma to their honey,” he smiled, “but cutting one of the flowers here and 

there doesn't hurt a bit. They’re kinda like daylilies, anyway—each flower up the bract 

usually lives only a day or two.” 

 “Wow, I might start growing some of these at home,” said Babs. 

 “If you ever do, lemme know. I know a guy who can get them wholesale,” he laughed. 

Then he glanced at the Zen waterfall gizmo. “Maybe in the fall we could put a water feature 

right outside your window, so ya could just leave the window open in warm weather and 

let the sounds waft into the room.” 

 “We could? I mean, wouldn’t that interfere with your site plan?” 

 “Heck, no,” he chuckled. “Half the interest of a garden is the constant exercise of the 

imagination.” 

 Babs seemed to await further elaboration, but Funky merely smiled, so she reflected 

a moment and said, “Well, geez, let’s see how much we have left in the budget and maybe 

you can figure out how much it would cost.” 

 “Will do—” 

 “Oh! And speaking of that. Like I said on the phone, you can probably bid on these 

office parks higher than our budget was on this installation. Please don’t say anything, but 

the district manager told me we were spending way less on this one than on another one 

that just went in, in Ocean City. And they didn’t even have the rain barrels!” 

 She passed him a sheet of paper on which she had already written the district 

manager’s name and address, along with his phone number and e-mail.  

 “He’s a nice guy,” she added, “and I sat next to his wife at a company picnic one time. 

She’s really nice, too, and I think she has a garden.” Babs stopped and stared out her 

window, drumming the desk with her fingertips as she attempted to recall any more 

details. “Oh yeah,” she added after a while, “for what it’s worth, she’s a big Beatles fan.” 

 Funky’s sense-making tissue was already envisioning the possibilities. The one-

hosta revolution was seeming more and more plausible every day, and when he drew up 

the site plan for the bids, he’d be sure to include some noteworthy hostas.  
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 As he drove home from work that day, he sang to one hosta that was certain to 

appear in the plan, and it felt like he was singing to himself: “But you know it’s gonna be … 

alright. You know it’s gonna be … alright …”. 

 

41 Creation in the Garden of Agnes 

 Maybe it was the fact that the Creation hostary had never been accessed by the 

hostas in Agnes’s garden that had Grey Ghost so ambivalent about this setting. An all-blue 

hosta garden had a certain allure, but it also meant that no representatives of Yu-san or his 

progeny were present, since that side of the genus was distinctively green. And without one 

of these representatives, the Creation hostary could not transpire. How could any hosta 

anywhere ever feel complete without a visit to the origin? Though Demetrio’s urging to 

integrate some variegated hostas had not been motivated by this element of the hostas’ 

lives, it had opened the door to the eventual arrival of one of these progeny. Once 

Plantaginea had been bought at the Garden Tour and planted by Agnes and Demetrio, it 

was only a matter of time until he would get a good roothold and begin emphing with his 

new neighbors.  

 As it turned out, this specimen of Plantaginea was a fast study. Within a week he had 

some really good root-to-soil bonding going on, and a few days later he was familiar with 

every hosta in the garden. True to Giboshi spirit, they had welcomed him with open bracts. 

“It’s so nice to have some added diversity,” emphed Big Mama. Sharp Dressed Man had 

complimented Plantaginea’s leaves now on several occasions, and Cat and Mouse, whose 

arrival in the garden had broken the color line, pronounced that Plantaginea was purrrfect. 

 As was certain to happen, Plantaginea soon discovered that the garden had never 

witnessed the Creation hostary. The region was in a bit of a drought, and he was emphing 

small talk about the weather with Blue Umbrellas one day and mentioned off-handedly that 

what would be really cool would be a big old rainfall like at the Creation. Blue Umbrellas 

replied that he had never been to Creation and wondered if that was the name of the 

nursery where Plantaginea had been bought. 
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 “No, I meant ‘Creation’ like in the Creation hostary,” replied Plantaginea, believing 

that this emph would end Blue Umbrellas' confusion. 

 “Oh, we’ve never had that one,” emphed Blue Umbrellas. “Is it a good one?” 

 Mother Earth, emphed Plantaginea to himself, Is it a good one?! 

 He realized that he’d have to approach the viewing of the Creation hostary with 

some tact, so he awaited notification of the next hostary class, when hostas would be 

triangulating information about current events in the garden and deciding if any of them 

merited reporting out to hostakind everywhere. As luck would have it, the next hostary 

class was scheduled for two days later, with Elegans facilitating. Plantaginea asked to be 

put on the agenda. 

 When the day arrived, a good part of hostary class understandably went beyond the 

chronicling of the quotidian and into celebrating the fact that Demetrio had moved into the 

carriage house. When Elegans called for reports, the hostas rushed through them rather 

quickly, eager to get through the mundane details and discuss a proper way to usher in the 

new era. 

 “Your Elegance,” emphed Powder Blue, bringing some titters on his permutation of 

the facilitator’s name, “I move that we formally designate yesterday as Demetrio Day.” 

Applause went up all around.  

 “And that Anyes should receive especially fragrant flowers forever and anon for 

taking this important step for the garden,” added Fragrant Blue. Those hostas whose flower 

scapes had already started pushing knocked them together to signal approbation and 

intent. 

 “I move that we get Demetrio to move 

me,” blurted Millennium. When Agnes and 

Demetrio put him in the ground well over a 

month ago, it seemed as if he’d get ample 

shade. But now that the sun was at its zenith in 

mid-summer, it cleared the tree that shaded 

Millennium and bore down with just too much 

strength. Millennium was holding up o.k., but 
                       H. ‘Millennium’ 
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he was losing his blue a bit, and all the other hostas agreed. 

 “How do we get Demetrio to do that?” questioned a young hosta. 

 “Emph!” replied another, bringing a few chuckles. Humans had never been able to 

understand emphs, as far as hostakind had been able to determine by the beginning of the 

twenty-first century. (But it was nonetheless remarkable that the more attentive among 

Gardeners would frequently recognize a hosta’s poor placement and move it to a more 

favorable location in late fall or early spring, was it not?) There was a recent report 

circulating from another garden stating that a Gardener had indeed developed the ability to 

interpret emphs, but to date no triangulation had confirmed this phenomenon in any other 

gardens.  

 “Could you hold onto that for a few seconds, Millennium?” answered Elegans as he 

recorded crownal notes regarding Demetrio Day. 

 “Sure. I’m not going anywhere,” chuckled the big blue hosta. 

 Once caught up in his crownal notes, Elegans asked if there were any further reports 

or formal proposals. None were forthcoming, so he announced that Plantaginea had 

requested time to facilitate a hostary class.  

 “All hostas go to gardens, and all gardens go to goodness,” said Plantaginea as he 

took the ground. 

 “All gardens go to goodness,” responded all the other hostas in a chorus, as was the 

custom for this ritual beginning. 

 “And goodness gracious,” continued Plantaginea, “am I glad I was lucky enough to be 

selected by Demetrio to come to this garden. I second that emotion for declaring yesterday 

Demetrio Day!” he belted out, bringing another round of cheers. The blue hostas were 

liking this chartreuse cousin more and more. 

 “And even though I’m feeling a little green here in the midst of all these long-

standing members of the garden,” he continued, bringing some chuckles, “I’m going to do 

my best to return the good vibrations that each and every one of you has shown me so far.”  

 Plantaginea wiggled his root tips to emphasize this point, bringing a few emphs of 

delight from those hostas nearest him and setting off a chain reaction that upped the 

frequency of the earthen hum now prevailing in this hostary class. Hostas glanced about at 
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one another, sensing they might be on the verge of a class such as they had never 

witnessed. 

 Plantaginea seized the opportunity. “The destiny of each is tied to all,” he emphed 

strongly, and the entire patch returned this emph with fervor. 

 “Fibrous root tip, shed the ego trip,” he continued. These words were echoed by all 

around him, setting the scene for the key mantra that this garden had never known. 

 “Shoots!” emphed Plantaginea, and in the blink of an eye, the vision was upon them. 

A supernova flash bounced off the side of Anyes’s house, bleaching it momentarily white, 

and a glacier appeared where before her fence had stood. The flash subsided and the sky 

grew dark. Slowly, the glacier receded and the skies darkened even more, enveloping the 

garden in utter darkness, until a dazzling lightning bolt lit up every bed, turning every 

hosta alabaster and the ground in their shadows stark black. Booming thunder followed the 

light, then a torrent of rain bore down upon the garden. Then, just as suddenly, the rain 

abated, and a jolly Old Sol appeared in the sky. And then, in front of the whole garden, three 

hosta shoots pushed their way up out of the soil. 

 “Behold the Creation hostary,” emphed Plantaginea softly.  

 “Wow, I see what you mean about Creation rain,” gurgled Blue Umbrellas, shaking 

her leaves to send this visionary water down to her crown. 

 Grey Ghost, sport of Blue Angel, had a unique reaction. “What is that plant pushing 

through the glacier wall?” she emphed to her cousins. 

 “I don’t see any plants on the glacier wall,” emphed Blue Blazes. 

 “Me, neither,” added Powder Blue. Then emphs from across the garden confirmed 

these reactions. 

 “Normally the glacier wall is just one sheet of ice,” said Plantaginea. “Can you tell us 

more about what you’re seeing, because it might be important. We might need to report 

this out.” 

 “Well, it’s kinda—” then Grey Ghost stopped. “ It’s gone now.” She peered into the 

vision, scanning the receding glacier wall for what she had seen a few moments earlier, but 

she saw no traces. “To be honest, it looked more like a root than a shoot.” 

 “A root?” 

 “Yeah.” 
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 “A regular root, or a rhizomatous root?” 

 “Too far away to tell.” 

 

42 When It Rains, It Pours 

 When Funky arrived for work at Cass and Gloria’s the following week, a small rental 

moving truck was parked in the driveway, straddling both lanes, so he parked on the street. 

Uh oh, he said to himself, suspecting that the truck could mean only one thing: somebody 

was moving out. He unloaded his tools from the pickup truck and proceeded up the 

driveway, anticipating an encounter with Gloria, but when he opened the gate to the side 

and back yards, nobody was around. He entered and called out, and Cass came out from the 

back porch, Copernicus limping bravely along at her heels. 

 “Hey, Cass,” he said, and as Copernicus made his way to Funky, he pulled some dog 

jerky from his pocket and dropped to both knees. Feeding the jerky to Copernicus and 

patting him on the head, he said, “Hey, you lucky dog.” He looked up at Cass to see her eyes 

moist.  

 “Not so lucky, I’m afraid,” she said, and her voice cracked. She took a few moments 

to compose herself and added, “the vet says this is only gonna get worse and that we—that 

I—need to think about putting Copernicus to sleep.” 

 Copernicus was nuzzling into Funky’s pocket in search of more jerky, and Funky felt 

his eyelid twitch. “That’s all I brought today, Buddy,” he said, bending to kiss Copernicus on 

the head as he hugged him. “But I’ll bring by some more next week.” He glanced back up to 

make sure he was within the timeline and Cass dropped her eyes to the ground.  

 “I’m sure it’s hard to watch him live in pain,” Funky said. “But seems to me you have 

given him a great life.” Copernicus whined at Funky for more head pets, which he supplied. 

 “I know it’s a cliché,” Cass said, “but he really IS a good dog. A little too rambunctious 

on the digging sometimes,” she added, “but just full of unconditional love and energy and 

smarts and friskiness. It’s really tough to watch him want to be frisky but unable to move 

around.” 
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 “Cass, if you need help—getting him back and forth to the vet’s or anything like 

that—please give me a call. You don’t wanna throw your back out or anything.” 

 “I’m afraid that the next visit will probably be the last one. We haven’t set a date yet, 

but probably sometime in the next couple of weeks.” 

 “We?” Funky said this with the vague hope that perhaps the situation between Cass 

and Gloria had been repaired. 

 “The vet and me,” said Cass. “The rental truck’s there because Gloria and I have 

called it quits for good and she’s down from Washington to load up all her stuff.” 

 “I am so sorry to hear this, Cass,” he said. And then he muttered, half to her and half 

to the middle distance to her left, “Damn. When it rains it pours.” 

 “That’s what I was thinking. Twelve years with Copernicus. Six with Gloria. Both 

ending at the same time.” 

 Gloria emerged from the back porch with an armload of stuff. “Hello Funky,” she 

said. Then she turned and carted her load toward the rental truck. 

 “Hi, Gloria,” Funky called after her. She continued on her way and was back in a 

couple of minutes. 

 “O.K.,” she called to Cass. “That does it. I’ll be heading out now.” 

 Cass started toward her, whereupon Gloria thrust her hand out with its palm facing 

Cass, turned once again, and walked to the rental. Funky watched Cass’s shoulders slump, 

then her face dropped to inspect the ground. In the driveway the truck’s starter roared, it 

rumbled into motion, then its axle creaked where the driveway met the road. The engine’s 

sound diminished as the truck headed up the road, and Gloria was gone. The two of them 

stood there in silence. 

 After several moments, Funky sang softly: “G-L-O-R-I-A, Glooorrriia.” 

 Cass turned to face him, her cheeks wet, with a look that blended amazement, 

sorrow, and dubious wonder.  

 “I don’t know what made me do that!” Funky blurted.  

 Then he added quickly: “Yes. Yes, I do. I’ve watched you be a loving partner and a 

loving dog owner and a loving gardener for a couple of months now, and I’ve never seen 

Gloria return any of those feelings. And of course I don’t know what goes on between the 

two of you the rest of the 99.9% of the time when I’m not in your life, and all relationships 
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are complex, I know, and I’m hardly one to talk ‘cause I sure as hell don’t have a partner in 

life, but here’s my take: She doesn’t deserve you. And maybe I’m fired as of now and you’re 

gonna tell me to grab my tools and leave, and if you do, that’s o.k., no hard feelings, but I 

don’t know who else is weighing in on this, and maybe nobody else is weighing in on it for 

all I know, so I’m just gonna be the one who says it, once again: Gloria doesn’t deserve you.” 

 Cass wiped her cheeks alternately on her shirtsleeves. “You’re not the only one. Our 

two best friends—my two best friends—have been saying it for weeks, and my mom has 

been saying it for years.” 

 “And your dad’s not paying attention?” Funky muttered. 

 “My dad died two years ago,” said Cass quietly. 

 “Damn, Funky!” he said. He glanced to one side, then looked back at Cass. “Just 

gimme a few seconds and I’ll thinka something else really stupid to say.” 

 “But Dad once said that, too,” Cass added softly. “Of course, when it’s your parents, 

you gotta factor in the lesbian issue. I think my mom is still waiting for me to find the right 

guy.” 

 “Well I for one am sure you’re gonna find the right girl,” said Funky. “You’re just too 

cool not to.” 

 “Funky, I really appreciate what you are saying, and I have so enjoyed all of our 

work together here in the garden, so I hope you don’t take what I have to say right now the 

wrong way.” 

 “You can’t afford me any more.” 

 Cass sighed. 

 “I mean, I remember your comment that Gloria wanted to bet you her half of the 

mortgage, so now I’m figurin' you gotta come up with the whole amount on your own. And 

if I was you, I’d be looking for ways to save money.” 

 “I’m not sure of anything right now.” 

 “You think you’ll sell it? ‘Cause if you’re gonna do that, I’ll be happy to put in some 

time for free to get the garden in best shape. A good-looking garden really helps a house 

make a strong impression on buyers.” 

 Cass was scanning the garden, and Funky continued, “But if you’re not gonna sell it, 

I’ll be willing to put in some time for free anyway, just to help you through this period.” 
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 “I would love to keep this place,” she said finally. “But it’s true that the full mortgage 

payment will be a burden, and, and I don’t really know too many people down here, so the 

thought of coming down here on weekends alone isn’t so attractive.” 

 “But the garden is, isn’t it?” 

 “It is. My place in D.C. is just a small condo on the tenth floor, so having all this earth 

to plant in has been a godsend.” 

 “O.K. I can help you with the part about not knowing people here. I know tons of 

people, and a lot of ‘em are gardeners who I’m sure you’d like, and I can introduce you to 

them. Plus, you could join our hosta society.” 

 “You are so nice,” said Cass, shaking her head. “How on earth were we—was I—

lucky enough to meet you?” 

 “Hey, maybe I’m the lucky one,” he replied. “I mean, like I said, I never finished 

college—‘cause I was so set in my ways, I’m sure—and I definitely never had the chance to 

just talk one on one with a professor. And you’ve helped me think about a lot of stuff 

differently than I was ever able to.” 

 Cass’s face filled with surprise. “Like what?” 

 “Like the paradigm shift. I wanna talk to you some more about that at some point, 

but first we gotta figure out how to help you keep the house. At least for now. And in the 

meantime, we’ll get the garden looking so great that if and when you do have to sell it, you’ll 

make back what you’ll be putting into mortgage payments.” 

 “I’ve gotta go back up to D.C. tomorrow, and we’re probably going to do something 

legal with the mortgage and the deed.” 

 “Don’t worry about the garden. I’ll come by and water every other morning, and 

that’ll keep everything in shape ‘till you come back. It’ll only take twenty or thirty minutes a 

visit, and I can do it on my way to another job.” 

 Cass was silent. 

 “And I won’t accept payment, under any circumstances.” 

 “I can’t let you do that.” 

 “O.K., then as payment, you can give me half an hour a week of talk.” 

 “Talk?” 
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 “Yeah. I mean, when I’m working for you, I’m charging you partially based on my 

knowledge, so why shouldn’t you do the same?” 

 “But I don’t have any knowledge that has real world outcomes, like yours does.” 

 “How do you know that?” 

 “Funky, I would feel totally weird charging you for talking. I enjoy our conversations, 

too, you know.” 

 “Yeah, but you know stuff I don’t. Like I said, just like I know stuff about gardening 

that you don’t know. We could sit with a stopwatch for half an hour a week, and I just ask 

you questions. Then when we get to the end of the half hour, we can go back to regular 

conversation. And we’ll be even steven for the gardening work.” 

 “I think you’re imagining me to know a lot more than I do.” 

 “Do you have office hours with your students?” 

 “Yes.” 

 “And you get paid for that, right?” 

 “Right. But they’re enrolled in a course—” 

 “So how ‘bout we call this a … not sure what … a … an ‘independent study,’ or 

somethin' like that?” 

 Cass breathed a long sigh. “O.K. Independent study it is. I just hope you won’t be 

disappointed.” 

 “If I am, I’ll tell you, and we’ll figure out something else.” He extended his hand to 

shake on the deal, and Cass grabbed it. Copernicus barked his approval, and the two of 

them set about watering the garden. It had been nearly four weeks since a bona fide rain, 

which was not good news for hostas or their gardeners, or for homeowners paying for 

water. That evening, it neither rained nor poured. 

 

43 Establishing Roots 
 A late model Toyota pickup truck now parked regularly in the alley behind Agnes’s 

house on Pilottown Road, Demetrio having moved into the carriage house. For a full week 

now, he had been living the luxury of not sharing sleeping quarters, not depending on his 
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cousin for transportation, and not passing up occasional meals in order to put money aside 

for a security deposit. The furnishings in the apartment were very nice, the air conditioner 

was a welcome perk during the dog days of early July, and the queen bed had a brand new 

memory foam mattress. That was perhaps the best part of it all: sleeping. At night, 

Demetrio slept like a man whose time to sleep restfully had finally come. 

 He still had occasional bouts of giddiness, but they seemed to come more often 

when he was in the garden than when in his new home. Each evening, he would drink one 

cerveza on his little balcony, rocking in the rocking chair that Agnes had provided, and 

gazing out over the evolving garden that he had helped create. From his vantage point on 

the balcony, he was able to see the garden in new ways, which had prompted further 

suggestions to Agnes that they shared in occasional shouts from porch to balcony or in 

brainstorming teas on her back porch after their half-hour Spanish language sessions. He 

had been invited into her house on several occasions, in particular to team up with her on 

the computer in order to peruse online garden catalogues and order new specimens. 

 “Wow, you go to any online nursery selling Empress Wu, and you get the picture of 

the same guy!” exclaimed Agnes during one of them. 

 “He really gets around,” chuckled Demetrio. 

 Working her way through the alphabet on one site, Agnes had come upon the hosta 

Sam Spade. “Oh, Sam Spade. Do you know the character he is named for, Demetrio?” 

 “No, I don’t think so.” 

 “He was a dashing private detective in the movies played by the handsome 

Humphrey Bogart, and I remember swooning over him on more than one occasion.” 

 “Swooning?” 

 “Yes, it’s a word they use for when someone is so impressed by another that they 

kind of sway back and forth, and sometimes faint.” She threw one arm above her and 

lurched her head backwards in a pantomime. 

 Demetrio tittered. “Really? You swooned? That does not really seem like you.” 

 “Well, not to the point of fainting, but he did cut a dashing figure. Let’s buy it.” 

 Agnes had bookmarked a lot of websites devoted to hostas, and she had ordered a 

couple of books to find out more. The gardener that Demetrio had helped nurture was 

blossoming into a full-on landscaper. 
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 “Demetrio, it says here that hostas grow in the wild in Japan, where you can find 

them sprouting up in crevasses on sheer cliffs overlooking streams and waterfalls, 

sometimes competing even with roots from big trees for a hold." She glanced out the den 

window to her garden. "Why don’t we build a rock and water feature like that?”  

 Demetrio had assisted in water feature installations before, but never with hostas, 

and certainly never to emulate wild hostas. Now he and Agnes were pushing the envelope 

of their respective gardening abilities to determine which hostas would be most 

appropriate. Their research had led them to several species, lesser known in the mass 

markets yet familiar to aficionados, whose ranks Agnes was slowly yet surely joining. On 

order were a Longipes (the “rock hosta”), and a Ruprifraga, so named because it grows in 

clefts of rocks. “And here’s something else interesting: Sam Spade has that shiny underside 

to the leaves, so he’ll be right at home with Longipes and Rupifraga in among the rocks."  

 Agnes’s online purchases submitted, the two of them had but to await a visit from 

the big brown UPS truck, begin building a rockscape from Demetrio's trips to a stone 

supplier, and otherwise tend to the hostas that had already been installed. The summer had 

been hot with very little rain so far, to the point that the “D” word—drought—had been 

bandied about among gardeners on more than one occasion. The repercussions for 

Demetrio’s work were obvious: he spent a good hour shortly after dawn each morning 

making the rounds in the garden with a hose, watering his protégés and inspecting for slug 

damage or sunburn. With the dry weather, slugs were no big problem, but sunburn was an 

issue. As the two of them conducted a walk around one Monday morning shortly before 

noon, Demetrio stopped by Millennium.  

 “You know, Anyes,” he said, looking toward the sky, “I think we miscalculated the 

sun’s path when we put in this hosta.” 

 Agnes followed his eyes and she saw what he meant. “Should we move it?” 

 “Well, probably we should move it in the fall when the weather is cooler and before 

it goes dormant. But now, in such hot weather, it would be iffy.” 

 “Plus, it’s probably still getting its roots firmly settled in, wouldn’t you think?” 

 “Yes.”  

 “I wonder what we could do, Demetrio?” 

 “Maybe we can build a temporary shelter?” 
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 “A parasol!” exclaimed Agnes. 

 “Si! Como una sombrilla!”  

 “Si, Señor!” responded Agnes. Then she took a shot: “¿Pero, con que?” 

 “Bueno! Anyes, you almost got it: ‘¿Pero con lo que?” 

 “Why the ‘lo’? 

 Demetrio hunched his shoulders. “No sé. Like I said, I can speak it, but I cannot 

explain it.” 

 “No hay problema,” answered Agnes. “But that still doesn’t solve our problem: what 

can we use to make a parasol for Millennium?” 

 She thought for a moment, then her eyelids lifted. She turned and went into her 

house and emerged a couple of minutes later with a souvenir umbrella from a PGA event. 

Opening it up to reveal a span of perhaps six feet, she looked at Demetrio for his approval. 

 “It is the right size, Anyes, but I think it will block out too much sunshine.” He 

inspected the umbrella to see a number of signatures in magic marker on the panels. “It 

also looks like it has… los autógrafos?” 

 “Oh, I don’t even know who any of those guys are. It was my husband’s.”   

 “But it may be worth something?” 

 “Not to me. He had all kinds of weird golf stuff like this.” She twirled it a bit in her 

hand. “Hey, maybe we could cut the panels out and replace them with some of that shade 

cloth we got at the nursery?” 

 “And then we put a PVC pipe or something in the ground to hold it?” 

 Within the hour, Agnes had removed the panels and the two of them were cutting 

panels from shade cloth and stapling them over the frame. As they worked together, 

Demetrio brought Agnes up to speed on the other major development in his life. 

 “You know, Anyes, I have been working for that guy from the hosta sale.” 

 “The president of the hosta society?!” 

 “No, the one who you bid against for the Split Personality.” 

 “That guy!? How did that happen?” 

 Demetrio recounted his gig as bartender, followed by the interview, and offer to 

work.  



 

Hosta Seizure © 2013 by Jim Henry 

 

176 

 “This is terrific, Demetrio,” Agnes said as he finished his story. “But be careful with 

that guy. There’s something a little creepy about him.” 

 “What do you mean?” 

 “I can’t put my finger on it, but he just seemed a little too … arrogante? 

 Demetrio felt himself smiling broadly. “Anyes, those Spanish CDs you are listening to 

are really paying off. How do you say arrogante in English?” 

 “Almost the same: arrogant. But you could also call him cocky.” 

 He smiled again. “You are right. He is a little chulo. What should I be careful about?” 

 “I don’t know. It’s just a gut reaction. Maybe nothing,” she shrugged.  

 Their parasol was complete, and within fifteen minutes Demetrio had fashioned a 

temporary holder from some old PVC pipe and implanted it. He pulled open the umbrella 

and locked it into the open position, then worked the handle down into the PVC holder. He 

stepped back with Agnes to admire it. 

 “It’s perfect!” she exclaimed, looking at the partial shadow that was now cast over 

Millennium as the hot afternoon sun bore down. 

 “Yes,” said Demetrio, looking at the sky once again. “We will watch the sun to see if 

the shadow from the sombrilla lasts until the sun goes behind that tree. We might have to 

move it a little bit, but it looks like a winner!” 

 The two of them walked over to the emerging water feature to inspect the newly 

planted hostas there, and to discuss any tweaks they might want to add. While they were 

thus engaged, the hosta beds were coursing with emphs of delight. 

 “Hey, Millennium! You got it made in 

the shade, brother!” laughed Big Daddy from 

his place by the compost gate. 

 “Under his very own parasol,” quipped 

Ultramarine. “Did you order up some extra 

watering, too?” 

 “¡Oye, amigo!” emphed El Niño, a recent 

addition to the garden. “¿Está esperando la 

lluvia?  

                   H. ‘Ultramarine’ 
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 “Can somebody translate that?” asked Blue Wedgwood. 

 “I think he asked him if he’s expecting rain,” emphed Carolina Blue, who was planted 

close enough to Agnes’s window to be within hearing range of her Spanish CDs.  

 El Niño’s comment was only partially in jest. The hostas hadn’t seen a good 

rainstorm in almost a month, and were it not for Demetrio’s watering, they’d be but 

shriveled semblances of their former selves. As their banter continued, they sang praises 

once again to his gardening prowess, and at least one among them suggested that maybe 

the prowess included being able to receive an emph. 

 

44 Fugitive Life 

 "Sheherazade, Ray and Shirley have retired to the living room to receive their blue 

light treatment,” whispered Ray of Hope. Please, tell us a story!" 

 Sheherazade fluttered her leaves. It was a fine July evening, and the Gardeners had 

achieved delightful results this summer: despite the drought, hostas had received ample 

water, and growth patterns were reported to be uniformly positive. As twilight took hold, 

the venerated hostory teller emphed her assent. 

 "Once upon a sprig of thyme …" began Sheherazade. 

 "In a garden far, far away …" emphed Ray of Hope to supply the ritual beginning. 

 “There lived a hosta who was not like many others. Her name was Jookug-bibich’u.” 

 “Was she related to Oba Giboshi?” asked Cherry Berry, who had so enjoyed the story 

of Happy Camper. “That doesn’t sound very Japanese.” 

 “You are smart to observe the difference in sounds, Cherry Berry,” replied 

Sheherazade. “No, she was not Japanese but rather Korean.” 

 Korean! There were no Korean hostas in this patch, to any of the hostas' knowledge, 

so this tale promised to bring fresh understanding, indeed. The miniatures were rapt. 

 “Now, Jookug-bibich’u was marked by a trait that some considered a blemish.” 

 “Her petioles got attacked by slugs and all flopped over?” suggested Woodland Elf. 

 “The Black Vine Weevils chewed square holes all along her leaf edges?” offered 

Mighty Mouse. 
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 Clearly, the miniatures were in high hostory mode, an 

effect, possibly, of time-release fertilizer whose time had 

recently come to release.  

 “No, it was not a blemish imposed by insects,” 

responded Sheherazade. “Rather, it was a trait of her species 

borne of raging waters.” 

 No wild conjectures issued from the listeners, as they 

leaned on Sheherazade’s every emph. “You see,” she continued, 

“Jookug-bibich’u grew wild along river banks, among rocks and 

trees. But in the season of typhoons, the waters would rise and 

wash her over, from crown to scape, wrenching away flowers 

and seeds. And over time, she could no longer propagate.” 

 “Did she go extinct?” asked Woodland Elf. 

 “No, Elf, she found a better fit: she learned to self-propagate!” 

 A collective gasp swept through the miniatures.  

 “She was able to divide without the assistance of Gardeners?!” mused Mighty Mouse.  

 “Not quite. She learned to change her root habits so that they would strike out on 

their own, away from the crown, and establish new nodes from which shoots could issue 

forth.” 

 “You mean she was rhizo …” began Ray of Hope, attempting to remember one of his 

hostary class topics. 

 “Rhizomatous!” supplied Woodland Elf, bringing a ray of thanks from Ray of Hope. 

 “Good collective sense-making, mini’s!” congratulated Sheherazade. “That is indeed 

the term used by Gardeners to describe this trait.” 

 “And the Gardeners thought this was a blemish?” inquired Woodland Elf, 

remembering the hostory’s beginning. 

 “Oh, no, the Gardeners found this trait perfectly interesting. But as a result of this 

adaptation, Jookug-bibich’u changed in another way, too: her flowers ceased to open.” 

 “Oh, that’s sad,” emphed Feather Boa, whose scapes held dozens of tiny beautiful 

purple flowers that were opening exquisitely. 

        H. ‘Woodland Elf’ 
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 “Well, yes, sad in a way,” continued Sheherazade. “It was this trait that prompted 

Gardeners to call Jookug-bibich’u by another name. They came to call her ‘Clausa,’ because 

her flowers stayed closed.” 

 At that instant, a cry rang out from the back corner of the garden. “Somebody, help! 

I’m being eaten!” 

 Another emph resounded through the beds: “Ratsonstilts! Ratsonstilts!” 

 The miniatures set to trembling, and even the biggest among the hostas knew that 

they were helpless against such an animal. The tall brown creatures would wait until dusk 

then march in stealthily and set to chewing on hosta leaves—chomp, chomp, chomping—

while their white tales flopped lazily about. 

 “They got part of Empress Wu!” cried out Princess of Karafuto.  

 “Can’t somebody do something?!” added Mighty Mouse. 

 As if in answer, the screen door to Ray and Shirley’s back porch flung open, and Ray 

stood poised with BB gun in hand.  

 “Plaf! Plaf! Plaf! Plaf!” went the gun, and in an instant the ratsonstilts galloped off. 

Ray followed them to the edge of the garden and the hostas could here more retorts in the 

distance. After a few minutes, Ray returned. Shirley called from the porch. “Ray! What is 

it?!” 

 “It’s the damn ratsonstilts! But I gave their white asses something to think about!” 

 “We’ve gotta find a better way,” she said as he approached. 

 “I know. Let’s put it on the list for Funky.” 

 The two of them went back into the living room to resume blue light treatment, as 

the hostas emphed sighs of relief.  

 “That Ray, he’s our Ray of Hope!” exclaimed Mighty Mouse, and the little hosta who 

was Ray’s namesake puffed up his leaves. 

 “Empress Wu, are you alright?” called Sheherazade. 

 “They got a couple of leaves,” she sighed. “But I guess I’ve got plenty to spare.” 

 It was true. If leaves were to be lost by any hosta, best that it be one who was five 

feet wide and four feet tall. 

 “Now, hostas,” resumed Sheherazade. “Where were we?” 



 

Hosta Seizure © 2013 by Jim Henry 

 

180 

 “Jookug-bibich’u’s ‘blemish,’” supplied Woodland Elf, his little leaves rising to 

recreate the air quotes used by Sheherazade earlier. 

 “Oh, yes. Her ‘blemish,’ mirrored Sheherazade. “As the hostary archives remind us, 

often with an irregularity comes an opportunity.” 

 “Like with a sport!” chimed in Hi Ho Silver, who was himself a sport of Ginko Craig, 

and who displayed his heritage quite admirably through his long green leaves bordered in 

thick white margins. 

 “That’s a good comparison, Hi Ho Silver, and just as sporting has given hostakind 

some wonderful specimens,” continued Sheherazade with a nod in the little hosta’s 

direction, “so did the quality of rhizomatous propagation save the life of one!” 

 The miniatures went silent. 

 “For you see, a specimen of Jookug-bibich’u lived in a garden bordered by a tall cedar 

fence. And a fine garden it was, with attentive Gardeners and ample water and careful 

mulching. For years she lived there next to the fence, until one day she decided to push a 

rhizome under the fence and explore new worlds.” 

 “And she got eaten by ratsonstilts?!” interjected Mighty Mouse. 

 “No, Mighty, she actually found a new place to flourish, and although it was not as 

commodious as her other garden, it provided a safe haven when the soup-to-nuts 

landscapers arrived.” 

 “What are those?” inquired Woodland Elf. 

 “Soup-to-nuts landscapers are humans who remove all parts of an existing garden in 

order to install a new one.” 

 “Funky says that neighbor down the street who uses all the pesticides is nuts—“ 

mused Mighty Mouse. 

 “Well, this is slightly different, but in some ways similar, too, I suspect. In any case, 

Jookug-bibich’u’s ‘blemish,’ it turns out, enabled her to survive soup-to-nuts landscapers. 

When they took out all the other hostas, including Jookug-bibich’u’s self on the other side of 

the fence, she was able to endure on her own.” 

 “What became of all the other hostas?” asked Ray of Hope. 

 “I am unsure of that, Ray of Hope, but as we all know, all hostas go to gardens, 

eventually.” 
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 “But it doesn’t sound like there was much goodness in that one,” pouted Mighty 

Mouse. 

 “And what became of Jookug-bibich’u?” asked Woodland Elf. 

 “Jookug-bibich’u survives to this day, a testimony to the endurance of hostas in the 

face of adversity.” 

 “All alone?” asked Hi Ho Silver. 

 “All alone for now. But she has her rhizomes and she can multiply, and thus surely, 

someday, she will find herself amongst her cousins once again.” 

 “I think she is brave,” pronounced Mighty Mouse. 

 “And resourceful,” added Woodland Elf. 

 Ray and Shirley had concluded their blue light treatment, apparently, for the lights 

now went out, leaving the garden in darkness. The ratsonstilts, their white asses having 

received multiple shots of something-to-think-about, were nowhere to be found, and 

hostas large and small slumbered in peace. 

 

45 Taking Care of Business 

 One Friday morning in mid July, Funky made the hour drive to Salisbury, where he 

was scheduled to meet with the District Manager to discuss Funky’s proposal for 

installations at two office parks. Babs had helped him with his cost estimates and overhead 

projections, and he had included in his proposal a statement of general planting schemes 

and rain barrel water capturing. Apparently he had made it through the first elimination 

round, because he had been invited to present a representative landscape drawing to the 

District Manager. He had never really done anything this formal in his gardening practice 

so far, so he was a little nervous.  

 “Don’t be,” Babs had encouraged. “Just be yourself. You know what you’re doing and 

your ideas are terrific. So just be yourself. Something tells me you and Jim Phillips are going 

to hit it off.” 

 Funky was less optimistic. As he pulled into the parking lot of the office complex that 

housed district headquarters, he spotted the Hummer driven by one of the guys who 



 

Hosta Seizure © 2013 by Jim Henry 

 

182 

conducted the site visit at the office park managed by Babs. His heart dropped, and he 

almost turned around and headed back to Lewes without even getting out of the car. His 

left eyelid began twitching, and he was about to use it as an excuse not to venture where he 

had never gone before. But he had driven all this way, and he had his site plan, and Babs 

had been so confident, so he resolved to go through with it. He parked his pickup truck and 

walked toward the main office. As he neared the end of the parking lot, the vehicle in the 

space marked “Reserved for District Manager” gave him some hope: it was a simple Camry, 

a few years old, with a blue and white sticker on the back bumper reading “Practice 

Nonviolence.” 

 He was fifteen minutes early, and when he entered the reception area, a twenty-

something African American woman in tortoise shell glasses greeted him. He stated that he 

had an appointment with Mr. Phillips and that his name was Herman Funk. 

 “Oooh,” she smiled widely. “I love your rain barrels!” She stood up and extended her 

hand. “I’m Aysha Reese.” 

 “Pleased to meet you,” responded Funky. “And I’m glad you like the rain barrels.” His 

look must have conveyed his intrigue with how much his reputation preceded him, for she 

added, “Jim—I mean Mr. Phillips—was showing me the pictures of your installation in 

Rehoboth. We both do volunteer work at the Center for the Inland Bays, so we’re both into 

water conservation. Would you like some coffee or tea?” 

 “Well, if you have any green tea?” 

 “Is Sencha O.K.?” 

 This place was feeling better and better to Funky with each passing moment. After 

he settled into a chair with a cup of tea, Aysha pushed her intercom and informed Mr. 

Phillips that Mr. Funk had arrived. Three minutes later, the door to the office swung open. A 

man whose frame nearly matched that of the door walked through it and over to Funky. 

 “Pleased to meet you, Mr. Funk,” he said, extending his hand. “I’m Jim Phillips.” He 

looked to be about fifty, with graying hair that could use a little taming and a smile that lit 

up the room. Wrinkles at the corners of his eyes suggested that he wore the smile often. 

 “I’m pleased to meet you, too, Mr. Phillips,” said Funky.  

 He followed Jim Phillips into the office, and as he passed Aysha she furtively flashed 

him a pair of crossed fingers, her upper teeth clamped on her lower lip. 
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 Inside the office, Funky took a seat opposite the desk where Jim Phillips had plunked 

himself down. On the wall behind the district manager was a poster somewhat similar to 

the one in Babs’s office, but this one pictured planet Earth against the black backdrop of 

space with three words in neon blue beneath it: PEOPLE. PLANET. PROFIT. Funky had never 

seen such a thing, and his gaze must have lingered a bit long, for he heard Jim Phillips 

saying, “If you like the poster, I can get you one.” 

 “I’m sorry,” said Funky, shaking his head. “I just ..., I mean, I never heard of that.” 

 “The triple bottom line?” Jim Phillips swiveled in his chair and fetched a book from 

his shelf. “That expression started with John Elkington, I’m pretty sure,” he said, opening 

the book briefly and leafing through it. Then he closed it and passed it across to Funky. The 

cover read Cannibals with Forks: The Triple Bottom Line of 21st Century Business. 

 He turned the book over to read the cover, and as he did so, Jim Phillips was pulling 

more books off his shelves. He passed across a copy of Paul Hawken’s The Ecology of 

Commerce and Ray Anderson’s Confessions of a Radical Industrialist: Profits, People, 

Purpose: Doing Business by Respecting the Earth. Inspecting the book covers, Funky was 

feeling as if he had stepped through some portal into a parallel universe that he didn’t 

know existed.  

 “So,” said Jim Phillips, breaking him from his reverie, “you have a sample site plan to 

show me?” 

 At Mr. Phillips’s instruction, Babs had given Funky a blueprint of a typical office 

park, with no landscaping. Funky had 

superimposed a gardening design, complete 

with a number of hostas indicated, and rain 

barrels on most corners of buildings. He had 

come prepared to seduce the man with hostas 

that might appeal to the husband of a Beatles 

fan, including Eleanor Rigby, Sergeant Pepper, 

Yellow Submarine, and Revolution. Jim 

Phillips chuckled at the names. 

                        H. ‘Eleanor Rigby’ 
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 “My wife has some specimens of the friendship plant,” he said, revealing that he 

probably knew more about hostas than Funky would have expected. “I noticed you 

included a specimen of Victory at our Rehoboth location.” 

 Damn, thought Funky to himself. This guy really studied the report from the site visit. 

 “Yes,” Funky replied, “it’s a real beaute when it’s fully mature.” 

 “Oh, I know,” replied Jim Phillips. “My wife has one that’s been in there for five or six 

years.” Then he added, “I always thought it was kinda cool that the peace movement co-

opted the V sign and gave it a better meaning.” He addressed this comment more to the site 

plan than to Funky, almost as if thinking aloud, and he followed it with a specific question 

as he pointed to one building corner where a collection barrel was sketched in. “Do you 

have to worry about the barrels busting when it freezes?” 

 “No, actually, their tops remain open, so when the water expands as it turns to ice, it 

has somewhere to go.” 

 “But if the tops are always open, what about mosquitoes?” 

 “The tops are open, but they have screens to keep mosquitoes from laying eggs. That 

does require some regular checks to clear leaves and debris, but it’s easy enough.” 

 “Your bid includes the maintenance, right?” said Jim, glancing at Funky’s bid sheet to 

confirm his memory. 

 “Yes, sir.” 

 “Well, we like everything about your proposal. The price is right and the rain barrels 

are terrific. As you state in the proposal, we stand to gain hundreds of dollars per year on 

water usage alone, if we get rain at good intervals. But one thing bothers me.” 

 Funky felt as if the cloud he had been riding for the past half hour was preparing to 

breach. 

 “What’s that?” 

 “How are we going to know if this campaign of—“ he glanced again at the proposal 

and cited, “’public education through botanical information’ is really happening? How can 

we develop some metrics to gauge that?” 

 Funky had no clue. The expression that he had voiced spontaneously to Babs and 

then included in his proposal had served more as a rallying idea than as a measurable goal. 

Here he was faced not only with someone who seemed attracted by the idea but who also 
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expected genuine results. The guy was clearly smart and thorough, so Funky knew that any 

attempts at a bluff would be futile. Besides, he didn’t have an idea about how to even bluff. 

 “Honestly, I have no idea,” he said. “But—” 

 “Aysha’s great at this kind of stuff,” said Jim Phillips. “I’m gonna bring her in on this 

outside of your budget on this initial prototype—if you’d be comfortable with that?” 

 Mr. Phillips was now talking as if the contract was a done deal. But what did he mean 

by “prototype?” 

 “I would … I mean—” 

 “Sorry!” interjected Phillips. “I tend to get ahead of myself sometimes. Mr. Funk, 

we’d like to offer you a contract as per your proposal for one office park that will be going 

in next spring—brand new. And we want to treat it like a prototype and collect as much 

data on it as we can. And depending upon how this pans out, we might develop the 

prototype in partnership with you. Are you interested?” 

 Funky was speechless. As he was trying to process all this and formulate an 

acceptance, Jim Phillips added: “And we have a few parks that we’ve already installed that 

we might retrofit with the rain barrels, if you’d be up for that?” 

 “Totally!” Funky finally blurted out. 

 “Good. I’ll have to get the specs on all those to you, along with our working budget 

and how you would figure into it. But in the meantime, I’ll have Aysha send you the formal 

contract on this prototype so that we can all get moving on it. O.K.?” 

 “Terrific!” said Funky. “Mr. Phillips, I, I can’t tell you how exciting this is!” 

 Mr. Phillips extended his hand to shake on the deal, and as they did so he added, 

“and please call me Jim.” 

 “Oh,” said Funky. “Please call me Funky.” 

 At this, Jim smiled and said, “Yeah, Barbara Seville mentioned you went by a 

nickname.” Then he laughed. 

 He escorted Funky to the door and swung it open. Aysha was peering at them 

intently as they walked back into the reception area, and before the district manager could 

even say anything, she lifted both arms above her head and shouted in a loud whisper: 

“Yes!” 
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 “Remind me never to play poker with you,” said Jim Phillips. “And please see that 

Mr. Funk gets a contract in the mail ASAP. I want to talk to you about that because if you 

have time, I want you to team with him on some metrics.”  

 He shook hands with Funky again and returned to his office.  

 “Shall I use the same address as on your proposal, Mr. Funk?” asked Aysha. 

 “Yes, and please call me ‘Funky’.” 

 “I’m looking forward to working with you, Funky,” she said, extending her hand for 

another shake. 

 “Me, too,” replied Funky, grabbing her hand and pressing it hard. He turned and left 

the office, retracing his steps to his truck. For the moment, he felt like a character in a 

science fiction movie, recently abducted by benevolent aliens who were way ahead of him. 

 

46 Triangulating Imagination 

 After all the hostas had received Funky’s pronouncement to Ray and Shirley that 

“the destiny of each is tied to all” in the form of an emph, there ensued some discussion 

among them as to whether Funky had genuinely received this emph from Victory or if 

perhaps humans already used this expression themselves. 

 “He came, I emphed, he understood,” was all that Victory would say, slightly 

unsettled that his claim seemed to be under doubt.  

 “Let’s be clear that no one is contesting your emph, Victory,” reassured Elegans. 

Strong emphs of concurrence were sent in Victory’s direction. “But I think what we are 

trying to get at is whether he actually received it or he was just imagining he received an 

expression from you that he was already familiar with.” 

 “But Funky triangulated with Eleanor and she said that she had never heard humans 

speak these words,” piped up Woodland Elf. Ray of Hope and Mighty Mouse fluttered their 

leaves in agreement. They had all witnessed this exchange from their position in the 

miniature trough. And because they were in a trough, their emphs didn’t always go through 

loud and clear, so they added some histrionics to emphasize their point.  

 “Humans triangulate?!” exclaimed Great Expectations in amazement. 
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 “It seemed like triangulation,” responded Woodland Elf. 

 “But if they triangulate, why on earth would they be wreaking such devastation on 

Mother Earth left and right? All they’d have to do is ask around among people who no 

longer have safe drinking water or whose lands have been polluted or whose air is too 

thick to see through or—” 

 “Great Expectations, your point is a 

good one and one that we can discuss in 

another hostary class,” interjected Elegans, 

“but for now, maybe we can suspend 

discussion of whether or not what Funky 

did would constitute triangulation per se 

and instead concentrate on his words.” 

 The suggestion was met with 

general approval, and the hostas turned 

their attention anew to Earth Angel.  

 “Earth Angel, can you remind us again of his exact words?” queried Elegans. 

 “Half the interest of a garden is the constant exercise of the imagination.” 

 “O.K. So let’s do some work on this human phenomenon referred to as ‘imagination.’ 

Any ideas?” 

 “It seems to be something like witnessing into the future, except that it’s limited to 

just one human’s sense-making tissue, and also encumbered by some of the fallacies of the 

human belief system,” emphed Zounds. The big yellow beauty, admired by hostas and 

humans alike for his puckered leaves and heavy corrugation, was especially respected by 

hostakind for his ability to articulate complex issues while coordinating other hostas’ 

emphs. 

 “So … it’s got a lot of problems?” queried Phantom. 

 “Yeah, like a lot of human endeavors, it’s got its problems, but I think the benefits in 

this case far outweigh the shortcomings. Humans often associate imagination with changes, 

and I think that’s why Funky mentions it every now and then,” replied Zounds. 

                 H. ‘Great Expectations’ 



 

Hosta Seizure © 2013 by Jim Henry 

 

188 

 “Speaking of Funky, can someone please ask him to imagine singing my name an 

octave lower?” pleaded Barbara Ann. A few titters rippled through the beds. 

 “Why don’t you emph him yourself?” said Phantom. 

  “I’ve tried. Believe me, I’ve tried.”  

 “Well,” said Zounds, “look on the sunny side.”  

 The hostas awaited one of Zounds’ pithy pronouncements. 

 “Instead of Funky, it could be Ray,” he guffawed, bringing emph roars of laughter 

from all the beds. 

 “Giboshi, let’s focus here,” interjected Elegans. “If there is a relationship between 

imagination and changes, is there also a relationship between imagination and action?” 

 “There’s definitely a direct relationship between human imagination and action, 

because Funky always repeats that phrase when the Gardeners are transplanting us for 

greater flourishing,” pronounced Journey’s End. 

 So this is another reason why humans move about, mused Little White Lines to 

herself, reflecting on that discussion in early summer when she first learned that humans 

cannot emph. But now it seemed that at least one human could indeed emph, and so she 

put the question to the garden: “Is it imagination that enables Funky to emph?” 

 This question brought the hostary class to a momentary pause, as hostas across the 

garden leveraged all their sense-making tissue to consider the possibility and triangulate 

about it. 

 Eventually Crepe Suzette broke the silence. “Oui!” she emphed. 

 Attention turned to her. Truth be told, the other hostas enjoyed listening to Crepe 

Suzette just to hear her captivating accent and because she emphed with such conviction, 

whether or not she was on topic. She elaborated: “When Monsieur Funky seengs to us, 

surely he ees using hees eemaginahsión, non?” 

 “Si!” answered Bigga Luigi. He had had a crush on Crepe Suzette ever since she 

arrived in the garden. He lowered his voice and added, "Di pure tuto quello che vuoi, Bella 

Voce!" 

 Crepe Suzette shot him a glance and continued. “And when he was leaning hees face 

eento your bosom, Veectory, deed you feel a connecsión to hees sense-making teesue?”  
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 “I don’t know if I’d call it my bosom,” tittered Victory, glancing first at Crepe Suzette, 

then at Bigga Luigi, then back at Crepe Suzette, “but I definitely got a sense that the closer 

he gets to you, his sense-making tissue is sort of …” he paused, searching for the right word, 

“… unfurling.” 

 “Unfurling like a fern’s frond or more like a magic carpet?” asked Aladdin. 

 “More like a fern’s frond—I think,” replied Victory. 

 “I’ll make a crownal note for inter-species elaboration from the brackens on just 

what that feels like,” interjected Elegans. “Continue, please.” 

 “Well anyways, Funky also has this 

little cheer he often chants to me: “Victory, 

Victory, is our cry … Then he spells out my 

name.”  

 “Maybe when he’s spelling it out, 

he’s casting a spell?” offered Merlin. 

 “Actually,” interjected 

Unforgettable, then he glanced at Victory. 

“If I may?” 

 Victory wafted his leaves in the 

direction of Unforgettable, giving him the ground. 

 “It kind of feels the other way around; it’s not like he’s trying to do something to you 

but rather like he’s giving himself over to you. Would you agree, Victory?” 

 Victory formed his long scapes into a giant “V” and waved them at Unforgettable. 

 “So then imagination involves letting go of the self a bit?” added Zounds, back to his 

old pithy self. 

 “Bingo!” squealed Bingo. She had been in this garden for six years now and patiently 

awaiting the chance to do that. Up till now, her only claim to fame was getting mistaken by 

Gardeners for Tokudama Flavorcircinalis or enduring jokes from humans about senior 

entertainment. Now all hostas turned in her direction and nodded unanimous 

triangulation, a rarity in hostary class.  

 “So any ideas on why he emphed this expression to you, Earth Angel?” 

                                      H. ‘Victory’ 
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 “Well, he did once emph something that seemed more personal, and not necessarily 

anything generalizable enough to share.” 

 “O.K. If you’re not comfortable—” 

 “Oh, no. That’s o.k. No ego trip here. What he said was simple enough. He said ‘Your 

mom saved my life.’” 

 

47 Putting Copernicus to Sleep 
 During the week after Gloria’s departure, the drought endured. Funky had gone by 

Cass’s house every other morning to water the hostas, and he also bought a nice specimen 

of Paradigm and planted it a few feet from where the previous one had been installed, 

where, as he calculated, it would get the best light to bring out the bright gold centers of the 

leaves. He had been watering and fertilizing Cass’s anemone patch, too, and as he did so he  

reflected more and more on the nature of hosta communication. Initially, he had thought 

that there was just something copacetic between Victory and him, but then Unforgettable 

got into the act. Was there some hosta communication system that went beyond the simple 

referral that Victory had made to Unforgettable? Or were all these supposed messages he 

was getting from the hostas really nothing more than his own mind imagining that these 

messages originated somewhere outside of it? With all of his online reading about 

schizophrenia, he was pretty certain that his condition did not fall into that category. But 

that didn’t mean that there wasn’t something else going on that was wacko. 

  The anemone garden was emerging into a gorgeous grove of pink, white, blue, red, 

and lavender, an island of dappled color that grabbed one's eyes the moment one turned 

the corner. With the hostas along the perimeter of the garden now pushing up their scapes 

of purple and white flowers, the garden was nearing full bloom.  

 When he arrived at Cass’s the following Thursday morning, Cass was already at 

work watering, and as he rounded the corner of her house, she turned briefly to wave at 

him and resumed watering. She looks better, Funky thought to himself, studying her from 

the back: she was standing straight, and when he had glimpsed her face, though not as full 

of life as he had seen it, it was at least not ashen, as it had been during his last visit. 
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Copernicus was faring less well; he was lying near the gate, and he attempted to get up to 

greet Funky, but he tumbled back down as soon as he got up. Funky spent some time with 

him, feeding him some dog jerky, then he went over to greet Cass. As he approached her, 

she turned from her watering task to face him. 

 “Mom is gonna love these anemones,” she said to Funky. 

 “Is she coming to visit?” 

 “Yeah, I hope sometime soon. She came to see the house soon after we bought it, but 

she hasn’t been back since. She and Gloria never really got along so well, so she just never 

came down. I told her about my situation, and she is being very supportive. She even 

offered to pick up Gloria’s half of the mortgage.” 

 “Well, that’s terrific! So you’ll be holding onto the house?” 

 “Yeah, I’d like to. You know, this whole gardening thing has connected me with a 

part of myself that was long gone, and it feels  … I don’t know,” she hesitated, searching for 

words “… important.” 

 “That’s great, Cass. My offer still stands for trading gardening for our ‘independent 

study,’” he smiled, flashing the air quotes with his gloves. 

 “I’d be up for that, if you really think I have anything to teach you. I’d also like to ask 

your help with something else, if you think it’s legal.” 

 Legal? What could this be leading to? “What’s that?” he said. 

 “I think I want to bury Copernicus here.” She glanced across at her dog, smiling 

ruefully. “It’s almost time—he can hardly stand up anymore—and I don’t know if it’s lawful 

to bury an animal in the development.” 

 “Who’s gonna know?” 

 “Well, I dunno. A nosy neighbor who sees me returning from the vet’s or—” 

 “Don’t give it a second thought. People bury cherished pets in their yards all the 

time. Heck, I could come by one evening and dig the grave, and then you and I could get him 

into it in no time flat.” 

 “That would be such a help.” 

 “Listen, I’ll come by this evening after my Society meeting.” 

 Cass looked across at Copernicus, and her eyes welled with tears again. 
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 “Cass, you're doing the right thing by not obliging him to endure more pain. You see 

the look on his face when he tries to get up?” They agreed that Funky’s proposal would be 

the best course of action, and the two of them walked over to the back porch steps. 

 Sitting down, Cass then broached the topic of their independent study. “So what do 

you want to talk about?” 

 “Well, this idea of a paradigm. You said it started with astronomy, right?” 

 “Well, Kuhn’s scholarship was using that science among others.” 

 “And what about psychology?” 

 “You mentioned that before. What exactly were you wondering about?” 

 “Well, it’s kinda personal. But here it is.” Funky drew a breath and exhaled, trying to 

think of a way to formulate his account. 

 “When I was a kid, I fell out of a tree and landed on my head, and they took me to the 

hospital, and eventually I was alright and everything—that’s how I got this lazy eyelid, by 

the way,” he said, gesturing at his left eyelid. “But I had a follow-up with a psychologist, and 

I don’t . . .” he hesitated once again, trying to figure out how much to say and how. 

 “I don’t know anything about psychology, but I do know that looking back on it now, 

I just don’t think the guy was all that smart. But maybe he just had the wrong paradigm?” 

 “What exactly did he do?” 

 “He told me to draw a tree, and a house, and a person next to it, and then he told me 

and my parents what it meant.” 

 “Are you serious?” 

 “I remember it just like it was yesterday, sometimes. He said the roof on my house 

showed I had an over-active imagination, and my tree drawing had really strong roots, 

which he said meant I had a tendency to test reality. And my drawing of the person—he 

had a lot of questions about that one—my drawing of the person revealed that I wasn’t 

really motivated.” 

 “How on earth did he come up with that?” 

 “Because he just told me to draw these three things, and I drew the person lying 

down next to the tree. I mean, that was how they found me when I fell, so I was just trying 

to represent what had happened. But he said it indicated that I was really shying away from 

standing on my own two feet.” 
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 “Funky, what year was this?” 

 Funky did some mental calculations. “Must have been ’74, ’75—somewhere around 

there.” 

 “And that was it?” Cass glanced at his eyelid, as if noticing the dip anew. 

 “Yeah, pretty much. It was my parents’ idea to take me, and I guess for them this 

kinda explained why I wasn’t much of an achiever and given to flights of fancy.” 

 “And you’re wondering if maybe the paradigm that he was using was keeping him 

from seeing stuff?” 

 “Well … yeah. What do you think?” 

 “I think it wasn’t a question of paradigm so much as shoddy practice. He conducted 

this one session and then derived all these conclusions based just on this one drawing? Is 

that what you’re telling me?” 

 “Yeah, that was it.” 

 “Funky, you don’t need the idea of a paradigm shift to figure this one out. He was 

just a bad practitioner. That’s bad work.” 

 “You know, part of me thinks that, but another part thinks . . .” he hesitated, trying to 

formulate his thoughts. 

 “Thinks what?” 

 “Thinks he was right. I mean, I never did that great in school, ‘cause I wasn’t able to 

self-motivate, I guess, and I do tend to let my imagination run wild a bit, and I have this 

habit of rejecting reality.” 

 “O.K. Let’s take these one by one. You know who else was bad in school?” 

 “Who?” 

 “Einstein.” 

 “Oh, yeah, I heard that once, but—” 

 “Second: Letting your imagination run wild. Talk to all of the most successful artists, 

designers, architects, painters, sculptors—hell, for that matter, people in professions that 

aren’t even considered artistic. All the great innovators spend periods letting their 

imaginations run wild. I mean,” she said, sweeping her arm about the garden, “look what 

you’ve done already just with this little plot. I’d like to see what that second rate 

psychologist would be able to do with it.” 
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 Cass was talking with more and more energy as she spoke, as if Funky had hit a 

nerve. 

 “And the bit about ‘rejecting reality’—whatever that means—sometimes it’s good to 

reject reality—when ‘reality’ is something that the status quo or the dominant society 

needs for you to internalize so that it can carry on with its narrow work and ignore the 

potential in people that might come out when they can ‘reject reality.’ No?” 

 “I didn’t mean to get you all worked up—” 

 Cass stopped abruptly, and she smiled ever so slightly, for the first time in a long 

time.  

 “Sorry. But if we are treating this as an independent study, even though psychology 

is not my field—if you are telling me that this guy came to these conclusions about you 

based only on this one drawing, he should have his license revoked. Pure and simple.” 

 Then she exhaled strongly, gazed across her anemone bed, and added more softly, 

“And this has been following you all these years?” 

 “Yeah. Kinda. I mean, I don’t obsess about it or anything, but like I said, it was my one 

and only exposure to a psychologist, and I’ve always felt like he wasn’t seeing the whole 

story. And then when you and I started talking about paradigms, I just thought that maybe 

back then psychology didn’t have the paradigm that would allow some different 

understandings of things.” 

 “You’re giving him way too much credit. He was just bad. And if I’m getting all 

worked up about it, that’s because of two things: one, when people have authority over 

other people, they should be damned sure of what they’re talking about before they draw 

conclusions like the ones he drew.” 

 Funky felt himself smiling. “And second?” 

 “And second, what we are doing now really is like a few independent studies I’ve 

done. I get students every now and then who’ve been told by previous instructors that 

they’re not smart, or they can’t think right, or they’re lazy, or they don’t have the 

background or …” she stopped again, breathing a deep breath, “but the real fact of the 

matter is that in a lot of the cases, the instructor who told them this was just too set in her 

ways, or too lousy of a teacher, or too overworked because of all the other tasks expected of 

her, to help the student figure out what steps he or she needed to take to figure things out.” 
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 “I can see why you’re famous,” Funky laughed. 

 “Gloria exaggerated that. I’m not famous.” 

 “You get really worked up when you’re talking about something you care about. I 

bet it’s the same when you’re reading and writing.”  

 “Well, that part’s true,” Cass allowed, and a smile tugged at the corner of her mouth 

once again. “I tend to get in the zone and not come out for hours at a time.” 

 “If I had had you for a teacher in college, I might not have dropped out,” Funky 

stated flatly. “That might have changed everything.” 

 “But if you had stayed in college, you might not have turned out to be the terrific 

gardener that you are,” countered Cass. 

 What a nice thing for her to say. Funky didn’t have a response to that one, but he did 

make it back later that evening to dig a grave for Copernicus. 

 

48 Terms of Engagement 

 Demetrio’s work at Captain Burt’s had become quite lucrative. He was working now 

two days a week, so that in just two short weeks he had amassed $600. Because his rent 

was covered by gardening and Spanish conversation with Agnes, he found himself with a 

stache of cash that wasn’t either owed to someone or earmarked for one payment or 

another. It was a situation in which he had not found himself for many years, and he was 

now faced with an important decision: whether or not to open a bank account. He had 

always paid cash for everything, and he was a bit leery of opening an account because then 

he’d be on an official record. And that part was troubling. Truth be told, he had been 

deported early in his twenties for violating the terms of his immigrant work visa, and even 

though the ten-year hiatus on re-entering the country that his deportation required had 

now been passed by several years, the whole experience had made him a bit paranoid. In 

fact, the violation itself had been engineered by a third party who assured him that 

everything was on the up and up, so he really didn’t like volunteering any more 

information than necessary to anybody he didn’t know and trust. 
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 It was Agnes who urged him to open the account. She had occasionally asked 

questions about his past during their gardening conversations, and because he had always 

been vague or general in his answers, she had not pursued them. But now that he was 

living in her carriage house and their companionship as gardeners was growing into 

friendship, she seemed intent on enabling him to continue putting in roots. “Demetrio,” she 

had said during one of their conversations, “I hope you are considering relocating to Lewes 

more permanently, and if you need any help in doing so, I’ll be happy to provide it.” She had 

accompanied him to the bank and sat patiently in the lounge while he completed the 

transaction, just in case he needed any help with paper work or translation. 

 At Captain Burt’s, Demetrio was encountering collectors’ hostas that he had never 

worked with before. The Captain had lots of resource materials on each of them, which he 

kept in a shed that he unlocked and locked ritually at the beginning and the end of each 

workday. Demetrio’s work to date had consisted mostly of digging and preparing beds, and 

of planting the hostas from the birthday party. He brought his long experience with hostas 

and his broader experience as a gardener to the task, and the Captain brought ambitious 

knowledge, emerging from the massive amounts of research he had been conducting on 

hostas during the past few years. 

 “You know, Demetrio, if you bred the right kind of hosta—one that no one could 

replicate in tissue culture or that would stand up to any sudden hosta-specific diseases that 

came through and wiped out the others—you could make a killing.” 

 Demetrio was not familiar with the idiom “make a killing,” and his facial expression 

must have shown it, for the Captain raised one hand and rubbed thumb and index finger 

together vigorously: “mucho dinero,” he laughed. 

 They were about half way through their planting of the birthday presents, and 

Captain Burt had decided to place all of Seaver’s “sea series” in a bed together. Perhaps 

because several of them were fairly rare and expensive, he was planting them along with 

Demetrio. As they worked, the Captain engaged Demetrio in small talk. The gringo had such 

a powerfully engaging manner about him that Demetrio found himself sharing information 

almost as with a buddy. 

 “So that woman you were with at the Garden Tour,” he said, “do you know her well?” 
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 “Yes. I work for her regularly.” 

 Captain Burt moved a bag of soil a few feet. “What’s her name?” 

 Demetrio hesitated at this one, and decided that a formal reference to another 

employer was the best course of action. “Mrs. Doolittle,” he replied. 

 “She local?” 

 “Yes.” 

 “A hosta gardener?” 

 “Yes. Mainly blue hostas.” Demetrio smiled broadly even now at the idea. 

 “How many she got?” 

 “Oh, maybe 60 or 70 different specimens.” 

 “And mostly blues . . . " repeated the Captain while repositioning a planting. Then, 

off-handedly, "Lots of Blue Angels?” 

 Demetrio stopped to calculate. “Well, perhaps a half dozen of that variety.” 

 The Captain halted his work. Studying the ground in front of him and without 

looking at Demetrio, he said quietly, “Does she breed?” 

 “I do not think so.” 

 “Any idea why she grows mostly blues?” 

 “No. It is just a preference, I think.” 

 The Captain was on his knees in 

front of Tidewater. He had finished packing 

dirt onto the fresh planting and brushed 

his hands together to shake the dirt off. 

 “Where does she live?” 

 “She lives on Pilottown Road," said 

Demetrio. Then he added, “I am renting the 

carriage house behind her house.” 

 The Captain was silent. 

 Near the end of the workday, Captain Burt announced that all of the sea series had 

been planted, and in an attempt to remind him of a missing specimen, Demetrio said, “But 

                          H. ‘Tidewater’ 
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we have not yet planted Sea White Gold. I remember seeing it at your party. It is a catchy 

name.” 

 Captain Burt looked across at the bed and then glanced at the empty table across the 

way where the birthday gifts had been stored. “You must be mistaken, Demetrio,” he said, 

holding his gaze steadily, “I didn’t receive any hosta by that name.” 

 Demetrio was positive of the name, but the look on Cap’n Burt’s face told him it was 

a topic not to be pursued. “Oh, my mistake,” he said. 

 At the end of the day, the Captain counted out Demetrio’s $150 and then added an 

extra fifty.  

 “It’s too much, Captain,” said Demetrio as the older man plunked down the fifty 

dollar bill on top of the others. “You have overpaid.” 

 The Captain smiled and said, “I pay my workers for loyalty, too, Demetrio, and you 

have been a very loyal worker so far.” 

 Demetrio shrugged and put the money in his pocket, whereupon the Captain added, 

“And just so you know, I’m not declaring any of these payments on my taxes.” And he 

winked. 

 

49 Wake-up Call 

 The hulabaloo about the Hosta Laureate’s supposed resurfacing at the beginning of 

the summer had faded away as mid-summer passed and the dog days of July were in full 

swing. Funky had been musing off and on on the whereabouts of Elisabeth, convinced 

increasingly that she might still be alive. And even if not, that Ayoka might know more 

about her. He was grateful that public attention on the case had died down once again. 

 On Monday, July 16, he was awakened at 6 a.m. by a phone call that changed all that. 

 “Is this Herman Funk?” asked the caller. The voice sounded young. 

 Funky had been reared to first identify himself to his caller whenever making phone 

calls, and even though caller ID had pretty much obviated this courtesy, he still resented 

such abrupt greetings. 

 “Who is calling?” he asked. 
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 “This is Stuart Green from the Cape Sentinel. Am I speaking with Herman Funk?” 

 Damn, said Funky to himself, just when the Elisabeth Burgess stuff had finally died 

down again. 

 “Yes, this is he.” 

 “Do you care to tell me about Plantaginea?” 

 Apparently the call was not about Elisabeth Burgess. “What do you mean?” he asked. 

 “Do you have any plans for it?” 

 “What are you talking about? What kinds of plans?” 

 “That’s what I’m asking you.” 

 Funky hung up his phone. Six in the morning and some nut is calling me? he 

muttered. 

 Ten minutes later, the phone rang again. Funky checked the ID to see it was the 

same caller. 

 “Mr. Funk, I’m calling to see if you would be available for an interview.” 

 “On what subject?” 

 “On the subject of Elisabeth Burgess. Another of her poems has surfaced, and it 

would seem to implicate you.” 

 “Implicate me how?” 

 “If I can see you in person, I’ll explain.” 

 “I’ve gotta be at work by 9. If you can make it here before 8, I could give you half an 

hour.” 

 “I’ll be there in twenty minutes.” 

 The phone clicked off. Stuart Green hadn’t even asked for the address. 

 Funky was wide awake now, so he went down to his trailer to make some tea and 

oatmeal. In less than ten minutes, there was a knock on his door. 

 Damn, that was fast, he thought. 

 When he opened the door, two policeman stood before him. 

 “Mr. Funk?” asked one. 

 “Yes.” 

 “We’d like to ask you a few questions. May we come in?” 
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 “You could come in, but there’d be no place to sit,” he said, opening his door more 

fully to reveal his over packed interior. “Wanna go sit at the picnic table?” He gestured to a 

table a few feet away. 

 The three men sat down, and the one who had not yet spoken asked, “Do you 

conduct aerobic classes back in the woods?” 

 Would the whole day be filled with weird questions from outer space? Funky looked at 

the guy’s partner’s face to try to figure out what such a question could possibly signify, and 

he was met with a blank stare. 

 “Could you repeat that?” 

 “We’re following up on the Burgess case,” said the one who had just asked the 

question. “You’re familiar with it, I believe?” His sidekick snorted softly. 

 “Yes.” 

 “We have new evidence that suggests that you might hold information related to her 

disappearance, and part of the evidence talks about your aerobics classes.” 

 “I haven’t been to an aerobics class in my life,” said Funky. “I seriously doubt if 

Elisabeth attended any, either. She wasn’t the aerobics type.” 

 “You knew her pretty well, then?” It was the cop who had snorted who asked this 

question. 

 “Look,” said Funky. “I’m assuming you read up on the past files before comin' out 

here, so you should be familiar with my depositions. Anybody who knew Elisabeth knew 

she was not the aerobics type. She didn’t like groups of people and I never heard her talk of 

any exercise beyond gardening.” 

 “What can you tell us about her virus?” 

 “That’s a new one on me. She had a virus?” 

 “That’s what we’re asking you.” 

 “You know what? This is tiresome. And frankly, exasperating. You show up out of 

the clear blue askin' me completely weird questions at 6:30 on a Monday morning, and 

when I try to get a little clarity, the best you can do is repeat yourself. Am I being charged 

with something?” 

 The first cop pulled a piece of paper from his pocket and passed it over to Funky, 

who turned it around and read it silently. 
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Hostale Takeover  

Her man can tell you / of plans for Plantaginea. 

Petroleum pushing Pretty Woman / imperils Pleistocene progeny. 

He wants a world of Waldens. 

 

Oh, Blue Angel / don’t you cry, 

Just because I / say goodbye. 

 

A victim of virus, / a Viking I bequeath, 

That in my absence answers may arise/ to quarrelsome questions of ethics.  

 

Aerobics class in his woods / swaddles a wise Blue Wedgwood. 

The Drinking Gourd / will direct your digging 

To bring to light / my buried body.  

         -Anon 

 “Good heavens,” Funky said half to himself, half to the cops. “Another one of her 

poems showed up in the library?” 

 “So you can identify this as one of hers?” 

 “No, actually, I can’t. That’s your job.” 

 “Mr. Funk, we can either continue this discussion here, or we can continue it at the 

station.” 

 “Isn’t there some kinda statute of limitations on this stuff?” 

 “In Delaware there’s no statute of limitations on murder.” 

 “Murder!? Has someone found her body?” 

 The two policemen looked at one another, then the first one turned back to Funky. 

 “Well, no. But that’s what we’re trying to do, and if you really didn’t have anything to 

do with her disappearance, we’d appreciate your help.” 

 Funky studied the poem again. “Look, honest to goodness, I don’t know diddly about 

poetry. I just said that this was hers because the topic is hostas and I saw the signature, and 

that’s how she signed all of those poems that turned up at the library, right?” 

 The first cop nodded. 
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 “But just lookin' at this right off the bat, I can tell you this much: Plantaginea is a 

hosta that was among the first to be imported into the U.S. It gets used a lot by breeders to 

produce new cultivars. Pretty Woman's a hosta, but it’s not very common. Blue Angel and 

Blue Wedgwood are both very common blue hostas. Drinking Gourd is probably short for 

Abiqua Drinking Gourd, also a really popular blue hosta.”  

 He studied the poem again. “Those two lines about Blue Angel are lifted from the 

Roy Orbison song, in case you’re not a fan, but I have no idea about any of the other stuff.” 

 “No idea about anything she might have had to do with Vikings?” 

 “Nope. But I really didn’t know much at all about her work at the university. You’d 

have to ask one of her colleagues about that.” 

 He looked up, first at one cop then at the other, and shrugged his shoulders. “I really 

don’t know any more than I’m telling you.” 

 “Do you have any of the hostas she mentions?” 

 “Sure. I’ve got Blue Angel right here behind us,” he said, gesturing at a grove of the 

big blue specimens that framed the entry to his house. And I have a specimen of Blue 

Wedgwood and one of Abiqua Drinking Gourd up on the hill.” 

 “Would you show them to us, please?” 

 Funky walked the two men up the hill to show them each specimen.  

 “How about this other one—Pretty Woman?” said the first cop. 

 “Nope. I’ve heard of it vaguely but I’ve never seen it in a garden.” 

 The two policemen looked at one another, and the first shrugged at the second. They 

turned to go back down the hill, and Funky accompanied them to the picnic table. “Well, if 

anything else occurs to you, please give me a call,” said the second cop. He passed Funky his 

card. 

 “Do you have another copy of the poem?” 

 “Not with us. And this is evidence. But I’m sure it will be in the papers. There were 

journalists at the station before the papers even hit the stands today.” 

 The two men turned to leave, and as they did, another car drove up. A young man 

who looked to be in his teens opened the door and jumped out.  He pulled out a camera and 

started taking pictures. 

 “Is this an arrest?” he called out. 
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 The two cops exchanged knowing glances, turned to the kid, and said in unison, 

“No.” Then they regained their car and drove off. 

 The kid walked toward Funky.  

 “Stuart Green, I presume?” said Funky. 

 “Yeah!” 

 “Sorry to ruin your day by not getting arrested.” 

 “Oh, that’s o.k. I can still ask you some questions.” 

 “No, you can’t,” said Funky. “If this is the level of your journalism, I wouldn’t trust 

you with quoting me. And you can quote me on that.” He turned and walked into his trailer.  

 When he emerged fifteen minutes later to leave for Ray and Shirley’s, Stuart Green 

was still there, sitting on his picnic table and staring off in the direction in which the police 

had headed. 

 “Stuart!” Funky called out, and the kid jumped. He turned to look at Funky, and 

Funky saw both fear and nervousness in his eyes.  

 “I’m screwing this up, aren’t I?” asked Stuart. 

 “Royally. You are on private property, and you arrive here taking pictures left and 

right that in the wrong context could be misleading.” 

 “I deleted them already,” Stuart said, staring at the ground. “After you said what you 

said, I realized that I shouldn’t have been taking the pictures. But I was assigned to this 

case, and it really did look like maybe you were getting arrested, and if so, I wanted the 

picture.” 

 “Sorry to let you down.” 

 “You didn’t. I mean, it’s not like I wanted you to get arrested, but it just looked like 

that. For my money, you’re innocent.” 

 “For your money?” 

 “I read all the files. There’s no way that someone like you is gonna murder anybody. 

Gardeners don’t do that kind of stuff.” 

 At this Funky laughed.  

 “My mom is a gardener,” Stuart added.  

 “So why’re you here?” 
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 “’Cause the poem makes it seem like it was you. Look at the first line.” He passed the 

day’s paper to him, in which the poem that the police had just shown to him appeared. 

“Anybody doing a close reading is gonna put ‘Her’ and ‘man” together to read ‘Herman’, 

right?” 

 “I guess so. But for the record, nobody calls me that.” 

 “I know. Like I said, I read all the files. And so if it was Elisabeth who wrote it, and 

she was referring to you, she just would have said ‘Funky,’ right?” 

 “So why did you ask me if I had plans for Plantaginea?” 

 “I wanted to get your reaction.” 

 “Well, here it is. I don’t have any plans for Plantaginea, and like I said to the two cops 

who were just here, I don’t have a clue what this poem is about.” 

 “I think it’s a Viking Poem,” said Stuart. 

 “A what?” 

 “A Viking Poem. We studied them in senior English class at Cape Henlopen High.” 

 “Oh,” said Funky. “Home of the Vikings, right?” 

 “Right. But that’s just a coincidence because our English teacher told us it’s a 

legitimate poetic form.” 

 Funky looked at his watch to see it was almost eight-thirty. “Listen, Stuart, I wish 

you the best with this story, but like I said, I gotta get to work. I’m gonna be late.” 

 “Would you be willing to let me interview you later?” 

 “I don’t know. I mean, it’s nothin' personal, but right now, I gotta figure this stuff out. 

How about for now you can quote me as saying that I repeat my assertion of a decade ago 

that I had nothing to do with Elisabeth Burgess’s disappearance, and I really don’t know 

anything about poetry. And I’ll tell you exactly what I told the cops.” 

 Stuart Green was scribbling furiously in a notebook, which Funky took to at least be 

a promising sign. 

 “Plantaginea is a hosta that was among the first to be imported in the U.S., and it gets 

used by breeders. Blue Angel, and Blue Wedgwood are hostas, too. ‘Drinking Gourd’ is 

probably short for ‘Abiqua Drinking Gourd.’ And the two lines about Blue Angel are from a 

Roy Orbison song.”  

 “I knew that.” 
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 “So why did you—” 

 “I mean the part about Roy Orbison. His voice totally rocks. We watched one of his 

YouTubes in English class, and then I downloaded a lot of his tracks.” 

 “Sounds like your English class covered a lot of ground.” 

 “Yeah. It was awesome.” 

 “I really gotta go now, Stuart. But you can quote me on what I just said, and if I think 

of anything else, I’ll get back to you. I promise.” 

 “You will?! Wow!” 

 “But now I gotta go.” 

 “O.K.” 

 Stuart Green turned to go to his car, then stopped. He scribbled something on a 

piece of paper, ripped it from his notebook, turned, and trotted back to Funky. 

 It had his phone number and the words “Good luck!” 

 So much for impartiality on the part of the fourth estate, laughed Funky to himself as 

he drove to Ray and Shirley’s. This was probably Stuart Green’s first assignment, and he 

sure was pursuing it with vim and vigor. Funky had to hand him that. 

 When he arrived at Ray and Shirley’s they were seated at their picnic table, finishing 

breakfast. Funky had the newspaper with him, and he passed it across to them. 

 “Oh, no,” said Shirley, “another one?” She read the poem once and pronounced, “It’s 

a Viking Poem.” 

 Funky lifted his eyebrows, and she elaborated: “My grandmother used to give us 

Viking Poems to solve. They’re often a riddle, and I guess the poet wanted to make sure we 

knew that by putting ‘Viking’ in the verse. They always have a lot of alliteration.” 

 “If there’s a riddle in there somewhere, I sure as heck can’t see it,” said Funky. 

 Ray scooted around to sit next to Shirley and studied the poem. 

 “Well, we’ve got several hosta names …” 

 “Right.” 

 “And my guess is that ‘Pleistocene progeny’ refers to hostas, too,” continued Ray. 

“The marine transgressions that contributed to the ground we are standing on right now in 

lower slower Delaware took place during the Cretaceous Period,” he said, stamping his feet 
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under the picnic table for emphasis, “and Plantaginea first appeared sometime during the 

Ice Age, didn’t it?” 

 “Oh! I think you’re right,” confirmed Funky. 

 “And the lines about Blue Angel are from Roy Orbison,” added Shirley. 

 “Yeah, I noticed that, too. But what is “Petroleum pushing Pretty Woman?” 

continued Funky. 

 “Maybe it’s a metaphor—like ‘petroleum’ as a stand-in for fossil fuels, being burned 

by humans and warming the earth to push plants out of their natural habitats?”  

 “Or out of existence,” mused Funky, staring to one side. 

 “’He wants a world of Waldens’,” read Shirley aloud. “Henry David Thoreau? Did 

Elisabeth write about Thoreau?” 

 “No idea.” 

 Ray was studying the poem again. “Did Elisabeth have a virus?” 

 “That’s what the police asked me this morning.” Funky recounted his visits from the 

police and from the newspaper reporter, chuckling as he told the latter story. “But I gotta 

hand it to Stuart Green—he identified it as a Viking Poem, too. As for Elisabeth having a 

virus, if she did, she didn't say anything about it to me.” 

 “But on the other hand,” said Ray. If she did have some incurable virus, that might 

explain her deciding to just take up and leave. You know, go to Costa Rica or Cancun or 

something.” 

 “So you’re not teaching aerobics classes in the woods behind your house?” snickered 

Shirley, and the three of them burst into laughter at the thought. “What do you think the 

cops were thinking?” 

 “Beats me,” said Funky.  

 “And speaking of Blue Wedgwood, ours is doing great this year, thanks to all the 

watering,” said Ray. “Which is what we have on schedule for you this morning. You up to 

it?” 

 “Oh, sure,” said Funky, “it takes more than a little interrogation at 7 a.m. to daunt my 

watering spirits.” The three of them rose and set about their gardening tasks.  

 The drought of June had spilled over into July. Citizens of Lower Slower were 

formally referring to it as a drought now, and hosta gardeners far and wide began nearly 
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every morning by watering their plants. Ray and Shirley had some partial watering systems 

on their property, but only for a few main beds. The rest were so far flung that the only 

reasonable way to get water to the hostas was by lugging around hoses. Their house was in 

a development that was old enough and far enough outside the city limits of Lewes that 

they had their own well, so they weren’t sweating water costs. But still, it was a drag to 

have to water every single day, with no help from Father Sky. So they were happy to give 

this job to Funky today, and he actually welcomed it. It gave him a chance to meet and greet 

every hosta in the outermost beds and inspect them closely once again. 

 When he reached Empress Wu, 

he noticed the deer damage. “Ray!” he 

called out. “I think ya got deer again!” 

 Ray walked over to join him. 

“Yeah, damned ratsonstilts. I shot ‘em 

with my B-B gun, but we gotta find a 

better system.” 

 “They’ve got stuff on the market 

now that you can plant in the soil, and 

the hostas take it in and it gives them a 

taste the deer don’t like.” 

 “Seriously?” 

 “Yeah. It was in one of the Journal issues recently—” 

 “I haven’t been keeping up—” 

 “It’s comin' outta the University of Minnesota’s labs, and it’s still in the beta stage 

and kinda expensive, but I guess you could try it.” 

 Ray gazed about. “That’s a lot of ground to cover.” 

 “Yeah, you might just wanna go with an electrified wire around the perimeter, like 

they put around horse pastures.” 

 “I think that’s the best idea. I’ll look into it and maybe we could put it in before the 

end of summer.” 

                            H. ‘Empress Wu’ 
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 Ray returned to the house and Funky continued with his watering. When he came to 

Blue Wedgwood, he said, “I have no doubt that you are wise, Blue Wedgwood. Care to share 

your wisdom? 

 He felt a gentle push to the back of his head, like a strong gust of wind, localized 

above his neck. He took the hint and bent down, then he dropped his head and drew near to 

Blue Wedgwood. From inside the plant came a lilting voice: “Recognize the children and find 

the mother.”  

 Blue Wedgwood was citing the Tao Te Ching to Funky. He glanced around to see if 

either Ray or Shirley was around, and determined that he was alone. He leaned in again and said, 

“But there are so many children, and I recognize them all.” 

 “Talk to the mother who saved your life,” emphed Blue Wedgwood. 

 “I’m afraid my mother is long gone, friend,” Funky answered. He leaned in once 

again in the hopes of extending the dialogue, but Blue Wedgwood was silent.  

 

50 Metrics for a Revolution 

 Soon after he received the formal contract for the prototype office park and for the 

retrofitted rain barrels at some of the existing locations, Funky found himself headed back 

to Salisbury for a meeting with Aysha Reese to figure out a way to measure the 

effectiveness both of the rain barrels and of the campaign for public education through 

botanical information. In the time since their previous meeting, the Viking Poem had 

appeared in local papers, along with “an exclusive interview” with Herman Funk by Stuart 

Green. Coverage in other newspapers had raised the old specter of Funky’s having possibly 

played a part in Elisabeth Burgess’s disappearance, but Stuart Green’ article used the 

exclusive interview to cast Funky as cooperative and actively contributing his own 

knowledge to try to solve this case. In so doing, it stood head and shoulders above the other 

coverage, by virtue of the extra information it conveyed. Most likely, the other reporters 

had simply gone back into the old files and recycled the earlier innuendos. When Funky 

arrived in Salisbury, Aysha informed him that his name had come up in an executive 

planning meeting. 



 

Hosta Seizure © 2013 by Jim Henry 

 

209 

 “Luckily, Jim had a copy of the Stuart Green article at the ready, and he nipped the 

suppositions right in the bud. ‘Hey,’ he said, ‘whatever happened to presumption of 

innocence until proven guilty? If you read the one article that was written by a halfway 

decent reporter, you get a fuller picture, don’t you?’ And he passed the article around.” 

 “Wow. I mean, I appreciate it and everything, but he hardly knows me.” 

 “Jim Phillips is as honest as the day is long and the fairest person I have ever met,” 

said Aysha. “He also prides himself on being a good judge of character, I think. And plus, 

he’s really jazzed about this prototype. He doesn’t want to slow down the process.”  

 “So where do we start?” 

 “Well, I generated some cost-benefit analyses of the rain barrels, with forecasts for 

rain in three scenarios.” Aysha passed him some spreadsheets and tables. “I used average 

rainfalls and lows and highs for the past ten years for this region that I got off the weather 

underground site, which I correlated with NOAA. Then I pulled up water bills at some of 

our existing locations and forecast future bills, allowing for price hikes and inflation. As you 

can see, we can project savings of as much as a hundred dollars a month per building on 

average, with even greater savings if you look at higher-than-average rainfall.” 

 Funky scanned the spreadsheets and the tables for several moments, silently. Then 

he looked up and said, “Aysha, what exactly is your job title?” 

 “Oh,” she laughed. “Receptionist. For now. I’m working on my degree at Salisbury 

University in Environmental Studies, though, and I’m almost at senior status. So with hope 

in a year or so I’ll have the degree in hand and can move on to a job devoted full time to the 

environment.” 

 “Howdja get this job?” 

 “I met Jim through our volunteer work at the Center, and he recruited me.” 

 “Wow. Looks like a win-win situation for you and him.” 

 “Let’s hope. This stuff we are working on is the first job like this he has given me, 

and I sensed some reluctance in the executive committee meeting yesterday, so I am totally 

psyched to shine on this.” 

 “Me, too. You lead the way and I will follow.” 

 Aysha smiled a huge smile. “The other part is tougher.” 

 “You mean ‘public education through botanical information?’” 
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 “Yep. Any ideas?” 

 “Clueless. I mean, not totally clueless, but I just can’t figure out how you’d measure 

effectiveness without some kinda feedback loop.” 

 “That’s what I said, and Jim agreed.” 

 “Maybe give out questionnaires or something?” 

 “Yeah, but nobody is gonna give up their time for one of those if you don’t give them 

an incentive.” 

 “I thought that, too.” 

 “We could maybe set up some kind of scavenger hunt to find a half dozen plants and 

complete a card identifying them, and then patrons can redeem the card for coupons,” 

suggested Aysha. 

 “Brilliant! Will the stores go for that?” 

 “I dunno. But if we can come up with a bunch of ideas like this, Jim will know 

immediately which ones might be worthwhile. Believe me. I’ve seen the guy in action and 

he’s uncanny.” 

 “I wonder if you could get folks to complete a Survey Monkey questionnaire as part 

of that? One of my online groups uses those a lot.” 

 “Terrific,” mumbled Aysha as she typed in Funky’s ideas on her laptop. “And if we 

could include some items on the survey that link the botanical information to other sites, 

we could maybe get some tracking on the click-throughs.” 

 The two of them spent another hour and a half brainstorming and jotting notes, 

Aysha serving as secretary. At the end of the session, they had a half dozen good ideas, in 

their opinion, and Aysha volunteered to craft a proposal that would be for Jim’s eyes only in 

a first round, with fairly general estimates on time and money needed for each. Then, if he 

seemed gung-ho about any of them, she’d get back to Funky and they could meet again to 

dig in deeper. 

 “What if he doesn’t like any of 'em?” said Funky. 

 “He will. My guess is at least half of these are gonna pique his interest, and I 

wouldn’t be surprised if he doesn’t want to come in on at least part of the data collection 

himself. That’s how he is.” 

 As they were nearing the end of their allotted time, Aysha turned to Funky. 
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 “Funky,” she said, “I’d also like permission for something else.” 

 “Aysha, you don’t need my permission on any of this,” he replied. “For heaven’s sake, 

you clearly know a lot more about it than I do.” 

 “No, not for the project. For school.” 

 Funky squinted his lack of understanding. 

 “I got the idea that I could use this as the topic for one of my courses on water 

management, and when I ran the idea by Jim, he said it’d be O.K., if it was O.K. by you.” 

 “O.K.? It’d be wonderful! You could get credit for this?” 

 “Well, I could get partial credit for one term project. That’s part of what I like about 

this program. They put a big emphasis on making the connections between classroom 

learning and real-world projects.”  

 “Listen. Anything I can do to help you get that credit, please let me know. You’re 

doing something I was never able to do, and I really admire that.” 

 “What’s that?” 

 “Get your college degree. I dropped out after only two years.” 

 “Well, you could always go back.” 

 “Not at my age. And not with all the hours I have to put in digging.” 

 “But what about winter? You don’t have so much digging then, do you?” 

 “Well, no. But I wouldn’t even know where to start.” 

 “Hey, I’ll bring you some information on our program, and you can check it out 

online, if you want. We have a number of ‘returning students’,” she said, forming air quotes 

with a broad smile. 

 “Hey, why not? It’ll give me somethin' to do when deep winter comes.” 

 An alert sound went off on Aysha’s laptop and she glanced at it. “Another meeting in 

ten minutes. Gotta go, Funky.” She flipped the laptop shut and gathered her stuff together.  

 “I’ll let you know as soon as I have a draft for a proposal to run by Jim,” she said. 

“Can I send it to you as an attachment?” 

 “Totally.” 

 “Cool. Gotta run.”  

 And she was off. Funky gathered together his own stuff and returned to his truck. It 

wasn’t quite the one-hosta revolution yet, but in some ways it might be just as good.  
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51 Hablando Español 

 Agnes and Demetrio had been hard at work on their water feature, so much so that 

by the middle of July they had built a rocky corner of the garden that looked as if it had 

been plucked from a Japanese mountain scene. On the rare occasion when a night was cool 

enough to turn off the air conditioning and open the windows, Demetrio could hear the 

water tumbling over rocks down below him, a soothing sound that sent him right to sleep. 

Agnes had joined the local hosta society and had invited a couple of members to view her 

hosta collection, and despite all the fine hostas in the garden, it had been the water feature 

with its species that drew the most admiration.  

 “Mis amigas … admiran mucho …  las rocas y agua,” pronounced Agnes during one of 

their Spanish sessions. There was a bit of a time lag between phrases, but she got them all 

on her own. 

 “¡Muy buen, Anyes! ¿Por que?” 

 “Por que … son las mujeres … con mucho … how do you say ‘taste?’ 

 Demetrio laughed heartily at this one. “You are one jump ahead of me, Anyes. I was 

asking what it is that they like about the rocks, and you are already concluding that they 

like it because they have good taste.” 

 Agnes grinned at having been caught at trying to solve the language puzzle by 

simply going straight to the obvious: the water feature that the two of them had built was a 

masterpiece sculpture of rocks, soil, ferns and hosta that towered as tall as Agnes. The 

water cascaded down from somewhere near its summit to its base, where it puddled in a 

small koi pond. They had also planted some Japanese wisteria next to some trellises on the 

fence, and one could imagine the white cascades of flowers above the water feature in 

years to come.  

 “Demetrio, I’m getting that numb feeling in my brain again. We might have to call it 

quits on Spanish conversation for the day.” 

 “You have made great progress, Anyes!” he said, and it was true. Agnes listened to 

her CDs quite often, treating the hostas within hearing distance of her window to Spanish 
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spoken by a native speaker, followed by Agnes’s rendition with a gringa accent. She was 

picking up quite a lot, indeed, so much so that Demetrio was finally moved to ask the 

question. 

 “Anyes, why do you make so much effort to learn Español?” 

 “You.” 

 Demetrio was flustered, unsure of what this response meant. 

 “¿Yo?” 

 “Si. And I don’t mean to embarrass you, so let me say more. Once, many years ago, 

we had a wonderful chauffeur who was from Louisiana. And he would sometimes sing in 

Cajun, and I had studied some French in college, so I would try a few words with him, and 

he would answer back. And then one time we did this in front of my husband, and he 

became livid. He told me I was disgracing my mother tongue and disgracing my race.” 

 Demetrio was silent. 

 “And do you know what? I think I actually twisted my brain around enough to 

believe him. I stopped speaking French with the chauffeur and he stopped singing.” She 

paused and gazed out over the hosta garden that the two of them had created. “That was 

one of the stupidest things I think I’ve ever done, and I don’t think I even knew enough to 

fully realize that until I met you.”  

 “You pay me a big compliment, Anyes.” 

 “Are you going to stay in the U.S., Demetrio?” 

 “Well, I would like to. I have no relatives in Mehico any more. My mother—bendiga 

su alma—died tree years ago, and my sisters both now live in L.A.” 

 “And your father?” 

 “My father was killed when I was young. My mother said it was because he stood up 

to the drug dealers.” 

 Agnes was silent for several moments, then she said abruptly, “Do you have the 

green card?” 

 Had any other gringo or gringa put this question to Demetrio, he would have 

responded immediately with “Claro que si!” But Anyes had become such a stalwart friend 

and this conversation was so full of truth that he said quietly, “No. I have the H2-B visa.” 

 “And how long does that grant you the right to stay?” 
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 “One more year. It is a seasonal visa for landscaping work purposes, and I can renew 

it for two years. Now my visa has one year—well, eight months—remaining. ” 

 “And then back to Mexico?” 

 “Yes. If I return for three months, then I can apply again for a new H-2.” 

 “And are you sure you will get it?” 

 “No, nothing is sure. Nada es seguro. I paid for a placement agency the last time, and 

they connected me with an agency in Maryland that sends workers to jobs. If they can do it 

again I will do it.” 

 “What if the United States reduces quotas or something?” 

 “That would be very bad for me.” 

 “Could I sponsor you? As my personal gardener or something?” 

 “I have heard that it is very difficult for a small business to sponsor. You need 

lawyers and it is expensive.” 

 The two of them were seated on the side porch, and Agnes was studying the 

tabletop at which they sat.  

 “It must be very hard to live your life this way—putting down roots a little bit, but 

then having to go back to Mexico, and not even sure that you can come back to the U.S.” 

 “It is hard. You are right. But …” and he lifted his hands palms up and shrugged, 

“what else can I do? I am who I am. Yo soy el que soy.” 

 The two of them stood up at the table and walked down the three steps to stroll 

around the garden. The parasol that they had constructed with shade cloth a couple of 

weeks earlier to protect Millennium was holding 

up splendidly, and as they passed by them he 

emphed his thanks: “Muchas  … graçias … por … 

el … sombra.” Planted within hearing distance of 

Agnes’s window, the blue hosta figured he might 

as well learn another language along with her. 

 “Muy buen, Millennium,” emphed El Niño, 

“but it should be la sombra.” 

 “Why la? How are you supposed to know 
                           H. ‘El Niño’ 



 

Hosta Seizure © 2013 by Jim Henry 

 

215 

that ‘shade’ is feminine?” 

 “No sé. You just gotta memorize it. Think of it like, ‘shade is cool like Anyes’.” 

 The two of them glanced at Agnes and Demetrio, who had stopped by the water 

feature to inspect it for any needed upkeep. 

 “You know what else, Demetrio? When my new friends from the hosta society came 

to visit, one of the guys asked me out!” 

 “Out, like a … date?” 

 “¡Si!” 

 “You see, Anyes, I told you you would make friends fast if you joined.” 

 “Yeah, but I haven’t been on a date in a long time.” 

 “Where did he ask you to go?” 

 “It’s a lecture on hostas being given at a nursery.” 

 “Well, that should be fun. And it’s a topic that you know.” 

 “Well, I guess. It’s just that—” 

 “That what?” 

 “He’s kinda cute, actually.” 

 “So that is good, no?” 

 “Well, yes, it is good. But now I’m feeling like I’m sixteen again and worried I’ll say 

something dumb or do something stupid.” 

 “Anyes,” said Demetrio firmly, “you are who you are, right?” 

 “Si. I am who I am. Yo soy el que soy.” 

 

52 A Follow-up with Stuart Green 
 After the publication of the Viking Poem by all the major newspapers in Sussex 

County, implications and innuendos had once again sprung up like Roundup-resistant 

weeds. Curiously, the papers were mostly recycling the half-truths and wild conjectures 

from over a decade earlier, with some occasional embellishments, leaving only Stuart 

Green among reporters who seemed to be treating this as a real assignment. Once this 

realization had sunk in with Funky, he decided to follow up on his promise to grant a longer 
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interview. It had been a week since the 6 a.m. wake-up call, and so Funky called Stuart on a 

Saturday morning to see if he was interested. Stuart was at his house in thirty minutes. 

 “I was gonna call you back, but I was afraid I was bugging you,” said Stuart upon 

arriving. 

 “If you bug me, I’ll let you know.” 

 “Can you talk a little bit more about each of the hostas that are named in the poem?” 

began Stuart. He had brought a digital recorder and asked permission to record, which 

Funky granted without hesitation. 

 “Well, Plantaginea was one of the first hostas to be brought to the West from Japan, 

China, and Korea, where most hostas originate,” Funky began. Then he looked at the poem, 

which Stuart had placed on the table between them. “So plans for Plantaginea could simply 

mean distributing them widely.” 

 “It was first named by the biologist Jean-Baptiste Lamarck in Paris, is that right?” 

 Funky smiled. Stuart had been doing some more homework. “Yep.” 

 “It’s used as a breeding plant, too, isn’t it?” probed Stuart. 

 “Well, actually, yes it is. It has produced some well-known seedlings and still gets 

used by hybridizers.” 

 “And Pretty Woman?” 

 “Not so well known. In fact, I didn’t know it existed until I saw the Roy Orbison 

reference and checked my documentation. My guess is that Elisabeth sorta threw that in to 

go with the lines from Blue Angel.” 

 “I’ve been trying to figure out the line ‘Petroleum pushing Pretty Woman,’ and I just 

can’t come up with a good reading,” said Stuart Green. Is there anything at all about the 

hosta Pretty Woman that distinguishes it?” 

 “Not really. I looked it up in The Hostapedia and there's nothing special. The person 

who is credited with introducing it doesn’t even remember doin' it.” 

 “Honestly?” 

 “That’s what The Hostapedia says.” 

 “So what does this line mean?” 

 Stuart had put a copy of the poem on the table between them, and they studied it 

together. 
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 “Petroleum pushing Pretty Woman / imperils Pleistocene progeny,” Stuart read it 

aloud. 

 “Well, with a couple of other hosta buddies we figured this might be kind of a—” 

 “Metaphor?” suggested Stuart. 

 “Yeah,” said Funky, “but I really don’t know much at all about poetry.” 

 “Well, I know a little bit from English class, but I still don’t think I’m getting this 

right. Do you think ‘Pleistocene progeny” is referring to hostas? 

 “Yeah. Most of the research pinpoints the appearance of the first hostas during the 

Pleistocene Epoch, so that one seems pretty certain. That’s what makes the first part of the 

sentence seem like a metaphor: The petroleum industry that’s fueling global warming is 

imperiling hostas. I don’t know if you heard, but when the USDA released its 2012 

hardiness zone map this year, most of the zones were 5 degrees Fahrenheit warmer per 

half zone.” 

 Stuart was taking notes to supplement his digital recording, and he glanced up. “No, 

I didn’t know about that.” Stuart looked at the poem again and continued, “I read Walden 

last week. Did you know that the subtitle was A Life in the Woods?”  

 Funky shook his head ‘no.’ 

 Stuart gazed around at the woods that surrounded Funky’s trailer, gesturing up at 

the trees with one hand. “So much in this poem is pointing directly at you. I mean, if you 

take the first stanza, it describes you pretty well: you live in the woods and you’re a bit of 

an iconoclast, like Thoreau, right?” 

 Funky nodded. 

 “So then she sticks in these two lines from Roy Orbison. What about Blue Angel?” 

 “It’s a long-standing favorite that can get huge. I’ve seen specimens six feet across 

and a yard tall. Beautiful thick blue leaves and it pushes up tons of white flowers in June 

and early July. If you had been here a couple weeks ago, I could've shown 'em to you.” He 

pointed to the masses of blue hostas surrounding the entrance to his trailer, their scapes 

now nearly barren of flowers. 

 “Those are all Blue Angel?” said Stuart. 

 “Yep. They’re pretty inexpensive and have a decent growth rate.” 

 “And Elisabeth had this hosta?” 
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 “Just about any gardener with any more than a handful of hostas has Blue Angel.” 

 “Is there any other significance to it that you can think of?” 

 Funky was on the verge of relating his childhood experience to Stuart Green—and 

even adding that Elisabeth knew of his relationship to Blue Angel—but he didn’t really see 

the importance. Those two lines didn’t reveal anything about the riddle that this Viking 

Poem was presenting. So he simply shook his head ‘no’.” 

 “What about Blue Wedgwood?” 

 “Also a nice blue. It’s a seedling from a famous hybridizer from England, Eric Smith, 

and it’s got thick leaves, pretty good growth, and it holds its color. A medium.” 

 “And ‘Drinking Gourd’ you said was short for another popular hosta?” 

 “Right. Abiqua Drinking Gourd.” 

 “Anything special about that one?” 

 “Well, it’s a beautiful specimen. I’ve got one up the hill there next to the woods. 

Wanna see it?” 

 “Sure.” 

 The two men walked up to admire Funky’s specimen of Abiqua Drinking Gourd. The 

hosta was a couple feet high and nearly four feet across. Each petiole held a dark blue leaf 

that was perhaps ten inches long and equally wide, heavily puckered, and very cupped. 

When viewed from several feet away, the whole mound resembled a collection of soft blue 

cups with very long handles, twisting around in all different directions. With a bit of 

imagination, the ensemble resembled a set of blue drinking gourds assembled with their 

handles stuck together at the base.  

 “It’s gorgeous,” said Stuart Green. He smiled and added, “I can see what they mean 

when they talk about ‘hostaholics’.” Then he scanned the woods behind the Abiqua 

Drinking Gourd and all around it. Funky had a few beds with different varieties bordering 

the woods, along with his composting pit, covered in tarp, and an area piled high with 

leftover plastic containers from nurseries. He looked back at Abiqua Drinking Gourd. “I 

don’t see how this hosta could be ‘directing’ anyone’s digging, do you?” 

 “I don’t. I really don’t understand that line at all. Unless maybe it’s a metaphor, too, 

about making sure you have enough water for hostas before you go digging and putting 'em 

in?” 
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 Stuart shrugged. “And Elisabeth Burgess had all of these hostas?” 

 “She had Blue Angel and Blue Wedgwood for sure. And also Abiqua Drinking Gourd. 

All three of these hostas you’re likely to find in gardens with more than a couple dozen 

hostas. But I’m sure she didn’t have Pretty Woman.” 

 The two men ambled back down to Funky’s picnic table, where Stuart’s notes and 

digital recorder sat, next to the poem. 

 “Can you think of any questions of ethics that Elisabeth might be alluding to?” 

 Funky appreciated that Stuart referred to her in the present tense. He thought hard 

for a few moments but could come up with nothing. He shook his head ‘no.’ 

 “Well, this is all still really helpful,” said Stuart. “I’ve got a few inches promised to me 

in the next issue for a follow-up, and I’m gonna emphasize that Elisabeth didn’t even own 

one of the hostas that appears in the poem.” 

 He pulled his stuff together. “I really appreciate your taking the time to talk to me 

again, Funky,” he said, extending his hand to shake. 

 “I appreciate your hard work,” returned Funky. “Way too much of what passes for 

reporting these days consists of web sites copying and pasting from other web sites, so it’s 

encouraging to see a young reporter like you really diggin' in. No pun intended.” 

 Stuart smiled and turned to regain his car. “Will you let me know if anything else 

occurs to you?” he called. 

 “You can bank on it,” Funky called back at him. 

 

53 Witnessing Forward 
 July was nearly at its end, and August Moon reminded the garden of the promise 

that she would be assisted in witnessing forward “when the time was right.” If not now, 

when? mused August Moon, and her cousins saw her point. Possible outcomes could be 

pertinent to her alone (back in the sixth sunmoon cycle of 2001, June had witnessed 

forward to learn that she would be Hosta of the Year that year), or hold implications for an 

entire garden (September Sun, sport of August Moon, had witnessed forward in the ninth 

sunmoon cycle just this previous year to alert his cousins to the drought they all now 
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endured). All hostas who so desired (and many did not) had the option of witnessing 

forward at least once, and that hosta’s cousins held the responsibility of assisting. The 

waxing moon of late July now bathed the garden of Ray and Shirley in splendid night white 

glows that were certain to enhance the witnessing experience. As the first of August would 

be a full moon, that seemed a good date for August Moon’s witnessing forward. 

 Witnessing forward offered glimpses into what humans called the future, made 

possible by seizing the occasion when root tip and mother earth became one, then shifting 

one’s attention away from the space in which this melding was taking place and refocusing 

it on the precise moment. It was similar to the kind of witnessing that took place during a 

Creation hostary vision, but moving in the other direction in time. Hosta consciousness 

could move forward along an arc enabled by input from hostas and others of mother 

earth’s creations, to view events that had yet to transpire in the human space-time 

continuum yet which were already transpiring in the space-time continuums of other 

species. 

 This witnessing was a bit tricky, because often a glimpse would take form with very 

little contextualization, so that the witnessing hosta could but report what he or she was 

seeing and then rely on hostakind everywhere to triangulate and enable a coherent 

message or scenario to take form. The witnessing was fraught with perils, too, because in 

the event that the space-time continuum into which one entered reflected an existence in 

which reality in the current space-time continuum had been drastically altered or even 

obliterated … well, one risked becoming the bearer of very bad news. 

 So it went without saying that this witnessing was a highly collaborative event, both 

in its preparation and in its unfolding. Hostas who had witnessed forward on prior 

occasions often shared their sensations with those preparing to do so for the first time, and 

while any one hosta was witnessing forward, all of the occupants of that hosta’s garden 

were in it together—and sometimes even hostas from neighboring gardens might join the 

witnessing. In the days leading up to August first, August Moon had been coached by over a 

half dozen hostas about what to expect and how to react.  

 “The main thing,” said Great Expectations, “is to stay open. You might get a glimpse 

of a battalion of slugs or a pack of voles or a plague of ratsonstilts, but no matter what, you 
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gotta stay open to the experience. Don’t back off. Who knows? You might be getting 

information that can help all of hostakind, and if you shy away, we all lose out.”  

 "Be tough. Be hardy. Be vigorous," deadpanned Potscrubber, a green beauty who 

exhibited those qualities in spades. "And never lose Faith," he added, glancing at the gold 

beauty whose hues rivaled even August Moon's and whose forward witnessing was as 

celebrated as her corrugation. 

 August Moon took a deep breath, now feeling the full weight of hostakind on her 

petioles. Maybe this business of witnessing forward was best left to others.  

 “But hey—please feel no pressure,” added Dream Weaver, and hosta chuckles 

throughout the garden saluted her efforts to defuse the situation just a bit. “In the final 

count,” she continued, “it’s kinda like a dream in which you have a lot of other sentient 

beings helping you steer it. And you see some cool stuff and it’s fun.” 

 “And every journey has an end,” added Journey’s End. “If things get troubling, hold 

on to that thought.”  

 And so at twilight on August first, when Ray and Shirley had retired to the interior of 

their house for their blue light treatment, August Moon began witnessing forward. Much 

like a hostary class, the event opened with the recital of some key hosta mantras, most 

notably “the destiny of each is tied to all.” For this witnessing, Sun Power had been chosen 

as the principle facilitator, the reason being that he would provide the yang to August 

Moon’s yin that would help maintain balance at all times. Sun Power had grown 

particularly well this year, now standing four feet wide and nearly three feet tall. Faint 

green lines in the center of each and every of his foot-long glowing ovate leaves exuded a 

spell that nearly induced visions all on their own. He was certain to be a good facilitator.  

 August Moon, a smaller yellow hosta with leaves that flared out in various directions 

to catch the moon’s rays, was having an equally stunning season. She positively lit up her 

corner of the bed, her heart-shaped leaves captured the hearts of every human who visited 

Ray and Shirley’s garden, and her unassuming beauty had captured the crowns of her 

fellow hostas. Here at the beginning of August, her leaf display showed an enticing mixture 

of gold and greeen. Now hostas in turn bid good tidings to August Moon and wished her 

successful witnessing. When Sun Power announced the formal beginning of the forward 

witnessing event, August Moon was ready. 
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 Sun Power emphed, “all hostas go to gardens,” and the entire garden replied, “and 

all gardens go to goodness.” Listening now, August Moon felt as if she were hearing it for 

the first time, so fresh and promising this simple mantra now seemed.  

 “August Moon, do you feel the point where root tip and Mother Earth are one?” 

 “I do.” 

 “Fibrous root tip, shed the ego trip.” 

 “I have done so.” 

 “Now let the moment consume you. Turn your sense-making tissue over to time.” 

 “I’m trying,” emphed August Moon. “But I’m not really seeing anything different.” 

 “Treat it like a summer rain,” urged Dark Star, who was noted for several productive 

forward witnessings. He formed a perfectly round mound of cascading shiny dark green 

leaves, each bordered in bright white, and he fluttered them all now for effect. “Just take it 

in and let it become you.” 

 “O.K. I’m starting to get something,” emphed August Moon. “Kind of like a really fast 

dog or cat just ran by chasing a smaller mammal.” 

 “That’s it!” exclaimed Time Tunnel. “You’re in. Now go with the flow.” 

 “What do you see?” asked Sun Power. 

 “Well, Ray and Shirley are wearing loops of bright flowers around their necks, and 

they’re doing that thing where humans put their mouths together.”  

 “Is that all?” probed Niagara Falls.  

 “Niagara Falls—” emphed Sun Power gently. 

 “Sorry, but I’m only triangulating—” 

 “Well, now that you mention it—whoa, wait a minute,” emphed August Moon. “Now 

I’m seeing crazy weird weather, like when Hurricane Irene came through and stuff was 

blowing everywhere, except it seems to just go on and on and out of control.” 

 Dark Star glanced at Great Expectations, who glanced in turn at Sun Power. 

 “Don’t be afraid,” said Sun Power. “This is the phenomenon that Funky calls ‘Global 

Weirding,’ and it is the result of humankind’s species-centric behavior. They have turned 

away from the sun and wind and flowing water and instead pillage our Mother, releasing 

her carbon in quantities that were not meant to be.” 
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 “It’s pretty bad,” emphed August Moon. “Now it’s dry as a rock, with no rain in 

sight.” 

 “Many hostas have forward witnessed this scene, August Moon, so you should not 

feel alone. Do you see any humans?” 

 “Hmm. Let me see. Oh, yeah, now I see a man wearing a white cap in a room with 

another man who is dressed all in blue. The man in the white cap is handing something to 

the man in blue.” 

 “Can you tell what?” 

 “No. It looks kind of like that paper thing that Ray uses for his hosta receipts.” 

 “An envelope?” 

 “Yeah!” 

 “Anything else?” 

 “Well, hmm. You know this is pretty cool because I’m just zipping in and out of 

different scenes and it’s like I’m right there but nobody can see me—” 

 “O.K., but be careful not to exercise too much thought like that. If you think too much 

about the experience itself, forward time will collapse to the present.” 

 “Oh, yeah. Right. Sorry. You told me 

that before. Wait! Now I’m in a garden 

somewhere. Not here. Somewhere else. 

Some other men dressed in blue are 

walking around. But it’s not like they’re 

preparing to plant. I don’t see any 

containers or hoses or mulch or anything 

like that. The garden gets lit up in red and 

blue every few seconds, kind of like at the 

Creation but only it repeats over and over.” 

 “What else?” 

 “Wait. I’m in a greenhouse somewhere now. Sorta like a nursery, but the lights are 

weird, and there’s a guy—hey, it’s the same guy with the white cap.” 

 “What is he doing?” 

                      H. ‘Dawn’s Early Light’ 
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 Autumn moon suddenly went pale—paler even than Dawn’s Early Light in spring—

and she began shaking. 

 “Don’t hold it in, August Moon!” implored Sun Power. “Remember, by sharing your 

witnessing you draw on our strength! If you hold it in, it’s dangerous!” 

 “O.K. But it’s awful!” blurted August Moon. “The man in the white cap is injecting 

stuff into the hostas, and within moments they shrivel and go brown! Each and every one!” 

 Sun Power was concerned. Forward witnessing did carry its dangers, but usually 

they were of a more distant variety, such as the global weirding scenes that seemed to 

haunt forward witnessing more and more. But never had there been a report of such direct 

deleterious behavior on the part of a human aimed specifically at hostas. This might be too 

much for a first-time forward witness to bear. 

 “August Moon, I am asking you to conclude this session!” beckoned Sun Power. “You 

have seen a lot for this very first outing and you have given us all much to consider.” 

 August Moon now was emphless. She was clearly struggling, at odds with some 

unseen beast, and the hostas surrounding her grew very concerned. 

 “Move out of the flow!” emphed Dark Star. “Leave it alone.” 

 August Moon continued to struggle. Her emphs now came as a series of pain-filled 

waves through the soil. 

 “Maybe Time has cast a spell on her!” emphed Merlin.  

 Time Tunnel nodded at Merlin and emphed emphatically, “Time, release the tissue 

of this hosta witness!”  

 August Moon’s roots were writhing in every direction, and the entire garden felt her 

pain. Every hosta in the patch sent their energy her way, but she seemed captured in a time 

stranglehold that would not release its grasp. 

 Then Liberty sent an emph louder and stronger than any hosta in this garden had 

ever felt: “Holy Shmolly, we’re outta time!” 

 In an instant August Moon was returned to the present. 

 “You O.K.?” asked Sun Power. 

 August Moon peered all about herself, struggling to be at the right place at the right 

time. Her hosta cousins emphed positive vibes in her direction, and within a few moments 
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the color had returned to her leaves. She looked over at Sun Power and said, “Yeah, I think 

I’m O.K. But that was a lot more than I expected.” 

 “Frankly, it was a lot more than I’ve ever seen during forward witnessing,” said Sun 

Power.  

 “Me, too,” added Dark Star. “You handled it well, August Moon.” 

 Then all hostas turned their attention to Liberty. “Liberty,” emphed Sun Power, 

“where did you come up with that?!” 

 “It was something that I felt Funky say once,” she replied. The gorgeous specimen 

had been the object of quite a bit of inspection this summer, as she had earlier in the year 

been named Hosta of the Year by the American Hosta Growers Association. She was from a 

distinguished line, being a sport of Sagae, which had won the same award in 2000, and the 

attention was merited: hostas as well as humans admired her rich big green leaves that 

were bordered in a yellow broader than perhaps any other variegated sport, and this 

yellow shifted to creamy white as the season progressed. Now she had graciously returned 

the energy of attention, liberating August Moon from Time’s intractable grip. 

 “Something you felt Funky say?” 

 “Oh yeah. I felt it. He was talking with Ray and Shirley about global weirding, but it 

definitely came across to me as an emph. And I never really knew what it meant until now.” 

 Sun Power had begun the process of compiling crownal notes. Clearly, this forward 

witnessing would need to be reported out to hostakind everywhere. And if it was true that 

Funky had the capacity to receive emphs, it was perhaps prudent to inform him. If a human 

was taking aggressive acts against hostas, he’d be sure to defend them.  

 

54 Meeting Athena 
 In the first week of August, Cass called from D.C. to check in with Funky and his 

watering and to make sure he’d be there for his weekly visit. “My Mom is coming to see the 

garden and I want you to meet her.” 

 “Oh, wonderful! What’s her name?” 

 “Athena.” 
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 “Athena like the Greek goddess?” 

 “You got it. Her parents both immigrated from Greece, and when she was born they 

apparently sent back pictures and letters to everybody in the old country, demonstrating 

that even though they were now Yankees, the spirit of Greece lived on.” She chuckled a bit, 

then added, “So I guess I got off lucky when Mom and Dad named me ‘Cassandra,’ because 

ever since I was old enough I’ve been going 

just by ‘Cass’.” 

 Cass had once mentioned that her 

mom was a biologist, but other than that 

Funky knew nothing about her; he was 

delighted that Cass would make the extra 

phone call to tell him. His query about her 

mother’s first name paid off, too, because 

his wholesaler quite luckily had a specimen 

of the hosta Athena available.  

 When he arrived on Thursday morning, the gate to the garden was open, something 

that rarely happened during Copernicus’s life. Funky left his tools in the pickup truck for 

the time being, grabbed the specimen of Athena, and walked through the gate. When he 

rounded the corner, he saw Cass and a woman who looked like an older mirror image 

standing next to the bed of anemones, now in full, glorious bloom. The two women stood 

exactly the same height and the shoulders of each sloped gracefully into their arms, so that 

the line from neck to hand formed one seamless arc. Cass noticed Funky and waved him 

over to them. 

 As he drew nearer, he saw that the resemblance between the two went even further: 

their eyes were perfect hazel matches, and their jaw lines could have been cast from the 

same mold. Cass spoke: “Funky, I want to introduce my mom, Athena. We were just 

admiring the anemones, Mom’s favorite flower.”  

 Athena now extended her right hand to shake Funky’s, saying, “I’m so pleased to 

finally meet the gardener about whom I’ve heard so much!” 

                               H. ‘Athena’ 
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 Funky felt his face warming as he returned her smile and shook her hand. “The 

pleasure's mine, Athena. To commemorate the occasion, I brought a gift.” 

 He passed the hosta to Cass, who read the nametag and mumbled, “You are 

amazing.” She passed the hosta to her mother to read, and Athena smiled a broad smile that 

reminded Funky of Cass’s smiles earlier in the summer. “Thank you very much, Funky,” she 

said, and her voice trembled ever so slightly.  

 “Shall we plant it?” asked Funky. 

 “Mom, you pick the spot,” said Cass. 

 “Oh, no, that decision should go to you two. I don’t know enough about hostas.” 

 Cass scanned the garden and her eyes stopped at Copernicus’s grave. “Mom, you and 

Copernicus were such big buddies, we might plant Athena over by his grave.” Then she 

turned to Funky and said, “What do you think, Funky?” 

 “Hey, there’s a long tradition of planting hostas in cemeteries, with reports of some 

specimens living in the same spot for over a century. I think it’s a great idea.” He turned and 

walked back to his truck to fetch his shovel. When he returned the two women were 

standing by Copernicus’s grave, and he noted moisture in Athena’s eyes. 

 “He was just the cutest little thing,” she said. 

 “He was indeed,” said Funky. “He had a great home on the earth and now he has a 

great one in the earth, in the garden where he helped dig some starter holes.” The three of 

them laughed together, and Athena said to them, “You know, being out here in the garden 

makes me want to get dirty. I’m going to go change into some work clothes.” She went into 

the house. 

 “Funky, that was so thoughtful of you,” said Cass. “My mom doesn’t show much 

emotion, but I know she was touched.” 

 “Hey, if I had known that anemones were her favorite flower, I would have set you 

up with even more of those.” Then he glanced over at the anemone bed and added, “and 

there’s always next season.” 

 “There will be. Mom says she’s definitely game for taking on half of the mortgage, 

and I hope she takes me up on the idea to come down here and finally spend some time. 

She and Gloria just did not get along.” 



 

Hosta Seizure © 2013 by Jim Henry 

 

228 

 “G-L-O-R-I-A, Glooooorriia,” Funky sang very softly. This time, Cass was able to 

laugh. 

 “This place was supposed to be our getaway home, given that we couldn’t be out to 

Gloria’s parents,” she said. 

 “What? You were together for six years and they didn’t know about your 

relationship?” 

 “Of course they did. But we had to pretend we were just friends. It was something 

they just couldn’t talk about. Her dad’s a homophobe and had said on more than one 

occasion that any child of his that turned out to be gay could hit the road." 

 “Wow,” said Funky. And then to himself as much as to her, “What kind of father 

would deny love to his child?” 

 Cass actually chuckled at that one. “You and Mom are totally gonna hit it off. She said 

the exact same thing about him once.” 

 Athena exited the back porch and walked over to join them. She sported some 

Japanese gardener’s pants, which indicated that she had come from D.C. prepared to get 

dirty, and now she was wearing Cass’s Nationals baseball cap and a t-shirt that read Biology 

Department Staph. Funky glanced at the shirt and processed the joke for about half a 

second, then let out a burst of laughter. 

 “A gift from my daughter,” smiled Athena.  

 “Do you work in a biology department somewhere?” asked Funky. 

 “I was for a long time, teaching high school biology. Now I’m at the NIH in a 

department that coordinates biology teaching materials for secondary schools and middle 

schools.” 

 “Wow,” said Funky. “How come some families get all the brains and the rest of us 

haveta make do with what we got?” he laughed. 

 “From what I’ve heard, you’re the brainiest person on the planet on the subject of 

hostas,” returned Athena.   

 Funky felt his face warming again. “Hardly,” he said. He had dug the hole for the 

hosta while Athena was changing clothes, and now he turned to her. “Would you like to do 

the honors?” 
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 Athena picked up the hosta, smiled again at the nametag, and knelt near the hole. 

She rolled the pot back and forth on the ground a few times on its side, brought it upright 

and banged it a couple of times against the soil, then pulled the hosta from the pot. “Oh, 

good healthy roots!” she exclaimed as she did so. She set to pulling them gently apart and 

placed the hosta into the hole. Gazing at it from an angle, she said to Funky, “Right depth?” 

 Funky knelt beside her and moved his head level to the ground to perceive that the 

hosta was positioned perhaps an inch too low. He pointed his right hand upwards and 

within seconds Athena had swept some dirt and hummus into the hole and repositioned 

the hosta at the right height. She glanced at Funky, who gave her two thumbs up this time, 

and in another couple of minutes she had swept the rest of a mixture of dirt and hummus 

onto the roots and was gently tamping the mixture down.  

 Then she glanced about her to the remaining dirt and fashioned it into a low wall all 

around the hosta, much as Funky always did with his initial plantings. Cass noticed this and 

remarked upon it, whereupon Athena said, “Well, we want to capture as much water as 

possible and send it here, right?” 

 “You got it,” smiled Funky.  

 “And later this fall we’ll have real organic compost to add,” said Cass proudly, 

pointing to the composting bin.   

 “Oh, I wanted to show you something about that,” said Athena, rising to her feet and 

dusting off her gardener’s pants. She walked with Cass over to the composting bin, and 

Funky went to fetch the hose and uncoil it to the new hosta planting. He placed it at the 

crown of Athena and went back to turn the water to a trickle. When he returned, the water 

appeared to be flowing at just the right speed, slowly spreading out to Athena’s dirt wall 

yet sinking into the soil at a good pace.  

 “All hostas go to gardens!” emphed the freshly planted Athena. 

 Without even hesitating, Funky replied, “And all gardens go to goodness.” Then he 

did a double take, realizing what had just transpired, and he dropped to his knees next to 

the hosta. Glancing quickly to confirm that Athena and Cass were still focused on the 

composting bin, he said, “Hey, this is amazing! You’ve only been in the ground for a few 

minutes, and already we’re talkin'!” 
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 “They don’t call me ‘Athena’ for nothing,” returned the hosta. “And we refer to our 

communication as emphs.”  

 Funky started to respond again, but Cass and Athena had turned in his direction and 

were walking his way. So he gave the hosta leaves a few fluffs, rose to his feet, and went to 

meet the women for the rest of their work. 

 

55 A Ship Captain’s Maneuvering 

 The hot days of August, combined with the drought, meant that work at the 

Captain’s included a lot of watering. The Captain had installed irrigation systems 

throughout his gardens, and they mostly ran on timers, but still, the beds needed to be 

double-checked for adequate moisture. When you paid in the triple figures for some of your 

specimens, you needed to protect such an investment. So the first two hours of Demetrio’s 

workday at the Captain’s consisted of a careful touring of each bed, attaching a short hose 

to the spigot for that bed and spot watering as necessary. The captain kept an elaborate 

database on his collection, and he had upped Demetrio’s responsibilities to include 

reporting on anything noteworthy. The tool shed, Demetrio soon learned, was so big it 

hardly qualified as a “shed.” It was divided into three rooms, one with tools, another with 

files, maps, a computer, and communications equipment, and a third room off of this one 

that the Captain referred to as “my lab.” 

This file room and lab stayed locked except 

when the Captain was present.  

 In the second week of August, 

Demetrio had noted an anomaly in a bed of 

Gold Standards that looked as if it could be 

Virus X, and he had returned to the shed to 

discuss the matter with Cap’n Burt. The 

door to the office was unlocked and open, 

and he stuck his head into the room to find the Captain, but he was nowhere in sight.  

                        H. ‘Gold Standard’ 
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 “Captain?” he called out, and from behind him came the Captain’s voice. 

 “What are you doing in there?” he asked. 

 Though Demetrio was not “in there” but rather clearly still standing in the doorway, 

he stepped back nonetheless and turned to answer. “I wanted to report on the Gold 

Standards,” he said meekly. “You should come and take a look at them.” 

 The two men strolled toward the bed where the Gold Standards were planted, and 

as they did the Captain loosened up. “Sorry for snapping like that, Demetrio, but about ten 

years ago someone stole some of my documents. I keep such careful records that I’d hate to 

lose them again.” 

 “No hay problema,” answered Demetrio. “Security is security.” 

 “In fact, the person who stole the documents lived on the same road you live on,” the 

Captain continued. “What did you say your street number is?” 

 Demetrio supplied the number, whereupon the Captain halted abruptly. “That’s the 

same address as the woman who stole my documents!” 

 “I’m sorry, Captain, but Mrs. Doolittle is definitely not the kind of person who steals.” 

 “No, that’s not her name. How long has Mrs. Doolittle been living there?” 

 “Less than a year, I believe. She brought a lot of hostas from Philadelphia that I 

helped her plant.” 

 “This was way before her, then. I went to the house once to try to get them back, and 

I saw where she kept them, but she refused to return them.” 

 “If she stole them, couldn’t you go to the police?” 

 “Well, she took them from me, but I couldn’t prove it back then. I was naïve and I 

trusted her with some important documents with fairly secret information, but then she 

refused to give them back. And I didn’t have copies!” 

 They had arrived at the Gold Standard bed and Demetrio showed the Captain the 

specimens that had raised his concerns. The leaves showed a curious ink bleed—splotches 

of irregular color on either side of random veins. With all of the new hybrids coming on the 

market, Demetrio knew that strange colorings were becoming more and more common, 

but not in an old standard like Gold Standard.  
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 “You are right, Demetrio,” said the Captain as he inspected. He found some mottling 

on other leaves that indicated the virus, too. “This looks like Virus X. How many are 

infected?” 

 “Just these two, it looks like,” said Demetrio, pointing with his trowel. 

 “Let’s get them out of the ground and into my lab, immediately. Get a fresh garbage 

bag and a digging fork from the shed.” 

 Demetrio had never encountered a hosta with Virus X, so he wasn’t sure what the 

standard procedure was. But this seemed a reasonable course of action. Presumably the 

Captain would test them in his lab to confirm that the problem was in fact Virus X, then 

dispose of them. He went to the shed to get the digging fork and bag, and when he returned 

the Captain was inspecting all the other hostas in this bed with a magnifying glass. 

 “There’s a possibility that this could be Tobacco Rattle Virus, too, so I’m going to 

have to run some tests,” he said. 

 The two men used a digging fork to get each hosta out of the ground and loaded 

them carefully into the bags. Then the Captain spread a bleach solution into each hole 

where the hostas had lived, giving it several treatments and watching the solution sink in 

each time. 

 “Keep monitoring the other specimens in this bed, Demetrio,” he said. “If it is HVX, it 

could be lying dormant in the others and just hasn’t manifested itself yet. We’ll need to 

keep a close eye on these.”  

 Demetrio loaded the two garbage bags into the wheelbarrow and rolled it to the 

shed. Once there, he unloaded the bags and was about to take them into the office side of 

the shed when the Captain caught up from behind. “I’ll take them from here,” he said. “How 

about you go back to the bed and put some more bleach solution into the holes, and I’ll 

come and join you when I get these unloaded?” 

 Demetrio returned to the bed and treated the holes with more solution, and as he 

was finishing the Captain rejoined him. They walked to another bed that the Captain 

wanted prepared for planting, and he had ordered organic topsoil and compost to amend 

the soil. Demetrio’s task was to first work up the plot with a tiller, then transport the dirt 

and compost from the place where it had been dumped to the new beds, a distance of fifty 

or sixty yards. The work was fairly grueling, and in the hot August sun Demetrio found 
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himself taking frequent drinks from the cold water of the garden hose. As he was nearing 

the end of the workday, the Captain joined him to finish up. 

 As the two men worked together, the Captain said, “You know Demetrio, I could tell 

you exactly where those documents were kept in the house, if you wouldn’t mind looking 

for them.” 

 “But if it was a previous owner, everything would have been removed, no?” 

 “The furniture was removed, but she kept these documents in an empty space under 

the floorboards in the hall closet.” 

 “Well, I could tell Mrs. Doolittle to see if she will look,” offered Demetrio. 

 “Oh, no! Don’t do that! We don’t want anybody else to know about this.” 

 “Well, I am never in the house alone, and besides, I would not be comfortable 

looking in her house without her knowing this. I just would not.” 

 “Well, you might be able to take a quick peek at some point, when she isn’t home, 

couldn’t you?” 

 “It really is not my place to do that.” 

 “Well, just give it some thought. The documents are very important and they are 

rightfully mine, so there would be no wrongdoing involved.” 

 The men concluded their work on the bed and Demetrio loaded the tools into the 

wheelbarrow to transport them to the shed. As he pushed it along, the Captain came up 

beside him. 

 “Demetrio,” he said, “what’s your visa status?” 

 “I have the H2-B,” he said. “It is all legal.” 

 “Ah!” said the Captain. “But with that visa you have to return to Mexico periodically, 

don’t you?” 

 “Yes. That is correct.” 

 “I know someone who could help us get you the green card, if you’re interested.” 

 Demetrio hesitated. He knew that obtaining a green card was no easy matter. 

 “It would cost us a bit of money, but I’d be willing to make you a loan and you could 

pay me back out of your work.” 

 “Well, perhaps we can talk more about it another time,” replied Demetrio.  
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 “Oh, sure!” said the Captain. “Sleep on it, and we’ll talk about it next time you come 

to work.” 

 The green card! It was an elusive entity for immigrant workers, and Demetrio had 

heard all kinds of stories about the possibilities for obtaining one. Some of these stories he 

knew to be true, but others were pure fabrication. And he knew of more than one amigo 

who had been swindled in a scam to get the card. He would need to sleep on this idea many 

times before he proceeded.  

 

56 Singing in the Rain 
 The drought had now endured for nine weeks. For those watching the skies and x-

ing off days on a calendar, the last real rain had occurred in early June. Farmers who had 

sown corn with no irrigation system watched their crops in the last gasps of life; dry brown 

stalks formed forlorn edges to roads, and they rattled mournfully when winds blew 

through. For gardeners, regular watering had become a necessity, and for hosta gardeners 

in particular, the need to supply their plant with its middle name was vital. Some localities 

had placed restrictions on watering lawns and washing cars, and the cost of public water 

had gone up significantly in most places. 

 More than a half dozen times during the past nine weeks, residents had watched 

meteorologists on the local news predict a good dousing, only to have the clouds of 

moisture so expansive over the western coast of the Chesapeake Bay fall apart as they 

inched east. Time and again, Funky would open a window on his computer set to the NOAA 

website and watch big green and blue swaths take form as far south as Richmond and as far 

north as Harrisburg, blanketing everything in between. This will be it, he thought. But then 

the swath would move east and its midsection would fall apart. Virginia Beach would get 

rain, as would the southern tip of the Delmarva Peninsula. To the north, Philadelphia, 

Wilmington, and even Dover got drenched. But lower slower Delaware remained dry as 

dust. 

 All of which made it a bit more difficult for Funky and Aysha to test their metrics for 

the savings in water expenses afforded by the rain barrels that had now been retrofitted at 
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two of the office parks managed by their company. Jim Phillips had taken a bit of a beating 

over this, as one or two disgruntled Board members referred to them as “air barrels.” 

Phillips countered that everyone needed to take the long view: what might be air now 

would in subsequent years, hopefully, be a source of free water that would alleviate the 

high price of keeping the office parks looking good and their residents appreciating nature. 

Aysha recounted this exchange to Funky by phone, who voiced appreciation for Jim’s 

support, even as he ruminated pessimistically.  

 “This is not just an isolated experience, I'm afraid. The Amazon rainforest is being 

decimated at the rate of an acre and a half every second,” he said, “and the repercussions  

are gonna be catastrophic. We’re gonna see more and more weird weather patterns like 

this.”  

 He was preaching to the choir. “For sure,” she said, “what we are experiencing now 

is a meteorological drought, which happens often enough, but if it gets bad enough and the 

aquifers north get deprived long enough, we’re in for a hydrological drought, which would 

be disastrous. Add to that the contamination of the water supply from a lot of the fracking 

that’s going on up there, and we’re up the creek.” Then, realizing the oddity of the 

metaphor, she added: “and we don’t need a paddle ‘cause our collective canoe is sitting in a 

dry bed.” 

 But Aysha was decidedly from the glass-half-full category of humans, and so she 

persisted in her computer-model generations that forecast future rainfall based on 

projected long-term trends, supplying numbers that their current data collection could not 

approximate. Jim Phillips stood behind them both, and the company proceeded with its 

plans for the prototype that Funky would service. 

 In private gardens, owners were as stressed as their plants. Those who were paying 

for water watched their bills balloon, and those on wells, though they could tap water for 

free, were prompted nonetheless to consider the kinds of repercussions such as Aysha 

articulated. This part of the state had witnessed a phenomenal boom in vacation and 

retirement housing, and wells were being dug right and left to supply new developments 

now occupied by immigrants from Pennsylvania, Maryland, New Jersey, and New York. At 

some point, the peninsula was sure to reach a tipping point. 



 

Hosta Seizure © 2013 by Jim Henry 

 

236 

 Ray, who depended upon a well, summarized the situation in geological terms: 

“We’re living on a Coastal Plain of unconsolidated sediments, with multiple aquifers and 

confining units. Most of our water comes from the ground water of the surficial aquifer, 

which gets recharged usually in winter and spring. But still, it’s part of a greater system. 

And all components of a system are affected by other parts of it.”  

 Then he thought for another moment and added, “there is one bright side: with the 

lack of rain, the arsenic contained in poultry manure that gets used as fertilizer by farmers 

isn’t making it into the aquifer in such high quantities.” 

 “But aren’t most of the farmers using poultry manure as fertilizer also irrigating?” 

Funky countered. 

 “Yeah. Point taken,” conceded Ray. “Right now, I’m just sick of lugging the hose 

around and would appreciate a little bit of help from Father Sky.” 

 Funky was at Ray and Shirley’s on a Monday afternoon in mid-August, and Ray had 

picked up Funky’s use of Ayoka’s terms for referring to the sustaining forces of existence: 

Mother Earth and Father Sky. Once again the meteorologists had predicted rain, and today 

it looked as if it really might happen: Father Sky to the west had turned a dark gray, and in 

the far distance they perceived flashes of lightning every few minutes. Distant rumbles sent 

hope in their direction, but the three of them had had similar hopes dashed over a half 

dozen times since the beginning of the drought. The gardeners were living in synch with 

their protégés, feeling their need for rain, their yearning for rain, their aching for rain, and 

willing it to come.  

 And today it looked as if it might finally happen. Father Sky grew darker, as the wall 

of dark gray to the west climbed to tower above them and the flashes of lightning grew 

more frequent. Claps of thunder grew louder, and now they could feel the reverberations 

coming through Mother Earth.  

 For their parts, the hostas felt garden-wide yearning for one of nature’s good 

soakings tinged with deep appreciation for the watering that their Gardeners had supplied 

regularly in the absence of rain. Once in late July, Ray had emerged from one of Ray and 

Shirley’s nightly blue light treatments in the living room to proclaim, “Tonight’s the night, 

Sweetheart! I can smell it!” “Don’t get your hopes up, Honey,” returned Shirley from inside. 

“The Doppler has deceived us before.” And alas, once again, Doppler did not deliver. 
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 This afternoon, however, the hostas had received multiple inter-species 

communiqués to the effect that rain was forthcoming. Ferns, whose epidermises had 

shrunk during the drought, now reported a higher H20 saturation of the air that had their 

stomata opening up. They signaled this trend to their hosta allies, and some correlating 

data arrived from trees in the western part of the county: precipitation had graced the 

leaves of tall sycamores and the needles of loblolly pines. Bird species as varied as 

nuthatches, wood thrush, and cardinals sent songs that varied ever so slightly from the July 

and early August songs of no water: rain was on its way! 

 It was only mid-afternoon, but now it was so dark that Ray's low voltage lights set to 

go on at dusk flicked on. Ray, Shirley, and Funky had stopped their work and were touring 

the beds, certain now that they’d get tomorrow off from watering chores and wondering 

just how much they would get. As they strolled about, the anticipation and energy that it 

provided infused a bit of silliness. 

 “Ray, you ever thought of breeding?” asked Funky. 

 “Well, maybe. Why?” 

 “Cause you could cross Crepe Suzette with Bigga Luigi and get a bunch of Franco-

Italian rug rats,” snorted Funky. Bigga Luigi sent an emph in the direction of Crepe Suzette 

that seemed halfway between laughter and lust; Crepe Suzette shot him a glance that 

suggested he should contain himself. 

 “I can smell it!” announced Shirley suddenly. Ray and Funky each breathed lungfuls, 

and both nodded affirmation: you could smell the imminent rain in the air. 

 The first drop fell within seconds of her pronouncement, followed by another, then 

another. Within a minute drops pattered throughout the garden, gaining in frequency and 

distribution until it was official: the garden was getting rain! 

 “Hey, this is as good as Creation!” emphed Earth Angel, and she was politely 

reminded by her cousins that nothing was as good as Creation, even as they joined in hosta 

celebration of the event: leaves throughout the garden reached out to grab precious H20 

and funnel it down their perfectly crafted petioles to reach the crown. Roots felt the distant 

pattering of raindrops on topsoil, and already they stretched out in anticipation, setting up 

a buzz in root hairs that water would soon attenuate.  

 From her corner of the bed, Crepe Suzette exclaimed, “Il pleut des cordes!”  
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 “Grazie, Bella Voce,” emphed Bigga Luigi. 

 “Um, Luigi, I don’t mean to bursta your bigga bubble,” emphed Déjà Blu, “but Crepe 

Suzette wasn’t really talking to you. She was just making the analogy between falling rain 

and strings from the sky.”  

 “Non importa,” chuckled Bigga Luigi. “Le sue parole sono belle come la pioggia!” 

 “Merci … I think,” emphed Crepe Suzette somewhat hesitantly. 

 The pattering became a downpour that sent Ray, Shirley, and Funky dashing up onto 

the shelter of the back porch. Within a minute, though, Funky spied the umbrella that lived 

next to the back door and picked it up. He walked to the door of the porch, opened it, and 

stepped out into the rain and down the steps while opening the umbrella fully over his 

head.  

 “Doo de doo doo, doo doo, doo de doo doo,” he sang, and he marched along in step. 

 Then he stopped, held out one hand to feel the rain, shrugged, and closed his 

umbrella, dropping it to his side. Lofting the closed umbrella to perch it on his shoulder, he 

began stepping in stride once again and resumed singing: 

 “I’m singing in the rain/ Just singing in the rain …” 

 Shirley was right behind him. She didn’t have an umbrella so she picked up a hoe 

and slung it over her shoulder. A duet took form for the next line: 

 “What a glorious feeling, I’m happy again.” 

 Not to be outdone, Ray jumped out the door and sprang onto the picnic table. 

 “I’m laughin’ at clouds,” now sang the three of them, “so dark up above/ the sun’s in 

my heart, and I’m ready for lo-ove.” 

 The din of the downpour had become so strong that Ray’s voice was nearly drowned 

out, making his part of the harmony bearable. The three crooners continued: “Let the 

stormy clouds chase/ Everyone from the place ….” 

 And as if on cue a bolt of lightning and its accompanying boom of thunder shook the 

garden, sending the three troubadours scurrying back onto the porch, laughing and 

shouting. 

 “At last!” called out Ray, and he went inside the kitchen to emerge seconds later with 

three beers. The three of them pulled chairs together to observe the storm and guzzle the 

beers, as they watched their protégés guzzle Father Sky’s gift. For two hours they sat, 
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savoring beer and eventually some leftovers foraged from the fridge, witnesses to a 

genuine soaking that would be sending water way below the root line of hostas, down to 

the trees that provided canopy and oxygen for the humans. By six p.m., the sky began 

growing lighter once again and the rain finally abated. Funky, Ray, and Shirley stepped 

down from the porch and strolled the garden together, admiring the new postures of 

hostas that this engorgement of water had provoked.  

 “Just look at Blue Umbrellas!” exclaimed Shirley. A few years before, Funky had 

suggested moving the big blue hosta over next to its sport, Singing in the Rain, “’cause you 

never know when Gene Kelly is gonna need an umbrella,” he had said. His suggestion had 

proven right on the mark. Blue Umbrellas had thrived wonderfully in her new spot, and 

here near the end of summer, her leaves had gone green (as was always the case in late 

summer), but they were thick and healthy, and their unusual downward cupping shape 

sent water drops pattering off of them like little umbrellas, indeed. Singing in the Rain 

looked similarly splendid: his huge dark green leaves, each bordered in a lovely cream rim, 

swayed at the ends of long petioles, shiny as rubber. 

 The hostas were triangulating. “Did Funky’s singing bring the rain?!” asked Pee Dee 

Gold Flash, mindful of the hostas’ earlier discussion of the human practice of singing and 

what it might mean. 

 “We can’t be sure,” emphed Royal Standard. “The hostary archives from a distant 

garden and earlier times note the practice of another group of humans who danced to bring 

rain, so there may be some correlation. I’m making crownal notes and I’ll report this out.” 

 “Well, when you do,” commented Singing in the Rain, “tell them that Funky’s singing 

was coming across to me as emphing loud and clear.” 

 “Noted,” said Royal Standard. 

 “Maybe it’s just me,” said Niagara Falls, “But Shirley’s singing almost felt emph-like, 

too.”  

 A couple of other hostas triangulated this information, prompting Ray of Hope to 

add, “How about Ray’s singing? Anybody feel that as an emph?” 

 “Oh, so that’s what it was!” said Bigga Luigi. “For a second there, I thought I was 

being nibbled on by a vole!” 
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 His comment sent the whole garden into laughter, bringing a “shush” from Royal 

Standard. “Focus, everybody,” he said, “we have to apprise Funky of August Moon’s 

discovery during her witnessing forward. Remember?” 

 Royal Standard’s comment threw a temporary 

wet blanket over all the beds, but the hostas were 

quick to regain their energy and determination. “If he 

emphs to anybody, get him the message,” ordered 

Royal Standard. 

 Ray and Shirley were admiring Blue Umbrellas 

and Singing in the Rain, but Funky had strolled down 

the path, and now he approached Earth Angel. 

 “Ear-ear-earth Angel …” he began, but Earth 

Angel emphed an interruption loud and clear. “Funky! 

Listen!” she emphed, and apparently Funky received it, 

for he came to a halt and leaned into the hosta. 

 “I’m listening,” he said calmly. 

 Earth Angel emphed steadily, “A creep in a cap 

wants to kill us all.” 

 “A creep in a cap wants to kill everyone? Is that what you said?” 

 A moment of silence ensued, and then Earth Angel spoke again: “A creep in a cap 

wants to kill all hostas. And maybe everyone else, who knows? The destiny of each is tied to 

all.” 

 Ray and Shirley had turned their attention in the direction of Funky, and now they 

strolled toward him. 

 “What’s up, Funky? Are the hostas talking to you again?” 

 “Well, believe it or not, yeah,” replied Funky, feeling as if he were speaking from a 

slightly distanced time frame. “Earth Angel sent a message.” 

 “What did Earth Angel say?” asked Ray. 

 “She said, ‘A creep in a cap wants to kill us all.” 

 “A creep in a cap?” 

                H. ‘August Moon’ 
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 “Yeah. Then she added that expression that I’m starting to realize is one of their 

mantras: The destiny of each is tied to all.” 

 “I wonder who she means?” asked Shirley. Funky looked at her expecting to see the 

furrowed brow of concern she usually displayed when he discussed his newfound ability, 

but in this case he saw nothing of the sort. Instead, Shirley seemed to be taking the 

statement at face value, her head tilted in wonder at whom Earth Angel could be referring 

to. 

 “Beats me,” said Funky. Then he added, “But I’m pretty sure it’s not Gene Kelly.” 

 The light that the sky had been providing in the wake of the storm’s passing now 

began to darken a bit, as twilight approached. Funky had some chores to do back at his 

trailer, so he bid Ray and Shirley adieu and departed. 

 When he arrived home, he parked his pickup truck in its usual parking space and 

walked up his sidewalk. He came to a stop after a few steps, for when he gazed up the hill 

toward one of his hosta beds, the specimen of Abiqua Drinking Gourd seemed to be taller 

than usual, and five feet left of where it had been planted. Funky walked up the hill to the 

plant, and soon realized that it had been dug up from the ground and moved to one side. A 

sizable hole now lay where Abiqua Drinking Gourd formerly lived, prompting Funky to 

scan the rest of his garden. Several yards away, Blue Wedgwood had suffered a similar fate. 

Someone had come through while Funky was at work and dug up these two hostas, then 

left them out of the ground. 

 Funky did a quick reconnoitering of the rest of the garden and noticed no other 

abnormalities. He started to replant the hostas so that their roots would suffer as little as 

possible from the air exposure, but first he needed a pit stop in his trailer. He walked to the 

front door and started to insert his key, to discover that the door was slightly ajar. Pushing 

it open, he viewed a rubble of papers, books, magazines and more—someone had been in 

the trailer and going through his literature, leaving it a mess. He felt his hair stand up on his 

back and neck as it dawned on him that whoever had been behind all of this might still be 

present. He jumped down out of the trailer and trotted a few feet away, opening his cell 

phone. 

 He called the police immediately, and they reported that they’d get someone to the 

scene as soon as possible. Once he hung up on that call, he thought also of Stuart Green, 
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whom he had promised to keep abreast of any events that might be related to Elisabeth 

Burgess or the Viking Poem. “I’ll be there in twenty minutes,” said Stuart, and true to his 

word, he was. By the time he arrived, Funky had gone back into the trailer and confirmed 

that the perpetrator was no longer there, and he had also determined that it was only the 

front hall and dining nook that had been ransacked. 

 “Maybe he heard your car when you were driving up and beat a hasty retreat,” 

hypothesized Stuart. 

 “A retreat where? I didn’t see anybody drivin' out in the other direction.” 

 “The woods?”  

 The two of them walked up the hill to the woods, but there was no sign of anybody 

anywhere. There were muddy footprints all around, Funky now realized, but they were 

mostly left by him as he conducted his earlier reconnoitering. He showed Stuart the 

specimens of Abiqua Drinking Gourd and Blue Wedgwood. 

 “This is somebody else trying to solve the Viking Poem, right?” said Stuart. “I mean, 

they were focused on the part about the Blue Wedgwood and Drinking Gourd and figured 

maybe you had buried something under them. Remember the line ‘the Drinking Gourd will 

direct your digging’?” 

 “Yeah, I see what you’re sayin',” mused Funky, “but who?!” In his mind’s eye he was 

already alert for a creep in a cap, but he had no idea what kind of cap or who the creep 

might be. He took Stuart down to his trailer and opened the door for him to see the full 

extent of the mayhem inside. 

 “Wow!” exclaimed Stuart. “You sure have a lot of stuff in here.” 

 “It’s mostly hosta documentation,” said Funky, “but I’ve got a lot of other literature 

on gardening and sustainability.” 

 Stuart bent and picked up an armload from the documents that were scattered on 

the floor, leafing through the materials. 

 “Oh, I get the Sierra Club’s magazine, Sierra, too,” he said. “And wow! Earth Island 

Journal totally rocks! And E! The Environmental Magazine! Wow, Funky, your library is 

awesome.” 

 “Awesome and out of date,” observed Funky. “Most of these issues are old and 

they’re archived online anyway. I don’t even know why I keep 'em around.” 
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 “I can help you clean up, if you want,” said Stuart. 

 “Wow, that’d be great,” said Funky. 

 “But we gotta wait for the cops, first. Gotta make sure we don’t destroy any 

evidence.” 

 The police arrived within half an hour, and they took a perfunctory look inside the 

trailer and at the two hostas that had been uprooted. Their pronouncement was that it 

looked like an act of vandalism, and they were documenting it as such. Within another 

thirty minutes they had taken some photos, recorded in writing Funky’s statement as to 

what he found and when, and departed. 

 Once they were gone, Funky and Stuart concluded their cleaning up of the mess in 

the trailer. While they were at it, Stuart noticed Funky’s The Hostapedia on a shelf with 

several of his other hosta books. 

 “Wow, they have a whole encyclopedia on hostas? It’s huge.” 

 Funky took the hefty tome off its place on the bookshelf and passed it over to Stuart. 

“Well, we’re standing at something like eight thousand cultivars and species, and growing, 

and somebody has to keep up with it. Mark Zilis is doing it.” 

 Stuart held The Hostapedia in both hands in front of him and lofted it gently into the 

air only to catch it on its way down. “I bet it weighs thirty pounds!” 

 “Heavy reading,” chuckled Funky. 

 “Hey, can I borrow it for a few days? You know, to study up?” 

 “Sure. I’m always up for public education through botanical information,” quipped 

Funky. 

 In another fifteen minutes, they had cleaned up, and Stuart was preparing to leave.  

 “Funky, do you feel o.k.? You know, safe and everything?” 

 “Oh, yeah,” replied Funky. “After the cops being here and everything, I don’t think 

whoever was here is comin' back any time soon. I’m just gonna go get those two hostas 

back in the ground and call it a day.” 

 “I’m sure you’re right. But how about you put my phone number on speed dial just 

in case? If I get the call, even if I don’t hear you say anything else, I can be here in fifteen 

minutes.” 
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 Funky stared evenly at Stuart, then decided that his idea was actually not a bad one. 

“It usually takes ya twenty,” chuckled Funky as he keyed in the speed dial.  

 “I’ve got one of those EMS lights I can stick on my dashboard, and I’ll be able to run a 

light or two.” 

 “You do?!” 

 “Yeah. But don’t tell my mom, ‘cause she doesn’t know and it’s totally on the down 

low.” 

 Funky started to say something but figured instead he’d just leave it at that. He 

shook Stuart’s hand, and the reporter turned to regain his car. 

 “I’m glad you called me,” he said before walking away. “The best antidote to 

vandalism is open documentation. So it’s good to document everything. And I’m happy to 

do it.” 

 “I don’t think this is vandalism.” 

 “I think we both think that this is someone trying to solve the Viking Poem. Right?” 

 Funky nodded. 

 “All the more reason to document. I’ll see if my editor can run the story tomorrow. 

But if not, the next issue for sure. We want whoever did this to know that we are now on 

the lookout and if anybody even comes near, they could be caught on camera.” 

 “Oh, I don’t have any camera surveillance,” said Funky. 

 “Yeah, but they don’t know that, right?” replied Stuart. “You o.k. with a little poetic 

license in my reporting?” 

 Funky saw his point. “Sure thing,” he said. Then he watched Stuart drive away. He 

got his two hostas back into the ground, then he went into his trailer to clean up and head 

to an early night’s sleep. Strangely, he felt no danger or foreboding at all as a result of the 

vandals’ visit. He was more interested in figuring out who the creep in the cap could be, and 

there was nothing like a good night’s sleep to stoke the gray matter for solving another 

riddle. And with the afternoon’s rain, the crickets and frogs had already gone into high gear, 

promising a natural lullaby that would bring sleep swiftly. 
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57 A Voice from Beyond  

 By mid-August, the rock and water feature that Demetrio and Agnes had been 

building was in splendid shape. The cascading waterfall, though requiring some upkeep, 

provided a soothing gurgling that spread over the garden and endowed it with a peaceful 

allure. At night, especially, when it was cool enough to leave one’s window open, the 

babbling brook was a powerful soporific.  

 The hostas were loving this feature, too, as it brought new cousins to join them. The 

Longipes had arrived from Minnesota and a Ruprifraga had been obtained from a collector 

in the northwest. Several other new cousins were original species rather than cultivars, 

opening up hostary classes to all kinds of events hitherto unwitnessed. The feeling 

throughout the beds was one of fertile development and setting in of roots.  

 Agnes's order of Sam Spade had arrived and had joined all these species among the 

rocks, and he was gaining a roothold faster than a private investigator following a lead. 

Within days of the thunderstorm that broke the drought, he was receiving intermittent 

jumbled emphs that none of the other hostas had received, and that none of them took 

credit for sending. Intrigued, he began sending a response emph each time he received the 

jumbled emph, and finally one day, his sleuthing paid off. 

 He was emphing out toward the fence, and he received a return emph that seemed 

to be a call for help. 

 “Where are you from?” he emphed after receiving a muddled S.O.S. 

 “Beyond …” and the words that followed were garbled. 

 “Could you emph up? I couldn’t understand everything you said. Did you say 

‘Beyond this sunmoon cycle?’” 

 “I barely have a root hold here, so it’s tough to emph—” 

 “Beyond what? Are you witnessing back?! Do you bring news from the future?” 

 “Beyond … the … fence!” 

 “The fence! This fence?” Sam Spade glanced up at the six-foot cedar slats behind the 

rock garden. 

 “Yes. This fence. Right here. Tall as a human. That big thing that surrounds the 

garden . . . I’m assuming you’re not Doctor Fu Manchu.” 
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 “No need to get testy.” 

 “You’re right. My apologies. I’m 

under a bit of stress. What’s your name?” 

 “Sam Spade.” 

 “Spade  … as in ‘shovel’?” 

 “No. I get that a lot, though.” 

 “I was never in a garden with one of 

you.” 

 “Not many hostas have been. I’m 

kind of rare.” 

 “Expensive?” 

 “Nah, not that kind of rare. Rare as in not many Gardeners have me.” 

 “You a medium? ‘Cause it feels like our channel is really opening up.” 

 “Nope. I’m a small. But vigorous. And rhizomatous.” 

 “Rhizomatous! Me too! Maybe that’s how we managed to get the clear channel.” 

 “And who are you?” 

 “My name is Jookug-bibich’u—” 

 “What!? THE Jookug-bibich’u? 

 “Well, nobody ever put it to me that way before—” 

 “We studied you in one of our hostary classes. You’re a species, right?” 

 “Right. Most Gardeners call me Clausa.” 

 “Yeah, but you’re emphing with a cousin, cousin.” 

 “ What’s it like over there now?” 

 “What do you mean?” 

 “I mean, is it safe for plants to grow?” 

 “Why wouldn’t it be?” 

 “Well, a few years back the garden transferred hands and the new humans didn’t 

like hosta. They dug them all out, then they sprayed the whole garden with a toxic weed 

killer.” 

 “Hostanestly?!” 

                 H. ‘Doctor Fu Manchu’ 
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 “Cross my crown and hope to be eaten by slugs. It was awful. One day we were living 

in organically sustained bliss, and the next they were digging up all the hostas. And they 

weren’t even using digging forks. Strictly shovels.” 

 Sam Spade winced at the thought of a metal edge slicing through root ends. “Well, 

that would explain why some of the hostas have been feeling a little weird. Grey Ghost has 

been saying there’s something amiss about this place ever since she arrived.” 

 “Grey Ghost is there?!” 

 “Yeah. Why?” 

 “Well there was a Grey Ghost there next to me—before.” 

 “Not this one. She came with us from the nursery when we moved in. Why did you 

 move to the other side of the fence?” 

 “Well, the soil felt good so I was just probing around and feeling it out, and the next 

thing you knew I was pushing up shoots over here. And then a few weeks later I hear all the 

screaming and clamoring and confused emphs from left and right, and that part of me who 

used to live where you are now got summarily shoveled up and shipped out.” 

 “Is your new garden a nice one?” 

 “Garden? Nice? I’m in the alley, Sam Spade, getting pissed on by stray dogs and weed 

whacked by city road service workers. Watered only when the clouds decide to give it and 

not even a hint of mulch. I’ve had more than one near-death experience, and most days I’m 

just trying to get by.” 

 “Well, listen: You should come back!” 

 “Do you think it would be safe for me to do that?” 

 “Totally safe. We have a terrific gardener who will treat you right.” 

 “You guys have any other Koreans? 

 “Nope. But we have Iwa Giboshi and Rupifraga.” 

 “Wow. Sounds like good diversity.” 

 “Oh, yeah, and it’s been getting even more diverse ever since Demetrio moved in.” 

 “Who’s Demetrio?” 

 “He’s the Gardener that I mentioned. He’s the one who planted me. Along with 

Anyes.” 

 “You have a hosta named Anyes? I never heard of that one.” 
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 “No, Anyes is the other Gardener. The one that Demetrio is teaching. Listen: Why 

don’t you start sending a rhizome or two back under the fence, and in the meantime, we’ll 

see if we can get Demetrio to come out there and dig you up.” 

 “How you gonna do that?” 

 “We think he’s starting to receive our emphs.” 

 “This Gardener is human, right?” 

 “Right. But he just seems to get us. More than any Gardener I ever heard of.”  

 “Hey, send him on over. If he can even find me under all the debris. In the meantime, 

I’m gonna take you up on the rhizome idea. Is it still nice and loamy over there? 

 “Loamy like a day in June! And we’ve got stones!” 

 “Stones? In Lower Slower?” 

 “Yeah. Anyes had the idea to build a stone and water feature here in the corner, and 

Demetrio took it and ran. They went out and found some nice stones somewhere, and they 

brought in Iwa Giboshi and Rupifraga, and a couple of oakleaf hydrangea. And he’s training 

some Japanese wisteria up the side of the fence. The place totally rocks.” 

 “Is there even room for me to push up a shoot?” 

 “We’ll make room! I’ll let everybody else know to be on the lookout for you. And I’ll 

see if we can get Demetrio to check out the alley, and in the meantime, get your rhizome 

probing!” 

 “Thanks, Sam Spade.” 

 “Hey, think nothing of it. All hostas go to gardens.” 

 “And all gardens go to goodness, I’m beginning to believe once again.” 

 

58 A Letter from an Ally 

 When Funky returned home from Cass and Athena’s, he emptied his mailbox to find 

one letter with no return address, addressed to him in cursive that he thought he 

recognized. He opened the envelope to find a letter: 

Happy Camper Happy Camping Campground 

September 1, 2012 
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Dear Funky, 

I am sorry that I had to leave so abruptly when you visited, but an urgent matter of vital 

importance came up. I now have important information to communicate. A dark force 

almost did Elisabeth in, and now it might make its way to you. It seeks out hosta empaths 

to steal our knowledge and turn it against our kind. I am afraid to put any more details in 

writing, for this force has connections wide and deep. Watch your back! And if possible, 

strive to recover Elisabeth’s Blue Wedgwood before this ugly force beats you to it. The 

hostas will help you! 

In hosta solidarity, 

Ayoka 

 It was definitely from Ayoka, for he 

recognized the handwriting, but its message 

was nearly out of character. She seemed to be 

outright naming his newfound ability as 

making him a “hosta empath,” and she included 

herself in the same category, along with 

Elisabeth. So that’s what she meant when she 

said I had been “selected,” he thought.  

 This put the “vandalism” of the week 

before in more perspective. Whoever had dug up the specimens of Abiqua Drinking Gourd 

and Blue Wedgwood knew his garden pretty well. Funky’s hostas had tags, but both tags 

had been covered by topsoil and mulch, so it would have taken time to find them. Unless 

the person had already done some reconnoitering and knew exactly where they were. 

 More troublesome was the ransacking of his trailer. As far as he could tell, nothing of 

any significance had been removed, and truth be told, it was time to go through all of that 

stuff anyway and toss a lot of it out. But what had the intruder been seeking? Funky 

harbored no secret knowledge of any kind on hostas, and in fact the only “knowledge” he 

possessed that someone might want to steal was entirely in his head—his newfound and 

very undeveloped ability to occasionally communicate with hostas. Only Ayoka, Ray, and 

                   H. ‘Blue Wedgwood’ 
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Shirley knew about that. And he had written nothing about it, either, so there wasn’t any 

kind of paper trail or anything. 

 On the other hand, there was a link between Elisabeth and him, albeit now over a 

decade old; if someone had been pursuing her, they might connect the dots and surmise 

that he possessed some of her “knowledge” in paper form. And they had come looking for it. 

If, that is, the “dark force” was a person. Ayoka’s letter had curiously referred to this force 

as an “it.” Apparently this force was not only intent on solving the Viking Poem but also in 

search of knowledge that Elisabeth had and that Funky could now be suspected of having.  

And what might that knowledge be? Funky knew of her habit of writing poetry to her 

hostas, but from the content of Ayoka’s letter, he surmised that Elisabeth, too, had 

developed the ability to communicate with hostas—and she had perhaps honed it far more 

than he had. What would happen when a human developed this ability to the point where 

she or he could communicate with hostas as fluently as with humans? From just the few 

occasions when he had communicated with them, Funky suspected that hosta knowledge 

was quite unique and possibly profound. What could such knowledge enable a malevolent 

force to accomplish that it could not accomplish otherwise? 

 Did a specimen of Blue Wedgwood somehow hold the answer? Ayoka’s letter 

seemed to indicate so, but all of Elisabeth’s hostas were long gone. How could anyone 

locate a Blue Wedgwood that had belonged to her at this point? 

 

59 Demetrio’s Nightmare 

 During the week after Captain Burt raised the possibility of obtaining a green card, 

Demetrio had ruminated deeply. In his late teens, the trips back and forth to Mexico every 

ten months, and then later every three years, had seemed like a minor inconvenience on 

the one hand and a chance to return home and renew contacts with friends and family. But 

now, after that decade hiatus and in his mid-thirties, the ritual had become tiresome, and as 

he had mentioned to Agnes, his mother was gone and his two sisters were in L.A. Beyond 

his immediate nuclear family, most of his cousins and friends from childhood had left their 

hometown, too. Increasingly, when he returned to the small town where he grew up, he felt 
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as much a foreigner as he felt in the U.S. And in that town, jobs were few and far between 

and they paid only a fraction of the money he could earn seasonally on the H2-B visa. When 

all was said and done, his future was in the U.S. 

 Agnes had also sown the seeds of rumination on the topic of U.S. immigration policy. 

Recent incidents such as the laws enacted in Alabama and Arizona raised the specter of 

stronger backlash against Mexicans. What if one of the politicians who based his campaign 

on anti-immigration policies should win a presidential election? Or a sufficient number of 

like-minded politicians should win positions in national government that would steer 

policy against Mexican workers such as himself? What if the entire H2-B system were 

suddenly curtailed? 

 Could Captain Burt really obtain a green card for Demetrio? From many long 

discussions with fellow workers, Demetrio knew that obtaining the green card was no easy 

feat, and anyone who claimed to be able to get one easily was shoveling a big load of 

manure. But then again, if his sojourns in the U.S. had taught him nothing else, it was that 

money talks, and if you had enough money, you could get just about anything done. And the 

Captain seemed to have a lot of money.  

 But going into Agnes’s house and investigating under floorboards without her 

permission was simply something he would not do. If he trusted anybody in this country, it 

was Agnes above all. She had shown him nothing but courtesy and honesty since his first 

day of work, and truth be told, he had come to feel a genuine friendship with her. To 

compromise that relationship in any way would be antithetical to Demetrio’s innermost 

self. So the small knot in his stomach that his brush with the law long ago had established 

had now grown just a bit, inflated by a growing sense of belonging in Delaware, coupled 

with a promise for permanency that could be gained only through deceit.  

 So when he returned to the Captain’s for work the following week, he had an 

argument ready to counter the Captain’s insistence that Agnes not be apprised of these 

documents that supposedly were stashed under the floorboards of a closet. He could 

introduce the Captain to Agnes and let him make his case. Agnes was a reasonable woman, 

and because the Captain had been defrauded by someone else, she was certain to be 

cooperative in helping him obtain what was rightfully his.  
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 September had brought with it more rain, meaning that Demetrio’s work at the 

Captain’s was devoted less and less to watering and monitoring the dampness of beds. 

When he arrived for work early on a Tuesday morning in September, he was wondering 

what the Captain might have in store for him. As he swung his truck into the service 

parking area, another car was exiting, and the driver glanced briefly in his direction. 

Demetrio recognized him as the man whose hosta gift of Sea White Gold had sparked the 

heated discussion with the Captain at his birthday party a few weeks earlier. Demetrio had 

been intrigued by that exchange back then, and one afternoon a couple of weeks earlier, he 

had gone to a public library and used the computer to research this hosta. What he 

discovered was interesting: Sea White Gold had indeed been introduced by Mildred Seaver, 

but there was only one specimen known to be in existence, and it was living in a well 

known nursery in Ohio. The only way that someone could have produced another specimen 

would have been either to find a cultivar close enough that they thought that they could 

fake it, or to steal a cutting from the original specimen. In either case, Demetrio got the 

sense that the character who had just passed him was a bit on the shady side, and he had 

assumed that the flare up at the party was because the Captain was angry that a hosta that 

was either a fake or stolen had been given to him. But if that were the case, why was he still 

in contact with this guy? 

 Demetrio parked his truck and headed over to the shed to receive his work 

assignment for the day when he heard a voice from behind him. “What are you doing here 

so early?” 

 He turned to see the Captain, who was holding a couple of small pots of hostas in 

one hand and a satchel of some kind in the other. He had a crease of displeasure in his 

forehead, and his tone was nearly one of incrimination. Demetrio glanced at his watch to 

see that he was indeed early, by about twenty minutes. 

 “Yes, you are right. I did not want to be late, and now I make the mistake of being 

early. I am sorry.” 

 The Captain softened and said, “It’s just that I run a tight ship that requires 

everything to happen like clockwork. I will never ask you to stay past working hours, 

unless we both agree to it beforehand and are clear that you are on overtime, and so I don’t 

expect you to begin work before starting time, either. O.K.?” 
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 “Aye, aye, Captain,” smiled Demetrio. The Captain’s smile in return seemed to mirror 

Demetrio’s, and he came up next to Demetrio and clapped him on the shoulder briefly. “I 

anticipate a long working relationship, Demetrio, and it’s best that we both understand all 

the ground rules from the beginning.” 

 “It is not a problem, Captain. I will arrive exactly on time next time.”  

 They walked to the shed together, and when they arrived the Captain unlocked the 

doors to his office and lab and placed the satchel he was carrying and the two hostas in his 

office. He closed the door and locked it, then grasped Demetrio’s elbow and led him down 

the slope to the site of a planned greenhouse. In the week since Demetrio’s last visit, a slate 

floor that was perhaps fifteen feet wide and twenty feet long had been laid, with a low 

cement wall enclosing it. The wall was topped with a 2x6 stringer running the complete 

perimeter, and a half dozen pallets with opened crates containing glass, aluminum poles, 

and polycarbonate frames sat nearby. 

 “I’d like to begin assembling our greenhouse, Demetrio, and if you feel handy in this 

kind of work, I’d like you to help on this rather than the beds. What do you think?” 

 “Oh, I would be glad to help,” responded Demetrio. “I am pretty good with putting 

things together.” 

 The Captain had printed out an image of what the final greenhouse would look like, 

along with step-by-step instructions. On a table nearby sat a couple of levels, battery 

operated drills, a silicon gun and tubes of silicon, and some other odd ends and tools.  

 “We’ll need to assemble the gable ends first, if I have understood these instructions 

correctly,” stated the Captain, “but that’s a big ‘if’ because the translation is really bad and 

the graphics could be better, too.” He went to one of the crates and began unloading pieces. 

Demetrio joined him and within an hour the two of them had managed to comprehend the 

instructions by comparing English and Spanish versions and assemble one gable. They 

anchored it to one end wall and moved on to the second gable. As they did so, the Captain 

said, “So Demetrio, have you given any further thought to my proposal about the green 

card? Do you want to pursue it?” 

 “Well,” Demetrio hesitated, “it is very interesting. I am a bit confused, though, 

because I have had so many friends who have tried to get the card unsuccessfully.” He 

looked at the Captain, who smiled broadly while rubbing the thumb and forefinger of one 



 

Hosta Seizure © 2013 by Jim Henry 

 

254 

hand together in the same gesture he had used the previous week when saying “mucho 

dinero.” 

 “How much do you think this will cost?”  

 “Don’t worry about the cost. You give me your passport and your H2-B visa, and I’ll 

get in touch with my people who can make this happen. I’m pretty sure I can get this done 

for a few thousand dollars.” 

 “I am sorry, Captain, but I do not have a few thousand dollars.” 

 “That’s not a problem. Like I said, you can work it off a little at a time.” 

 A moment of silence ensued, until the Captain spoke again. “Or here’s another way 

to work this deal. If you can get those documents I told you about from the house of Mrs.—

what was her name again?” 

 “Doolittle.” 

 “Yes, Mrs. Doolittle. If you can get those documents, we could call it even.” 

 “I have thought about this a lot, Captain, and I think I have a better idea. I will 

introduce you to Mrs. Doolittle and you can request the documents yourself. She is a very 

fair woman, and when she understands that the documents were taken from you, I am sure 

she will be happy to help.” 

 “No! Oh, no. No one else must known of this but you and me. You haven’t told 

anybody, have you?” 

 “No.” 

 “Good. It is important that you keep this confidential.” 

 “But if they were stolen from you, cannot you just go to the police?” 

 The Captain grew agitated, his face flushing. “But that’s what I explained the last 

time. I can’t say that they were stolen as such, but rather they weren’t returned to me after 

I lent them. And they’re very confidential, too. I don’t want the police involved.” 

 Perhaps the Captain saw in Demetrio’s eyes his lack of willingness, for he turned 

their attention back to the greenhouse and its assemblage. He walked back to the 

instructions and said, “Let’s move on to the side structures, because we need to get these 

attached to the gables before we can install the ridge beam and begin attaching the glass 

panels to the roof and sides."  
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 Once again, the two of them set into teamwork that went remarkably smoothly, as 

Demetrio applied his understanding of structural assemblage and the two of them 

interpreted the instructions that had come with the greenhouse to make sure they were 

using all the specified parts in their correct places. 

 By noon the entire superstructure of aluminum and polycarbonate frames was in 

place, and they stopped for a lunch break. Demetrio had packed a lunch of sandwiches, but 

the Captain had ordered in a sumptuous lunch of fish tacos for the two of them from a local 

taqueria. They sat at a table in the shade of the house and ate together, the Captain 

discussing ways in which the greenhouse could enable a full-blown breeding program and 

his desire to bring Demetrio in on the ground level of the whole operation, as his “right-

hand hombre,” as he put it. When he spoke, it was with such enthusiasm and energy and 

good naturedness that Demetrio fell once again under his spell. The man seemed to have no 

limit to his ideas, nor to the money that would be necessary to bring them to reality. And 

his smile was captivating. 

 After lunch they resumed work and encountered some difficulty with the first glass 

panel, but after a bit of finagling Demetrio figured out the correct procedure, whereupon 

the Captain re-read the instructions to see where the flaw had come in the translation into 

English, confirming that Demetrio’s intuitive solution coupled with the Spanish translation 

was indeed the correct procedure. 

 “See what a team we are!?” exclaimed the Captain, once again clapping Demetrio on 

the shoulder. 

 By 5 p.m, they had the entire roof of glass panels in place. The two of them covered 

opened crates with tarps, then they gathered the tools and equipment they had been using 

to stow in the tool shed. It all fit easily into a wheelbarrow that Demetrio set to pushing up 

the gentle grade from where the greenhouse was being set up. 

 As they walked together, the Captain complimented Demetrio on his work and his 

work ethic. Then he added, “You know, Demetrio, I hired an hombre from Mexico a few 

years back, and he didn’t work out at all. In fact, I eventually had to have him deported.” 

 “Deported?! What did he do?” 

 “Well, he just didn’t work out. I thought he was going to be able to do some jobs for 

me that in the end he wasn’t able to do, and it turned out that his H2-B really only 
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authorized him to work for one specific employer, and here he had been working for me all 

along.” 

 He said no more, and the two men walked in silence. Once they reached the shed, 

Demetrio stowed all of the tools and equipment without saying anything, and collected his 

lunch box and gloves. The queasiness in his stomach that now seemed a permanent fixture 

was worse than ever, as he realized that the Captain was no longer asking him to do 

something illegal, he was blackmailing him into it. 

 “Have a good evening, my friend,” said the Captain as he paid Demetrio for the day’s 

work and Demetrio prepared to leave. “And I hope you’ll be able to give some really hard 

thought to my proposal. I think you’ll agree that we make a really good team, and it would 

be a shame to break it up.” He held Demetrio’s gaze as he said this, and though the Captain’s 

smile was broad, his eyes brimmed with ruthlessness. 

 Demetrio drove home in a turmoil, wondering how this would all work itself out. 

When he arrived home and swung open the gate to park his truck under the carriage house, 

his eye caught something strange. There, on the outside of the fence, seemed to be growing 

a hosta. He approached to look at it, and sure enough, it was a little specimen that barely 

seemed alive—a half dozen leaves, covered with dust and mostly mangled, were perched 

on a clump that had been pushed up out of the soil quite a bit. He grabbed his trowel to dig 

it up, discovering that the few roots that reached into the soil barely had a hold. It was 

amazing that the hosta was still alive. He dug the little hosta up carefully and took it inside 

the gate with him. Searching for a place to plant it, his eyes were drawn to a point next to 

the new water feature that was just inside the fence from where this hosta had been living 

on the outside. He went over and began digging a small starter whole to plant this woeful 

hosta, and to his surprise he found a shoot from a bit of rhizomatous root already 

sprouting.  

 “I guess you wanted to get in here really bad,” he said to the hosta. “¡Ser fuerte, 

Muchacho!” he incited as he tapped the earth down around it. Then he scooped some water 

from one of the pools among the rocks and poured it over the hosta, anointing it in its new 

home.  
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60 Metrics for a Viking 
 The rain of September had included a couple of fairly torrential storms and one 

gentle rainfall that had endured an entire day, filling the retrofitted rain barrels at the two 

office parks Funky had worked on. Already, Funky had been able to tap them for watering 

the plants in the two parks, and Aysha had accompanied him during the work, taking 

multiple photographs of the barrels in action. She had wisely suggested marking levels on 

the barrels discreetly out of immediate eyesight, so that the metrics could be as precise as 

possible, and she captured photos of these over successive days, too. She was eagerly 

awaiting the water bill for the month of September to compare with September of the 

previous year, certain that the results would build a convincing case for the value of the 

barrels. 

 Aysha had also moved ahead on the public education through botanical information 

front. While Funky attended to the gardening at the two retrofitted parks, she went door to 

door in the offices, polling clients on the possibility of awarding coupons and discounts for 

specific goods and services to customers who successfully completed the botanical 

scavenger hunts. She was getting strong support for the idea, which had her more excited 

than ever.  

 During the periods when Funky and Aysha weren’t together at a site, she kept him 

updated on all the developments, through e-mails, text messages, and follow-up phone 

calls. After one such call, she hung up after going through all the points in her notes, then 

she called him back immediately. 

 “I keep meaning to tell you this, and every time we’re working on our projects, I 

keep forgetting. You know that poem that is supposed to be a riddle?” 

 “The Viking Poem that was in the papers?” 

 “Yeah, that one. I know it has mostly hosta names in it, but just in case, here’s some 

other information. Back in the days of the underground railroad, fleeing slaves would use 

special words as a code to communicate.” 

 “And one of those code words shows up in the poem?” 

 “Maybe. I mean, this professor who disappeared, I read where she was active in the 

Women’s Studies program, and if she was active in that program, she might have had some 

contacts in African American Studies.” 
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 “Geez. I don’t know. But what are the code words?” 

 “Well, back in the day, if slaves needed to refer to going north they used the code 

word of ‘Drinking Gourd’.” 

 “Drinking Gourd?” 

 “Yeah. It was another name to refer to the Big Dipper, which points to the North 

Star. I mean, like I said, it might be nothing, but I just thought I’d send the information your 

way, partner.” She paused for a few moments and added, “If nothing else, we can call it 

‘Funky education through African-American information,’” followed by a peel of laughter 

and a “click.” 

 Funky sat for five minutes in 

stunned silence. So the Drinking Gourd in 

Elisabeth’s poem (if indeed it had been 

Elisabeth who wrote it), was not the hosta 

Abiqua Drinking Gourd but rather the Big 

Dipper, which in turn was code for the 

North Star.  

 He looked over at his own specimen 

of Blue Wedgwood, now safely planted 

once again. You could make the case that it lived under the North Star if you walked due 

south of it and then looked back. But you could do that with any plant anywhere, and 

someone had already verified that there was no body beneath it. Not much help. He strolled 

around his grounds, wary now of being watched in secrecy—who knew?—yet determined 

just the same to put these clues together and figure out the answer to the Viking Poem. He 

walked over to Abiqua Drinking Gourd, and it showed nothing out of the ordinary, now that 

it, too, had been freshly re-planted. He looked up at the sky, trying to imagine where the 

North Star would be when night fell, and all it enabled him to do was look … north.  

 It had been really thoughtful of Aysha to share this information, but all things 

considered, the Drinking Gourd probably was in fact short for Abiqua Drinking Gourd. 

Elisabeth’s specimen was long gone. Had it been replanted somewhere else? Somewhere 

that might have been included as a hidden clue in one of the other poems? When he found 

                 H. ‘Abiqua Drinking Gourd’ 
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some time, he reviewed the contents of all of the poems, and he saw no clues in any of 

them. This was a stumper. 

 

61 Collaboration 

 For two days after his last trip to the Captain’s, Demetrio managed to avoid Agnes. 

The more he thought about the Captain’s proposal, the more his thoughts turned dark. He 

would never invade Agnes’s privacy, and now it seemed as if he had no choice if he did not 

want to run afoul of the Captain. In fact, he had no choice at all, because the money he had 

been earning from the Captain could be turned against him as a violation of his own H2-B, a 

fact of which the Captain was clearly aware. He thought briefly of fighting the Captain on 

his own terms, telling him that he knew he was in possession of a stolen plant, but then he 

realized that such a step would be of no avail. Demetrio couldn’t prove that the Captain had 

the stolen plant, and besides, how could he ever get authorities to intervene over 

something so trivial? In fact, it was even possible that the cutting had come through 

legitimate channels—who knew? Maybe the owners of the nursery had sold the cutting to 

the Captain’s shady friend. 

 After a couple of days of rumination, he decided that he would just stop going back 

to the Captain’s, and see what would happen. The Captain knew where he lived now, but 

surely he wouldn’t come looking. He might just let it all pass over. Demetrio could inform 

Agnes of his predicament and ask her to state that Demetrio had left should anyone inquire. 

He could stow his truck somewhere else for a while and just let it blow over. 

 But then he realized that the Captain would never let things just fizzle out. After all, 

he had given Demetrio explicit directions as to where the documents were hidden and how 

the floorboards came out. That was toxic knowledge, because now that he had been let in to 

the Captain’s maneuvering, there was no way out. He slowly and painfully arrived at his 

only solution: he’d have to just leave the area permanently and get as far away as he could. 

The Captain might come looking for him at Agnes’s house—or more likely, send some guy 

like the shady character who had brought the stolen hosta to the party—but most likely he 

wouldn’t follow him out of the area. If Demetrio picked up and left the area for good, surely 



 

Hosta Seizure © 2013 by Jim Henry 

 

260 

the Captain wouldn’t care enough to seek him out. After all, all he knew was that there were 

some documents in the house that the Captain claimed were his. The Captain wouldn’t 

follow him for this knowledge alone, would he? 

 On Thursday he was scheduled to spend the whole day with Agnes, and they had 

planned to spread compost around the hostas so that it would have the winter to 

contribute to the soil that was already there. One advantage of the house she had bought 

and that Agnes had not even realized was that there was a sizable compost area left over 

from a previous tenant. Demetrio had picked up on this at first sight, and it had been his 

idea to take advantage of this compost and add it to the garden. Because the compost pile 

was located under the carriage house, it was protected from rain and really looked more 

like one huge plot of hummus—completely deteriorated and ready to be added to dirt. 

 Agnes and Demetrio set about digging the hummus from the compost pile and 

loading it into the wheelbarrow, then carting it to a bed, unloading it, and spreading it 

around. After they had been at it for about an hour, Agnes stopped and said, “Demetrio, 

what is the matter?” 

 “What do you mean, Anyes?” 

 “You are not your usual self. Usually you share laughs and ideas and today you just 

look preoccupied.” 

 “It is true, Anyes. I am not feeling so good.” 

 This statement was true in two respects. He was caught in the quandary of what 

course of action to take with the Captain, and his ruminating was running in circles. But in 

addition, the giddiness that he had felt a few weeks earlier when he moved into the 

carriage house had returned. It wasn’t overwhelming, but it was distracting and at times 

unnerving. He would have a brief moment of light-headedness, followed by a bizarre 

compulsion to giggle, followed by momentary dizziness. Then it would pass. After a while, 

he realized that the cycle seemed to begin each time he shoveled the compost into the 

wheelbarrow, and he seized Agnes’s concern to suggest that the two take a break. 

 “¿Que pasa, amigo?” said Agnes as they sat and drank some water together. 

 “Nada. Soy sólo un poco apagado.” 

 “¿Apagado?” 

 “I am just a bit out of it.” 
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 “There’s something else.” 

 Demetrio looked at Agnes and recognized genuine concern in her eyes, just as he 

recognized that she knew him so well that he couldn’t bluff his way out of the situation. For 

several moments he was silent, then he realized that his only course of action was to 

explain the situation to her. 

 “Anyes,” he said, “I think I will have to leave.” 

 “Leave—for Mexico? I thought your visa was good for several more months.” 

 “It is. But now I am in a bad situation, and I have thought and thought, and the only 

thing I can do is leave.” 

 “Demetrio, please tell me what this situation is. I might be able to help.” 

 Demetrio sighed, shaking his head as he tried to puzzle this out once again on his 

own. But when he looked back at Agnes, her face was so racked with concern that he 

shrugged his shoulders and recounted the whole story. He told her of the Captain’s plans 

for making Demetrio a full part of his business and his promise to obtain a green card, then 

of his veiled threat if he didn’t do something that Demetrio could never allow himself to do. 

 “And what was that?”  

 “Invade your house and look for some hidden documents.” 

 Agnes stared blankly for several moments. “But Demetrio, this makes no sense. I 

have only seen this man on one occasion and I don’t even know him.” 

 Demetrio explained that the documents had been hidden by a previous owner, and 

that they’d be found under the floorboards in the hall closet. 

 “Well then our solution is simple!” said Agnes. “We simply go pry up the floorboards 

and see if those documents are still there.” 

 “And then you could give them to him if they are there?” 

 “Well, that depends on what they say. I mean, what if he threatened this person, or 

what if the documents prove that he did something illegal or even criminal? We’d have to 

turn them over to the police, wouldn’t we?” 

 Demetrio acknowledged this clear course of action. 

 “And besides, he seemed to want no one else to know about them. So the only one 

who should return them to him should be you.” 

 “You are right.” 
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 “But Demetrio, if the documents are there, and if they appear harmless, and if you do 

return them to him, I don’t think you should trust this man any further, should you?” 

 Demetrio nodded a “no.” Then he shared the rest of his ruminating: because the 

Captain had been paying him under the table, he had him in a compromised position that 

he could use against him. Even if the documents appeared harmless, Demetrio would have 

seen them nonetheless, and Demetrio had the sinking feeling that that alone meant that he 

constituted a possible threat to the Captain. 

 “Well, let’s take care of first things first,” said Agnes after a while. “Let’s go see if the 

documents are still there.” 

 The two of them went into the house and opened the door to the hall closet. It was 

full of shoes and some sacks of odds and ends, but once they moved these out of the way 

and inspected the floorboards, there did indeed appear to have a notch where one could 

insert a screwdriver. Agnes went and got a butter knife and gave it to Demetrio, who 

inserted it into the notch, applied some leverage, and felt the floor board pop loose. Pulling 

it out, the one next to it came loose, too, revealing a chamber that was perhaps six inches 

deep and six inches wide, and a foot long.  

 It was empty.  

 

62 Location, Location, Location 
 The end of September had nearly arrived, and Funky’s chores at his various clients 

had slackened temporarily. He was meeting with Aysha once a week, either on site at the 

retrofitted office parks or in Salisbury to work on the metrics and the site plan for the 

prototype office park. Soon, his other clients would be gearing up to transplant, so that 

their hostas could get established for the winter and be ready to creep (or to leap!) into 

spring, and he would find himself submerged in work for another month, until November 

arrived and gardens would pass into the final phase of preparation for the winter. For now, 

he had a week or two during which a free afternoon or morning took form, and he could 

devote some time to his own garden, adding compost to hostas where they grew or moving 

hostas to positions that he suspected might be more favorable to them.  
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 As he worked, he marveled at how often in the past he had sensed that a particular 

location might better serve this hosta or that one, even before any hostas had 

communicated with him via language. Was his newfound talent in fact an extension of his 

earlier gardener’s intuition? There had been occasions when he had moved a particular 

hosta maybe three times over five years until he finally found the right location—where the 

hosta clearly thrived and achieved its best colors or size. Other times, hostas thrived 

beautifully in the first place he planted them. Such was the case with the groves of Blue 

Angel hostas that framed his entry. He had nine or ten of them, massed together on either 

side of the steps, and they were as healthy as could be, forming matching mounds three feet 

high of blue, blue leaves that beckoned visitors to walk between them.   

 Today Funky was adding compost all around the bases of these hostas. The process 

entailed pushing his wheelbarrow up the small hill to his big composting area, loading it up, 

then coasting it back down the hill to position it as close as possible to where he would 

reverse the process, shoveling the rich hummus around the bases of the hostas and 

spreading it out. At least the wheelbarrow is empty when I’m going uphill, he mused to 

himself as he stopped to take a break. He had just finished composting one side of the steps 

and he sat on the stoop to drink some water. As he sat there, he suddenly felt a strong pull 

on the sides of his rib cages, as if his ribs were made of metal and the Blue Angel hostas on 

each side of him were powerful magnets.  

 From both sides, in stereo, came an unmistakable voice: “You have traced the 

children back to the mother.” 

 He wanted to turn to face one of the hostas or another, but the stereophonic effect 

combined with the pull on each ribcage held him in place. “The children in this case being 

Earth Angel and Guardian Angel?” asked Funky of the air in front of him. 

 “That is correct. And you.” 

 “Me?” 

 “You know that I have watched over you since that fall long ago, don’t you?” 

 “Well, I have had this sense.” 

 “You have been selected, Funky, and now hostakind needs your help.” 

 “I know. I have to find the creep in a cap. But I have no idea who this person is or 

where I can find him.” 
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 “If you cannot find him, deny him.” 

 “Deny him what?” 

 “Deny him the knowledge he seeks and 

that he would turn to evil.” 

 “What knowledge is that?” 

 “We know only that it is held by Blue 

Wedgwood.” 

 “My Blue Wedgwood?” 

 “No. The Blue Wedgwood that lives under 

the North Star.” 

 Then Aysha was right! Funky thought to himself. The line in the poem didn’t refer to 

Abiqua Drinking Gourd but rather to the North Star. But any hosta could be said to live 

beneath the North Star. That wasn’t really much help.  

 “You must find the correct North Star.” 

 “Hey wait a second! You can understand me even if I don’t talk?” 

 “Sometimes. But it’s a lot easier when you talk. It augments the emphs.” 

 “Can’t you just tell me what the correct North Star is?” 

 “We don’t have that knowledge. But we have ascertained that this information, 

created by a human, is most easily de-coded by a human.” 

 As Funky spoke, he noticed a car had turned into his driveway and was approaching. 

As it got closer, he recognized it as belonging to Stuart Green. The young reporter was 

exiting his car and walking toward him, so Funky hastened to put one last question to the 

Blue Angels. 

 “O.K., tell me this: was it Elisabeth who wrote that poem?” he said. 

 “You talking to me?” answered Stuart. “I didn’t quite get that.” 

 Funky was silent for a few moments, thinking that the Blue Angels might answer 

this question in a way that he could hear and that would be inaudible to Stuart, but no 

emphs were forthcoming. 

 “Naw, just thinking aloud,” said Funky. “What’s up?” 

               H. ‘Earth Angel’ 
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 “Well, I wanted to return The Hostapedia,” said Stuart, motioning Funky to one side 

so that he could sit beside him on the stoop, “and I also have a couple of ideas to run by 

you.”  

 He glanced at Funky’s head. “Dude,” he said, “I coulda swore you were wearing a 

Bluetooth and talking to someone on the phone.” 

 “Nah, just voicing my ideas aloud.” Funky scooted to one side. “What are you 

thinking?” 

 “Well, first of all, there is a clue that’s been sitting right in front of us the whole time, 

I think,” said Stuart, opening The Hostapedia and leafing through to nearly the back of the 

tome. He flipped over several pages until he reached the one he was seeking, pointing to an 

entry. 

 “Holy Shmolly—Walden!” exclaimed Funky. “I had completely forgotten about that.” 

 “It makes sense of that first stanza now,” said Stuart, then he quoted The Hostapedia: 

“Leaves begin the season shiny green, then develop yellow spots. To some it is beautiful, 

but I think quite the opposite. Walden is most likely infected with Hosta Virus X and is not 

recommended. If you somehow have a specimen, destroy it.” 

 “HVX is toxic,” said Funky. “If one of your hostas has it, it can spread to the whole 

garden, just by touching one of its leaves and then brushing up against the leaves of 

another hosta. Or you can spread it on your tools. It’s the worst nightmare ever to hit hosta 

cultivation.” 

 “Why would someone buy one?” asked Stuart. 

 “Beats me. I don’t think anyone with functioning brain cells would anymore. But 

back in the day, people were thinking it was interesting for the ways the leaves would take 

on all these mottled patterns. That was before they also discovered that the virus was 

usually fatal and highly contagious.” 

 Stuart had pulled out his copy of the poem, and he spread it over the pages of The 

Hostapedia.  

 “Her man can tell you / of plans for Plantaginea. 

 Petroleum pushing Pretty Woman / imperils Pleistocene progeny. 

 He wants a world of Waldens.” 
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“Seems to me that the poet is describing a man who wants to spread death to hostas,” 

concluded Stuart. “Why would anyone want to do that?” 

 “You got me,” said Funky, shaking his head and now feeling the urgency of finding 

the creep in a cap even more than before. “I have no idea.” 

 “I also think I might have a lead on the 'Pretty Woman' reference," continued Stuart. 

"You ever hear of a guy named Burton Prettyman?” 

 Funky reflected. “Doesn’t ring a bell.” 

 “Well,” said Stuart, “he’s a riverboat pilot, which would also fit into this first stanza. 

The guy has spent a lot of his life pushing tankers filled with petroleum up the Delaware 

River.” 

 “O.K., but what would be his connection to hosta?” 

 “Well, one of my Twitter followers alerted me to the fact that he’s a hosta collector,” 

said Stuart. He pulled out his iPad. “#gloriousgiboshi wrote me that he “has many hundreds 

of hostas and is embarking on a breeding program.” 

 “Who is #gloriousgiboshi?” asked Funky. 

 “If I tell you I have to kill you,” said Stuart. 

 Funky snorted, and Stuart shrugged. “Reporter-informant confidentiality,” he said 

matter-of-factly, then he swiped through a number of screens until he arrived at the one he 

sought. It was a picture of Burton Prettyman, mugging for the camera in his trademark 

CAPTAIN baseball cap. 

 “Oh, no!” said Funky. “The creep in a cap!” 

 “So you do know him?”  

 “No. I mean, kinda. Some friends told me about him.” 

 Stuart turned to stare at Funky. “May I ask which friends? ‘Cause you might wanna 

steer clear of them. A girlfriend of my girlfriend’s girlfriend says that this guy is mucho 

dangerous. There are stories of smuggling and mafia ties that go back decades, and in a 

couple of cases missing persons.” 

 “Seriously?” 

 “Word. Think about it. He’s meeting tankers from all over the world before they go 

up the Delaware River. Plenty of occasions to make a discreet transfer of goods from their 
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tankers to his pockets. Word has it that he has connections in local law enforcement, too, so 

you might wanna tell your friends to watch their steps.” 

 “Well, that would make sense as to why the cops have remained so interested in this 

case, now wouldn’t it?” mused Funky. 

 “I thought about that, too,” said Stuart. “Are the communications between you and 

your friends secure?” 

 Funky snorted, then he remembered Stuart’s comment about open documentation 

after the “vandalism” incident. 

 “Stuart,” he began, “if you had your digital recorder running right now, I’d ask you to 

turn it off. And I’d ask you not to take notes but to memorize what I say, for what it’s worth. 

And not to tell anyone else unless I disappear.” He inhaled deeply, then continued, “If they 

got to Elisabeth, they could get to me, too.” 

 “Damn!” said Stuart. He lifted his right hand up and shaped it into a perfect Scout’s 

Honor.  

 “You were a Boy Scout, too?” 

 “Eagle. Trustworthy, loyal, and helpful. Your words are safe with me.” 

 Funky proceeded to tell him everything, half expecting Stuart to suggest he seek 

counseling or to walk out on the spot or to call his mom. But his response was just the 

opposite. 

 “You know, my mom talks to her plants all the time,” he said nonchalantly, “but I 

never asked her if they talk back. Maybe they do. Heck, there’s all kinds of paranormal 

activity out there that has never been explained. Why not emphing with hostas, too?” 

 “Stuart, once again, this is really between you and me alone. You promise that you 

will never write a word?” 

 Stuart formed the Scout’s Honor sign once again, and added, “unless you get 

whacked, right? In which case I’m gonna report out to ever single one of my Twitter 

followers. And I’ve got a couple hundred,” he added proudly. 

 “So where is the correct North Star, as far as you can tell?” he asked. 

 “I don’t know. And neither do the hostas. But we have got to get to it before 

Prettyman does, I’m pretty sure.” 
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 “Well, we’re close. All we have to do is find a Blue Wedgwood that looks like it’s 

planted under the North Star and start digging. Do you think we’ll find Elisabeth’s body?” 

 “I don’t know. But if we do, it’s gonna prove helpful in thwarting the creep in the cap. 

The hostas seemed pretty sure of that.” 

 “It’ll be in a state of advanced decay at this point. I can’t imagine how her body could 

do anything for anyone, except maybe fertilize the area.” 

 “Maybe that’s it. Maybe her very body forms some kinda good hosta fertilizer. I 

mean, I’m pretty sure she had the same ability that I have, the more I think about it. So 

maybe even her decaying body would have something special for the hostas. And if you 

found that body first, maybe you could make the process do just the opposite?” 

 “Beats me. But I can ask a couple of followers who know a lot more about biological 

processes than I do.” Stuart turned his attention to his iPad, and he scrolled through some 

screens. A chime sounded as he did so, and he went quickly to his e-mail. “My mom wants 

me home,” he said, and he packed up. Walking toward his car, he called back, “whichever 

one of us gets an inkling, he lets the other one know ASAP, O.K.?” 

 Funky lifted his right hand to form the Scout’s Honor salute, and Stuart got into his 

car.  

 

63 No News is Bad News 

 Before he left for the Captain’s the following week, Demetrio had gotten out of bed 

early and resumed the work of spreading compost over Agnes’s many beds. He had covered 

over half the beds when the huge pile of compost had finally been brought level to the 

ground, and the two of them agreed that Agnes could continue distributing what compost 

she was able to scrape off the ground. If they did not have enough compost for the 

remaining beds, they’d just have to seek out some good hummus elsewhere. The work had 

actually buoyed his spirits, so that he felt ready to engage with the Captain for the last time. 

 He had made up his mind that he was going to quit working for the Captain after 

today, once he had delivered his news. He would twist the truth only so slightly to tell him 

that he had inspected the floorboards on his own, leaving Agnes out of it. And he had a 
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story ready about needing to quit his job because he had decided to return to Mexico. He’d 

tell him that he was wrapping up his work with other clients (it was, after all, mid-

September, and a number of landscaping jobs were winding down), and preparing to leave 

in the next couple of weeks to return home. He had decided to seek the H2-B again the 

following spring and could likely be back in the area, whereupon he would see if the 

Captain needed work again. That should suffice. 

 He arrived precisely on time, parking his truck in the service driveway and seeing 

nobody else in sight. He walked to the shed where the Captain usually awaited him with his 

assignment for the day, but the Captain wasn’t there and the doors were still locked. 

Demetrio thought about touring the beds on his own while awaiting the Captain, but now 

the entire garden was starting to feel like it was full of land mines that he might 

accidentally set off with the slightest misstep. So he sat outside the shed and waited for the 

Captain. 

 In about ten minutes the Captain appeared, walking from the direction of the new 

greenhouse, and as he approached he waved cheerfully at Demetrio, beaming his 

captivating smile. “¡Hola, Amigo!” he called out. 

 Demetrio smiled and waved back.  

 “Ready to complete this greenhouse?” asked the Captain as he neared Demetrio. He 

studied Demetrio’s face as he spoke, and his voice carried a tone of strong camaraderie. 

 “Yes! I am sure we can complete it today.” 

 The Captain unlocked the tool side of the shed and removed the portable drills and 

other tools the men would need, placing them in a wheelbarrow. When they had all they 

needed, Demetrio stepped behind the wheelbarrow and began pushing it down the hill, and 

the Captain walked beside him. Already Demetrio could feel a queasiness in his stomach as 

he pondered how to tell the Captain about the empty chamber. 

 They were only halfway down the hill when he decided to delay his news no longer. 

 “Captain,” he said, “I was able to look in Mrs. Doolittle’s hall closet, and I found the 

floorboards you told me about.” 

 The captain seized his right arm and brought him to a halt, inspecting the front of 

his body. 

 “Where are they?” he exclaimed. 
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 “They were not there. I pried up the floorboards and looked into the space, but it 

was empty.” 

 “That’s impossible!” snarled the Captain. He stepped up close to Demetrio so that his 

face was but a foot away and peered into his eyes. “Nobody else knew about that chamber. I 

put them there and there is no way that they could have been discovered.” 

 Demetrio was taken aback by such an outburst. “I am sorry Captain, but I looked 

thoroughly, and the space was completely empty.” 

 Peering at him intently, the Captain said, “Describe the space.” 

 Demetrio described it, down to the detail of the slot where he had inserted Agnes’s 

butter knife to open it. 

 “How did you do it?” 

 “I just put a screwdriver into the slot and pried it loose.” 

 “No. How did you get into the house?” 

 “I waited until Mrs. Doolittle went to the store, and I went in quickly and looked.” 

 “And did you tell her?” The Captain maintained his position directly in front of 

Demetrio the whole time he spoke and Demetrio supplied answers. As the Captain 

delivered this last question, his gaze was absolutely unwavering. 

 Demetrio backed away ever so slightly. “No,” he said softly. 

 “Liar!” 

 At this Demetrio recoiled, stepping back two steps. 

 “I am trained to detect lies, Demetrio, and you are lying. Did the two of you find it 

together?” 

 “We found nothing!” exclaimed Demetrio. Then he realized that he had been caught 

in a trap. 

 “She’s in on it, too, then, isn’t she?” 

 “In on what?” 

 “The two of you found the documents and now you’re spreading them to that 

network of hosta conspirators, aren’t you?” 

 “Captain, I looked under the floorboards as you asked and I saw nothing. I did not 

tell Mrs. Doolittle about this, and you are wrong to accuse me and to think I am a liar. I will 

not be working for you any more.” 
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 Demetrio turned to leave, and the Captain called after him. 

 "Oh, it’s not that easy, Demetrio. If you are not working for me, you won’t be 

working for anyone. I can have you deported with just one phone call. I’ve done it before.” 

 “Well, Captain, I can tell you that I have already decided to return to Mexico. I am not 

happy here and I am leaving.” 

 The Captain advanced and grabbed him by the shirt, pulling him close. “You filthy 

wetback. I should have known the moment I saw you. You’re in cahoots with her and you 

think you can steal my property. But you can’t. You’ll find out about that.” His face had gone 

scarlet, and he gave Demetrio a shove backwards. “Get off of my property! Now!” He 

pointed in the direction of the service parking, and Demetrio was only too eager to return 

to his truck and leave.  

 

64 An Amigo in Need 

 When Demetrio arrived home from the Captain’s, Agnes was just completing the 

spreading of compost over the last remaining bed. Demetrio was so surprised to see this 

that he was momentarily shocked out of his despair. 

 “How did you ever have enough compost?” he asked in wonder. 

 Agnes walked him over to the compost pile, which now went down a full foot into 

the ground. “I kept digging and digging and the compost kept going and going,” she 

exclaimed. “I was able to get enough to cover the last remaining beds!” 

 “That is wonderful, Anyes,” smiled Demetrio. “What a lucky thing.” When his eyes 

caught hers, she said immediately, “You’re home early. What happened?” 

 Demetrio recounted what had transpired at the Captain’s. His voice shook at times 

as he told Agnes about this unhappy turn of events, not only because he did not doubt for a 

moment that the Captain would take action against him but also because now it seemed as 

if the Captain might take action against, Agnes, too.  

 “Anyes, I am so sorry that this has happened,” he said, and his voice cracked as he 

did.  
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 “Demetrio, did the Captain give you any idea of the content of those documents that 

were supposed to be under the floorboards?” 

 “No, he did not. But he was acting very strangely. He said he thought that you were 

part of a …”  he searched his memory to recall the exact word, “conspiracy.” 

 “Oh, he did?” 

 “Si.” 

 “You know what, Demetrio? This man sounds dangerous.” 

 “Si. I am so, so sorry that now he is angry at you, too.” 

 “Oh!” exclaimed Agnes, letting out a peel of laughter. “Demetrio, however dangerous 

this man might fashion himself to be, rest assured that I have known far, far, far more 

dangerous men in my lifetime. And I have a solution to our problems with him. We’ll need 

to take a ride together to implement my solution, though. Will you give me fifteen minutes 

to get cleaned up?” 

 

65 Aerobics Class 

 By late September, the permanent residents of Lower Slower Delaware let out a 

collective sigh of relief. Gone were the summer vacationers, gone were the college students 

on summer break, gone were Russians on temporary work visas to staff the overflow 

demands in chain retail sites and grocery stores, fewer were the busloads of folks from the 

cities combing the outlet malls in search of deals. Route 1 was once again navigable, and the 

rude manners and fast talking that often accompanied summer visitors had abated. Life 

could resume reasonableness: you could take a bike ride without fear of being hit by a 

motorist in a hurry or you could visit your favorite beach at one of the state parks without 

having to wait in long lines to get in. For hosta gardeners, you could stop worrying about 

keeping plants alive through daily waterings. If your hostas had made it this far, they’d 

return again in the spring most likely. 

 Cass was now back in school teaching, but her teaching schedule this term included 

no Fridays, which meant she could depart D.C. as early as Thursday evening and bring her 

laptop to Lewes to work on the research component of her job. Her mother joined her in 
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most of these long weekends, and during the third weekend in September Athena elected 

to remain in Lewes at the vacation house for the entire week while her daughter returned 

to D.C. Funky joined her on Thursday, as the garden still required upkeep and weeding, and 

the hostas were starting to show some slug damage. Funky’s prediction from the beginning 

of the summer had proven true; whether or not they had come from a mile away, some 

slugs had smelled hosta and shifted into high gear to get to it. 

 When Funky arrived at Cass and Athena’s, he found Athena already touring the 

gardens.  

 “I’ve been fighting the slugs,” she said as he approached. “I came out last night with 

my flashlight and picked off a couple dozen, plopped them in a ziplock, and added them to 

the trash.” 

 “It’s a never-ending battle,” said Funky, shaking his head. “When the hostas all 

finally go brown, we’ll need to cut away all the leaves and add 'em to the trash.” 

 “Eggs?” 

 “In the scores—hundreds, even.” 

 “And if you let them over-winter, they’ll be out with a vengeance come spring.” 

Athena was already caught up with him. 

 “There're some products on the market now that supposedly kill the slugs without 

danger to pets, but I still worry about the birds,” said Funky. 

 “I wonder if we could bring in some toads or other natural predators?” mused 

Athena. 

 “Toads are a great idea, and that’s why I worry about the poison pellets. Would the 

toads be attracted by the pellets? Or birds? I know Cass has seen some wood thrush 

around, and they gobble up slugs like it’s caviar.” 

 “Or escargot?” laughed Athena. Her laugh was identical to Cass’s, and as Funky 

smiled in response, he saw the same humor in her eyes, a testament to the connection 

between wit and intelligence. 

 “I’ve heard that some hosta gardeners wage war against the slugs by dousing their 

beds with ammonia, but I’ve never done it myself.” 

 Athena pursed her lips. “What kind of concentration?” 

 “Ten percent.” 
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 “Well, that would work as an effective molluscicide in the short term, but you’d 

probably have to re-apply frequently, I would think. It would dissipate quickly.” 

 “Yep. That’s the drill.” 

 Athena studied the trees behind the house while she thought further. “NH40H—also 

a source of nitrogen, so that wouldn’t hurt plant growth either.” 

 “Yeah, my worry with all the chemical nitrogen, though,” said Funky, “is that only a 

certain amount is gonna get picked up and used by the plants, and the rest is gonna leech 

into the streams and waterways.” 

 “But with ammonia you’re not talking NO3, so it’s not so bad,” said Athena. She 

thought for another few seconds than added, “Still, I see your point. Maybe I’ll just continue 

with my nightly slug patrol. I’ve got one of those flashlights that you strap onto your head, 

and it’s the best.” Funky recognized this expression and even the inflection as that of Cass, 

and he marveled even more at the resemblances between the two women. 

 “Well Cass is certainly taking to the garden like a duck to water!” said Funky. 

 “I’ve never seen her so interested in a garden,” replied Athena. “She spends so much 

time in her books or on the computer that it’s really good to see her getting out into nature. 

Living all cooped up in that condo didn’t give her the opportunity, and now she has just …” 

she paused, searching for the right words, then defaulted to the commonplace: 

“blossomed.” 

 Athena smiled at her own cliché, and Funky smiled with her. 

 “I love the fact that she’s got her compost bin going,” he said. In another month we’ll 

have lots of compost to add to the soil before the plants start going dormant. And it’ll be 

there with them throughout the winter, stoking the rhizosphere and just waiting for when 

they awaken.” 

 “Well, she’ll have it if she can remember to turn the bin,” countered Athena. “Bless 

her heart: She’s so book smart for so many things, but I keep having to remind her that if 

she doesn’t turn the bin regularly, she undermines the formation of the hummus. She has to 

make sure the whole process remains aerobic,” and she stamped the ground gently to 

affirm her point. 
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 Funky looked at Athena then shifted his gaze to the composting bin, feeling his 

mouth open slightly with the revelation. Why hadn’t he made the connection between 

composting and aerobics? 

 

66 Under the Drinking Gourd 

 As he was driving from Cass’s back to his house, Funky pondered the connections 

between compost and aerobics. At this point, he could recite the Viking poem by heart, and 

he repeated the line “Aerobics classes in his woods / swaddle a wise Blue Wedgwood.” Now 

it became clear that the term “aerobics classes” indicated compost. It was true that his 

compost pile lay on the edge of the woods behind his house, but his specimen of Blue 

Wedgwood was a good twenty or thirty feet from it. He had built that compost pile himself, 

and he knew there was no Blue Wedgwood somehow buried below it. And Elisabeth’s body 

certainly wasn’t buried below it. 

 Yet as he drove, he reflected on that time now twelve years earlier, when Elisabeth 

had gone missing. Could someone such as Burton Prettyman have abducted Elisabeth, 

extracted the hosta knowledge he needed from her, done her in, and then had her buried 

under Funky’s compost pile while he was at a client’s or—better yet—at the police station 

being held for questioning? Stuart’s comment about Prettyman having contacts in the local 

police department now haunted his thoughts, and he began replaying in his mind every 

visit by the police and every round of questioning. To what degree might there be 

collusion? 

 The brilliant part about burying a body under a compost pile is that all of the 

organic material in the compost would likely thwart police dogs on a scent. And because it 

was necessary to turn the compost regularly, it was always in a state of disruption, 

meaning that he wouldn’t have noticed if someone had dug down into his compost, 

deposited a body, and then covered it again with the same compost. 

 By the time he arrived home, Funky was determined to dig up his compost. In a way, 

his determination was a bit crazy: supposing someone did bury Elisabeth’s body under his 

compost while he was away, exhuming it now would only make it seem as if Funky were 
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the culprit. He would worry about that later, he decided. The emphs that he had received 

from hostas carried such urgency that his own welfare now seemed secondary. If and when 

he discovered her body, there was certain to be something about it that he should make 

sure Prettyman never reached. 

 He began shoveling within minutes of arriving home. Because he had already been 

spreading quite a bit of compost over his beds, his pile was down to nearly a quarter of its 

normal depth, so he was able to shovel the remaining compost to the side fairly easily. 

When he reached ground level, he began digging plumb middle of the 6x8’ rectangle 

bounded by railroad ties, going down a good 18”, until he was hitting quite a bit of sandy 

soil, the substrata of the rich loam in which his hostas thrived. A body might be buried even 

lower, but just how deep would someone in a hurry to bury a body go, particularly if they 

knew the compost would cover their traces? 

 Funky decided then to spot dig in various different parts of his compost area, in the 

event that the body had been buried to one side or the other. For another hour he toiled, 

digging down to sandy substrata each time and encountering nothing that even resembled 

a trace of human remains. He had attacked this chore with vigor, and on this warm 

September day his shirt was now positively soaking with sweat. He took a break and went 

to fetch some water, and in the process he retrieved his printed copy of the Viking Poem 

once again. 

 He sat on his picnic table, taking deep swigs of water and rereading the poem for the 

umpteenth time. “Aerobics class in his woods / swaddles a wise Blue Wedgwood,” he read 

aloud. He gazed out over his garden and up to the composting area, scanning the hostas. If 

aerobics class designated the composting area, perhaps the body was buried even further 

back in the woods? He walked back up the hill to the compost, and on his way he passed the 

specimen of Inniswood that had grown from a cutting given him by Elisabeth, stopping him 

in his tracks. In his woods = Inniswood! The poem had included another hosta’s name in 

code that nobody had thought about because all the other hosta names had been written 

out directly.  
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 Funky began poking around his Inniswood, imagining Elisabeth’s body underneath, 

but then realized that this theory didn’t work, either. You could never fit a body under just 

one hosta, and then the clue about aerobic composting fell by the wayside. He stood and 

gazed around his garden then back at 

the specimen of Inniswood, reflecting 

back on the gorgeous specimen of 

Inniswood that had stood in Elisabeth’s 

garden and that she had referred to in 

the poem earlier in the summer that 

had revitalized all the current frenzy. 

The two of them had stood together and 

admired it on more than one occasion, 

and—“Holy Shmolly!”—he blurted as 

his mind recreated the scene. That 

specimen of Inniswood sat directly beneath the decorative barn star—the North star—on 

the carriage house behind Elisabeth’s main house, right next to her composting area. 

 Funky used his speed dial to contact Stuart Green, who was now enrolled in classes 

at Del Tech. With hope he won’t be in class, thought Funky, and luckily, he was not. “I can 

pick you up in fifteen minutes, and we can be at Elisabeth’s old house in another fifteen,” 

said Stuart.  

 On the way there, they talked strategy. They had purposely not taken Funky’s 

pickup truck because its presence might be noted by police. Funky had made it a practice of 

steering clear of Elisabeth’s ever since her disappearance, and it was probably best that he 

not be spotted there now, particularly if her body was buried in a place that only he knew 

about. That would be hard to explain. But Stuart, perhaps, could approach the owners as a 

reporter and inquire as to whether he might take a look at the compost as part of his 

continuing coverage of the Burgess disappearance. Who knew? Maybe the new owners 

would be sympathetic to the coverage. 

 When they arrived at Elisabeth’s old house, they were too late. Three police cars 

were parked outside of it, their red and blue lights lighting up Pilottown Road like a set 

                              H. ‘Inniswood’ 



 

Hosta Seizure © 2013 by Jim Henry 

 

278 

from CSI. From the road, Stuart and Funky could see through the side gate that was wide 

open, and several policemen seemed to be milling about in the garden. One cop was leading 

a handcuffed Latino guy toward a cruiser, and they watched as the cop guided his head 

under the door and into the back seat. 

 “Just make your way to the compost like you’re paying attention to the cops,” 

suggested Funky. “Try to see if they are anywhere near the area under the barn star on the 

carriage house.” 

 “Got it,” returned Stuart, and he set off with his camera at the ready. 

 As Stuart neared the gate, Funky saw one of the cops stop him. “Green, how did you 

find out about this?” he queried. Funky couldn’t hear Stuart’s response, but it must have 

worked, for he was admitted into the backyard. Now Funky had only to wait. As he did so, 

the police cruiser with the Latino in it pulled away, and Funky noticed a white Escalade 

with tinted windows a bit further down the road. He couldn’t see in it very well, but at one 

point he could have sworn that he discerned the faint form of a baseball cap on the person 

in the driver’s seat. 

 Stuart was inside for well over half an hour, and he returned with his camera to 

review the photographs with Funky. The composting pile had been dug into quite deeply, 

not only directly under the barn star but also throughout the area. The hole went down a 

good foot below grade, and at the point under the star it went down even further, revealing 

a small trench that was perhaps a foot square.  

 “Strangely enough, none of the cops seemed remotely interested in the compost,” 

said Stuart. “They were mostly going up and down into the carriage house and searching 

it.” 

 “They weren’t searching the compost?” 

 “I’m telling you, for my money, they haven’t even made the connection.” 

 “So what were they doing?” 

 “They arrested a Mexican for theft and they were searching the carriage house. He’s 

renting it, apparently.” 

 This made no sense. If the police were not there to search the compost, meaning 

they had not solved that part of the Viking Poem, what was the guy in the Escalade doing at 
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the scene? Funky turned to point him out to Stuart, but the car was no longer there. The 

police cruisers were departing, too, apparently having concluded their search. 

 “Any idea who owns the main house now?” asked Funky as they sat and pondered 

the situation. 

 Stuart leafed through his notes. “Her name is Agnes Doolittle, I was told. I knocked 

on the back door and nobody answered. Either she isn’t home or she isn’t coming to the 

door.” 

 “I smell a rat,” said Funky. “Or a vole, more precisely. I think we should go to the 

police station and do some more sniffing around.” 

 “We?” 

 “Sure. I told the cops I’d update them on any new developments. And I have recently 

remembered the case of the hosta Walden, which might help them solve the disappearance 

of Elisabeth Burgess.” 

 “Brilliant,” chuckled Stuart. 

 “Or stupid,” returned Funky. “Now I’m really gonna be on Prettyman’s radar screen.” 

 “Something tells me you already were, Funky. Now you’re just doing your duty as a 

citizen, providing public education through botanical information.” The two of them 

exchanged fist bumps and drove in the direction of the police station. 

 

67 At the Station 

 When Funky and Stuart arrived at the station, they decided that Stuart would go in 

first as part of his follow-up to the theft case, and Funky would follow a few minutes after, 

ostensibly to report his new revelation concerning the hosta Walden. While he sat in 

Stuart’s car a reasonable few minutes, he thought he saw the Escalade from earlier make a 

turn into a side street a couple of blocks away. But he couldn’t be sure. 

 No matter what, he said to himself, you will not win this one. The destiny of each is 

tied to all, and the stewards of that destiny will not succumb. 

 After ten minutes, he could contain himself no longer. He walked into the police 

station and asked for the cop who had given him his business card a few weeks earlier, and 
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he was told to take a seat and wait. Stuart Green was concluding an interview with one of 

the arresting officers, and as he did so Funky and Stuart feigned a chance meeting. 

 “Funky!” Stuart called from across the room. “Good to see you!” He walked across to 

shake his hand and sat down beside him. They voiced some sham small talk for about a 

minute, until no one seemed to be paying any attention. 

 “Well?” Funky mumbled at last. 

 Stuart mumbled back. “The theft case involves the Latino we saw being taken away. 

He’s a Mexican named Demetrio Perez, and he’s being accused of stealing a portable drill 

and documents from none other than Burton Prettyman.” 

 “Wow,” said Funky. “This is getting really complicated isn’t it?” 

 Before Stuart could reply, the door opened and a woman who looked to be in her 

fifties, elegantly dressed and coiffed in a retro hair style with streaks of blue walked 

through it. Funky recognized her as a new member of the Lewes Hosta Society whom he 

had seen at the last meeting but with whom he had not yet spoken. She did not look in their 

direction, but rather marched to the front desk. She was carrying a hat box. 

 “Good Afternoon,” she said to the officer at the reception. “I have come today on two 

matters of business, and I’d like to see the Chief of Police.” 

 “Well, Madam, the Chief’s a busy man. Can you tell me what the issues are?” 

 “Well, first there is this,” she said. She opened her box and took out a dirty vase, 

which she placed carefully on the desk. 

 “And what is this?” asked the reception officer. 

 “Why, it’s Wedgwood, of course. I discovered it in my garden and I believe it might 

relate to a missing persons case you have on file.” The vase looked to be about a foot high 

and eight inches in diameter, robin’s egg blue ceramic with cream vertical stripes. 

 The receptionist inspected the vase, knocking some of the dirt off of it and lifting the 

lid that fit neatly on top. 

 “I’d do that carefully, if I were you,” said the woman. “I checked online and this one 

looks to be valued at about twelve grand. You will find some documents inside it.” 

 Stuart and Funky sat spellbound. So this was the wise Blue Wedgwood that lived 

under the North Star! And the “body” was apparently a body of work, or at least a body of 

documents that apparently related to Elisabeth. This must be the knowledge that the 
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hostas did not want to fall into Prettyman’s hands, and here it was being delivered to a 

police department that in all possibility included a mole or two who was on Prettyman’s 

payroll! 

 Stuart rose and walked to the counter. “Officer, if this relates to the Burgess 

disappearance, I’ve been following the case for the past two months, and the Chief assured 

me himself that I’d get access to any evidence that turned up. Lucky I’m here now, huh?” 

 “Sure, buddy. You can wait along with everyone else while I call the Chief and let 

him know about this.” The cop picked up a phone and said a few words out of earshot of 

anyone on the public side of the counter. Then he turned back to the woman who had 

brought in the Blue Wedgwood. 

 “The Chief will be here promptly, Madam. In the meantime, I believe you said you 

had two items of business?” 

 “Yes, the second item is that I’m here to collect my husband, who has been 

unlawfully detained.” 

 “Really,” said the receptionist. “And what is his name?” 

 “His name is Demetrio Perez-Doolittle.” 

 

68 Blue Wedgwood’s Secrets Revealed 

 In the days following Agnes’s trip to the police department to turn in the Wedgwood 

vase she had discovered under her composting area, Stuart Green’s columns were the talk 

of the town. The young reporter had remained at the police station for several hours while 

the Chief of Police presided over an opening of the vase and cataloguing of the contents. A 

body of perhaps fifty pages of writing was contained in the vase, all of it Elisabeth’s, it 

seemed, and some of it holding implications for treacherous behavior, but none that could 

be directed at hostas, as far as Stuart and Funky could figure. 

 The very first document turned attention to Burton Prettyman. It was a letter dated 

April 1, 2000: 

 “If you are reading the documents in this body of work, it means one of two things:  
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1. Burton, you have managed to crack the hosta-human communication code and have 

found these documents in an attempt to continue your vile efforts to develop a virus 

against which only your hostas will be immune, enabling you to dominate the world hosta 

market. If so, know one thing: the instructions for developing hosta empathy that you 

discovered among my writings and which you believed could prove useful to you have all 

been destroyed. I remain mystified as to why you stashed them under my hall closet 

floorboards during our ill-advised and brief affair, but I thank my lucky stars that my dog 

alerted me to their presence. Were you awaiting the moment to smuggle them from my 

house? Whatever the case, rest assured that I have destroyed those documents. 

OR 

2. Some soul or souls who seek the health of hostas rather than their destruction has 

managed to solve a riddle and find these documents. If this is the case, I hereby request that 

you heed my wishes: All of the documents herein are to be transferred to the Lewes Hosta 

Society for their exclusive use.  

 I most heartily hope that the second possibility is the reality. I have included other 

documents in this trove that provide details on my own health and express my heartfelt 

thanks to the gardener who provided most assistance to me and to my hostas in the last 

years of my life, Herman Funk. 

Sincerely, 

Elisabeth Burgess” 

 Among the other documents was a statement to the effect that she had recently 

learned that she had a terminal illness and chose to leave Lewes and go south for her final 

days. She included reference to Prettyman here, too, stating that she knew he had hired 

hands on the police force and quite possibly among the state police, too, so that she was 

burying this trove rather than take it with her, in the event that she be waylaid by one of his 

“thugs.” Her best hope, she explained, was that hosta-friendly forces would be led to the 

trove “through riddle-solving or astute interpretation of emphs.” Nobody seemed to know 

what this last word meant, and as Stuart stated in one of his columns, “this reporter’s 

exhaustive interviews with local hosta experts has provided no clue as to what might 

constitute an ‘emph’ beyond Elisabeth Burgess’s description.” 
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 Another document provided specifics on her intentions. After burying the 

Wedgwood, she would drive south through the Chesapeake Bay-Bridge Tunnel and then 

west to Petersburg, Virginia, where she would stow her car in a garage that she had 

acquired and take the Amtrak south. “There,” she said, “my friends in Compassion and 

Choices will help me bring my life to term.” She provided an exact address for the garage, 

and sure enough, when it was searched, Elisabeth’s car was still there, the tires flat and the 

battery long dead, but otherwise apparently untouched since being parked. Federal law 

enforcement had been brought in on the case, since it could possibly involve foul play 

across state lines, and a few clues were followed to Jacksonville, where a coroner’s report 

in May of 2001 included the death certificate for one Elisabeth Burgess, officially 

pronounced dead of natural causes and subsequently cremated, by her own wishes. 

 Yet another document addressed more thanks to Funky, and apologies, if any were 

due, for any hardship he might have endured after her hasty departure. “Funky, if ever you 

read these pages, I want to thank you once again for your years of service. I realize that my 

hasty and unannounced departure might put you in an uncomfortable place, given that you 

were the hosta enthusiast closest to me and therefore possibly subject to suspicion and 

questioning by authorities. If this has happened, I apologize from the bottom of my heart. 

But I hope you will understand that I so feared the reach and wrath of Burton Prettyman 

that this was my only option. With hope his efforts have been thwarted, despite his 

infiltration of law enforcement and his lawless ways that will stop at nothing to get what he 

seeks.” 

 Most of the remainder of the trove consisted of 38 poems, typed by the same 

typewriter that had produced the poems that had turned up in the library back in 2000 and 

more recently, each of them signed “-Anon.”  

 Agnes Doolittle had remained at the station while each of these documents was 

reviewed, catalogued, photographed, and archived. Demetrio had been accused by Burton 

Prettyman of stealing a portable drill and some incidental documents, which had provided 

the pretext for searching the carriage house and for arresting him. Neither drill nor 

documents had been found. At the conclusion of the review of the documents, Agnes turned 

her smile in the direction of the Chief of Police. 
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 “Chief,” she said, “it appears that your police force has been compromised, to the 

point that some of your men seem to be answering to Burton Prettyman rather than to you. 

Now, will my husband be returning home with me today, or shall I alert my attorneys that 

they should begin work on the lawsuit against your force for illegal search and seizure?” 

 Demetrio and Agnes were on their way back to Pilottown Road within minutes. 

Prettyman was in his turn brought in for questioning, and he claimed to have found the 

portable drill and documents that he had erroneously believed stolen, expressing his 

apologies to the police force and to Demetrio. Elisabeth’s characterization of him in her 

other documents, though damning his reputation and crippling his ties to the underworld, 

contained no actionable statements. And by her own admission she had gone on to assisted 

suicide, thus eliminating any basis for murder accusations. Prettyman was released after 

questioning.  

 

69 Empathizing 

 As the hubbub over the Hosta Laureate ebbed and flowed, September turned to 

October and life in lower slower Delaware for hosta lovers turned as idyllic as the weather. 

Funky had become something of a media celebrity, and on several occasions he had been 

approached by pure strangers who would congratulate him on his exoneration, ask him 

about his public education through botanical information, or otherwise empathize with his 

situation. Having finally been exonerated definitively in the Burgess affair restored his 

reputation in all kinds of quarters. To his astonishment, he even received a note of 

congratulations from Gloria! (“See, she does have her good side,” said Cass. “O.K., but you’re 

not gonna backpedal, right?” Funky had answered. And Cass had assured him that she 

would not. Besides, Athena and Funky had become regular gardening buddies, and there 

was clearly no room in this picture for G-L-O-R-I-A.) 

 Ray and Shirley had thrown a garden party to celebrate the closing of the case, and 

over fifty people attended. Though not the usual time of the year for a garden party, early 

October offered a look at hostas as most of them blazed yellow, before dying back and 

going dormant. This carpet of yellow, sometimes close to the ground and sometimes riding 
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up to three feet above it, formed a magical setting backdropped by Japanese red maples in 

full October glory. Ray played ukulele and Funky and Shirley performed their duet Star 

Dust. Ray also seized the occasion to announce to everyone, Shirley included, that the two 

of them would be leaving for a three-week vacation in Hawaii, catching Shirley completely 

by surprise. This announcement came late in the party, when many people were feeling no 

pain and minutes after Ray had played a prank on one of the guests, whereupon Shirley had 

dumped a pitcher of beer on his head. 

 Earlier in the party, Funky and Aysha Reese had announced that her office park firm 

had enjoyed terrific success with rain barrels retrofitted at two office parks. They also 

displayed the site plan for a new prototype office park, including rain barrels and a full-

fledged public education through botanical information campaign that would nurture 

principled desire for better living through ecology among users of the park. Jim Phillips and 

Babs Seville were in attendance, and they each read brief and witty testimonies from two 

“converts to the one-hosta revolution.” They also presented Funky with a gift hosta ready 

to be planted just in time to go dormant: Justice. "It's from Q&Z Nursery," commented Jim, 

"the same place that gave us Victory." Damn, voiced Funky internally, maybe the one-hosta 

revolution really does hold potential.  

 He was enjoying night after night of peaceful sleep in his elevated sleeping hut. 

Funky had now shored up the netting that let no hickory nuts through to awaken him in the 

night, and Stuart had come over a few more times to take old sustainability literature off of 

Funky’s hands so that he would be able to move back into his trailer when the weather got 

cold. Stuart had won a state-wide journalism award for his coverage of the Hosta Laureate 

case, and he used the modest purse that came with it to set up a Funky archives containing 

all this documentation at one of his sustainability organizations.  

 Aysha persisted in her attempts to get Funky to enroll at Salisbury as a “returning 

student.” 

 “Seriously, partner, you would bring so much practical experience to this program 

that you’d totally rock!” 

 Funky was less sure of his potential, yet emboldened by the conversations with both 

Aysha and Cass during the past few months.  
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 “Well, maybe,” Funky responded. “But for right now, I’m just happy to finally be 

getting a good night’s sleep.” 

 Demetrio was enjoying good nights of sleeping in his carriage house as never before. 

The marriage of convenience that Agnes had proposed a couple of weeks earlier had at first 

struck him as unthinkable, but after further thought about Prettyman's threats and some 

lucid lobbying by Agnes, he had recognized it as the best course of action. "We can continue 

everything just as it has been, but now you don't have to worry about sleazeballs," she had 

explained. "We'll each have our own space and we'll each respect one another's privacy—

but we'll also have each other close by as friends—just like the friendship plant suggests, 

right?" 

 And that had been the case until a week later at twilight, when Demetrio heard a 

knock on his door. 

 "Anyes?" he asked as he swung the open the door. 

 "Si, amigo," she responded.  

 "¿Que pasa?" 

 "I want to discuss something with you. May I come in?" 

 "Si! Claro que si!" He moved to one side, holding the open door for her to enter. 

 Agnes slid past him and walked to the sofa, where she sat down. She was holding a 

big manilla envelope in her hands. "I've been sleeping on a secret for over a week now," she 

began, "and I wanted to share it with my closest friend." 

 Demetrio sat down opposite her. 

 "You see, when I discovered that blue Wedgwood vase under the composting pile 

and saw the documents that were in it, I read them and photocopied them all before I took 

them to the police station." 

 She opened the manilla envelope.  "I already knew that Prettyman was a low life 

from his dealings with you, and when I read Elisabeth's account of how dangerous he was, I 

got worried. And because he seemed to have connections everywhere—even in the police 

force—I didn’t think it would be prudent to deliver all the documents that were in that 

vase."  

 She pulled four or five sheets from the envelope and began reading: 
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 "In addition to a complete set of my poetry devoted to hosta, contained herein are 

the results of a number of experiments I have conducted on hosta-human communication, 

with their results. I offer these writings to those who will come after me, in the hope that 

these important groundbreaking steps might be pursued for the good of hosta, and 

therefore, for the good of humankind everywhere—and not diverted to the harmful ends 

that some would seek." 

 "Elisabeth wrote that?" 

 "Si! And she obviously did not want Prettyman to get his hands on this." Agnes 

continued reading: 

 "The pages that follow include instructions for fostering the capacity to 'emph,' to 

establish and enhance clear channels with hostas, with hope to be granted access to the 

hostary archives that are now centuries old and which hold secrets and knowledge that 

humankind may one day find vital to its continued existence.”  

 She put the last three sheets of paper on the coffee table between them and rotated 

them so Demetrio could read what was on them. In capital letters along the top of the first 

sheet was written "GUIDELINES FOR BECOMING A HOSTA EMPATH."  

 


