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Digging Deep with Goddess Gardener, Cynthia Brian
Cultlvatmg artful gratefulness

sprouts, sounds, and sights. It’s been eight weeks since I've worn any
make-up. My daily wardrobe consists of my grubby garden garb, tool
apron, hat, sunglasses, sunscreen, and boots. Splinters, scratches, bites,
and itchy poison oak are a blight to my body, yet I am so joyful to spend
my days weeding, seeding, and feeding as I witness the magnificence un-
folding in this labyrinth of blossoms. Rose entwined arches, mustard
growing 15 feet into the trees, clematis bowered on trellises, a mosaic of
colorful floral layers dazzling on the hillside, a parterre of bearded iris,
cornflags, daylilies, and roses hemmed by clipped boxwood, butterflies
flitting from flower to flower, bees humming in the citrus ... nature is a
living painting!

My garden is my most spectacular artwork. Some of it is messy and
wild, other parts are formal and civilized. As my camellias wane, my flo-
rescent pink rhododendrons take center stage. Azaleas in containers, as
well as those planted in the ground, are on a continual blooming cycle.
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Photos Cynthia Brian
A painter’s palette of purple, gold, cream, and orange include bearded
iris, statice, calendula, rose, and euphorbia.

By Cynthia Brian

"My garden is my most beautiful work of art” - Claude Monet

A vase filled with cascading jasmine sits on my nightstand just inches
from my bed, its heady scent perfuming the entire room. Not only is it
beautiful, but it is my sentinel alerting me when I awake that I still have
my sense of smell. Since one of the symptoms of contracting COVID-19 is
the loss of taste and smell, I appreciate the fact that I can smell the roses
as well as all the marvelous fragrances breezing through my garden. I
have always been filled with gratitude for the simple things in life, but
now, more than ever, I am cultivating artful gratefulness with increased
urgency.

I am so thankful for my lush landscape. I live in what I call my “pri-
vate botanical garden” where every day I am greeted by surprising

The lush hillside luxuriates in a mosaic of verdant green foliage.





