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I am guessing many of us
oan some cherished keepsakes
that onginally belomged to our
parents or grancparents. My most
treasured gifts are the omes that
bloom: each year. Every ume |
enjoy some shade from our many
pecan and mulberry trees, | am
remizded of my mocher-in-law
telling me she plazsed all of them.
1can ocly imagime when they were
saplimgs anc woncer how many
years 1t took for them to become
the huge and robest beauties they
are today.

When my husband’s grand
mother moved into a nursing
facility closer to our ranch many
years ago, my beshand and | were
tasked with selling her bowse and
belongings she zo longer wanted
or needed. | dign't kznow back
then bow much | would love ber
day libes my hushand transplanted
that mow wekcome those who enser
our ranch Genzg their blooaung
SCRVOT.

My mamma passed 2way a
couple of years ago and moved
out of her hoaee another couple of
years hefore that. Again, we were
taskec with selling a bouse and the
possessians left behind, and yet
again, my hushand trazsplanted
some flowers.

Mamma had a huge stand of
mesmenizing yellow lilies. He
placed these stunning charmers in
a special spot near our vegetable
garcen by what was cace upon a
tume xmown as the “egg house.”

It's been sad these past two
years adjusting to life without
Mamma. My hushand referred
to bamself as am ccphan after he
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Mamma’s Lillies

(Lett) Mamma's Mies. (Right) Day
bose his parents, and | cxdn'e fully
understand what be meant untl |
lost mine. | never imagined gaz
=g upoa Mamma's allening hilies
would lift my spints denng my
lomg season of gnef.

T'heir blossoms dox't sprout
until all of cur other spring flow
ers have withered away. I've often
shared lessoas | bearzed from the
60 years 1 was blessed to spend
with my mamma.

Ather memonal, | shared how
she saved some of her greatest
lessons for the last few maonths we
spent together. | never imagin
her dazzling yellow libes could
change my perception of life in a

profound way.

Ik doesn't magter to her lilies
if they are serroundad by gloomy
wilted and dried up flowers.
Seeing her libes' prowed beauti
ful blooms in a garden patch of
decay anc decline caught my
attentyon this year more than in
the past. 2020 has evolved o a
year filled with immense ugliness,
sxckness, death, fear, uncertaizey,
ricts, protests, killings, injustice,
mnpatence, Gepression, loss, lack,
meolerance, unkindness, and ex
emisms of every kind.

The crazy thing amidst all of
thas ugly is | feel hike 1 am dis
covering what's truly importase
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and pleasing to mwe; what matters
most and what cozsn't. Now, |
am pondermg the bow and why
of itall.

It seems a testament to the okd
adage about bow a little highe dis
pels a kot of carkmess. [t remands
me, too, of the Biblical parable
of the tares anc the wheat that
grow side by side and ozly in the
harvest can we casily recognize
what's gooc.

Somehow being in the midst
of s0 mech vgliness is making
whae's gratifying, satisfying and
delightful mare visable, and I'm
quite simply feeling thankfel for
newfound claney ¥
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