TULIPS

During Park City's brief summer season, 1203 Park Avenue was a garden spot. The lot, despite being on the corner, was not all that large and the house and the huge red double garage took up practically all the space. The growth of flora in front of the kitchen window and along the fence was so profuse as to render the stone walkway exceedingly strait. It was impossible to walk from the kitchen to the garage without suffering pollen stains on wearing apparel. Usually they were a deep brown drawn from the powdery cocoa colored pistils of the numerous tiger lilies lining the right hand side of the path. On the left were the multi-colored sweet pea and the billowy, fragrant baby breath and, poking their heads slightly above the others, the maroon and pink poppies whose center were so much fun to tear apart and shake out.

No one ever entered the house from Park Avenue. I can't remember the front gate ever being open unless it was the night when Sidney Farley, under the influence, drove his car through our fence. Maybe it was because the front walkway was never used that mom planted in the narrow beds lying parallel to the walk the most noble and delicate of flowers, the tulip. I loved to watch those lordly perrenials struggle to stick their head through the freshly thawed spring soil, then shoot quickly heavenward, only to dwindle and disintegrate in a short time. The tulips were of all hues: reds, yellows, pale white with a "marble" effect. Magnificent!

It was a major challenge to young boys wishing to demonstrate their athletic prowess to take the short run across the lawn and to leap high and far over the out-stretched tulips. Occasionally (it couldn't be helped), one of the flowers would be brushed by a dangling hoof and the force of the blow would cause the floral giraffe to double over. At other times, a low flying baseball from a game of catch would violently snap off a tulip head and send it flying and the boys into hiding.

