
The Garden Despite the Daylilies         
by David Jewell, Lindsay, Ontario

There is that saying that you can’t see the forest for 
the trees.  During the hot summer months I think that 
we need to change that saying.  Many of us get caught 
up in our passion of daylilies and run wildly in the morn-
ing out to either our seedling beds or to our gardens 
to experience what is in bloom that day.  The way the 
flower opens, that beautiful solid color, the polychrome 
glow or that pattern that we see for the first time.  
When we go on the regional tours or even the national 
we are all caught up in daylily frenzy seeing plants grow-
ing in friends or new friends gardens or their captivating 
seedlings that are years from introduction.

So what if that all changed and we didn’t see the 
daylilies and the seedlings?  What if we stripped away all 
that color and glory?  The way I look at it, sometimes we 
can’t see the garden for the daylilies to modify a phrase.  
I will reluctantly admit that I too am a creature of habit 
and tend to look at the flowers and miss everything else 
at times.  This winter I had a second chance to see the 
garden despite the daylilies.  Well in fact there were no 
daylilies so this is what makes it interesting.

I don’t know about you but the first and second time 
I visited the garden of Bob Faulkner the flowers were 
in bloom and I casually noticed some other things but 
not to the extent that I should have.  The bold dancing 
patterns and the look of his diploid lines were nothing 
like I had seen before.  Winter 2015 I was invited to the 
Columbus Area Daylily Society to present my program 

and Bob graciously offered to host me.  A weekend 
with Bob Faulkner is nothing to thumb your nose at so I 
quickly agreed.

When I arrived at Bob’s home it held a new magic for 
me that quite possibly many have missed in their visits 
to his home and that is what I would like to share with 
you.  It seems like there is some mystical quality to his 
garden, though somewhat eclectic it was amazing to 
see the bones.  The front sign that is somewhat shroud-
ed in greenery stands clearly out front of his home. As 
you pass through to the front of his home there are 
those interesting things that make you giggle or smile, 
from a weird little creature guarding his wood pile (left) 
to a brick fresco that was inserted into his lifelong home 
(below).  Bob doesn’t have a garden that you look down 
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at.  When you visit, it is an experi-
ence where you have to look every-
where to capture what is really going 
on at his magical little piece of the 
world.  

Looking up I was amazed to 
experience something I had never 
seen before in Bob’s garden, things 
that are shrouded from our eyes 
somehow when you are there during 
bloom season.  I guess the first thing 
that caught my eye was the chimney 
on his house.  Adorning the top of 
the house is a clay chimney (right) 
that you just don’t see around here 
or anywhere, yet there it sits quiet-
ly adorning the roof of the house.  
Whimsical bird houses hang high 
in the air with weather vanes, spent seed heads from 
perennial plants and annuals left to decorate the bleak 
winter landscape.  It’s truly a feast for the eyes.

This is not to say only look up because looking down 
there is a plethora of sights to see... mixed and woven 
into the garden, each carefully placed but somehow 
shrouded.  Probably one of my favorite pieces is an 
angel lying in the garden somehow buried but still 

visible relaxing 
joyfully as the 
sun moves over 
it wrapping it in 
its warmth (left).

My next visit 
to Bob Faulk-
ner’s house was 
in June of the 
same year, I 
had learned my 
lesson during 
my winter visit.  
Experience the 
garden and let 
it wrap you in 
Mother Nature’s 

embrace.  While I will not deny the fact that I fell under 
the spell of the hypnotic gaze of the daylilies I also 
saw what Bob and Mother Nature had to offer, birds 
soaring around the feeders stopping for something 
to eat, that chimney pot wrapped in vines covered it 

leaves now but still peeking out for us 
to look at and enjoy.  Tall lilies at the 
side of the house slowly intoxicating 
and drawing you to them with their 
perfumed elixir; it is all there you just 
need to open yourself up to experience 
it.  Probably the most magical thing 
that I saw that June was after the sun 
set and night was upon us.  I stood out 
in Bob’s garden and once again looked 
up; I began to notice them, the slowly 
blinking lights that hovered above the 
gardens like fairies working their magic 
on the daylilies crafting the blooms to 
come the next day.  In the silhouette 
you could still see the trees, conifers 
and bones of the garden but the real 
show was the thousands of blinking 

fireflies that hovered above the garden in their magical 
ways.  Walking back to the house just by the back door 
stood a quiet piece 
of art (at right) that 
somehow I knew 
was right.  It spoke 
in so many ways of 
what the garden was 
really about to me.  
Not a random collec-
tion of daylilies, not 
a bunch of whimsi-
cal art thrown about 
the garden to add 
interest, but a place 
of serenity, a mix-
ture of texture and 
magic to excite your 
mind, eyes and soul.

I visited once 
again in the fall and 
experienced the 
magic of the gardens; with the three visits I wanted to 
share with everyone an important lesson that I have 
learned and will take with me as I visit other gardens.  
Be still, open your eyes and drink in the care and atten-
tion people have put into their gardens and hopefully 
you will see the garden despite the daylilies.
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