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There 1s always a gradual = =
almost imperceptible transformation in the air . . .

Insects =
having passed through their many phases = =
will complete the final cycle of their lives =
= Jeaving eggs that will assure the unbroken
succession of their kind . . . .

Trees draw water back into their roots
in preparation for their period of rest . . .
Other green plants release their seeds
and become dry stalks waving
in the winds . . .

It's a sensitivity to all the little stimuli
in their environment
that sends the birds on their long
flights across land and seas « « « + o

The whole earth was formed = = = =
= = = gnd is developing = =
by slow = = = = very slow
succession + « « ¢ o o

Gwen Frostic in Beyond Time Cpt. 1971

"The Garden being a living thing changes with time . . . .
. « but never does our commitment.”

The seasons come and go - drought and blight take their toll. The former
the rains help, the latter the saw finishes! (Our experiments with chemicals
are just that - experiments.)

Our woodland garden in the north sloping dell, high canopied with great
trees and dropping down to the little marsh and littler pocl, has changed its
character with age and blight. Much of the canopy has gone, opening up to
more sunlight than the woodland wildflowers can stands therefocre encouraging
the growth of brush, vines and heavy weeds to cover the forest floor. A new
generation of trees (some probably planted) and time will be required to bring
back the woodland nature of this area. The upper garden is prairie which
probably should be managed as the DNR is handling the prairie parks in the
western part of the state to perpetuate the lovely flora of the grasslands.

Studying the need to control the rush of water down the entrance to the
garden during heavy rains, a practical solution appears to be to direct the
water to the south ravine - harmlessly. Of course it follows that perhaps
there wouldn't be as much water for the marsh.

The garden being a living thing changes with time. Our challenge is to
see that Minneapolis' commitment to keeping it a sanctuary does not changel

Alex Dean, President
Friends of the Wildflower Garden
Change shapes the future = = =
Jjust as it created today . . .
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"It's a shame - - - the Garden will never be the samel"”
Kenneth E. Avery, Curator

I'm afraid that this report necessarily has to be short and uninforming. You
see I haven't been working in the Garden since August lst. The preceding weekend
I had been camping. I had left for the weekend with my left leg hurting and I
returned with it paining me so badly that I could walk no more than ten feet with-
out stopping to let the pain subside. I had been having trouble all summer, start-
ing about the middle of April. First my back hurt for a month and then the pain
in it subsided and my sciatic nerve started hurting down my leg and for some reason
decided to object to what it considered my insulting behavior that weekend. I am
no longer in pain, but still can walk only a short distance.

I have kept up with the Garden some, however, so I should be able to write
a few lines about it. Yesterday I hobbled down to the office and I can report
that the Zig-zag Goldenrod is blooming and that the Garden is as beautiful as it
always is.

You will be interested in knowing that the largest elm in Minneapolis has
been treated with Lignasan. (This tree grows in the bog between our back gate
and Xerxes Avenue.) When the trees were showing symptoms of Dutch Elm Disease
last summer, I checked that tree and it appeared to have the disease. A short
time later at a meeting of our Board of Directors it was decided to attempt to
save our elms with Lignasan. It seems that the company which does this commer-
cially, however, has their equipment on trucks, etc., so that they could not get
the equipment into the Garden to treat the trees there, but John Murtfeldt, who is
in charge of this project, did get one company to treat this precious old tree.
T suspect we have saved it - at least for one year. If you haven't been down
to see it, we lost about half of the remaining elms in the Garden this summer.

It's a shame - -~ - the Garden will never be the same!
Many years = = = many winters = = springs = = = and
falls will pass = = = =
as new life replaces this tree . « « + + « « ¢ ¢« o« &

Other trees will grow = == =
other birds will come = = = = =

sun-blooming flowers will replace
those that lived in its shade + + « & + &

Even at the moment of destruction

= = = = there is a glimmer of realization
that 1ife must goeon === ===7=

= = = the elements that made this tree great
shall remain forever = = = =

[
Il

= the beauty and serenity reflected by this life
cannot be destroyed = = =

= = = = another age shall know
a moment of greatness . « « o « o o

Wisps of Mist by Gwen Frostic

MANY ACORNS FROM DRY OAKS GROW

Oak trees have reacted to the hot, dry weather in Minnesota this summer by
producing extra acorns. Elm, ash and birch trees are producing extra seeds too,
The phenomenon is called a "stress crop”. Because of the shortage of water, the
trees produce a heavier crop of seeds.
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This is the beautiful place, THE MARTHA CRONE SHELTER, where the
beautiful people, THE VOLUNTEERS, so lovingly give of their time.
+ + « Their commitment hasn't changed.

Miss Elizabeth Abbott Miss Elizabeth McCarthy

_ Mrs. Bennet (Cathy) Alford Mr. Mark McKone
Mr. and Mrs. Edmund Anderson Sally and Greg Merritt
Mrs. Henry Anderscn Mr, and Mrs, Don Miller
Mrs. L. Paul Berg Mrs, Lee Miller
Mrs. Donald E. (Betty) Bridgman Mrs. Robert (Jackie) Neese
Mrs. Lawrence Bryngelson Mrs. H. 5. Nicholls
Miss Margareth Burd Mrs. G. L. Olson
Mrs. Clark (Jean) Chamberlain Mrs. Mildred B. Olson
Mrs., Kathleen Darley Mrs. Robert Price
Mr. and Mrs. O, Lynn Deweese Mr., and Mrs. Wm., S. Quam
Miss Bernice Dickson Karla Rehberg
Mrs. Marvin W. Forme Mrs. C. P. Randall
Mrs. Jerome Gresser Mrs. James B, Scheller
Mrs. Preston Haglin Mrs, Mark Schroeder
Mrs. Wm., H. Hardacker Mrs. George A, Stanley
Miss Haija Hasunen Miss Joan D, Stenberg
Miss Marilyn Larson Mrs. Oscar Van lLander
Miss Celia Logan Mrs., Lance Wilcox
Mrs. Genevieve Lyman #**Dr, Marion Grimes, Chalrperson

F KK K K K R K K X XK K K K X K KX KA K K KKK KK K KKK KK KK KR K
“FRIENDS" - A GROWING ORGANIZATION

Please add these new members to your new Roster, enclosed with your GENTIAN.
Mrs. Janet Hagberg 5248 Humbolt Ave. So., Mpls. 55419 (in Roster already)
Margareth Burd 2225 E. Lake of the Isles Pkwy., Mpls. 55405 (a volunteer too,
Lynne Holman 3415 Pillsbury Ave. So., Mpls. 55408 < vage 9)
Mrs. N. Staples Bassett 505 Harbor Lane, Mpls., 55441
Mr. & Mrs. John K. Pike 5508 Schaefer Road, Edina 55436 Tel.#938-7450
Change of address-Miss Dorothy Oleson 4212 Bryant Ave. So., Mpls. 55400

MEMORTAL from Mr. W, H, Tusler - "A memorial to my friend, Albert Scriver,
who passed away recently.”
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THE MYSTERY OF THE VANISHING GULLS

One evening Nancy Drew and the Hardy Boys were standing in a back yard just
south of Lake Harriet. Nancy said, "Have you noticed all those large birds flying
over the house every evening? Where do you suppose they are going?" One of the
Hardy Boys said, "Those large birds, Nancy, are called Franklin Gulls." Then with
the thrill of an adventure sounding in his voice he said, "Let's follow them and

find out where they gol®

50 the adventure began. Nancy
Drew, better known as Evie, and Hardy
Boy Chuck had been watching these
Franklin Gulls fly over our house
every evening this fall. They would
fly over in various sized flocks and
land on Lake Harriet. At dusk they
would fly over to Lake Calhoun and
Jjoin more gulls, making up what looked
like vast white banks of snow. There,
in the middle of the lake, they'd grad-
ually settle down and spend the night.

Early (6:00 A.M. to be exact) the
next morning, before daybreak, we were
sitting in our car along Lake Calhoun
waiting for enough light to see if the
gulls were still there. Dawn came and
there they were. They seemed to awaken
much the same as we do: some socialized
and were immediately active, others
stayed by themselves and just observed
the activities, and then there were
those that just plain "slept in". (My
kind of bird.) After short, circular
trial flights, great straggling groups
of gulls began to take flight. They
were heading south again over Lake
Harriet and our house - back the same
direction they'd come from last night.

Off we went in pursult - with
Chuck driving and me watching a large
flock in the sky. We lost sight of
the first large flock, but immediately
sighted another and were all headed in
a southeasterly direction. Finally,
out near Cedar and Highway 494 we no-
ticed the flock was flying lower and
appeared to be landing. Yes, they were
landing. And it was then, having caught
up with them, that we solved the mystery
of where the Franklin Gulls go - would
you believe, it's to the Met Stadium
parking lot?!

Yup, that's where we were at 7:15
in the morning - sitting in our car at
the Met Stadium parking lot - looking
at a huge gathering of gulls.

Again the gulls exhibited their
individuality. Some walked around
socializing and others closed their
eyes and took a short snocoze. Why they
chose the Met parking lot or even why
they stopped we don’t know. They were
not looking for anything to eat - like
spilled popcorn. We finally decided
that the lot was just another large
area where they could settle in the
middle and see anything coming ahead
of time. And after all maybe it was
Just time for a rest and "coffee Break".

After about twenty minutes, groups
of gulls began to leave the parking lot,
again we followed in the car. As we
would lose sight of one flock, because
we couldn®t follow "as the crow flies",
we would pick up another. We were still
going southeasterly. Eventually, we and
the gulls ended up out in Burnsville
around the Minnesota river flats. There
the flocks of gulls broke up into much
smaller groupings and dispe:sed in all
directions. We saw some settle near
the river, but more flew on in their
smaller groupings to settle down on
farm lands.

Our bird books tell us that the
Franklin Gulls feed on farms in the fall,
following the harvesters and that is
indeed where they had gone. They are
of great value to the farmers, because
they eat vast hordes of injurious in-
sects, such as grasshoppers. Remember
how they saved the Mormans' land in
Salt Lake City by devouring all the
grasshoppers that would have destroyed
their crops?

The Franklin Gulls just like the commuter, only in reverse, had left
thelr bedroom community in the middle of the city and dispersed out to the
suburbs and rural areas. They were there for their day of work - feeding
themselves. Then in the evening they'd fly back to the city for a little
socializing and afterwards to sleep in large groups.

Your Editor, Evie Chadbourn



