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—ﬂ'\e Da}t}toom D‘r’inciple

Anonymous

Several times my daughter had telephoned
to say, “Mother, you must come see the
daffodils before they are over.” I wanted to go,
but it was a two-hour drive from Laguna to
Lake Arrowhead. “I will come next Tuesday,” I

promised, a little reluctantly, on her third call.
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Next Tuesday dawned cold and rainy. Still, I had promised, and so drove
there. When I finally walked into Carolyn’s house and hugged and greeted
my grandchildren I said, “Forget the daffodils, Carolyn! The road is invisible
in the clouds and fog, and there is nothing in the world except you and these
children that I want to see bad enough to drive another inch!”

My daughter smiled calmly, “We drive in this all the time, Mother.”
“Well, you won’t get me back on the road until it clears—and then I'm
heading for home!” I assured her, “I was hoping you’d take me over to the
garage to pick up my car.”

“How far will we have to drive?” “Just a few blocks,” Carolyn said, “T’'1l
drive. I'm used to this.”

After several minutes I had to ask, “Where are we going? This isn’t
the way to the garage!” “We’re going to my garage the long way,” Carolyn
smiled, “by way of the daffodils.” “Carolyn,” I said sternly, “please turn
around.” “It’s all right, mother. I promise you will never forgive yourself if
you miss this experience.” After about twenty minutes we turned onto a small
gravel road and I saw a small church.

On the far side of the church I saw a hand-lettered sign “Daffodil
Garden”. We got out of the car and each took a child’s hand, and I followed
Carolyn down the path. Then we turned a corner of the path, and I looked up
and gasped.

Before me lay the most glorious sight. It looked as though someone
had taken a great vat of gold and poured it down over the mountain peak and
slopes. The flowers were planted in majestic, swirling patterns, great ribbons
and swaths of deep orange, white, lemon yellow, salmon pink, saffron, and

butter yellow. Each different-colored variety was planted as a group so that it
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swirled and flowed like its own river with its own unique hue. Five acres of
flowers!

“But who has done this?” I asked Carolyn. “It’s just one woman,”
Carolyn answered, “She lives on the property. That’s her home.” Carolyn
pointed to a well-kept A-frame house that looked small and modest in the
midst of all that glory. We walked up to the house. On the patio we saw
a poster:“Answers to the Questions I Know You Are Asking” was the
headline. The first answer was a simple one: “50,000 bulbs,” it read. The
second answer was, “One bulb at a time, two hands, two feet, and very little
brain.” The third answer was, “Began in 1958.” There it was. The Daffodil
Principle. For me that moment was a life-changing experience. I thought
of this woman whom I had never met, who, more than forty years before,
had begun—one bulb at a time-to bring her vision of beauty and joy to an
obscure mountain top. Still, just planting one bulb at a time, year after year,
had changed the world. This unknown woman had forever changed the world

in which she lived.

007



B A A B

P34

AR REERFMALMSRZE L, BEDVFR/INR, Rk
T RRIHES A, 1818 MM BT RITERG ? SO SNV LAk
B, BERGIE. RS RITER LB\TGER R, BEBRY
BATHGRT, BORUIMBEE IATRIRE > HESRETAR T XA AR 527
e ARG, FARRN. D2BRITHBBLINIE.

FR—FE, RALARIREN R FIFGRN. FEEARE, RIER
— RIS A o B A (A AT , FASAS SE et 3 297K,
HIERBAMER P (AT, REE AP ERPER
HREE. IRRAKE LEP N —TIRAMENZAR. ERICELEAAC
HRhT, ZRoTitERIFIR, FALE B C R AT REROR . FCER O
K, IEER & AR TR AERKTIRARBEK. EERAER,
BA—MRPERIRE], BUAEMAEIR, FAPaF T .

008



AP FREARRN FERIF 2 R, HRR, MERE.
AR A M D AERERE, MM R, BfEd, RERERNZE, B
NERPRETF LS. W F—RHGEEHLA, MXTERH,
RRERZEZ . BEEEA, BERFWTHREN. SHERN,
ARHARERBEIFIRER, ROZWIFERKS. BEEENARK, KK TH.
— AR BRE AR T, ERAB MG, Ik AL XA,
AMGEFHMELAZ3Z , T AR E R T2 B R RIBR X R A ADE?
A ABEKR? ZHAREHRR—SFL. ZRALFH. REK. A
AEBEEZ M. BAFHIRIE

TE EAMEARKRASIAERT . BEENERES, REEHA
TR TR R R 2 BRI E £ IREA RBARBEEA
ITE R TT, RIATUABER# T . ERKZTE LTS A

009



%, RETEHAMALLE T BitR. Bt B, RATMKRIBH Tk, &
RIARZEARGEA I AW ATFFBORBHEIT LR, TRXEETRT,
FAA BRI T . WEH - ROREUDRZ, ZEAAEN. AR
Ty MBRJER, RFE T4 KHHRIESLUEK A EHESE
SERITC H BT A O Bt LB AT A A, (EBRAG USRI, ERX
BRI — AR AR B—0E, A& 4R BB, 5%
RAPNEE -

TEA—EH, KRZNOELR, MrERREX L, $%
RAG RIS HEXRATHER, FABKIARFATER. —FK
WER, HBEATRER . ERARGFE, HLEMEDRAR KX
T MEAERSHNTA, —BIRT, RerEBimh g, TEK
<. WEIEM— 28— ZHse . BBE, MBRRAMEE, 2HH
FABULMAR . 04, ZALKRIWBE TROESR, E0SHHA8R
H—#o

HEBAEFILENS N, WABAEGE. R, —RBEHEE —
R, WRBHCHIARZE, AEHRDL, RERES—ABE - fd—4F,
AR BHEMA, FE 4, BT BB,

FrLA, FORTARIR T, BROMRBRTE SR E B — 2B, 1F
NAEHIE TN — R T

010



TL\e Qose

Anonymous

Envision a rose. Can you see the strong green stem laced with a few
thorns that were carefully placed leading up to the blossom like a staircase
or rungs on a ladder? Or how about the soft, silky, velvet petals varying in
colors and sizes that gently kiss our noses or lovingly brush our cheeks as we
hold them close? And who can forget the unique sweet fragrance of a healthy,
well-maintained and well-groomed rose?

Like you, I started, as a seed long ago. Even a seed somehow must take
shape. As each year passed I grew stronger, better rounded, and more evenly
distributed, yet not ready to be planted. As a seed I have had to learn valuable
lessons in the art of patience. An art, I say, that is well worth its weight in soil.
As I busied myself strengthening my seed and practicing patience, knowing
that at any given moment I would be planted, I grew by leaps and bounds! It
is amazing what can take place in a seed over time. Without even realizing it,

without a specific time to pin point and without warning, I was planted.
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