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Those who would like him
to show them around the
grounds, a tour that is
always accompanied by
some interesting tree-
related stories, should cali
the church to schedule a
time. l.eaf coffectors who
know their trees are
welcome to stop by any
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time.
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Under a spreading apruce tree Harris Ol-

ason shows where the branches form a

grove where the church holds services
on pl

days,

Gardener shares his delight of nature

By Corinne Abatt
staff writer

: ARRIS OLSON OF BIR-
MINGHAM 13 retired in
name only. He can be
found on the grounds of

the gonm(gauoual Church of Bir-

at W
Bloomtficld Hills almost every day
during the growling scason. The hun-

. i SR
The columnar oaks present a
real challenge when ons of
the top branches gets out of
alignment and needs to be
put back In place. .

Raymond Carver is dead, He must
be, becausg-]-read.it in & tiny, one-
paragraph)blurb ih the Time Maga-
e '"p.m'“h of ibe 4b-yearold
- The o
short story ter whose odd, flat

of successful young imitators and
brought the words “minimalist fic.
tion" Into our vocabulary went all
but unnoticed.

When Carver Is mentioned now, be
is “the late Raymood Carver and
that s as close as I can get to & con-
firmation of his death — and I think
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dreds of trees and thousands of flo-

wers, many of which he has planted

himself, are his extended family, He

watches over them, cares for them,

:llzlpl' feeds, plants and propagates
cm.

The magnificent show of flowers
starts with daffodils in the spring
and continues through the growing
season with peonles, irls, daylilles
and regular llles, There are always
roses and beds of impatiens, ferns
and hostas in shady settings.

Many people visit the grounds to
enjoy the flowers, but only a few
may be aware of the many specimen
trees that dat the flve acres of Jawn.

Olson declded tostart his tree tour
at the Camperdown elm. “We're
trying to make our church into an
arboretumn type thing."”

He Interrupted his thought to men-
tion that the Camperdown elm s
named for Lord Camperdown, who
found a tree in Scotland that grew
horlzontally. “All Camperdown elms
are a gralted variety of the Wych
elm, ” he read out of the tree book he
had brought along, adding with a
smile, “It likes it here.”

AS HE WALKED across the lawn
he pointed to two large black walnut
trees, noting that nothing grows un.
der them because the roots are pols-

on.
Standlng by the bullding, he
stopped by two weeplng beech, ad-
the fan-shaped leaves of the
ginkgo trees, and pointed straight
ahead to a flne example of a red leat

"'ﬂ;e weeplng beech will grow 150

Things come out as the drinkers
fnm and love takes on new mean.

% “A Small, Good Thing” an-
guished parents, on the death of thelr
800, try to cancel an order for his
birthday cake. Their pleas fall on
deaf ears as the baker moves relent.
lessly toward completion.

People say Carver Is to this gener-
uuu::o of wmﬁ-s ‘::.l:- Hanmxh"vg:
was to generations Carver
self didn't belleve he was as influ-

emingway a3 be was by
his teacher and mentor, John
Gardner, Carver took his first writ-

feet tall,* he sald. There are six on
the DuPont estale and they cover a
whole, big area.” ,

He was on his way quickly, head.
Ing toward an old fashloned crabap-
ple. “1 always bring the kids over
here 30 they can see these long,

needles and learn to be careful

of then"" He had pulléd down o~

branch to show one of the needles, a
mini-splke, well over an Inch long.

e led the way to a cluster of co-
lumnar oaks and walked over to an-
other tree nearby that appeared to
have collapsed, “I1 consider this my
number one tree — it's a weeping
aborvitae. I don't think there's a bet-
ter example around. When we first
planted it, some of the church people
thought it was slek."”

Looking up at the columnar oaks,
he said, “this is a grafted tree, When
ope of the branches falls out {from
the column) we have to get a big lad-
der and tie jt back.”

As he made his way across the
open lawn, he polnted out several
tall white plnes, “the tree of Mich!.
gan,” shag bark hickories with bark
30 hard, it’s dlfflcult to saw, a small
tri-colai , “there's & wonder-

. ful example at the Birmingham
Bloomfield Art Association,” chests
nuts, pink and white, sycamores,
flowering crab, several varietles of
Jocusts, horizontal spruce, tulip

maple, tulip popular, redbud, butter-
nut, oaks, willows and apple trees
from an eld orchard. .

“WE INVITE CHILDREN in
school (science classes) to come and
get thelr leaf collections here. ‘I

would love to have blology teachers

€all so we can help them.”

Then "aller. saying the teachers
probably knew more than he did, he
said, “I would love to conduct tours
for classes.”

Those who would like him to show
them around the grounds, a tour that
is always accompanied by some in.
teresting tree-related stories, should
call the church to schedule a time.
Leal collectors who know thelr trees
are welcome to stop by any time,

Many of the trees are marked and
some have been planted as memori-
als to a loved one, Church services
are sometimes beld in a magnificent
grove of evergreens and the same
setting is often used for summer
weddings.

Olson said he and some of his rela-
tives had a Christmas tree farm near
Muskegon when he was a young
man, His interest in trees may have
started then, Now, he wants to share
the pleasure he has received from a
lifetime Interest in trees and flo-
‘Wers.

Staff photos by Jerry Zolynsky )

To Harrle Olson, who likes svery tres on the llvtfocrq plo}, this

book break
Mona Grigg

. erything was important in a short
story. It was a consequence where
the commas and periods went.”

There were other: influences
Carver's llterary life, including (give
me a moment {0 force myself to type
this) Gordon Lish,

Lish was fiction editor at Esqulre
in the early '70s when Carver sent
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acter in his own story. Nothing much
ppens but everyihing

Rappees: 1

-

and permanent distraction.

“I'm talking about real influence
naow," Carver wrote, *I'm {al
about the moon and the tide. But like
that it came to me. Like a sharp
breeze when the window Is thrown
open. Up to that polnt In my 1lfe I'd
gone along thinking . . . that things
would work out — that everything
1'd hoped for and wanted to do, was

ble, But at that momeat, In the
t this aim-
knew that

was vastly different from the llves
dmired.”
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h is a truly beautiful sight.

Carver’s greatness deserves more attention

*a smattering of insight into what
made the writer tick. I didn’t expect

king  to ldentify — nor did I expect to cry.

AFTER READING ‘Fires” 1
knew this man and loved him, and [
can't say that often about {sorry)
male writers, There is too often a.
barrier there — a sign that says,
‘‘Here s the writer, open to ohserva. -
tlon; the person i3 not for you to see.”
But Raymond changed, all
that. He let us in. And In his stories, .
where not much happens, we feel the
pain, we recognize the ennul, we
grasp at the small triumphs — and
we challenge the word “minlmal” .

Raymond Carver’s fourth short.
story collection, “Where I'm Calling -

From: New and Selected Stories,”
Atlantic Monthly Press, -$10.95, is
avallabie - at Border's and other.
bookstores. But read “Fires” first, If -
you haven't already, s

LATHRUP . VILLAGE novellst

Tom Sullivan is scheduled for- book :

3 ‘ first-gevel,
of Harry Moca." was .
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