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THE PEA BLOSSOM
by Frances L. St rong
AN EXCERPT FROM ALL THE
YEAR ROUND PART III SPRING
(1896)
There were five peas in one
shell. They were green, and
the shell was green, and they
thought all the world was
green.
The shell grew and the peas
grew, all sitting in a row. The
sun shone and warmed the
shell, and the rain made it
clear and transparent.
"Are we to sit here forever?"
asked one. "I'm afraid we shall
become hard. It seems to me
there must be something
outside. I am sure of it."
Weeks went by; the peas
became yellow, and the shell
turned yellow. "All the world's
turning yellow," said they; and
they thought it was true.
Suddenly they felt a tug at the
shell. The shell was torn off by
some one's hands, and then
put into the pocket of a jacket
with the other shells. "Now we
shall soon be opened!" they
said.
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That is just what they were
waiting for. "I should like to
know who of us will travel the
continued on page 3

From the Editor's Desk
M ay 2, 2017
Dear Readers:
T he old adage "April flowers bring M ay flowers" is
certainly ringing true here in N ew England, as
everything is suddenly in bloom. I'm really enjoying
the slow ramp-up to warmer weather. Peepers are,
well, peeping their little hearts out. And, just this
morning I spied the first rose-breasted grosbeak of
the season.
I envy those of you, but my time is coming soon. If
you were able to plant earlier in the season, you may
already be seeing lovely little pea blossom s
reaching to the sun and this month's story (starting
on the first page of this newsletter) will be very
timely.
T hose of us not yet knee-deep in vegetable seeds are
at least fortunate to have the first of spring's lovely
flowers to savor? why not bring a few inside, as
the author of one of this month's poetry selections
encourages her readers to do (see page 5)?
T his month is full of special saints' days, and I plan
to spend some time with the writings of Julian of
N or w ich, whose feast is celebrated on M ay 8th
(Anglican) or 13th (Roman Catholic). Julian was a medieval Christian mystic and the author of the earliest
surviving book published by a woman in English (see page 6).
O f course, M ay's brightest and most beautiful flower is the Blessed V irgin M ary, and we'll be celebrating
her all month long. Ideas for honoring M ary during her month can be found at
A roundtheY ear.org/m ay- m arys- m onth. We'd love to see your M ay altars and M ary gardens, so be sure
to share them with us at Facebook.com /A roundtheY ear.org.
Kelli Ann Wilson, Editor
kelli@aroundtheyear.org

Coming to around the year in June:
Gardening with children, celebrating St. John's Day, & more!
NOVEMBER 2015
MAY 2017
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farthest!" said the smallest of the
five.
"We shall soon know," said the
eldest. "W hat is to be will be."
"Crack!" the pod burst and the
five peas rolled out into the
bright sunshine. There they lay in
a little boy's hand. He said they
were fine for his peashooter, and
he put one in and shot it out.
"Now I'm flying out into the wide
world; catch me if you can!" and
the first was gone.
"I shall fly straight into the sun,"
said the second.
"We'll go to sleep wherever we
go," said the next two.
They were put in the peashooter,
and, as they were shot out, said,
"We shall go the farthest."

"W hat is to happen will happen!"
said the last.
As he was shot out, he flew
against an old board under a
garret window. Here was a crack
filled with moss. The moss
closed around him, making a soft
bed.
In the garret there lived a poor
woman who went out in the
daytime to clean stoves and to
do hard work.
She worked very hard, but she
was still poor. Her sick daughter
lived in the garret. This daughter
was very weak, and for a whole
year had kept her bed. This made
her mother very sad.
The poor girl lay quiet all day
long, while her mother went out
to earn money.

It was spring. One morning as the
mother was starting out, the sick
girl looked through the lowest
pane of the window.
"W hat is that green thing that
looks in at the window? See, it is
moving in the wind."
The mother stepped to the
window and opened it. "Oh!" said
she, "that is a little pea which has
taken root here. See, it is putting
out its leaves. How could it get
into the crack? Here is a little
garden you can watch."
The sick girl's bed was moved
nearer to the window, so she
could see the growing pea vine.
W hen the mother came home in
the evening, the sick child said,
"Mother, I think I shall get well.
The sun shone in to-day very
continued on next page
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would be so.
She put a stick into the ground,
so that the wind might not break
the vine. Then she tied a piece of
string to the window-sill and the
upper part of window. This was to
give the pea vine something
around which it could twine.
It seemed as if one could see it
grow every day.
One day the mother said, "Here is
a flower coming."
This made her very happy. She
remembered that for some days
her sick child had seemed
brighter and happier. She had sat
up in bed without her mother's
help.
The child's eyes sparkled with
delight when she saw the little
flower.

warm. The little pea vine is
growing beautifully. I shall get
better and go out into the warm
sunshine."

A week later, the little girl sat up
for a whole hour. She was very
happy as she sat there in the
warm sunshine. The window was
opened and just outside was a
lovely pea blossom.

The mother hoped this might be
true, but she did not believe it

The sick girl bent down and
gently kissed the pretty flower.

"The Heavenly Father has planted
the pea and helped it to grow,"
said the happy mother. "It is a joy
to you and to me."
But how about the other peas?
The one that said, "Catch me if
you can," as he flew out into the
wide world, found a home in a
pigeon's crop.
The two lazy ones were also
eaten by pigeons.
The fourth, who wanted to go up
into the sun, fell into the sink. It
lay for weeks and weeks, and
swelled until it was very large.
"I am growing beautifully fat," said
the pea. "I shall burst at last, and I
don't think any pea could do
more than that. I am the most
wonderful of all the peas that
were in the shell."
But, the girl stood at the garret
window, with bright eyes and the
rose hue of health on her cheek.
She folded her thin hands over
the pea blossom and thanked
heaven for it.
? F.L.S.

QUOTE
Poetry isthe silence and speech between a wet struggling
root of a flower and a sunlit blossom of that flower.
? Carl Sandburg
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Make your home beautiful? bring to it flowers;
Plant them around you to bud and to bloom;
Let them give light to your loneliest hours?
Let them bring light to enliven your gloom;
If you can do so, O make it an Eden
Of beauty and gladness almost divine;
'Twill teach you to long for that home you are needing,
The earth robed in beauty beyond this dark clime.

by M ary H ow itt
God might have made the earth bring forth
Enough for great and small,
The oak-tree and the cedar-tree,
W ithout a flower at all.
We might have had enough, enough,
For every want of ours,
For luxury, medicine, and toil,
And yet have had no flowers.
Then wherefore, wherefore, were they made,
All dyed with rainbow light,
All fashioned with supremest grace,
Upspringing day and night;?
Springing in valleys green and low,
And on the mountains high,
And in the silent wilderness,
W here no man passes by?
Our outward life requires them not,?
Then wherefore had they birth??
To minister delight to man,
To beautify the earth;
To comfort man,? to whisper hope,
W hene'er his faith is dim,
For W ho so careth for the flowers,
W ill care much more for him.
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ALL SHALL BE W ELL: CELEBRATING JULIAN OF NORW ICH
The Feast of Julian of Norw ich is
celebrated each year on May 8th
(Anglican and Lutheran) and May
13th (Roman Catholic). Julian was an
English anchoress and Christian
mystic during the late middle ages.
Not much about Julian is known for
certain, including her name, but it is
believed that she was born about
1342 A.D., probably somewhere near
the city of Norwich, the secondlargest city in England at the time.
W hen she was thirty years-old,
Julian suffered a serious illness.
Believing that her death was
imminent, a priest arrived to
administer last rites. W hen the priest
held a crucifix over her bed, Julian
had the first of a series of sixteen
visions of Christ's passion, which
unfolded over the next few hours.
After she recovered, she recorded
her visions in a text called
Revelations of Divine Love, also
known as the Short Text, believed to
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be the oldest surviving book written
by a woman in English.
During the last decade of the
fourteenth century, Julian explored
the theological meaning of her
visions, which she published and
subsequently edited several times
before their final completion. These
later writings constitute what is now
known as the Long Text.
Julian's theology centered on the
concept of God's universal love, and
on our "kinship" with one another
through Christ's passion. Her famous
line, "All manner of things shall be
well," reflects her belief that God's
love touches even the most humble
beings in his creation.

Church of St. Julian N or w ich
Although the original church building
that Julian occupied likely dated from
Anglo-Saxon times, the church was
almost entirely rebuilt in the early 1950s,
with the exception of the north wall of
the nave, after suffering a direct bomb hit
during W WII. It is uncertain where,
exactly, Julian's cell was located, in
relation to the rest of the building.
Despite the shared moniker, the church
was not named after the female mystic,
Julian, but after an older male saint. T his
image was made before the church's
destruction.

The complexity of Julian's visions,
theology, and writings cannot be
succinctly summarized here.
Resources for those seeking more
information about Julian can be
found at Julia Bolton Holloway's web
portal (www.Umilta.net).
? K.W.
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(A) Anglican/Episcopalian; (R )
Roman Catholic
M ay 5th: FEA ST OF ST S.
PH I LI P A N D JA M ES,
A PO ST LES (A)(R )
M ay 7th: Four th Sunday of
Easter
M ay 8th (A) or 13th (R ): Feast of
Julian of N orwich
M ay 14th: Fifth Sunday of
Easter and FEA ST OF ST.
M AT T H I A S T H E A PO ST LE
(A)(R )
M ay 21st: Sixth Sunday of
Easter

Recommended Reading
CHILDREN'S BOOKS FOR THE MONTH OF MAY
T he W ind Blew, written and
illustrated by Pat H utchins

M ay 25th: Feast of St. Bede the
Venerable, patron of writers and
historians (A)(R )
M ay 27th: Feast of St. Augustine
of Canterbury (A)(R )
M ay 28th: Seventh Sunday of
Easter
M ay 30th: Feast of St. Joan of Arc,
patroness of martyrs and captives
(A)(R )

___________________________________
Visit Aroundt heYear.org for more photos,
crafts, recipes, and ideas for celebrating
the natural seasons and the Christian year.
Follow around the year on Facebook for
updates. Be sure to share the website and
the Facebook page with your friends!
facebook.com/ aroundtheyear.org
twitter.com/ aroundtheyear
© Phot ographer Name

instagram.com/ aroundtheyear
I'm always looking for individuals who
might be interested in contributing to
around the year (both the website and the
newsletters). If you would like to contribute,
please contact me!
kelli@aroundtheyear.org
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The wind blew, and blew, and
blew! It blew so hard, it took
everything with it: Mr. W hite's
umbrella, Priscilla's balloon, the
twins' scarves, even the wig on
the judge's head. But just when
the wind was about to carry
everything out to sea, it changed its mind.
W ith rhyming verse and colorful illustrations, Pat Hutchins takes
us on a merry chase that is well worth the effort.

M ay 31st: FEA ST OF T H E
V I SI T AT I ON OF T H E
BLESSED V I RGI N M A R Y

All text and images
copyright 2017
Kelli Ann Wilson and
AroundtheYear.org,
unless otherwise noted.

From the publisher:

M ary, written and illustrated by
Brian W ildsmith
From the publisher:
In this beautifully illustrated picture
book, Brian W ildsmith tells the story
of Mary, mother of Jesus, in a series
of vivid scenes, framed with gold. We
see the touching story of Mary's
parents, the birth and childhood of
Mary, her marriage to Joseph, and
the visit by the angel Gabriel. We
travel with Mary to Bethlehem and witness the magic of the
Christmas story. We join with Mary as she experiences the
tragedy of the cross, and the joy of the resurrection. Finally we
see her assumption, and her crowning as Queen of Heaven. This
highly decorative picture book has been carefully, and lovingly,
researched, and provides the reader with beautifully imagined
domestic scenes of Mary as a child, a wife, and a mother.
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