Barbara White, Becketwood’s Flower Lady
When Barbara White was growing up in the small Nebraska town of Grant, her father had two gardens. One was across the alley from the family home her father also
used as an office for his medical practice. The other was across the street.
“We called them Garden One and Garden Two,” Barbara recalled. “They produced a
wonderful bounty of blooms for us—peonies, irises, zinnias, dahlias, mums. We always had bouquets in the house. That’s where I got my love of flowers.”
When Barbara grew up, got married and moved first to Iowa and then to the Twin
Cities with her physician husband, she started growing perennials. “We enjoyed
looking at the flowers in the garden but we didn’t cut them and bring them into the
house. I didn’t do flower arranging back then,” Barbara noted.
After her husband died, Barbara moved to Becketwood. Soon, she started a tradition
of leaving small bouquets on May Day at the front doors of her neighbors on her
first floor wing. She distributed the bouquets anonymously but one of her neighbors
realized that Barbara was the mysterious May Day visitor. The neighbor started calling Barbara the flower lady. The name stuck.

Flower Lady from page 1

At Becketwood, Barbara joined one of the two flower committees that alternated each month
providing small bouquets on the tables in the Wellington Room. On her own, Barbara
started putting together floral displays for the ledge and other first floor common areas. Before long, she found that she had a knack for flower arranging, a skill she has continued to
develop over the last few years.
“Particularly now, during COVID, the flowers have given me a way to make a contribution
to life at Becketwood,” Barbara said. “They have given me a sense of purpose and, I hope,
brightened the scene for all of us here.”
Yuk Korner

More Limericks

The horse trader said, "I've got a horse that
would be perfect for you. It's five years old,
fit as a fiddle, and it goes ten miles without
stopping. "Vell, I can’t yoose it den," said
Ole. "I only live eight miles from town, and
vit dat horse, I'd hafta walk back two
miles."

When Fauci said “Stay 6 feet apart”

Lena was complaining to her husband, Ole.
"Look at te old clothes I got ta vare. If anyvun came over, day'd tink I vas de cook. "
Ole replied "Day'd change der mind if day
stayed for dinner."

When it’s sunny I go for a walk

But the mail-in solution
Provoked a revolution
And the numbers soared way off the chart.
Wayne Tellekson
With a friend to have a good talk.
As we stroll down the road
With everything told
Our neighbors do nothing but gawk.
Emily Slowinski
If you want to submit a limerick to the Breeze, contact Wayne Tellekson Apt 171 teleklier@juno.com

Please, please, what ever you do,
STOP WATERING

Dick Juhl

Some voters quickly lost heart.

A trip to the E.R.
We had a close working relationship,
going back more than 10 years.
He was always there for me whenever I
needed his help. But lately, I could tell
that his health was failing. More often
than not, he seemed overwhelmed
with fatigue. Then, one day not long
ago, when we were working together,
he collapsed. I rushed him to the E.R.,
fearing the worst.

Across
1. Vice President-elect
6. A shelf at the base
of a window
7. Something you do
in the afternoon
9. Alabama (abbr.)
10. South Carolina
(abbr.)
11. Southern Methodist
University
12. Artificial intelligence
13. To disfigure the appearance of something
14. South Dakota
(abbr.)
15. To take or consume

something
Down
1. Dorothy and Toto
aren’t there any more
2. Minneapolis St. Paul
3. Also 12 across
4. South American animals found in the Andes mountains
5. Mysteriously attractive or fascinating.
Elizabeth Taylor had it.
8. A chemical substance
that dissolves some materials
11. Also 11 across

The specialist who examined him came
out into the waiting area to deliver the
sad news—the end was near. He couldn’t go on much longer, the specialist
told me. “But there is something we
can do,” the man explained. “We can
perform a brain transplant.” Weighing
the risks, I told him to go ahead with
the complicated procedure.
Later in the week I returned to the site
of the operation, a computer shop in
Roseville. A new P.C. was waiting for
me, equipped with the hard drive from
my old desktop. My long-time companion was gone, but his brain was still
alive.
-Iric Nathanson
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