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I started writing Trad’s (or Tradescant’s) Diary as the Editorial column of The Garden, the then-new Journal of the Royal Horticultural Society, in 1975. Thirty-odd years later Trad, anxious to keep up, went online and started print publication in the quarterly Hortus (www.hortus.co.uk). This is Trad’s third anthology, following Hugh Johnson on Gardening in 1993 and Hugh Johnson in the Garden in 2009.


I have to thank many gardening friends, many colleagues, many books, my publisher Denise Bates, Simon Dorrell for the delicate decorations and above all Diane Pengelly, my cherished editor since 1989, for inspiration, encouragement and even a modicum of discipline.
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How to Use This Ebook


Select one of the chapters from the main contents list and you will be taken straight to that chapter.


Look out for linked text (which is in blue) throughout the ebook that you can select to help you navigate between related sections.


You can double tap images and tables to increase their size. To return to the original view, just tap the cross in the top left-hand corner of the screen.




Foreword


‘See how the fates their gifts allot’, wrote W S Gilbert in The Mikado, alluding to Nature’s unfair distribution of her favours. Hugh Johnson always reminds me of that song, having been gifted not only with a perfect combination of aptitudes, but also with the ability to share them in the most generous way.


He is a brilliant and perceptive writer not just about wines but also about gardens, gardening, trees and all life-enhancing cultivation. His musings, shot through with common sense, are provocative, poetic and revelatory. They convey beauty and joy in nature, they (re-)introduce forgotten and undiscovered pleasures, and at times highlight petty bureaucracy and gross injustice.


It is not easy to remain fresh and relevant, but Trad’s Diary never stales, I suspect because its author continues to be fascinated by his subjects, to study them and wonder and look again, and to articulate his discoveries in endless stimulating ways.


I can number on one hand – well, perhaps two – the gardening writers whose work I look forward to reading, knowing I will come away fired with enthusiasm or stirred by opinions I might not otherwise have considered. Hugh Johnson is one of them, and Trad’s Diary is a delight.
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Alan Titchmarsh




Introduction


The first garden I remember had all the prescribed qualities of a great design: unity, proportion, ecological soundness and fitness for purpose. My father made it on half an acre by the sea, using a single species: the bramble.


The tip of Selsey Bill, in the centre of England’s south coast, was where, at least in the apprehension of the locals, Hitler planned to step ashore. Our summer house there was commandeered for the war years. Giant cubes of concrete were put along the beach at the bottom of the garden, and miles of barbed wire. I don’t know what the garden contained in 1939, the year I was born, but by 1946, when we got our house back, the answer was brambles. Was there a purple lilac in April? Perhaps. One or two twiggy tamarisks were a dowdy pink. Otherwise the whole plot, a rectangle with the beach at the bottom and the house at the top, was a thicket of brambles five feet high.


Fuel was rationed and time was short. My father took the positive line. He saw plant material rather than weeds. He wouldn’t have recognized such designer’s jargon, but he recognized an opportunity. He spent his weekends with his bagging hook, the Sussex sickle, carving his plant material into the streets round his City office: Watling Street, Queen Victoria Street, Bow Lane and Bread Street. Queen Victoria Street led obliquely down to the blocks and the beach where Father gave me half a crown for learning to swim. Watling Street (his office was at number 60) branched off to the right at 45 degrees towards St Paul’s. First left took you into Bow Lane and back to the main road; right and you dog-legged by St Mary-le-Bow into Cheapside. Various culs-de-sac on the way represented bomb-sites where the Blitz, still a recent memory, had left holes in place of massive stone offices or churches. They made snug places to hide from my brother and sisters.


Brambles are the worst plant material to keep in order. They stretch out painfully prickly shoots a foot a week in summer. The bagging hook was never put away, but the streets took more and more solid shape, their façades in late summer clustered thick with purple blackberries: sweet, staining, pippy heaven.


That was Garden One: easy to remember, easy to understand, simple, decisive and economical (except in effort). The great landscapers would have approved. Clarity of vision, appropriateness for its site; it ticked all the boxes. Above all it had a sense of place. I hope its subliminal lessons are still with me.


I have made or remade half a dozen gardens since then, and visited hundreds. The perfect one is either where I’m sitting, shaded from the sun, at the moment, or will forever stay out of reach. Searching and sifting, though, have kept me happily busy for half a century, passing on my observations and thoughts to my friend Trad. There is a great deal to be said, for a writer, for having a second persona. Trad is the old tweed jacket I slip on when I head out with my fork and my secateurs into an area of the mind, not without its problems, but with infinite promise. I first slipped it on in 1975. The elbows may be out, the hems frayed, but the promise is still there.


Hugh Johnson
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FRIEND OR FOE?


Is moss friend or foe? I’m never sure whether to apologize for my apple trees or admit to my pride in them. At the end of a wet winter their branches are thickly coated on their upper sides with an emerald-green fabric like baize crossed with velvet. It is thicker on the trees on the shadier side of the garden, and thickest, covering much of the trunk too, on the tree in the southwest corner that gets the most shade.


Our trees have been pruned into open goblet, or even parasol, shapes to let light into their canopies, cutting off the year’s new growth but leaving fists of old wood on snaking stems; hardly a classical method but wonderfully energizing to flowers and fruit. The combination of gnarled and writhing grey wood and the emerald moss gives me enormous pleasure. Visitors gasp and get their cameras out. Serious fruit-growers give me recipes for moss removal. Should I be worried?


It was in Japan that I first appreciated moss as a plant that could transform a garden. Saiho-Ji, the monastic moss garden, is only the most notable of many where the moss on rocks, paths, on the banks of streams and the trunks of trees, feels like a spell cast by an old green witch. In winter it is almost lurid green, in summer, shades of green and brown, but the muting, softening effect is permanent. There are no sharp edges: no ultimate focus except the textures, the (rather rare) shock of pure clean petals, and the contrasting polish of water.


In this garden, moss has crept up on me. It must be cumulative in the whole garden, endemic (and increasing) in the lawns, overwhelming on the abandoned tennis court, and presumably finding its perfect perch on the apples.


PRIVATE PRINCEDOM


Snowed up, the sun painting sharp blue shadows on a ground of silver gilt between my window and the churchyard wall. It is too cold to enjoy being outdoors. Time to look through a drawer of old papers about the house and garden accumulated over nearly 40 years. One is an inscription I never got round to putting in the garden temple:


Every man’s proper Mansion House and Home, being the Theatre of his Hospitality, the Seat of Self Fruition, the Comfortablest Part of his own Life, the Noblest of his Son’s Inheritance, a kind of Private Princedom, nay, to the Possessor thereof, an Epitome of the whole World, may well deserve, by these Attributes, to be Decently and Delightfully Adorned.


This is Sir Henry Wotton, in 1624, introducing his Elements of Architecture in the manner of Bacon. He does not speak directly of gardening, but his lapidary language spoke strongly to me when I was younger. Does it sound absurd today? No more, I suppose, than the whole idea of a garden temple.
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SKETCHED FROM LIFE


It was a regular customer who suggested I should change my nom de terre to Treedescant. You’re always writing about them, she said. Touché. But it’s largely a winter habit. At this time of year they are the only thing in the garden to look at – and this is the time when you really can see them; they’re not all covered with leaves. It is the intricacy of their frameworks that I love to see, and the intimacy of their just-swelling buds. The comparison with people, with and without clothes, did occur to me – but you never know where these things will lead.


Certainly there’s nothing outside the window so well worth study as the Siberian crab that rises like a wind-blown fountain a hundred yards down the drive. Its lopsided silhouette perfectly expresses its experiences over 60 years or so; the constant shove of the west wind inclining it to the east, the perennial effort to find more light for its leaves ….


An artist who could draw such a telling design would be rightly celebrated. Every tree out there is a drawing of an autobiography, expressed in a different medium and a different style. Call me Treedescant if you like.
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THE CUSP OF SPRING


A weekend in North Wales (let’s say Merioneth, for the poetry) to see how the winter has treated the woods. Kindly, is the answer. The grass on the hills is still sere, snow hangs in the high gullies and dusts Cader Idris again in the night. The larches, pines and spruces stand impassive, a few leaning, a few prone, but no mass casualties in a winter with no strong gales. It is catkins that provide the excitement, close up where the hazels are clouds of yellow down-strokes, and here and there pussy willows flash like shards of mirror, and in the distance where they begin to paint the hills.


The brilliant colours of massed twigs always surprise me: oaks pale buff, birches purple, ashes the colour of bone and hazels en masse, as their catkins ripen, bright orange. Spruces are dull green with silver flashes if the wind shows you their petticoats. European larches are pale custard colour, Japanese larches pinky-orange. In forest land the colours are laid on in random brushstrokes. The silver slash of a waterfall (there is very little water after a long dry spell) hangs from a hilltop.


Ponds and puddles are fecund with frogspawn and loud with froggy noises, sharp croaks above a long soft purr like a contented cat – the sound of spring warming its engine.


Home to a quite different scene. What unit of energy do you use for a spring garden getting going? Kilojoules? Megatonnes? The energy driving the buds on every bush and tree, driving the crocuses and daffodils and fritillaries, driving every blade of grass (not to mention every weed and bramble) is immeasurable. If knotweed can split concrete, the concerted force of this garden could reach the moon.
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LITTLE AFRICA


I’m lucky enough (and that’s very lucky) to be intimately engaged with a garden on the Riviera. More precisely, looking down on the Riviera from a hillside called La Petite Afrique. In this mildest of climates, sheltered by the Alps and insulated by the sea, this plunging slope below vertical limestone cliffs is the only one to be compared with Africa.


We started work on the ancient terraces five years ago. They were originally farmed for olives and vines, and latterly, when the railway was laid along the route of the Roman Via Aurelia, for early flowers for the markets of Lyon and Paris. There are still flower-fields terraced up the hills at Villefranche, and many plastic tunnels once you cross the Italian border. Beaulieu-sur-Mer has no terraces wide enough; it was colonized as a fishing village by the late Victorian English. Prime Minister Salisbury had a villa here, the Duke of Connaught helped to build the Anglican church; there may be a reconquista by the French one day, but it hasn’t happened yet.


We have parts of the four top-most terraces before it becomes a steep scrub of Aleppo pines and wild olives, then cliffs. Across the bay, 150 metres below, we look down on the eastern cape of Cap Ferrat. From the western end of the top terrace the view takes in the whole garden, the cliffs above and the bluffs leading to Cap d’Ail and Monte Carlo, crowned by three perilously perched castles you only notice at night, when they are disneyfied by floodlights.


The terrace rises in steep steps to the western end, backed by high stone walls. We have given each step a corresponding cascade, so you walk up to follow the glinting water-spouts to their source under a monster olive tree. This is where the gazebo offers you the full view, after you have reached a platform of orange and lemon trees and another more severely furnished with a box parterre under an umbrella pine. The sea is hidden, until you reach the top, behind an iron pergola of roses and grapevines.


Then looking back you see that the uppermost terrace, or the central 30 metres of it, is a tunnel of grapevines and a wisteria, a cutting from one on Cap Ferrat that covers a quarter of an acre with flower streamers that start above your head and almost reach the ground.


On this visit we were not lucky with the weather. The cold wet blast that had hit England two days before followed us there. There was plenty to do, weeding and trimming and planning future planting, but none of that contemplative lazing such pampered gardens are supposed to be for.
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SOFT HUMMOCKS


The most fragrant job in the garden today is pulling the goose grass out of the Scots briars. You have to stand chest-deep in them and their prickles to get a good straight pull, steady or they break off. The roses are right under your nose, and does any rose have a sweeter smell?


Scots briars are hardly the height of fashion now, but if they have ever grown in your ground they are probably still there. They are the roses of, among other places, the sort of sand dunes that become links; thrifty, low-growing with slender stems, advancing gradually by root-suckers to colonize new ground with soft hummocks of tiny leaves.


They are the prickliest of all roses. Their name, Rosa spinosissima, describes the dense fuzz of spines and bristles up every stem, which certainly call for gloves but are not quite substantial enough to wound you.


Their other name (do they really need two?) of R. pimpinellifolia points out the resemblance of their leaves to salad burnet: Sanguisorba major, or indeed minor. Burnet is yet another old name for the rose which the French, incidentally, call pimprenelle (or sometimes pimpernelle); nothing to do with the scarlet pimpernel, which is Anagallis arvensis, or indeed Sir Percy Blakeney.


You smell the genes, as it were, of Scots briars in some excellent hybrids. The tall pale-yellow ‘Frühlingsgold’ has a fragrance that seems related, and so does ‘Stanwell Perpetual’, a seedling of unknown parents that seems to have popped up in the 1830s at Stanwell on the outskirts of Colchester. ‘Stanwell Perpetual’ is a soft pale bush with complex pale-pink flowers and again that swooning-sweet smell just tinged with lemon.


At one point in the 19th century, I read, there were many hundreds of Scots briars and their near relations listed in catalogues. Does anyone collect them now? The little white-flowering original is good enough for me.


If weeding their thicket is a particular pleasure, guaranteed to be repeated every spring (how can you definitively clean the ground in a thicket of thorns?), it is not alone. The weeding season is going well. There was enough rain last week to loosen up the roots of many old adversaries. Deadnettle and goose grass have been surrendering with little struggle. Ground elder never surrenders, but a bunch of its fibrous roots at least feels like a minor trophy. One warm dry spell, though, and they will be locked down. Hard ground makes them unassailable.



THUMBNAIL


I’m not sure what it would be called if you did it to a sentient being, but I’m certain it would be against the law. In so far as a plant has instincts and urges, they are controlled and expressed by its hormones. Can it be legitimate to frustrate them?


At this time of year, when plants are in active growth, their messages are plain to see: the priorities of one bud growing before another, the rationing of vigour between one shoot and another; the election, as it were, of a leader (or the equal energy of several branches) are all determined by hormones. And we, superior beings, seeing how they are programmed, can outwit and re-direct them as we please with our forefingers and thumbs.


If you wait until the plant has obeyed its hormonal instincts and grows its branch or its truss of flowers, you call it pruning (a verb, oddly enough, with no apparent roots or relations). You then have the wasted effort, the amputated stems and leaves, on your hands, your compost heap or your bonfire. Better, surely, to take the initiative and pre-empt unwanted developments.


A florist disbuds to get bigger and better flowers, choosing to concentrate the energy into one flower rather than two. I bully my young trees and shrubs in the same spirit, examining them to see what buds have opened, with what consequences, and what buds are next in line. If a new shoot has set off in a direction I don’t approve, I look for another with ideas that more nearly match my own and eliminate the first. At this early stage my thumbnail is usually the ideal tool.


There are plants with such simple and deliberate ways of branching that errors are obvious. Fir trees put up one leader surrounded by incipient branches like a ring of spokes. So strong is the hormonal drive to keep going north, as it were, that when a pigeon lands on and snaps a newly grown and still-green leader (its wood unripened and fragile), one of the spokes gets a hormonal command to take its place.


How does this work? The growing cells on the underside of the chosen shoot (chosen by whatever mysterious form of election) begin to multiply faster than the rest. The shoot bends upwards as a result. Very soon its terminal bud becomes the highest point of the tree, the leader and hormonal dictator. It even develops buds all round in readiness for a new ring of spokes next year.


Intervention is pointless with such a clearly programmed plant. When a rather splendid fir in the garden here lost its leader to a bird in the usual way I did try to help it, from a ladder, tying a light bamboo to the top of the trunk and hoisting one of the side branches into the leadership position, secured with string. When I came back two months later the tree had ignored my advice and produced a new leader from a spare top bud lurking among the needles.


There are deciduous trees that seem to share the fir’s philosophy. Alders often have the same simple spoke-like rings of branches; many poplars, too. You can count the age of trees of this persuasion: it is the number of rings of branches – up to the point where circumstances take over: breakage or uneven light and shade modify the simple pattern.


It is oaks that keep my thumbs busiest. Quercus is quirky. An English oak rarely leads with an end bud pointing straight ahead. It has buds in clusters that seem to leave all its options open, to grow into whatever space offers most sunlight. In a crowd of seedlings this will usually be straight up, but an oaklet with equal illumination all round will hesitate, first prefer one direction and then another, and soon become a tangle of zigzag branches with buds pointing in all directions.


Welsh sessile oaks are worst; herding cats is straightforward compared with directing a vigorous little Welsh oak tree. It may seem obvious which branch or shoot is dominant and should be encouraged. There are never less than four buds on each shoot, though, ready to surprise you. I suppress three with my thumbnail, or snip little shoots with my secateurs, favouring the one nearest to vertical. I’ll come back weeks later, to find all the tree’s energy has gone into a bud I didn’t notice, heading for Machynlleth.


It’s a curious hobby for a grown man, I’ll grant you.



IN BOTTOM GEAR


I have never known such a slow and steady build-up to summer. Everything has conspired to put the brakes on the garden. The cold winter, the welcome soak of February and March, the total drought of April and May (less than an inch of rain in four weeks) and a mild(ish) and rainy (so far) June seem to have answered every plant’s needs. There is a prodigious amount of leafage in the garden; ramparts of green in the borders with fat buds just beginning to open all around.


Some plants have got their timing wrong. What was a delphinium doing opening its first flowers at the end of April? Most have held back for a grand splurge in late June. And I know why. It’s Lucy’s wedding on the 26th.


Our first daughter’s wedding, on May 31st 2003, coincided with the warmest May day on record, after a cold month. We were congregating in what shade we could find in a garden with precious few flowers.


This time all the roses will be out at once. The forerunners, ‘Maigold’ for example, may have finished, but the main battery, which in this garden is mainly hybrid musks and ramblers, will be firing salvo after salvo. On our sunniest wall ‘Paul’s Lemon Pillar’ has joined ‘Maigold’, white after orange, with the orange Lonicera tellmanniana and the pale blue of Clematis ‘Perle d’Azur’ scrambling over a philadelphus already smothered in white.


In the borders, cream thalictrums and my favourite goat’s beard (why goat’s beard?) with its almost-white spikes are the main background to the erupting roses. The full-flowered French fire first: ‘Comte de Chambord’, ‘Jaqueline Dupré’, ‘Baronne Prévost’, ‘Belle de Crécy’; all tones of pink and purple. Best of all with ‘Madame Alfred Carrière’, just-blushing white, high in a holly tree.


Round two, just under way, includes ‘Felicia’, ‘Iceberg’, ‘Cornelia’ (who should be kept away from Felicia – her coppery pink shouts at Felicia’s silvery pink), the custard-coloured ‘Buff Beauty’ and the cooler, creamy, ‘Autumn Delight’.


Round three looks perfectly timed for wedding day. Indeed it starts with ‘Wedding Day’, high in a pear tree, and ‘Rambling Rector’, covering a shed, and culminates in ‘Wickwar’, occupying three Christmas trees – with ‘Paul’s Himalayan Musk’ scattering pink bouquets through a rather jaded old Chinese pine. ‘Treasure Trove’ and ‘Mrs Honey Dyson’ are still alarming us with 12-foot shoots. Will they make it to the wedding?


WEDDING DAY


If no good deed goes unpunished, perhaps no bad deed goes unrewarded. What else can account for two daughters’ weddings in the garden, seven years apart, being blessed with days of a perfection I didn’t dare imagine?


What has conspired this year to deliver a garden greener, more full of flowers in first flush, when sprays are still fresh, spires upright, leaves unblemished, than it has ever been before? Did the seasons hit a magic sequence, a royal flush of perfect measurement of temperature, sunshine and rain? Certainly after cleansing winter cold there was a good topping-up in February and March. Then no rain for two months meant (among other things) no slugs. And here (though not elsewhere) little damaging frost.


Elbow grease has not been wanting. We watered and deadheaded down to the wire, but the buds had to be there in the first place, and nothing but providence can explain the timing. The Monday before wedding day our showpiece climbing rose, ‘Wickwar’, 50 feet (no, just remeasured: 60 feet) into the trees, opened its first bud. On Saturday there were 10,000.


It’s true I cheated a little. I packed the beds with mid-summer flowers. Thalictrums of various persuasions are important, along with the delphiniums and emerging campanulas (C. persicifolia the star, both blue and white, both herded into clumps and scattered where it seeded). The golden oats of Stipa gigantea are already waving in the sun with the cool blue leaves of Macleaya in contrast. White foxgloves and blue delphiniums. Clematis durandii, tied into hazel wigwams, in deep indigo (though not so deep as the neighbouring Baptisia). Salvia nemorosa repeats the dusky theme in purple against the greys of Artemisia ludoviciana, Lychnis chalcedonica with bright magenta flowers and Phlomis italica with the gentlest pink. Nepeta sibirica and blue Tradescantia are rather irrelevantly punctuated by the silver of Miss Willmott’s Ghost. Yucca flaccida is still just phallic spikes before its ivory bells appear. Lilium regale is raising its trumpets to blow. Alliums are fading and penstemons preening, lavender a forest of pale-green tentacles, alstromeria flecked with tentative colours. Pale roses shine so bright at dusk that the others almost disappear. ‘Iceberg’ above all, but also ‘Buff Beauty’ and ‘Penelope’, with ‘Paul’s Lemon Pillar’, fading on the wall, filling up with a violet Clematis viticella. Euphorbia palustris is more important than ever as a bulwark of brilliant green. Geraniums, pale pink and ‘Johnson’s Blue’ (an easy name to remember) surge over the grass. As for paeonies, a full frilly white and the absurdly formal ‘Bowl of Beauty’, I have never seen so many flowers, let alone so many standing up straight.


The paths are frothing with valerian, here white, there pink, and the unstoppable little paving (or Spanish) daisy (or fleabane), Erigeron karvinskianus. At dusk the honeysuckles breathe out (is early Dutch the six o’clock one and late Dutch the follow-on at seven?)


Can a garden feel, and proclaim, the happiness of a wedding? So it seems.
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MAGIC MEADOWS


To supper on a June evening with Tom and Sue Stuart-Smith in their garden near St Albans. We were talking about garden eye-catchers; objects that represent conclusion or resolution in the same way as a predictable final chord. I can’t resist them. But am I, as it were, talking down to my visitors, saying ‘look over here’, rather than trusting them to see things in their own way?


This seems to be pretty much what Tom thinks. His garden makes theatrical use of tall beech hedges pierced with openings, some of them surprisingly narrow, that inevitably engage your curiosity. You are bound to go and see what lies beyond. Some lead your eye on to another opening, some to a rich patch of planting, some to relative vacancy: a plain boxed-in lawn you can mentally furnish as you wish.


The main axis from the terrace leads invitingly on through such hedge-gaps, repeated several times, to more green space beyond. It’s hard to tell how far beyond because the end is left blank: the distance is just green. It would be fun to put an urn there, or a gate or an obelisk or any of the conventional conclusions. Tom would prefer to leave you wondering.


In June the generous blocks of herbaceous planting (‘borders’ gives the wrong idea) were like magic meadows – as though the shire had an endless flora of tall, short, feathery, gesticulating, creeping, aspiring, pale, dark, transparent or solid herbs in generally complementary colours.


More than anything I was reminded of Beth Chatto’s celebrated stands at Chelsea in the 1970s. The unusual (her term) plants she put together always spoke quietly to one another. It was an intelligent conversation among flowers that had no need to show off. She was making you look at what till then you had passed over: the ingredients of a hayfield, a streambed or the early flowers of a coppice that disappear in summer in drought and shade. Her lessons gave many of us a permanent distaste for the cosmetics of the nursery business. This is Tom’s taste too, I fancy – with significant exceptions when a perfect peony, shall we say, is called for.


Beth Chatto had a quiet celebration, an open day for friends, on June 28th; 50 years to the day since she opened Unusual Plants at Elmstead Market, near Colchester. I have watched nearly 40 years of its evolution, from an unremarkable stream under some senior oaks to a landscape emulated wherever people garden. Beth’s dry garden, never watered, come what may, is an extraordinary one-step lesson in ecology. Her bog gardens around shining ponds are the same. Perhaps in her writing I discern most love of all in her description of the woodland she developed later and the plants that flourish before oaks cast them into shade.


Eye-catchers? I think I know what Beth would say about a statue.


THE DRY SKY


It begins to grind you down when gardening is reduced to one question: where to carry the can or lug the hose to next. We’ve had the best of the weather here, alright, in the infuriating phrase the forecasters use, for the past four months. The rainfall figures are: April 7 mm; May 28, June 17, July (with five days to go) 7. Total 70 mm (or nearly three inches). The same period last year, reckoned dry at the time, gave us 140.


It is cold comfort to know that Cambridge had a downpour. Week after week the promises are broken. Up the road, perhaps a shower. Down the road, a nice little soak. Across the valley, rain last night. Here, on this sand-coloured grass: zilch.


There has been no question of planting anything since April; no new plant has a hope of putting roots beyond the circumference of its pot. Most plants, in fact, have simply stopped. They must be transpiring, in emergency mode, and their root hairs finding moisture somewhere in the dust, yet new growth, or anything but a tiny travesty of a flower head, is simply put on hold. What surprises me most is how few plants are obviously losing turgidity in their veins and wilting.


I am taking a can to this year’s new trees (luckily there are only half a dozen) daily. I might as well be pouring it into a hole in the ground: it all disappears as fast as I can pour it. I mentally map the rootscape underground: the soil must be full of tiny roots from big trees competing for moisture. What happens when they meet? Does the big horse chestnut challenge the cedar of Lebanon for the last remaining drops? Are some root hairs bigger bullies? Miraculously they seem to get by without destroying each other.


There is one clue, though, to what is going on out of sight. With the grass merely ticking over, the deeper-rooted lawn weeds come into their own. And trees prone to suckering send up a forest of sprouts. We haven’t had to mow for weeks; instead I hand-pick the succulent shoots of acacias, cherries, the wingnut and above all the prolific cedrela, Toona sinensis, before it obliterates the grass under a groovy toona grove.
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SUSPENDED ANIMATION


We all know the joke about the man who dug up a plant to see how it was doing. But have you, seriously, never been tempted? Something you have planted with all proper precaution inexplicably malingers. You water and feed, examine its leaves, its buds, its neighbours. You watch and wait: it doesn’t budge.


I’m thinking about a vine I planted 18 months ago on the front of the house to replace a 50-year-old one that died (Aha! Clue! Cause of death?)


It is Furmint, the excellent Hungarian variety that gives the fiery spirit to Tokay. It came home with me in a pot; a bonny plant with splendid roots. I planted it with some ceremony, between the Wrotham Pinot (aka Pinot Meunier or Dusty Miller) and the Chasselas.


Come to think of it, why Wrotham? What is the connection between one of the champagne grapes and the North Downs – apart from chalk? Was there once a vineyard there (Wrotham has the remains of a Bishop’s Palace)? Now Google has put a stop to such airy speculations. It was Edward Hyams, whose pioneer vineyard at Oxted was the ancestor of the English wine industry, now so flourishing, who identified an old vine with dusty leaves as peculiar to Wrotham. Others, bolder in their speculation, have claimed it as a relic of the Romans who paused, as we all do, to admire the view of the Weald from Wrotham Hill.


My Furmint has six leaves. Last year it had seven. They are green and healthy, rather small, and show no sign of growing. There are no swelling buds or incipient tendrils. If I don’t dig it up, how will I ever know what’s wrong?


SUMMER BREAK


I missed the moment the garden relaxed; when the tension of water-stress eased under proper penetrating rain. We were away for a week on a Solent salt marsh, in a garden under a different sort of stress – always. It is totally exposed to wind and salt sea-air; nothing but the grasses, gorse, brambles and goat willows can take the punishment.


I said ‘garden’ because it is the setting for a house and in summer the scene of endless entertaining: ball games, races, dinghies on chocks, picnics, trampoline, barbecues. Oh, and golf croquet, where the rabbits make interesting bunkers in the sandy turf.


The house is a ’30s bungalow with iron windows and a big verandah overlooking a creek endlessly washed by the tide. The colourful clutter of boats at their moorings is almost at eye level one moment, only, when you look again, to have sunk below the sea wall.


A gardener’s urge, of course, is to stick in a few plants that will survive, or even profit by, the unusual conditions. Escallonias have been tried at some time, but just look tatty. Hydrangeas are the default decoration for the summer holidays. Their muddle of pale colours, like washing left too long on the line, expresses the time and place better, perhaps, than any other plant. Someone once planted a birch in the waving brown grass: the wind has made it aerodynamic; a vegetable slipstream as it were. (Willows, curiously, seem to grow upright despite the wind.) We have planted two or three Scots pines to join, or succeed, the couple that have become gnarled in the line of duty, but the wind and the rabbits will always prevent a gardener from doing anything so foolish as to garden here.


SIGH OF RELIEF


The garden that welcomed us home had had a personality change in the week we were away. The borders are looking blurred compared with the rather stark, if bright, stressed-out look they wore: new growth has rounded and softened them, and new colours and new scents clearly mark the change of season.


Phlox, long delayed by lack of water, is now a major player. ‘White Admiral’ jostles with deep-purple monkshood under a golden veil of the irreplaceable Stipa gigantea. Pink and white Japanese anemones are opening. Salvias bethellii (magenta) and ‘Guanajuato’ (piercing blue) are clocking on for duty. Now it’s the turn of agapanthus, deep blue and washed-out grey, Geranium wallichianum ‘Buxton’s Variety’, the slender spires of Veronicastrum and the flopping stems of willow gentians with their sumptuous sapphire flowers. A few rosehips are just turning colour, grapes have become smooth little green globes, Clematis flammula in white sheets has overwhelmed a Choisya and scents the corner by the garden door with sweet almond.


It is all potential and excitement again. Until it rained there seemed no future. Now autumn is on the horizon the garden has a point and a purpose – and the mower a job to do, though it will be a while before the burnt brown patches, the fairy rings and the eager suckers (above all from the cedrela, Toona sinensis) give way again to an even green.


So the sights and scents of mid-summer postponed and early autumn advanced paint the garden in unfamiliar combinations of colour. When we come home again – this time from Wales – there will be another change of regime.


RATE OF CHANGE


A noble one-stone henge greets us as we descend into our wooded valley in North Wales. We extracted the thick slab of brown granite from the roadside and set it up at the entrance to the forest when we arrived 15 years ago. This time, though, we had a shock: some anonymous artist has defaced it with a huge white eagle – at least I think that’s what it is. At first sight it looked more like a swastika.


We have washed off what we can of the paint but the shape is still there. I’d like to know more about it, but no one seems to know. Is it the sign of some Welsh anti-English underground? I’ve never seen it before, and neither have our Welsh friends and neighbours. Perhaps it is just the invention of the artist faced with a tempting blank stone surface; in which case chapeau to him for an icon combining the Prussian eagle of the First World War with the swastika of the second. If we ever meet, I’ll know him by his tattoo.


It won’t be too long, though, before the rain and the lichens erase his work. Speed of change is the thing that always strikes me most in the timeless sheltered world of the forest. Saplings double their height while your back is turned. Paths grow over in a season with grass, rushes, bracken, brambles, gorse and birch. Moss covers tree trunks and conceals rocks. Our latest contribution to the cycle of alteration is a new track to give us access to a steep part of the hill planted 50 years ago with a tree now considered pretty much a weed; a strain of lodgepole pine from California that is neither fast, nor handsome, nor useful, but is unfailingly fertile with its seedlings.


There are ten acres or so of it interspersed with larch and spruce on the steep bank facing west towards Cardigan Bay. Before we made the track we had never seen either the trees or the view. Wyn and Arfon, the bulldozer brothers we rely on for heavy machine work, have contrived a route crossing the contours of the hill at the gentlest, most insinuating angles. When I first saw the prospect their work had revealed I wanted to live there, right there between the trees and the sea, for ever. Prospects here, though, are almost as evanescent as paths. Even on land left unplanted first birch blocks them, then rowan, then, faster than you would believe possible, the deep-shining-green native sessile oak.
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FIAT LUX


‘What the eye don’t see the ’eart don’t grieve over’ (for full effect, say it in an Aylesbury accent circa 1930). It was the first rule of life I remember Nanny teaching me, as she wiped a bit of no-matter-what off the nursery floor with the hem of her apron.


I often repeat it as I go round the garden, rejoicing that a good percentage of it comes into the ‘eye don’t see’ category. Maybe ten percent, maybe 15. It lies under old shrubs, at the backs of borders, under the skirts of trees, or where ivy has covered the ground with an impenetrable carpet. Occasionally, and often in autumn when the need for hacking back is most obvious, I poke my nose in, hoping not to find a body, and peer through the gloomy tangle to see what’s going on. I have been rewarded with useful, even interesting, seedlings. But sometimes the reward is an idea for something better. Even for abolishing the ‘don’t see’ zone altogether.


There is a proper mean between a judicious mingling of plants and each one having its own space. We have a rather splendid old Judas tree, a good 40 feet across, two of its branches supported by props. It was planted in 1959, in an enthusiastic fit of planting by our predecessor at Saling. Over 50 years many good trees and shrubs have united in one canopy, the Judas tree included. Once I had decided it was time to let the light in, the cutting back would have done credit to the Tories and the piles of branches were prodigious.


An amelanchier has been cut down to the stump, a photinia the same, also a Chinese privet; a clerodendron abolished altogether and a score of bottom branches lopped from a Cryptomeria and one of those Lawson cypresses that seem to droop with exhaustion. We have taken perhaps ten feet off the diameter of the Judas tree, letting the light flood in to its handsome undercroft. At the same time we have de-ivied the adjacent teahouse. The effect is revolutionary. I see the components of the scene as mature individuals framing delicious glimpses instead of a ‘don’t see’ zone. And there is a glorious bonfire waiting.


NO JOKE


A few summers ago I proposed a competition to find France’s funniest rond point. It was the early days of a gardening fashion that has done nothing but expand. It started with concrete planters of the most durable shrubs wasting valuable space in shopping streets. It flourished in more and more exotic concoctions of the most emphatic flowers anywhere the municipality could find to perch them, seizing on roundabouts as empty spaces where excesses of horticulture could be committed in the fullest public view with little likely retribution.


We soon had golfers, astronauts, vignerons, fishermen and of course cyclists and their habitats represented, often on a huge scale and in unmissable materials. This year a mélange of banana plants, tall blue grasses, cannas and camphor plants and every brilliant daisy have been in play – and of course a gazillion petunias. No street lamp, meanwhile, has been without its hanging basket. Today a ville fleurie, to gain even one star, must mortgage the mayor’s chain to splurge on flowers.


All this is harmless, summer-seasonal, gaudy, potentially comic, and fun. Not so a newer tendency: to let the spirit of horticultural gaiety invade the sombre rhythm of an avenue.


The Avenue de Champagne in Epernay was once described by Winston Churchill as France’s greatest address. For a mile or so it is lined with the rather comely factory buildings labelled Perrier Jouët, Pol Roger, Moët et Chandon, their courtyards protected by gilded gates. Now, in the spirit of the times, the street has been dug up and relaid at half the width as an anti-motor measure. On either side is a broad strip of granite setts to prevent smooth walking, and in the setts, instead of an avenue, is a sort of linear arboretum; an omnium-gatherum of the most ill-assorted trees you can imagine: maples, cherries, ginkgos, pines, oaks, larches …. There is nothing so unsuitable for street planting that they haven’t popped one in. The effect, young, is simply demented, like a building put together with whatever materials came to hand. Long term, if it is allowed to remain, it will become more and more grotesque as the habits and proportions of the trees become more assertive and more different.


What does this tell us about public taste in the country that invented the allée and gave us majestic gardens in harmony with majestic buildings? Do they really have to relearn the lesson that repetition is the essence of harmonious planting? An avenue works by repeating the form and scale of a perfectly chosen tree without hesitation or deviation.


Twenty years ago Westminster City Council committed the same solecism, putting planters with such trees as birches and spruces along Pall Mall and St James’s Street. Public ridicule got rid of them within half a year. The trees of the Avenue de Champagne are not in planters, though, and where is the ridicule to undo this ignorant and tasteless folly?
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A LA RECHERCHE …


Back to our old French property, after an absence of two years, to see how my trees are getting on. A tree you’ve planted yourself is always yours, whoever else may be its legal proprietor. I am always happy to take credit, and there was plenty to take in the ranks of pines – pale Scots and dark Corsicans – the fluttering files of poplars and the battalions of young oaks, wonderfully wayward in comparison, mobbed by brambles and wild roses: an impenetrable mass of prosperous native vegetation.


When you set out a new plantation and watch anxiously over its first few years, every rabbit is a threat and a deer a disaster. Only 15 years later do you realize that if one tree in four is spared to make serious growth, your wood will be overcrowded.


In all our time in France I never saw a squirrel. Deer, boar, hares, badgers, foxes, martens (and once a wildcat), but no squirrels. This time, to my joy, I saw two red squirrels attacking ‘our’ walnuts. Can they be on the increase in France? At last Europe is waking up to the threat of greys spreading from Italy (where they are proliferating) through Piemonte into the Alps, and through the Alpine beech woods into France.


It is almost 20 years since we found our place in France: at exactly the same time as two Paris architects found an abandoned priory 25 miles away in the Cher and started what is now a famous garden, Le Prieuré de Notre-Dame d’Orsan.


Orsan today has an air of long establishment. Some of its visitors are convinced that it has always been like this, that it really was monks who planted and shaped the intricate hedges and espaliered apples and pears. We have nothing like this in England, and I wonder whether it has ever been in the English psyche to create a whole landscape on the theme of sustenance.


There is a vineyard in the middle, the vines trained on hurdles copied from the 1471 Augsburg edition of Petrus de Crescentius. In the first compartment, surrounded by tunnels of hornbeam, the autumn crops are leeks and cabbages, all perfect, steely blue against the green-brown of the hedges. Beyond the vineyard, which has a simple stone fountain at its heart, are compartments of soft fruit, of roses (sustenance spiritual), of pumpkins in waist-high osier beds and of espaliered pear trees forming a circular maze. The next room has tall apples, the next pears, the next service trees … until finally you come to alleys of perfectly trimmed oaks, an archery ground, and coppiced woodland.


Calm vegetable geometry like this seems timeless. But then so does the forest. Neither takes as long as you think.
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WINDING DOWN, HEATING UP


There has hardly been a really dark night for a month. When I part the curtains after midnight, the lawn has been painted in tiger stripes by the moon shining through the poplars, and The Plough has been diamond-bright above the pond. So little or no cloud cover – and yet no frost. There has been ground frost on several mornings, but no air cold enough to crisp and brown the leaves of poplars, even, or ashes. Border flowers may be dying away, but their plants are standing green and unscathed, while roses keep offering limp efforts.


It is the slowest-moving autumn I remember, the fullest in volume of mellowing leaves and the brightest for the roadside hedges, as the maples move from green to a medley of yellows. Since the elms went, field maple has become our principal hedgerow tree, and nothing in the countryside holds more consistent and enduring gold. Norway maple is brighter yellow, and wild cherry glows with a pink-blushing light. The oaks are undecided, all the chromatic possibilities of slow decay still before them.


I always reckon on having the most candle-power in the first week of November – and always from the same trees. Japanese maples are the latest. First to turn are varieties of Acer japonicum: ‘Aconitifolium’ is reliably orange-scarlet, at its best now. A. j. ‘Vitifolium’ is following it hard in a paler set of colours; yellow, scarlet and pink. Acer koreana has turned an even pillarbox red with no variation, a little matt compared with the best. A. mono is quite different: taller with shiny three- (sometimes five-) lobed leaves rather like starfish, that hesitate between green, scarlet and purple. ‘Osakazuki’ is celebrated as the best and brightest of all, starting green, now deep maroon, eventually traffic-light red with bulbs that are definitely not energy-saving.


But to me the ultimate performance is from the big bush of tiny fretted leaves called Acer palmatum ‘Seiryu’. It starts the autumn by fading from fresh green to a darker shade that modulates into purple and maroon, even within one tiny segmented leaf. Then current starts to run through it, the filaments heat up, glow and begin to burn. Scarlet brightens to orange, then flecks with gold. Eventually – and there are still two weeks to go, given fair weather – the bush becomes a burning fiery furnace, hottest of all, it seems, as dusk fills the garden.


EYEWASH


Spontaneity. Is it more than a positive gloss on indecision – or indeed on a mistake? Positive it certainly is; it suggests warm-hearted effusions. Spontaneous malice is just conceivable, I suppose, but Iago and the ugly sisters seem to have the monopoly. No: if spontaneity gets into a review it counts as a plus – even in gardening.
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