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This story is about a group of friends, a Walled Garden, and 
sharing the ups and downs and ins and outs of growing fruit, 
veg and flowers. It goes without saying (but here I am, 
saying it anyway), that we are all different – and thank 
goodness for that.

Our story is based on fact, but there are one or two extra 
characters who aren’t actually with us, and there are others 
who may very well appear to be with us but they are away in 
a world of their own. And then the storyline does tend to 
wander off from the path of reality, but that’s the whole 
point, because if we stuck rigidly to the truth, the whole 
thing would become rather repetitive.

So, I’m not about to tell you who and what are real or what 
and who are imaginary, and that’s just as well, as quite 
honestly, I’m not particularly clear on that in my own mind.

There are labels, or we can call them diagnoses, attached to 
many of the characters in this story – and you can decide 
for yourself who fits into which category – but since it is 
really just a matter of opinion, I shall try not to introduce 
anyone as, for example, ‘a person with learning difficulties’, 
unless it is really helpful for you to know, and downright 
confusing for you not to know.

Welcome to the Walled Garden
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‘Wow!’

‘Gosh!’ (Do people still talk like that? Well, we do.)

Jean and Andrew stand hand in hand at the foot of the old 
garden wall. It has taken them a quarter of an hour to reach 
this point, beating and clearing their way down through 
dense overgrown brambles, following the 85 feet long east 
wall as it descends, steep as a staircase, to the valley floor. 
Now at last, they can look into the Walled Garden. The corner 
pillar, a chunky three feet square, stands at least 12 feet high, 
and they can see around it, because there is no wall along the 
southern (lower) side.

The ‘Wow!’ and ‘Gosh!’ are followed by a few moments of 
speechless admiration as they gaze up and across, at half an 
acre of secret delights, which in all probability hasn’t been 
seen by anyone human for the past ten, maybe 20 years.

A few structures are just visible in amongst the jungle of trees 
and dense undergrowth. There is the high wall which runs for 
200 feet along the top boundary of the garden. In many 
places it is masked by vegetation and, centrally, by a large, 
dilapidated greenhouse. Up and away, in the far westerly 
corner they can just about make out an area of rusty brown 
corrugated roof, which will later be discovered to be the old 

Chapter One
Our First Look
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potting or boiler shed, next to a second greenhouse which, 
like the other one, has not a pane of glass remaining whole.

Jean is first to speak. ‘There has to be an entrance door in 
that wall – can you see it?’

Andrew, who is six feet two and a half inches tall, which has 
proved useful during their battle through the brambles, 
studies the top line of the wall. ‘It’s probably dead centre, in 
the bit we can’t see,’ he says. ‘Let’s get up beyond that 
greenhouse. Keep behind me, but mind I don’t injure you 
with my backswing!’

He is using a savage implement called a ‘slasher’ in a somewhat 
irresponsible manner to swipe away anything in their path. 
Jean has already learnt to keep her distance. She uses a 
smaller tool, secateurs, to cut the individual stems which 
Andrew has missed.

Jean is considerably shorter and lighter than Andrew, who 
weighs 18 stone these days, and is forever remarking that 
‘When I was playing rugby I was a finely tuned athlete and 
weighed exactly the same’. But since then, the muscle/fat ratio 
has shifted.

They set off again, and progress is slow, as the bramble tries its 
best to grab and hold onto their clothing and trip them over. One 
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time when Andrew checks behind, Jean has almost disappeared 
down into a concrete pit which was hidden under a patch of 
nettles.

‘What are you doing down there?!’ He reaches out a strong 
helping arm, and hauls her back up to ground level. ‘Try to 
keep up.’ 

‘I’d thump you if you weren’t carrying that thing! Wonder 
what this pit is for?’

‘Water tank – or something else?’

‘Yuk – what d’you mean? A cesspit?’ sniffs Jean, inspecting 
her boots.

‘No idea. Never mind. All good healthy muck for the garden.’

‘You can say that – you didn’t fall in it…’

Nearing the greenhouse, they find themselves crunching 
masses of broken glass underfoot.

Andrew picks up some of the larger, jagged pieces and 
stacks them to one side. ‘Clearing this is going to be a long 
job,’ he says.

‘Are we going to clear it? There’s enough work up in the main 
garden without starting down here.’
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‘Ahh – but this is a special place – lots of people have an 
ordinary garden, but a Walled Garden, now that’s to be 
treasured and nurtured and…’ (Andrew pauses, a little 
theatrically, which is sometimes his way) ‘it’s our duty and 
privilege to look after it.’

‘And then to share it with others who aren’t lucky enough to 
have somewhere like this of their own,’ adds Jean.

‘Yes indeedely!’ Without warning, Andrew sweeps Jean off 
her feet in a huge hug, and swings her round full circle before 
letting her crunch back to earth on the broken glass. ‘You’ve 
got it in one, Gorgeous! We’ll reclaim this Walled Garden, 
make it wonderful and lovely for people to come here – with 
paths and steps, and beautiful shrubs and flowers for them to 
enjoy, and we’ll rebuild the greenhouses and set up that 
potting shed as a tearoom, and… what?’

Jean is looking serious. ‘Just steady on – let’s, um, think this 
through properly. I mean, it’s a brilliant idea, but please could 
we be practical?’ And then to show that she isn’t being stuffy, 
she adds, ‘After all, if we do all that tomorrow, what’ll be left 
to do next week?’

They step carefully around the broken glass, and Andrew can 
now see a solid green wooden door set halfway along the top 
wall, just as they had expected. However, it is clamped tightly 
shut by a mass of thick stemmed ivy which has scrambled up 
each of the solid brick pillars, bridged the gap from one to the 



9



10

Tales from the Walled Garden

other, and set off again in a sprawling adventure up, through 
and along the old brick wall.

Andrew tries to turn the heavy metal ring that should lift the 
door latch, but it won’t budge. 

‘No, I think we have to go all the way back, the way we came. 
It’s time to get the horses in, anyway.’

So, reluctantly, they retrace their steps. Going back down to 
the bottom of the Walled Garden and then struggling all the 
way up the slope, through the bramble alongside the wall, 
takes less than half the time it took earlier – so next time it 
will be a lot easier.

And now we shall jump forward a couple of years – but I’ll try 
to remember that you haven’t been told what we did in the 
meantime – so I’ll explain, as and when I think it’s necessary.
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