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Rhapsody in Green
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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.


PROLOGUE

Would you like a neat and pretty garden: a rectangle of lawn, cheerful bedding, shrubs in decorative pots and a couple of deckchairs from which to admire them? Perhaps you already have an outdoor room: a haven, an oasis of tranquillity, dotted with dramatic low-maintenance plants, a gas-fired barbecue, cunning solar lighting. Does your small garden include a pond and a cut-flower patch? Is it measured in acres? Does it feature a pergola?

Then this, I fear, is not the book for you.

If, on the other hand, you nurse secret dreams of self-sufficiency, of orchards, livestock and Little House on the Prairie-style preserving, then come closer. If you are a frustrated enthusiast-in-waiting, with only a tiny growing space, or nothing at all; if gardens and gardening books intimidate you, or your only interest in plants is in eating them, you are not alone. This is my confession: my comically small town garden, a mere 6 square metres of urban soil and a few pots, is not a scented idyll of rambling wisteria in which to drink prosecco. It is a larder, in which I grow more than a hundred things to eat, including, in an ordinary year: eight types of tomato; five varieties of kale; golden raspberries; twenty kinds of lettuce, chicory and Asian greens; Italian climbing beans; about fifty herbs and a few flowers, all edible. I make salads with thirty different leaves; I harvest, by the teaspoonful, Juneberries, wild strawberries, tame strawberries, wineberries, loganberries, gooseberries, cherries, grapes, rhubarb, figs, quinces and every conceivable currant.

With variable success and modest yields, this minute area is a wildly uneconomical experiment in extreme allotmenteering: a city jungle, green and bountiful, combining edible cultivation with natural beauty but, sadly, nowhere to sit. Yes, I do mind that there is no space for a couple of small sheep but, despite this, it is a source of infinite happiness and deep peace. How could it not be? Taste this incredible shiso leaf. Listen to the hum of all those bees.

When visitors are shown it, they tend to laugh. It looks bonkers, yet I am in love with it. And, like all fools in love, I want to spread the joy.

Come into my garden. Try to keep a straight face.
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‘Wonderful ... a2 mad, passionate love of
vegetables, fruit and a small city garden.’
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