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Maurice our coach driver spoke with a broad Cornish accent that demanded our 

concentration. “That’s alright me darling, I’ll fix your bag for you.” Beryl’s long 

term desire had always been to attend the world’s greatest floral spectacle, “The 

Chelsea Flower Show”. For three whole days we were the guests of a local tour 

company, Oates Travel and our early booking had provided a front seat panorama 

view all the way through the West Country to Shepperton Moat Hotel and the Flower 

Show on the banks of the River Thames. The excursion with two nights, dinner, bed 

and breakfast in the lap of luxury had snatched me away from the certain frustrations 

of a quarterly circuit meeting and would add another unforgettable UK experience to 

our mounting tally.   
 

Windsor Castle as the oldest, largest working Royal 

Palace in the world became the first port of call. 

From its hilltop site above the Thames Valley the 

Castle is nothing less than a potent symbol of the 

Monarchy. Instead of following the recommended 

visitors route we found ourselves with a tour group 

in St. George’s Chapel where King George VI, 

Queen Elizabeth, the Queen Mother and Princess 

Margaret are interred. The soaring grace and 

elegance of this gothic masterpiece was suddenly 

overshadowed however, by what we can only call 

the ‘Windsor Miracle.’   

 

Our guests of some weeks previous, Margaret 

Manuel and Heather Cunningham from Balaklava 

were passing through London en route back to 

Australia. Against impossible odds they had prayed 

for a contact with us before leaving. There in the Chapel Bookshop, the unexpected 

surprise, the miracle encounter took place. The shock was soon replaced with joy and 

we decided to mark the memorable 

occasion with a parting prayer. Our 

excitement had become obvious to 

the Chapel Guide who graciously led 

us to the small, private Rutland 

Chapel. Here we shared prayers for 

those at Balaklava and for travelling 

mercies. The rest of the day paled 

into insignificance, although Queen 

Mary’s Doll’s House, the King’s 

Bed Chamber, the Waterloo 

Chamber, the magnificent china and 

armoury displays will be 

remembered as being well out of this 

world.    

 



 

Next day, with backpack and camera, 

we plunged into a stunning display of 

exquisite flowers, fruits and vegetables, 

a showcase celebrating the Bicentenary 

of the Royal Horticultural Society. 

From 9am to 5.30pm we immersed 

ourselves in avenues of wall to wall 

people, to experience the best of British 

horticulture. The show enjoys a high 

media profile with Her Majesty visiting 

every year. Although we attended on the 

last of four days the quality of the 

exhibits remained fresh and were laced 

with artistic innovation that both 

surprised and stimulated. We headed for 

the Great Pavilion, an engineering feat 

in itself. Beryl picked the scent of the 

rose stand like a hungry mouse after 

cheese. The magnificence was 

confronting, and emotionally almost 

overwhelming.   

 

“Australian Inspiration”, a first time Aussie garden design to Chelsea, featured the 

rustic backdrop of a firewood stack wall, a sunken native garden with bottlebrush and 

kangaroo paw, a barbeque and timber lounge. A few 

Aussie’s enjoying a ‘tinny’ decorated the spot giving it 

a touch of authenticity. Amid babbling streams, the 

striking bronze sculptures of David Goode’s goblins 

and creatures of fantasy made their impact. But the 

whole experience escapes words. I can only conclude 

that the nations love of gardening is a passion 

supported by the abundance of rain and moisture. We 

probably felt the impact of the Flower Show because we had come from the monotone 

land of stunted mallee with a much harsher climate.   

 

The official closing of the 

show happened on the dot of 

4.30pm. A hand bell 

sounded over the PA system 

and an entertaining frenzy 

began. Gardens were 

dismantled and blooms were 

jerked from their pots. 

Prams, wheelbarrows and 

bags appeared from 

nowhere. People crowded 

the garden beds and bargain 

prices overwhelmed some, 

 

 

 

 



so they waddled off toward buses and trains carrying more than they could manage, 

leaving a trail of petals and leaves behind them. It reminded Beryl of the childhood 

story the “Plantsitter”, where plants took over the family home leaving the owner 

almost homeless. It was a hilarious display of’ itching green fingers out of control’.  

 

The next morning Saturday 29 we 

called at the RHS garden “Wisley” in 

Surrey. Without a doubt this is one of 

the greatest, cultivated and manicured 

gardens of the world and was another 

profound experience. These 

remarkable days were recorded on our 

digital camera that actually ‘ran hot’ 

on a few occasions!!!! 

 

We arrived home at Hayle at 9.45pm 

ready for the early Pentecost Service 

at 8 am next morning. As we 

staggered down the steps of the coach we congratulated our Cornish driver with a 

little of the local ‘lingo’, “proper job Maurice, proper job”. In fact it had all been an 

unforgettable ‘proper job’. 

 

As I read the beautiful description of the “Fruit of the Spirit” next day I could not help 

but ponder how it related to the beauty of the created order and environment we had 

enjoyed at Chelsea. Gardens and flowers in my mind had often been flooded with 

human sentiment, but I had to conclude now that there was something more. The 

delicate order, scent, co-ordinated colour and detail of a bloom, the shade and shape 

of a leaf, even the colour and juices of a vegetable, the energy of nature that combines 

in a life giving display are all so profound. I conclude that all of this along with the 

healing ambience, and the sacred space of the garden affords us a unique glimpse of a 

mystery that goes beyond the monotony of the secular material world. The order and 

precision of nature must be nothing less than creation’s fruit of the Spirit.  

The hymn writer has said it well, 

“Jesus is Lord!! 

Creation’s voice proclaims it, 

For by His power, each tree and flower 

Was planned and made, 

Praise Him with Alleluias for 

Jesus Is Lord.” 

 

 

 

 

  


