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When I was a little girl
I'd watch my mother

disappear out the back door

into the garden, trowel in
hand, or weird strap-on
shoes with spikes on them
on her feet, and I vowed
there were two things I'd
never do...

Omie was play golf, and the other

was 1o garden, "Boring, boring,

boring,” I'd sigh, wishing she was
insice playing with me instead,

At twenby=one [ moved into a
hasement flat next to the train tracks
in London's Pimbico. It had a tiny
brick patio that shuddered noisily
every fow minutes as the trains
rurmbded in and out of Victoria
statbon. My nelghbour, Corinne rang
my doorbell one day andd insisted
accompany her to the garden cenire,
1 didm't have any inkepest, but even
back then 1 had a tendency towarnds
commpulsive shopping and | found
mysell coming home with halfa
dozen terracotia pots, a couple of
bags of potting soll, and trays and
trays of pelargoniums and lobelia

It was the start of one of the grand
passions of my life. | became a self-
professed cxpert on pelargoniums =
wiould arroganthy be sent into a fury
by the amateurs who called them
geraniums - when n fact my
knowledge extended to being abile to
expertly snap off the dead flowers,
which | did pegularly and to the
immitation of many a waiter in cafés
and restaurants up and down the
King's Boad.

My seoond flat was in Maida Vale.
This one had a tiny south-facing

,E_,i!ll'l.'lE':l'l. with an ancient and
gorpeous Ceanotfus growing up
against the old brick wall at the end. |
planted hardy geraniums and hebes,
Esephorbin and Mk, and sadly
destroyed the Clerndis monfan that
had spent many a hapgy year
climbing over the fence on the side
by cleciching to cut back what looked
tex e Lk & big old bunch of dead
wond,

I had a brief hiatus in Hampstead
wien [ had my first child, less
because | was obsessed with my child
—although [ have to confess [ was -
and more beciuse we had made the
mistake of buying a picturesque
carriage house that suited our needs
perfectly, Except for the north-facing
garden! It was a disaster, The sun
never reachied the terraoe and
certainly never made it to thae huge
Fremch dooss in the living room. [t
always fielt dark, and damp, and cold.
O the other hand, the slug and snail
population of North West London
didn't seem to mind, and my
happbest moments in that fouse
involved putting down slug killer as|
rubbed mry hands together with glee

Five years ago we left London and
rowvedl 1o America. My husband is a
oow Yorker and, 1 have b0 conless, |
had always had a dream of living in
the Statis, Conmecticut was :'aIJlng
and we chinse Westport, convinoed
largely by the town's own selling
point as a smallish New England
tenam thivt Wwe wene moving to the
COURLEY.

[ our thiree-acre garden, the English
garden designer, Simon Johnson,
and his protégée, the late Piers Simon
whe will always be remembered by
my family s The Lovely Plers’),
created an oasis of English gardens:
four huge raised beds for vegetables,

pertly snap off e dead flgy

an orchird of 16 assorted fruit tress,
brick walksways and arbours in the
Aewwer garden, a cheery walk, and a
stone wall-edged Lwn for the
chibdren’s foothall games,

For the last two summers we have
gronwt all our own vegetables,
cooked peach and apple cobblers
with our cnwn fruit, and [ have
become passionate about growing
fewncd royselt, enlisting the childoen b
helpe from choosing what vegetable
we want to grow, to planting the
seeds, to evenhually picking and
cooking with them. One of my
greatest jovs is seeing my four small
chilekren, twor of wisom nefused to
tousch a wegetable, running down o
pick peas and coming back to the
hose with a near-emipty basket as all
af them have been eaten aon the spod.

Wistport gave me a taste of what miy
lifie coulbd be. 1t started me thinking
about having meore kanad, a bigger
viepetable warden, a bigger orchard,
chickens so we could have fresh eges,
andd possibly even fresh chicken. ..

And so last year we maoved into
Middleduck Farm, a quinitessential
Mew England farmhouse, with white
clapboard and dormer windows
pecping out from under the caves,
rigstling prettily on a quiet dirt track
in the bucolic hills of Litchfield
County, It is as peaceful and
beautiful as [ had always dreamed of
and they say there'’s even a fabulous
golf course just around the comer
Forturnately, looking after four
children, writing my ninth movel,
and faking care of my garden seems
to keep me busy enough. Plus, | have
i be honest ared say that, although s
was wrong about the gardening, 25
far as golf bs concerned somee things
never change...



