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Antony Woodward explains how he came
fo make his ‘not garden’ on a Welsh hillside

‘ o where's the garden?”
visitors sometimes ask,
having heard our home is
in marﬁanal Gardens
iy R gh ey

you,” we reply. “Ri-i-ght,” they say.

Our garden, you see, is not visible

to

Ihere'hsare no lawns,
no , no paths or paving, no
shrubberies or pergolas. There isn't
even a garden gate, yet. But to those
;\r;oca.ﬁl-'ldseeit.we i mhl:;:a
utiful garden. Let me explai

When I'was six, I developed an
obsession with mountains. Following
an ung ically holiday
to the west coast of Scotland in 1970,
cobalt skies and heathery summits
lodged themselves in my head. To
mp&_se would be ﬁed E:Eddfsoﬁ!;s‘gf

meﬂowerm WS m e
one on the Caran d'Ache crayon tin).
Later, it was mountaineers with
frosted beards and colourful tents
perched above the clouds. In due
course, [ went mountaineering in the
Alps, the Andes, the Hi . At one
point there was even talk of t

Eight years ago, however, my upland
fantasies finally reached their
apotheosis. [ found a mountain refuge
of my own, or rather we did. For
now I was married and a father-to-be.
Tair-Ffynnon consisted of five
invaded acres enclosed

bracken-i by
tumbledown dry stone walls 1,200 feet
tains.

up on a ridge of the Black Moun
iRt e e fhe

mountain ponies drinki m

old bath tub where a spri i

m
mﬂ of red kites circled
ir-Ffynnon’s policies
extended to some ramshackle tin
sheds and a Nissen hut. Other chattels
included two Opel Kadetts with nettles
i them, a grounded
mm assorted carcasses of
msﬁl}g&:mma inery. The fields
‘were lumpy with ant hi [“‘mlﬂ;g
tumps” as they're known) and
views extended to 70 miles —when the
place wasn't lost in fog, I fell in love.
The plan was to have the place as a
retreat, but [ soon found

as a write work a -
e o, | e

suggested it. But the move only served
to worsen my addiction. I yearned to
get to the root of the place’s strange
grip on me; to somehow consummate
relationship fyth imulﬁmm
O one : by making a en.
Eﬂl?awhamﬂw:of > Franky,
my relationship with gardening was
not unprejudiced. My mother was a
botanist, and like so many
T e
ad the o i er subject
both dull and incomprehensible. With
my father, also an academic and keen
ener, I had trailed round
tourhead, Hestercombe and
Westonbirt Arboretum while they
discussed — well, knows
what, since it was all in Latin. Nor did
most seem remotely
relevant for a mountain-top.

I collected fruiln scenes that

pealed, m stone
:1:,05; to ferns on E;?;rynbﬁng
chimney stacks. What I liked
most wetﬁlmse Mmm

ens, pitc

gt;abﬂdem:x - a wind-sculpted
tree, an unmown ehurchyard
where crooked tombstones sat in
a sea of spring flowers.
the “pleasant places” the
Clare wrote al
with veined i
crooked

Then other
trip to Scotland,

eme| That

significance. It had been our first
ily holiday ing an accident
which had eonfined my mother to a

gk

wheelchair. A cage had d
oy opoERiphi st ok
e
iﬁmm@mm:sharp
corners, steps and level ch. :
“Upstairs”, “downstairs”, and “just
over here” had become as remote as
the moon. Perhaps Scotland stood for
all the wild from which, at the
time, it felt I was excluded.
Which was when the
Tair nel:eagywasa

garden - at least to me. It needed no
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The Garden in the Clouds
by Antony Woodward
(Harper Press, £8.99) s
2vailable from Telegraph
Books, http:/books.
telegraph.co.uk

© Tair-Ffynnon opens
under the Naticnal
Gardens Scheme on July
30 and 31 (www.narden

| intheclouds.com).

and bid farewell
to the Opel all we had to do
ey ¥ O e e bhars
say “all”, t i
Il’lisugluldtakelhemtofourlives.
After months of deliberation we kept

the ble patch where it
wasmuseitwas in the
right place (just as ancient
paﬂ:sandbuildin;shawakindal
genius “rightness” in their siting).
All we d were native bulbs,
rowans, gorse, a small orchard and
(yes, a shameless conceit) box balls
;;: ing" down the hill. Otherwise, so
as most gardening conventions go,
wehmmmﬁ“n;:tsga:den”.asa
friend put it.

course, there’s little new about
all this. In the 17th century, in his
poem “The Mower Against Gardens™,
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Andrew Marvell was rai

railing against
the crass insensitivities of gﬂ-
makers (“Tis all enforced, the fountain

and the grot/

While the sweet fields

do lie forgot”). By 1713, Alexander

Pope was calling

for gardens with the

“amiable simplicity of unadorned
llowed

nature”, soon fol

Brown

and, before him.WﬂijKgu- the
man deseribed hyWalpoleasﬂleElrst

to “see that all nature is a

Most of our visitors seem to *,
it and our -minded Nalicn_al

let us into The Yellowm&goki
the word “ " in our en

without
try).

iled metropolitan friend

loolmdimﬂlsg':.-ull_]ulhemom
vegetable pat ere, plainly, was
the “garde; i

n". Uni
across his face,

about that? Respect, my frie

spread
to one of deep

admiration: “You wrofe 294 pages. .
nd.

© Antony Woodward is speaking at

Telegraph Hay Festival at Sam on |
Box office: 01497 822629,
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