
Quiet Gardens and the Art of Pottering

For as long as I can remember, one of my favourite things in the world has been pottering. 
So popping along to a Quiet Garden session hosted by community allotment PLOT 22 with 
the sole glorious purpose of pottering has been on my wish list for a while now. But with 
work and study deadlines I've never quite made it. Until now. Having just finished my 
dissertation, I decided it was high time I took my eyes off a screen, and looked to the sky. 
So I set off with an arm full of jumpers - just in case - a book, and a flask of tea, ready to 
do some serious pottering. 

On arrival at PLOT 22, I was welcomed by Rita, the volunteer hosting this week’s session. 
This week it was just the two of us, and she asked what I'd like to do. After doing a spot of 
watering together - to keep the tomatoes, chard and and kale ticking over - we went our 
separate ways for a little while, pottering in companionable silence.

I'm a sucker for a smiling, sleepy sunflower, past its best and silhouetted against the sky, 
so took a few photos on my phone. I may also have have found a handful of blackberries, 
and several ready-to-eat cherry tomatoes in the greenhouse. There really is nothing quite 
like a cherry tom - or four - freshly twisted from a greenhouse vine. Summer in a mouthful.

Then spotting a seat tucked away in a sun trap, I settled down to read a couple of chapters 
of my book. Sitting in the early evening sun, warm but with the whisper of an autumn chill, 
and a flask of tea by my side, steam curling into the air, I lowered my book, closed my 
eyes and sighed deeply. A little way off I could hear the faint hum of traffic and in a garden 
not too far off children bouncing on a trampoline, their shouts and whoops drifting over the 
fences. The smell of over-ripe apples around me unexpectedly took me back thirty years to 
the garden of my childhood, cooking apples littered across the late summer, yellowing 
lawn. Then clouds covered the sun, and I opened my eyes, smiling.

Beyond the detail, it's unlikely that anything I have to say about my experience of a Quiet 
Garden session will be unique, because I feel confident I am discovering a growing 
movement of people already in the know. Quiet Gardens are restorative, refreshing, and 
good for the soul. And this is exactly what I experienced at PLOT 22.

Without wanting to sound too fancy, being outdoors, surrounded by nature, is nothing short 
of a spiritual practice. Does that sound fancy? It's not meant to, but I truly believe it's a kind 
of coming home, responding to the invitation to come away to a quiet place, to rest, and 
perhaps potter. So what next? Surely the joy of this discovery is made complete by 
extending the invitation to others to be part of the Quiet Garden movement, a place and a 
way of being which invites true and welcome rest.  


