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I want to bee a garden
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 These creative texts were grown within the unique 
conditions of the season. From the depths of lockdown in Glasgow, 
when access to urban green space became a lifeline, Woodlands 
Community garden was a sanctuary. As a publicly accessible space, 
it remained open for everyone. While bees flitted from flower 
to flower in its colourful diversity of vegetal growth, Creative 
Pollination offered 12 participants a supported journey through 
a stimulus of nature-based activities and creative prompts. With 
a botanical influence, weekly Wild Cards were gifted to each 
participant: first Roots, then Leaves, Flowers and Seeds. Each card 
invited modes of encountering the living world, with each activity 
scaled to become fully accessible for those who were shielding. 

Within this collection — the Fruits of their experience — a diversity 
of personal responses has gathered. Urban ecologies with specific 
trees and an abundance of flowers characterise the writing, 
creating a garden-like collective of interdependency and cross-
pollination. Imaginative forms and personal narratives intertwine, 
revealing encounters that speak to the limitations, grief and 
disorientation caused by the pandemic, but also to the beauty, 
vulnerability and vitality of nature. 

Each piece is testament to the relationship between participant 
and the more-than-human world, nurtured by the gift of their 
creative attention. What if by the simple act of noticing, the active 
tending of our creativity and ecological connections could flower? 
Through creative practice, tendrils of new growth might emerge 
which, like a sweet pea reaching for support, help orientate 
our human community towards reciprocal relationship with the 
earth. So, please enjoy this collection: may its seeds of inspiration 
continue to disperse, inspire and nourish.

Amy Clarkson
Project facilitator & editor
www.earthskylearning.com
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Creative Pollination was hosted by Woodlands Community 
Development Trust during the spring and summer of 2020, 
both online and in and around Woodlands Community 
Garden. The course was part of our new Nature Recovery 
project which helps people to recover from the stress of the 
Covid pandemic through spending time outdoors in nature. 

More information about the work of Woodland’s 
Community Development Trust and how we are supporting 
people through the pandemic is available on our website 
woodlandscommunity.org.uk. 

Creative Pollination was made possible thanks to funding 
by the Scottish Government’s Covid-19 Wellbeing Fund.
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Tree Hugger Kirstin
Baillie

Deep beneath the chit chat, bird song and curious dogs, polyamorous roots 
reach out for other roots. They do not discriminate; like a slow motion lasso 
shifting through the dirt, collecting; all roots are welcomed and embraced. 
Pulsing tentacles unite to bridge complex information and gain affection. 
Who knows, this could be courtship for trees, quietly flirting beneath our 
battered trainers and tiresome ruminations that slowly melt into the ether 
after walking for a while under a canopy of these Glasgow trees.

Like plaited hair, roots fortify in their bond, an ever growing muscle that 
is constantly rewiring, connecting, growing and changing to enhance a 
vast underground community at a cellular level. We humans can only 
ever speculate as to how this mysterious sophistication truly operates. 
Fascinated by the mirroring aspect between humanity with the natural 
world, it isn’t a surprise to me that humans also need similar qualities to 
thrive, to connect, to grow, and to change.

I imagine all our respective anchor trees from Pollock, to the Westend, to 
the city centre and beyond: dermal cables all reaching out to one another, 
creating an underground blueprint, connecting the tree huggers of Glasgow.

I’m not a tree.

I’d rather break than bend,

fall into dark waters

and be washed up on shore.

Let the lightning strike me, 

the weight of the seasons

snap my branches

shed my leaves

destroy my soul.

Let my roots rot,

find new ways of being

anchored to the ground.

Let the water levigate 

my bones, corrode me 

to sand, and start over again.

Extirpate me and

I’ll shriek, like an angry

mandrake I will curse

your name.

Let me turn into a

scream, a thunder

reverberating through

the deep soil.

I say thank you

to the witch’s hand,

there is strength in

my sap, my streams.

I don’t need roots to 

hold up my crown.

I can grow again

start over, anywhere

And once I am dust

I’ll live in the wind

to fall on your feet –

food to you, again.

Spin the wheel,

Footsteps, footsteps.

That’s all we are.

I’m not a Tree Laura
Berni
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Anchor Gracie
Beswick

Once, at school, my friend Alex tried to recount to us some fact she had 
learnt at the weekend about a type of tree that had begun growing upside 
down because of climate change. She often picked up little nuggets like 
these and there was usually something lost in translation. Eventually we 
established that she had seen a photograph of a tree whose leafless branches 
grew so twisted that they resembled roots. But we couldn’t find any kind 
of link to climate change in the original article or anything to suggest the 
root-tree’s roots looked like anything other than, well, roots. So it was 
more of a double rooted creation, one set below ground, one set above. 
Still, thinking about roots reminded me of my original visualisation of 
Alex’s story. A tree with roots flailing in the light of the sun and leaves and 
fruit digging into the soil. In my mind the sun, burning molten due to the 
climate crisis would have been scorching the trees’ green leaves: ‘sod this’ 
would think the tree and dive its sunburnt head into the cool soil beneath. 
I’ve always struggled to view change as a gradual process.

Rain on a leaf Alex
Cochrane

Here it comes, a summer shower. Pitter-patter, a gamelan chatter. Countless 
rain drops on countless leaves. Then a more insistent murmur builds up to 
a drumming, crackling downpour.

You quick-step for the shelter of a tree and its boughs enfold you in their 
gloomy embrace. Now you can listen to that symphony of rain on leaf. 
Some admire the hidden world of leaves, revealed only by a microscope. I 
admire their immeasurable numbers blazing across an autumnal landscape 
in colours of gold, yellow, red and russet. Leaves help define seasons, give 
shade, freshen the air, provide shelter and food.

Underneath the tree you can watch the droplets trace leaf veins, as they 
flow along each tiny furrow. Each droplet bends the light and steals the 
world as they tremble, poised at a green serrated edge. Finally they fall, 
and splash onto the next leaf down and so it begins again, this shattering 
and merging of water.

You can smell the rain sinking into the hard soil, that hit of petrichor. It’s 
an awkward word for the earthy mineral scent of quenching a thirst, an 
explosion of renewal.

You only have so much time to shelter under a tree. The leaves can only 
hold it back for so long; all those droplets percolating down the network. 
Water falling from leaf to leaf, glistening the bark until finally it’s raining 
under the tree. The wind rustles the leaves and fat drops of water fall over 
you. Psithurism: another awkward word to describe that music of leaves 
rustling in the wind.

But this is Glasgow. Forget the symphony of rain, the beauty of a leaf, the 
sounds of dripping water all around you. It’s poetry now but when the rain 
doesn’t stop for four days your language will be as earthy as the petrichor.

Tree in the rain, Rebecca Crawford
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The Purr Tree  Gracie
Beswick

The fruit on the tree are maybe half grown. At first we thought they were 
apples but when we sat down and looked more closely it was obvious they 
weren’t round enough. I don’t know if I’ve seen a pear tree before, or more 
likely I’ve never knowingly seen one before. I wonder how many apple trees 
I’ve glanced at were actually pear.

The tree is tethered by a length of blue rope. My first thought is that the 
rope must be there to prevent the tree being stolen (something country 
bumpkin Jo finds very funny). It takes me a second to recognise that it’s 
actually more likely there to keep the young tree from growing slanted. I’ve 
always enjoyed growing up in a big city but wish I didn’t always assume 
things are going to be stolen if they’re not bolted down.

At the tree’s base is a foxglove and a fat bumblebee is exploring it. I don’t 
trust my judgement of plants at all. Jo’s got an app on her phone that 
identifies plants (about 50% of the time, the other 50% it crashes). It feels 
like cheating, though I would rather know than not.

It started to rain whilst we were sitting, and we briefly considered moving 
to find shelter. Actually we’re pretty well covered by the tree behind us. I 
think that one is an apple tree but maybe it’s a pear as well.

Everytime I think ‘pear’ I hear ‘purr’ in my dad’s Lancashire accent. In 
most ways his accent is pretty similar to me and my sister’s Yorkshire ones 
and to be honest if we were going to tease anyone then surely my mum’s 
posh southern should be the prime target, yet it’s my dad that always 
ends up the butt of the joke. Hurr cuts, sturrcases, and our favourite 
Aurrfurr. Looking up at this tree makes me think of him, and of his 
sweet of choice, purr drops.

The Balcony Pat
Byrne

It’s wonderful having outside space when you live in a flat four storeys 
above ground. It allows a particular connection with the world. I love 
looking out over the train station with all its hustle and the red sandstone 
tenements that situate you firmly in Glasgow, their unused chimney pots 
linking to the past. Looking west I can see the Kilpatrick Hills that sit 
above my home village. I can also see Great Western Road, built by the 
Romans. It is well used, but when the Coronavirus pandemic hit Glasgow 
the roads became much quieter.

There was less happening in the world out there. On the balcony, activity 
continued. Spring was unusually warm and the flowers were happy in 
the sunshine. The tulips seemed to last forever, tilting over further and 
further, the petals refusing to drop. I was slow to lift the bulbs. Each year 
in March I refresh the compost in preparation for planting the summer 
flowering plugs and sewing seeds into the pots. Not in 2020. There were to 
be no jaunts out into the countryside, stopping off at garden centres to pick 
up red geraniums, coral begonias and trailing lobelia. No deliberating over 
strange statement-making plants or taking a chance with something exotic 
– unlikely to fare well in Scottish climes. There was not even the option of 
picking up bargain packs of seeds from the pound shop.

We were in lockdown. We watched the television in horror as the number 
of cases of Covid-19 rose. The virus spread from Asia to Europe, health 
services in Italy struggled to cope and tragedy struck Spanish care homes. 
We stopped shaking hands, then stopped going out. We didn’t see our 
children or grandchildren. Life was different and frightening. We learned 
a whole new language – was herd immunity something that would work? 
We feared not. We thought about immunity, masks, cures, vaccines and 
ventilators. My very good friend’s husband died. A lovely man – he had 
been healthy and relatively young.

Our lack of choice was stark, our world grew smaller and more stressful. 
The sun continued to shine throughout April tempting me onto the balcony. 
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My wild sweet pea returns every year – it appeared early and grew high. 
I watered it carefully and supported it with canes but I had nothing new 
to plant. It was disconcerting not to be in control but nature is amazing. 
Whether it was breezes, birds or insects that had been at work I do not know 
but pollination had not ceased – little shoots started to appear in neglected 
pots. One plant in particular was everywhere, I did not recognise it at all. 
Well defined sharp-edged leaves shot out of the tall stems then wee clusters 
of yellow flowers appeared: rocket was growing spontaneously. Delicate 
ferns, vigorously unfurling as they thrust out through the earth – one even 
appeared in a hanging basket. I let things grow that usually would have 
been plucked out. It was impressive to watch nature in its parallel universe 
continue as usual when life was so different. I felt consoled watching things 
grow and had an urge to contribute. I left potatoes to gain eyes and planted 
them in deep pots. I remembered I had bought some sprouting seeds – 
radish. I was thrilled when they grew rapidly producing lovely, small, 
delicate lilac flowers. The bees liked them.

I have always tried to accommodate bees. They love the colour purple but 
my lavender plant looked unhappy and had produced only a few flowers. 
Bees like flowers that provide a landing platform and tubular flowers that

they can disappear into. Ease of access to the nectar is important to 
them and they don’t like having to work their way through layers of the 
flower to reach the nectaries at the base of the petals. I am swayed by the 
preferences of bees when selecting seeds. But I was prevented from my 
usual way of working.

The pandemic has brought its ups and downs. It has shown how selfish and 
stupid some people can become when they are scared and buy into weird 
conspiratorial theories. For the main part people have been willing to work 
for each other and to show unexpected kindness. When I complained 
on social media that I had no seeds to sow, the postman brought two 
packages. One was from someone I knew who had ventured into a career 
in horticulture. She sent seeds she had cultivated, carefully contained in 
small brown envelopes with instructions on how to plant and grow. A friend 
sent a range of seeds including some I had never grown before: campanula, 
love-in-a-mist and marigolds. I was very touched and happy. 

So now summer is here and I have the biggest variety of flowers ever on 
the balcony. There has been no theme: yellows clash with pinks and there 
is less scarlet, wine and purple. The balcony is wild and messy. I have 
pale lemon snapdragons, very pink pinks, nasturtiums with massive leaves, 
bronze and copper blossoms – first creeping then cascading over the edge 
of the balcony. The potatoes are doing well and I have plenty of lettuce and 
rocket. I pick leaves for salad and add petals from the marigolds.

My first trip out was to the garden centre. After eighteen weeks at home 
it was exciting. I bought a lavender plant and it is thriving. I’ve sat it at 
the door where I can see it easily. It looks beautiful beside a white lace 
hydrangea (Hydrangea macrophylla), their flowers intertwined. Different 
types of bees land on the lavender every day. They keep busy foraging for 
nectar. I watch them as they sup up energy to keep them going, storing the 
excess to take back to the hive, to share and let the worker bees turn into 
honey. Nature has bypassed the pandemic.



CREATIVE POLLINATION             1312             CREATIVE POLLINATION

Brown Bird Catherine
Mclean

White daisies tall with yellow bits in the middle

Birds are kind of flying flowers

Sparrows the colour of earth

Magpies black and white like no other flower

The purple of the lobelia

(Yes, I know this one’s name)

In a desert of green and brown

These are the flowers of the tree

Red stalks and multiple green flower heads

 —what kind of tree are you with gnarled bark?

We are in isolation.

We were in isolation

Before lockdown isolation

Now, we are even more in lockdown isolation

We have become our fears.

We have become more socially distanced

We have become a brown bird

We have not become a wild rose

We are not rooted yet.

(Re)wilding Jenny
Honey

The ground is hard, dry and cracked with no moisture anywhere visible. 
The air is thin and still, so that small noises can be heard. There’s none of 
the usual traffic noise in the background so sounds that would normally be 
buried under the weight of engines are freed up and surfacing. I look out of 
the window at the small patch of ground outside, bound up by buildings and 
high walls. Everything that grows here has to fight. Everything struggles. 
As I am struggling too, bound by four walls in my house, feeling the weight 
of sound outside, still air inside, and a lack of movement in my brain.

One of the trees has been knocked over – goodness alone knows how 
or by whom – but I find myself watching it from the window. Almost 
having a conversation with it, feeling the bond of trying to survive in 
this enclosed space.

I’ve helped to prop you up when you fell over. You feel fragile to me and I don’t 
know how you’re going to thrive in the garden. I’m glad you’re managing to 
stand tall at the moment. The ground doesn’t feel very welcoming to you. Your 
roots can’t go down very far, which is why you fell over so easily. How will you 
recover? How strong are you?

Support takes different forms – the girl next door says you don’t get enough water. 
Do you get enough light, surrounded by buildings? Do I get enough light, stuck 
indoors in front of a screen. Do I get enough support? How strong am I?

Although you are a rowan tree, of the type used to hanging on for dear life on 
wind-swept hilltops, and rocky slopes, your roots seem to me to be too shallow – 
not dipping deep into the earth. So you don’t have a strong anchor to stop yourself 
falling over. You need outside help to stand up – even though you’re not that 
young. Neither am I.

As I wait in the air, listening to the small noises of birds singing, squawking, 
and bantering with each other, I can hear the weeds as they push and push 
to get their word in edgeways, to bring their shoots up, and to spread their 
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Rowan Branch, Rebecca Crawford

network beneath the soil, Borg-like*, so they never quite disappear, just 
reappear in the same form somewhere else.

There’s a notion that this time of being enclosed will lead to nature 
moving in and taking over. Is that what’s happening here? Nature rich 
in tooth and claw. And in weed and tendril. Pushing through the earth, 
enclosing roots, fighting the tree so that it too, has to fight for its survival 
in this enclosed city space. But, at a time when human ability to control 
is at a low ebb, and nobody is cutting things back, the law of the jungle is 
gradually reasserting itself.

Others have found solutions, clinging to narrow spaces between bricks 
and in the gutters. Reaching out and finding nourishment where they can. 
Extending up from their roots towards the light, towards the sky. Green 
and tall, holding on precariously to the edge of buildings, stretching out 
their arms, letting their hair flow free. Bending with the wind and holding 
on. Fed by the rain and birds dropping seeds and earth, the wind bringing 
hope and a future. Being nourished by the sun on their leaves and branches 
while they dig deeper into the building and establish themselves.

I see them advancing, gradually moving their greenery over concrete, 
pushing into gaps where cement used to be, and wiggling their root-toes 
through windows into rooms, extending down past roofs, second and first 
floors towards the ground. Their roots divide, going throughout the houses, 
into kitchens, bedrooms and hallways. Where they can, they send out 
tentacles to extend their reach. Sometimes those roots lift the floorboards, 
and punch holes in the walls as arms reach out through the windows.

So can I take that ownership, expand my space, use my roots to help me 
grow and change?

I reach up, down and sideways, gradually taking the house into myself, brick 
becoming bark, leaf becoming wallpaper. Extending my space beyond the 

four walls, flexing my muscles and breathing this new, fresher, air deeply 
into the very depths of my lungs so that I can streeeeeetttttttccccchhhhh 
beyond my boundaries.

I look for life beyond just hanging on, beyond just doing the next thing, 
beyond trying to carve out an existence from the bare stones and concrete. 
I look for vibrancy, music, laughter, dance, colour and creativity. I look for 
ways to make a difference to my space, moving out of my box, punching 
out the boundaries and making my enclosure more fluid and organic; 
flexing to let me move out rather than holding me in. Providing me with a 
springboard to jump, run and soar, to hold my arms wide and let my hair 
flow free, to expand and breathe.

And in my exploration, I find inspiration in those that are brash and bold. 
Those that don’t worry about the impression they’re creating, but just 
say ‘here I am, take me as you find me’. Often a marauder, something 
that wasn’t planted, but just arrived, started to take over and stand their 
ground. I see you, and I know what your game is. You’re happy just to be 
here, shouting for all you’re worth that you have a right to your space and 
you’re taking it over for as long as you can.

As am I.

* The Borg are an alien group that appear as recurring antagonists in the Star Trek 
franchise. The Borg are cybernetic organisms, linked in a hive mind called «the Collective». 
... The Borg have become a symbol in popular culture for any juggernaut against which 
«resistance is futile».
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No pasaran Kirstin
Baillie

They say I don’t follow the rules, I beat to the sound of my own drum 
that sounds like the buzz of a hundred bees. I’m not for contrived rows 
of obedient pretty little flowers, grown for ascetics with no backbone. I’m 
on a protest, for this is our land as much as yours. I’ll burst through the 
pavement, hold court through a drain pipe and stand my ground through 
pebbled driveways. I’m here to stay. My flower is wild, beautiful and crucial 
for the pollinators yet you cry I’m just a weed, an inconvenience, a plague! 
Round up, Round up! You’d rather poison yourself than stand the sight 
of me? What’s fashionable means we live or die. Humans are a confusing 
species. I stand here alone, taking up space. I will not go quietly! Pull me 
up and I will be reborn and bring many more with me!

Books and Time Machines Janie
Nicoll

I discovered an old book for collecting wildflowers

A gift from my grandmother, she loved the outdoors.

Falling apart within a cheap plastic binder, 

Chimes with the first visit home after lockdown 

Time to revisit old haunts, special places, 

Remembering sunlit days as a child, 

Walking those paths searching for flowers.

Pressed, dried fragments, shadows remaining, 

Ordered in place with bold childish script.

Echoes of musty, colour lined ledgers, 

Used to list pen-pals, and count pocket money 

In that same chunky writing, making sense of the world. 

Uncanny parallels with Emily’s Herbarium, 

More withered ghosts of long dead flowers

From solitary walks, and dense contemplation,

Transient, temporary; now deftly tamed, 

Pinned down with words; stuck, ordered, saved. 

These flowers like her poems burn intense down the decades 

Refuse to conform to puritanical zeal

Sixty-six pages, one untouchable copy, 

Hidden away in the archives of Harvard, 

A zoom-fest of delicious digital detail, 

A gift to the present, defying mortality, 

A mirror looking backwards, the ultimate time-capsule. 

Rosebay willowherb - Maryhill Road, Rebecca Crawford
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A collective lockdown experience Laura
Junor

Taken along the usual route by her four legged companion/therapist/
playdate, she enters the familiar setting of the Kelvin Walkway, feeling safely 
surrounded and nurtured by the gentle yet rustic nature of the trimmed 
grass with the backdrop of the odd Buckfast bottle of this urban gem.

There is something different today, a passing thought not allowed to linger 
any longer than her conscious mind will allow that berates her and says, 
‘No there is not— it is all in your head’: a familiar monologue. Yet there is 
a change afoot, there is a silence, a fear even– of what exactly? Well, that 
is not clear. We have been told, she thinks to herself, ‘Stay away from all 
others’ and ‘only leave your house once a day’, and ‘am I even safe to be out?’ 
she wonders out aloud.

Unaware of the inner turmoil of his best friend the little dog happily smells 
the daffodils. ‘Wow they smell sweet and delicious and friendly’ he thinks to 
himself. There is something missing though – normally he smells lots 
of other dogs but today something is different… he heard the talk of 
something called ‘a lockdown walk’ his owners spoke of and secretly hoped 
this was a coded word for a new treat, especially when he heard it could 
happen once a day.

The bumblebee who tickles the dog’s nose is grateful his curiosity doesn’t 
involve his big scary teeth. ‘Phew, close call’ thinks the bee to himself as 
he buzzes down to the giant buffet that the explosion of what some may 
call weeds has brought. He has heard of his ancestors not having such 
bounties, the men come with their tools and chemicals he was told but so 
far not in his lifetime.

This natural concoction of flowers and weeds amongst the trees is a rarity 
indeed thinks the squirrel as she hides underneath the leaves. Her vantage 
point is skewed slightly as she senses two beings pass. Climbing up the tree 
when it is safe to do so, she contemplates the difference between the prescribed 
beauty the humans seem to normally accept – everything symmetrical and 

I go out running, it frames every day

Gaining some freedom from household containment 

Setting a rhythm, amidst the chaos of covid, 

Clocking up miles, a sense of achievement, 

A happy step counter, a dashboard for health

Linking a younger self, not letting go. 

Away from the city, paths hugging the river, 

Observing changes in weather and seasons. 

Aware of how people negotiate space, 

Avoiding the slip stream, dispersal of atoms

New ways to measure, a new kind of order,

The triumph of science, our hope for the future 

Reassurance of nature, continues it programme

An unstoppable wheel, a different kind of time machine.
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coiffured – and now, when nature overrules: ‘something different is happening, 
not hibernation time yet I know’ she thinks as she climbs up.

The leaves of the tree rustle and alert the magpie to a threat, she makes 
the call to her partner ‘guard the nest from your side and I’ll cover it here’. 
Protective by nature her memory like no other, she recognises faces of the 
kind humans who feed her and those that scare. She has made the mistake 
before of thinking she has found a good stash of something on the ground 
only to hurt her beak with a sharp object. She ponders that this hasn’t 
happened this year ‘perhaps the humans now know not to leave things that can 
hurt us’ she concludes. Her curiosity is peaked by something dropped by 
the human and dog – a nut perhaps she flies down but finds a robin has 
won the race this time.

The robin recognises the human for she talks to him every day and he 
humours her ‘I don’t know what she is saying and don’t get me started on 
that dog’ he thinks to himself. He gratefully accepts the seeds, deep down 
appreciative of this sense of normality. He has been sensing for weeks that 
something has changed – there is a lack of activity of the usual human 
rush – an oddity that becomes apparent upon sun rise and not long before 
sunset. ‘Where they rush to and from I’ve never understood’ and ‘Have they 
all finally realised that it is okay to stop and enjoy their surroundings?’. The 
silent ballet he sees as the humans appear to struggle in what once seemed 
normal – to pass each other at any angle. The robin decides to fly across 
the river to see if the human will give him some more food there, he passes 
the heron on his way.

The heron stands proudly on his river – aware of everything and nothing 
all at once. He muses upon what he has seen on his journey up stream, the 
dance of discontent the humans seem to have – an odd presence it seems. 
His river is quiet – it has been for a while and he likes it. The fish are his 
– there are no fishermen with their unfair advantage. There is a gentle 
comforting silence. The air is lighter than before, those loud noises that 
vibrate appear no more.

The dog, the bumblebee, the squirrel, the magpie, the robin and even the 
heron all know and feel that real change is here. The humans who think 

they are in charge have finally succumbed to something – that much is 
clear. A new appreciation that all beings can work in harmony perhaps, 
or a gentler pace of life or maybe just an understanding that every living 
being, be it a plant, a bird, a human or a dog all belong to one big family.

Wet words and dry words, Rebecca Crawford
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Nyctinacy Kirstin
Baillie

After the initial fear had wilted, like a seedling breathing relief after 
surviving a pest attack, naively we thought we’d be fine. Having both 
fine-tuned our respective resilience, a temporary hiatus wouldn’t affect 
us. We had weathered the winter together and surely the spring would 
offer a bounty of fresh flowers for us to share. Behind our bright colours 
and symmetrical moods like a fractal flower; sharp, unaffected and in full 
bloom, we could not predict what lay ahead.

Nyctinacy: A flower closes its petals when faced with the wind, water or the 
cold to protect the pollen and beauty within, a minute hibernation until 
the storm passes. We tried to embody these self care pioneers and in doing 
so we forgot to open once in a while; inward we climbed.

Facetime was crucial, yet after a while it felt like an old artificial plant, 
dusty with the plastic slowly eroding from the cats night-time biting ritual.

Like thoughtless boots that trample on fragile growth, news came of 
bereavement and you alone: a solitary desert tree with no underground 
root network to warn you of danger. I felt helpless. No nutrients in the soil, 
just drought and cigarette butts corrupting the once silky texture.
 
We are reunited. The dynamic different. We may need to repot, deadhead 
old discrepancies. Maybe we won’t flower or bear fruit this year, but that is 
OK because the seasons will replenish, and, with some love and sunlight, 
we will grow again.

Pollination Linda
Winters

It’s that time of year again: pollination of plant life, lime flower, honeysuckle 
and lush greenery in abundance. A love story begins to unfold between us 
councils of flowers. The soft summer breeze carries my scent across the 
vast space of the countryside in seek of a new romance. A lone walker picks 
me and throws me to the ground. I lie there wilting and no more attached 
to my family tree. A gust of wind carries my petals into the air and my 
minuscule pollen particles float gently away to find new pastures. I land on 
another flower and new life begins. To survive, there must be all seasons.

A rollercoaster of emotions, will I survive, will I bloom, or will I wilt? As 
new beginnings emerge, at first, all seems bleak as life appears to close 
down during the harsh winter months, then sunshine arrives. New life 
begins as buds of flowers open, blooming in all their glory.

The lush green plant life of urban countryside is full of nourishment for 
insects to pollinate. Fluttering insects freely land on the vibrant colour 
of buds displaying our own unique language. The wiggling dance of the 
honeybee is a joy to watch and feel, signalling new life. There is a code 
of conduct illuminated by all living insects as they dart from one of us to 
the next: a respect for each other and the work they do. Watching these 
incredible honeybees, it’s like watching a theatrical show, displaying endless 
talent as they waggle-dance across our stage. Each one has a purpose, 
knowing they need to pollinate us.

The honeybee’s ancestors go back 100 million years from when the world’s 
oldest bee fossil was found preserved within a piece of Burmese amber. That 
honeybee was found to be a smaller and more solitary creature compared 
to western colonies. Their social behaviour has fascinated humans, and us 
flowers, throughout the ages.

The bee community and their survival skills are special. Deep in the 
woodland area of the city, they move amongst us wild plants; lime flower, 
honeysuckle, hawthorn, and nettles. This is where they preserve the 
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ecosystem of life. This is their happy place, going about their business 
buzzing around, gathering the food source of life. Bringing life to all species, 
if the worker bee does not return to the nest, the Queen bee will die. Whilst 
out pollinating and collecting nectar the young bees act as protectors for the 
queen. Pesticides destroy us and these incredible pollinators and kill the 
food supply they need for survival. It’s is a painful and unnecessary death.

You can find a spot and sit quietly observing our daily routine. Opening 
a new door, you will be amazed at how much work these small creatures 
do. Our beautiful greenery you see around you is part of the ecosystem 
which they help to preserve for others to enjoy. The honeybee habitat 
is threatened by urban development, removing places to forage along 
railways, riverbanks, gardens and wild countryside, needed for survival.
 
You can help: don’t use pesticides as this kills plant life and poisons colonies 
of bees, instead you can grow a food source of plants and they will visit 
your garden. There is a hidden code on each of our petals which speaks to 
the colonies whilst they travel from flower to flower. You can thank these 
hard-working bees for the beauty in your garden: the beauty you see is 
teamwork and impossible without us.

Follow me to this magical place. The coded maze on our petals will reward 
us all with more life. As you look around the beauty of us colourful flowers, 
think of the honeybee and how they co-created our very beauty.

Ea sa vidit / She saw herself Catherine
Mclean

My words will make you beautiful 

Ea sa vidit 

I saw myself

Ea sa vidit

My words will make you strong

Ea sa vidit

She saw herself

And she was beautiful and strong

Ea sa vidit

And she saw herself again and she was more beautiful and more strong

Ea sa vidit

And she saw herself for the third time

And she had become tree

She identified as arboris 

And she was rooted in the ground stronger than iron.
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Flowers Keith
Moore

Iris hummed that bloody Coldplay tune as she surveyed the garden. It 
was all yellow: sunflowers, St John’s Wort and marigolds. Peace had, at 
last, arrived: the bagpipes had ceased and Len had gone for his daily, 
after-dinner walk. Alone, she poured herself another glass of wine from 
the half-empty bottle that sat on the garden table. Iris relished the sound of 
silence. They’d fallen out, she and Len. About the bagpipes. Three hours of 
repetitious wailing, for the third afternoon in a row. It was only Wednesday.

Earlier that day, she’d gone into the back lane and had another word. It 
hadn’t gone well. The tartan trio argued they were entitled to play in the 
carpark of the now closed ex-servicemen’s’ club. In more normal times, 
they had practiced indoors. They’d defended their position: they were 
spreading a little happiness to those shielding at home, alone.

She’d been reasonable, she thought. She said they were upsetting her, 
spoiling her enjoyment of her garden, her place of refuge during this crisis. 
She was going to explain that she’d never liked the sound of the bagpipes 
but thought better of it. Instead she’d asked them into the garden for a cup 
of tea. “Naw,” they said in seeming unison. The bald man, the one in the 
blue kilt, looked awkwardly to the ground and lit a cigarette. The other two 
stared her out. She returned to the garden, frustrated, and walked straight 
past Len. He was on his hunkers tending the allium. She went indoors.

An hour later, Iris stepped on to the patio. The pipers were still playing. 
Len stared at her, smiling. Putting down his trowel, he struck the pose of a 
mock Highland fling. He knew why she’d gone inside. She couldn’t believe 
it! How could he? Iris went in again and made some dinner: spaghetti in an 
anchovy and tomato sauce, with capers and black olives which they ate in 
stony silence. A bottle of Pinot Noir was the accompaniment.

Now, in the evening, in the space they’d transformed together, she had time 
to reflect. Things weren’t working out as she hoped. The distance that had 
grown between them in suburbia remained. This dream of moving back to 

the city, to the area where they had first lived, had soured. But how could 
they have known a pandemic would sweep the nation? That a bunch of 
middle-aged men would play the bagpipes day-in, day-out? How could she 
have foreseen the change in Len’s mood?

Lockdown itself had seemed no great hardship. Since Len’s retirement, the 
previous autumn, they had grown used to each other’s company. In prepara-
tion for spring they’d spent the long, dark, wet months of the new year plan-
ning the garden. She hoped it was a second blossoming of their relationship.

By chance, in the cellar, before Christmas, they had found hand drawn plans 
for the garden bearing a date of 1974. Someone (there was no name) had 
detailed meticulously what they were planting, where and why. Someone 
who knew their stuff. Iris and Len felt inspired and decided to recreate this 
45-year-old design. They spent many evenings carrying out research and 
discussed cutting back some of the shrubs that were strangling the beds.

At the beginning of March obscure-sounding seeds were ordered online. 
Soon after, Covid-19 hit. But they settled down to work. It was a perfect 
storm. The weather had been sublime and the days got noticeably longer. 
As the weeks passed, they found their stride and the garden began to take 
shape. And then the bagpipe playing started. At first it was an irritation. But 
as it became a daily event, Iris developed a deep-set feeling of annoyance.

Their terrace had set up a WhatsApp group for Covid. The aim was to sup-
port vulnerable neighbours with shopping and collecting medication. But it 
soon became a platform for people seemingly bent on outdoing each other. 
“I’ve just made some bread,” quickly became “I’ve made the most amazing 
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spelt and cranberry baguettes. I can share the recipe.” But no one offered 
to share the damned bread. Iris soon muted the app. One night, after some 
wine, she messaged tentatively, asking if anyone else had thoughts on the 
daily recitals. There was no response. She persisted for the next week, her an-
noyance growing. Soon there was an army of supporters. But not for her: for 
the pipers. “Reminds me of home,” said one visiting Nordic professor. “Takes 
me back to the happiest day of my life; my wedding,” said another. Then, late 
one night someone said: “Leave them alone, you NIMBY.” That one got a lot 
of backing. She gave up. The neighbours were turning against her.

As the first crop of flowers blossomed, her mood wilted. A sense of isolation 
grew and Len seemed disinterested in her campaign. He’d taken to raking 
the moss from the lawn, scraping irritably for hours on end. It was a sign.

It was now July. The spring had felt so full of promise. Then, they had 
taken the greatest pleasure in wandering around the small garden in the 
evenings. A new language was created and they had retained the names of 
the flowers: alium, red campion, filbert, scrambling bromwell and more. 
She noticed their development and often laughed at herself for the sense of 
nurture she felt. ‘A new family,’ she mused. ‘One that doesn’t answer back 
but can be just as belligerent.’

Such was her love that she protected them from the menacing gangs 
of slugs and snails. She chased any cat that showed the faintest sign of 
scratching the soil.

Breaking the silence with the gentlest of sighs, she finished her glass of wine. 
That love was still there. But it was changing. She felt she was letting go.

Sparrows in the Honeysuckle Rebecca
Crawford

Blossoming road verges and the Caithness fields are full of meadowsweet 
and vetch. The heat and sweet summer rain have caused everything to 
bloom into life. Your garden has never looked so beautiful; everything 
seems to be bursting at the seams with life and colour, overlapping and 
interweaving, thriving and rewilding.

Teeming with bees and beasties, sparrows crowd the honeysuckle. 
Appreciating the garden birds was a treasured pastime during lockdown: 
this is what happens when you put down the pruners and the trowel.

Let nature flourish.

There’s a scattering of daisies on the once pristine grass, vibrant dandelions 
dance at the edges. Once a weed, now a welcome friend for the beloved 
bees. There is no such thing as a weed, just a plant, beautiful in its own 
way. Everything has its place and purpose.

Mum calls the garden “wild”, but does she mean it as good or bad? Wild 
as untamed, rough, rugged, desolate, empty or deserted? (I have certainly 
heard Caithness described as some of those things). Or maybe wild as 
colourful, abundant, diverse and thriving.

When we examine these words, and our own place in nature; when we 
embrace the wild edges of our land, and accept the rough edges and 
wildness of ourselves; when we tend to our emotions like our gardens, in 
connection and reverence: then we can thrive.
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Summer breeze Kirstin
Baillie

My eyes taste the fresh evening air as we whoosh past on our bikes, past 
the mowed lawns and curious couple, barefoot on the grass sipping tea, 
admiring their neighbours’ hydrangeas; cross-pollinating ideas for the 
empty patch where the conifers used to be; and past the rabbits playing 
chicken and bats that swirl above in the bubblegum sky.

The lime flower migrates through a flume of air; the wind as its vessel, 
driver, protector and ultimate decider as to where it will disperse its calming 
invisible oils into the stressed tested nervous systems of all who wander this 
dear green place. A socially distanced soul whose shoulders near touch her 
ears feels suddenly at peace after walking through a lime tree alley, and 
calls her mum to say sorry.
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