
Lush

Victoria brushed aside the large white peony with its dinner plate flowers of variegated flush of 
blush pink stripes which threatened to catch her hair, after she and Adam had strolled past the staff 
at the entrance to Hartwell Garden Centre.  In her hand she carried a rolled-up picnic blanket, whilst
her husband groaned under the weight of a large wicker hamper which would not have looked out 
of place in a scene from Wind In the Willows.  How she had loved that book as a child, picturing 
Toad, Ratty and Mole on the edge of the river-bank, seeking a shady spot in the hot afternoon sun.

The couple walked on hand-in-hand, skirting the vegetable plots of a walled garden entirely 
designed of reconstructed Cotswold stone, which shone a mellow yellow.  Farther along the wall 
supported espaliered apples and pears which had been carefully and lovingly pruned to bear an 
abundance of ripe fruit heavy with promise and dried dewdrops from an early morning mist, which 
had quickly lifted and bloomed into a bright blue sky, gaudy as a child’s balloon.

A plethora of gargantuan cabbages, cauliflowers, and Swiss chard of Victorian lineage (seeds for 
sale in the shop), stalked the beds like giants’ footballs whilst lazy bees played cat’s cradle as they 
flew from flower to flower, humming like a toy steam engine.  Adam and Victoria walked quickly 
on to enter the heritage hothouse, the first of a series, each painted parchment white, with windows 
propped open on brass casement hinges, each trickling with water rivulets running down their 
glasses in steamy evaporation.

Victoria stooped down to pluck and playfully tuck a stray red hibiscus flower behind her ear where 
it offset her long silver hair.  She’d kept it waist-length ever since she’d met Adam; he’d always 
liked it that way.  The neat chignon she usually favoured had today been released into a sea of 
rippling waves. In Adam’s mind images of the slate grey hills and overcast Welsh skies of past 
holidays converged with the present. Always ever-present gulls had wheeled and circled overhead 
as the couple dipped their heads and battled their way along the beach as a gutsy wind threw shards 
of sand up into their faces.

               ‘Nearly there love, it’s busier than I thought it would be today. Brings all the families out 
now it’s the holidays I suppose.’ Adam reassured her.

               ‘Look, there’s the entrance to the Lakeside Gardens and walk.’ She replied.

They strolled across the rollered green lawns belonging to Hartwell Hall, once home to aristocrats 
but now a forced sale to pay off death duties had obliged the Hartwells to open up their extensive 
Capability Brown gardens as a garden centre and restaurant, to supply the ever-inquisitive british 
public with an inside peek at the peepshow that was now the lot of the upper classes as they 
balanced their estates between the demands of the National Trust or English Heritage and their 
private lives.

The couple stopped at a freshly painted pea-green wooden sign which informed them in ornate 
lettering the way to the gardens.  Entering through a filigree stone archway they strolled the length 
of the garden, bordered either side by a profusion of tumbling apricot and lemon roses which 
rambled up the old walls. Turning right on leaving the garden Adam spied a curved marble seat 
behind a ha-ha. It was a sheltered spot, surrounded by tall purple and pink rhododendron bushes and
camellias.



Adam and Victoria sank down onto the seat, and pulling open the picnic basket, he removed a cloth 
bag which he took over to the rhododendrons after handing Victoria a similar bag. A few minutes 
later they returned to sit down on the seat. The marble being nice and cool she tucked everything 
tidily away into the basket.

               ‘Champagne, dear?’ He solicitously enquired.

               ‘Mm, that would be lovely. Remember that last night on the beach in St Davids………’

The couple sipped their champagne which had been kept in a cooler, as shafts of dusty sunlight, 
struck gold in the sun, played in rays upon them. Adam slipped his free hand around his wife’s 
shoulder, spinning a silver ringlet around one finger.  Victoria nestled her head onto his chest. The 
sharp sound of a twig cracking suddenly broke the idyllic silence.  Adam span round to see two 
young lads disappearing into the undergrowth, picnic basket in hand.

‘Come back you little devils!’ He shouted.

Victoria hastily scrabbled around under a nearby sapling, rushing over to Adam to cover him with a 
discarded peacock feather resplendent in its luminosity of colour.

               ‘Mummy! Mummy! That man’s got no clothes on!’ Shrieked a little girl, her abandoned 
lolly dribbling down her tee-shirt in a sticky mess.

               ‘Get behind me Rosy! Do something Jim! Perverts!’ The mother cried, yanking her 
daughter with one hand, the other shielding the child’s eyes. Pulling out his mobile Jim hastily 
called the estate ranger, whose number was printed on the guide to the best of Hartwell Hall’s 
sights. Meanwhile Victoria was making good use of the protective covering of two large 
rhododendron blossoms as she cowered in the shade of the bushes. Rooted to the spot by Jim’s 
restraining arm Adam could only turn his back on her, the child and its mother.

               Later, in the police station, where the couple were taken after the estate manager had 
escorted them to an old potting shed on the edge of the grounds, to avoid running into any other 
members of the public and another embarrassing incident, Victoria and Adam were grilled by the 
desk sergeant after ordering them to cover themselves in a blanket each.  Each was put into a 
separate cell then endured further questioning by an officer, the whole interviews being recorded on 
tape for further scrutiny.

               ‘What have you got to say for yourself!’ Demanded the surly-faced man.  His bleary eyes 
were bagged from lack of sleep and too much overtime spent on getting paperwork done.

               ‘Exposing yourself in a public place and causing a breach of the peace! C’mon, I haven’t 
got all day, I’m waiting! He snapped.

               ‘I could charge you both with indecency.’

               ‘Look officer, I’m really sorry but we’d no intention of breaking the law or upsetting 
anyone. My wife and I are naturists and we were celebrating our fortieth wedding anniversary.' 
Adam pleaded.



The officer narrowed his eyes and gave him a hard look. At eleven pm the cell doors were opened 
and an escorted Adam and Victoria emerged blinking into the harsh glare of an over head strip light.
The couple had a final embrace.

               ‘Oy! I believe this is yours, Sir? We don’t want you forgetting anything, do we?’

The man’s narrowed eyes slipped into a wink as he held out the peacock feather.
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