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 ‘Daisies are our silver
Buttercups our gold
These are all the treasures
We can have or hold’… 

These are the words of a hymn sung at my junior school – I can’t remember any more of the verses but I was pleased that this verse came to mind when I stood by the two grass patches near the North Door of the Cathedral. As I write, they are still unmown, perhaps from ‘No Mow May’ and I hope they will still be unmown when you read this! 

I’ve looked at these two areas quite closely and, apart from the flowers in bloom inviting pollinators, there are at least a dozen species of wild flowers and grasses growing well. I hope that I can identify more – if the mower doesn’t get there first!

It reminds me of two things. First the power of growth. Even on the sunless North side the daisies and buttercups shine really brightly and show up well against the grey stone. Secondly, there is beauty in the simplest plant and multiply that beauty by all that is still to show its beauty as well as the mosses and liverworts and it is another opportunity to offer our thanks for all God’s creation and a reminder of our responsibility to care for all plants, to resist the mower and rejoice in the gold and silver there for us to enjoy.

Sorting through my seed box, I found a sweet pea pod in a tube marked ‘2016 – a brilliant scarlet and very fragrant’. So, I planted some seeds (10 years old) and have four plants. I shall report next time and see if my comment is still accurate. I know 10 years is but a blink of an eye in the plant world – think of the poppies in the WWI trenches and the seeds from archaeological digs? Nothing defeats a plant!

On Hellwath Reserve in Ripon, there is one spindle tree. It has very hard wood – used for spindles before the spinning wheel. Ten years ago, I planted some seeds (it has bright pink and yellow fruits) and I have a bush flowering well for the first time. So, there will be plenty of seeds to grow to add to the single one on Hellwath. Have you grown anything from seed yet? 

Thinking of the power of growth, I have two yellow mullein plants growing in a crack between two stones. Both plants are a metre high – a tall flowering spike once used dipped in wax as a long-lasting candle and also the food plant of the yellow mullein moth caterpillar. There is plenty of evidence of the larvae’s presence! This plant was also called ‘flannel wort’ from its soft grey leaves. 

An evening primrose, fragrant all night to attract moths, is also growing from another tiny crack in the path. The power of growth again. Thanks be to God.

 By Loretta Williams (Ripon Cathedral)
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