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An irreverenT view AT The rhS ChelSeA FlOwer ShOw inSpired By The wOrld wAr One newSpAper  

whiCh TOOk A humOrOuS lOOk AT liFe On The FrOnTline

we Are indeBTed TO All whO COnTriBuTed TO The OriginAl pAperS. OpiniOnS expreSSed in ThiS puBliCATiOn Are nOT FiT 

FOr puBliC COnSumpTiOn And dO nOT neCeSSArily reFleCT The view Or OpiniOnS OF The rhS, The SOldierS’ ChAriTy, 

The BriTiSh Army Or AnyOne elSe ASSOCiATed in Any wAy wiTh ThiS puBliCATiOn

All The lATeST FrOm The ChelSeA FlOwer ShOw inCluding; BBC deFenCe COrreSpOndenT CArOline wyATT On helping 

Our SOldierS – Then And nOw, AmeriCAnS SAve The dAy AT ChelSeA, exTrACTS FrOm The OriginAl wiperS TimeS, 

jeFFery And mAry ArCher wriTe ABOuT The ghOSTS OF grAnTCheSTer, A STOry FrOm TOdAy’S nO mAn’S lAnd

FLOWER OF THE DAY

SiSyrinChium BiSCuTellA

The Sisyrinchium family has many common names, such as ‘rush lily’, 
‘pigroot’ or ‘Blue-eyed grass.’ A vigorous self-seeder and native of the 

new world, it is thought to be the inspiration behind the Snickerdoodle 
biscuit, a calorie-rich cult favourite of many a modern household.

YESTERDAY
IN NO MAN’S LAND

C arol ine  Wyatt
BBC deFenCe COrreSpOndenT wriTeS

Exhausted, hungry and far from home. Not much about 
soldiering has changed over the years. The boots and the 
rations may be better now, the weapons more accurate 
and more lethal, but the daily struggle to stay alive on the 
frontline is not that different whether in Flanders fields or 
the green zone of Helmand.

What is very different now, though, is that only a minority in 
this country know first hand what conflict is like, and what 
impact it can have - on soldiers, sailors or air personnel, and 
on families, and friends.

The men who returned from the front in 1918 – and from 
Britain, despite the slaughter, more than 80% of troops 
came home - were altered forever by what they’d seen and 
experienced there.

For the generation that has served and fought in Iraq and 
Afghanistan, or before that in the Falklands and elsewhere, 
it can be hard if not impossible to explain to those at home 
what life was like in the war - whether it lasted a brief but 
brutal six weeks, or a punishing six years.

That is why it remains vital that military charities are there 
to help, whatever the needs, when the fighting is finished.

These are charities that rarely push themselves into 
the foreground, but are quietly there, and ready to offer 
assistance, whether for physical or mental wounds, or the 
needs of those leaving the Services.

Those needs became all too obvious after the First World 
War. Today, with more Service people surviving very serious 
injuries than was possible before - thanks to remarkable 
advances in medical care - the help that military charities 
give is more necessary than ever. And, perhaps, the support 
that people give to them is a silent sign of how much the 
nation values its Servicemen and women, even if the nation 
may not agree with the wars they have been sent to fight.

abf the soldiers’ charity -  the national charity of the british army

present the highly-collectable ‘no man’s  land’ garden editions of

Missed the previous issues? Sign up at

so ld ierschar i ty.org/wipers
to get the Wipers times back issues!

at the rhs chelsea flower show

Today was the busiest day of the show so far, with 
General Public and Major Chaos there throughout 
the day.

General Public continued to praise the garden in 
inimitable style and with great enthusiasm. Major 
Chaos just couldn’t find the coffee stand. 

As the red corduroys were replaced by double denim and 
deck shoes by flip flops, Major Chaos was overwhelmed 
by a sudden thunderstorm. Being an Army Major, he 
was of course unprepared for such an occurrence 
in London in May, so he had to find shelter under a 
particularly fetching poncho.

General Public lead the charge, with the ‘women and 
children first’ motto clearly forgotten in the panic not 
to damage one’s new Panama.

‘no man’s land’ yesterday



The SeriOuS pArT

While it’s all fun at The Chelsea Flower 
Show and it’s a great British trait to make 
light of serious situations, ‘No Man’s Land’ 
was a terrifying place for soldiers during 
World War One.

Today’s reality is that any soldier, veteran 
or family member can find themselves in 
a kind of ‘No Man’s Land.’ The Soldiers’ 
Charity exists to support them in those 
times of greatest need.

The understanding that today, soldiers 
can feel lost when they leave the Army 
is very powerful, especially if they leave 
as the result of injury or redundancy. We 
are seeing an increasing demand for help  

with training and employment during 
the transition period between leaving the 
Army and finding a new direction in life. 
This is where we, as a charity, are stepping 
in to provide assistance

the no man’s land garden at the rhs 
chelsea flower show 2014 is supported by

COming ThrOugh TOdAy’S 
nO mAn’S lAnd: henry

I’m currently based at the Defence Medical Rehabilitation 
Centre Headley Court, because I had cancer of the larynx. 
I found out I had the disease last summer. I’m in remission 
now, but will soon be medically discharged from the Army
 
The disease completely changed my voice and I lost a lot 
of weight, so I came to Headley Court to try and get back 
to full fitness. I’ve been here for eight weeks; I have speech 
and language therapy, a lot of physio, and do strength 
conditioning in the gym.
 
To help with my recovery I chose to do horticulture 
therapy which has made a huge difference. The nursery is 
somewhere you can go to get away from it all and there’s 
always something to talk about with Carol, the horticultural 
therapist who is funded by The Soldiers’ Charity. You can 
go there and leave all of the hard work in the gym behind, 
and be surrounded by peace and nature.
 
I’ve been planting vegetables and flowers, sometimes 
starting from scratch, sometimes potting from seedlings. It 
helps you to unwind from the routine of Army life which is 
always on the go. It was hard at first to get into the therapy, 
but now it’s one of the best things I’ve ever done. When you 
put a seed in a pot and see it grow, it feels like such a great 
achievement. To watch a tiny seedling grow and bear fruit, 
it gives you hope, you think that anything is possible.

ABF The Soldiers’ Charity is a charity registered in england and wales (1146420) and in Scotland (SC039189). registered as a company limited by guarantee in england and wales (07974609)
Registered Office: Mountbarrow House, 6-20 Elizabeth Street, London SW1W 9RB. Tel: 020 7901 8900. Email: fundraising@soldierscharity.org

RupeRt CaRy

WoRld WaR one MeMoiR

Extracts from the memoirs of Major General RTO Cary, 
Grandfather of our garden designer, Charlotte Rowe 

FiSh

It was only now that I learned the full extent of my injury. 
It was a bullet which had zipped in and out of my upper 
arm and then split open my back for about five inches 
or so and had made its exit through the haversack which 
had been slung around my back. 

By the time we reached Charing Cross, I was glad the 
journey was over and then came the most stupendous 
welcome ever. Crowds had gathered at the station and 
roses were thrown at all of us as the stretchers were 
loaded on the final trip to the hospital. Actually we 
were the first casualties to arrive back from the Battle 
of the Somme. Not surprisingly the Battle had made the 
headlines in all the papers. It was all rather touching 
and I confess to feeling a bit ‘weepy as the cries of ‘God 
Bless You!’ and ‘Good Luck’ filled the air.

After about a week I noticed that my bed with all my 
equipment stuffed under it began to pong horribly. The 
smell became more and more unpleasant as the days 
went on and eventually I felt that something had to be 
done about it. I soon found the explanation. The bullet 
which had split my back open had exited through my 
haversack and had unfortunately hit a tin of sardines in 
the haversack, spreading the whole lot all over the inside 
of my haversack! So it was no surprise that things in the 
hospital were getting a little … er. Fishy!

please help us support the men and women who have served us – visit www.soldierscharity.org

to sign up to receive your daily wipers times, released every morning during the rhs chelsea flower show, register at www.soldierscharity.org/wipers

Friday 23rd May 2014

t H e  G H o S t S  o F 
G r a n t C H e S t e r

JEFFREY AND MARY ARCHER WRITE 

FOR THE WIPERS TIMES

 

Many friendly ghosts hover around The Old Vicarage, 
Grantchester, our family home near Cambridge which 
we have lived in and loved for over 30 years.

There is the enterprising Matthew Shortyng, who built 
the house in or around 1683. Of Suffolk origin and modest 
parentage, he was an ordained priest in Ely in 1670 and 
became 36th vicar of Grantchester in 1678. He made 
a good marriage, to the sister of the Provost of King’s 
College, Cambridge, and went off with his family to be 
headmaster of Merchant Taylors’ School in London.

Fast forward through a succession of vicars, curate and 
tenants, and the next benevolent ghost whose spirit still 
infuses the house is Samuel Page Widnall, an engagingly 
eccentric Victorian who lived in The Old Vicarage with 
his wife and sister-in-law throughout the latter half of 
the 19th century.

But the ghost whose presence we most cherish is that 
of the young poet-soldier Rupert Brooke, who lodged in 
the house, on and off, for two years in the period 1910–
1912, and wrote it into the annals of English literature 
with his poem ‘The Old Vicarage, Grantchester’ with its 
famously evocative last couplet:

Stands the church clock at ten to three?
And is there honey still for tea?

Soon after the outbreak of the Great War, Brooke enlisted 
as a 2nd Lieutenant in the Royal Naval Division. He saw 
action at the fall of Antwerp in autumn 1914 and then 
in the spring of 1915, embarked with his battalion for 
Gallipoli. He never made it, but died of blood poisoning 
on St George’s Day 1915 in a French hospital ship, and 
was buried by his brother officers on the Greek island of 
Skyros. Only weeks before, he had written the famous 
war sonnet that serves as an epitaph for him and the 
millions of brave young Englishmen who were to die in 
that terrible war: 

IF I should die, think only this of me; 
  That there’s some corner of a foreign field 

That is for ever England. There shall be 
  In that rich earth a richer dust concealed; 

A dust whom England bore, shaped, made aware, 
  Gave, once, her flowers to love, her ways to roam, 

A body of England’s breathing English air, 
  Washed by the rivers, blest by suns of home. 

And think, this heart, all evil shed away, 
  A pulse in the eternal mind, no less 

    Gives somewhere back the thoughts by 
England given; 

Her sights and sounds; dreams happy as her day; 
  And laughter, learnt of friends; and gentleness, 
    In hearts at peace, under an English heaven.

___

Rupert Brooke

This poem was read at the No Man’s Land Garden on 
Monday 19th May by Rowan Atkinson, Stephen Fry and 
Jeremy Paxman. Watch highlights online, and catch up 
on everything else you may have missed including back 

issues of the Wipers Times at

soldierscharity.org /chelsea

There is plenty still to enjoy this week in The wipers Times and at Chelsea. if you don’t have a ticket we of course cannot condone nipping over the fence under cover of darkness.

KNOW YOuR ENEMY

ATTENTION TROOPS! FOR WE ARE AT WAR AND 
THE ENEMY ARE MANY IN NuMBER!

Rose Black Spot
Don’t be fooled by the size of this seemingly small Army on 
the surface. If left unchallenged they will increase in size to 
become a mighty force, obliterating your orderly rows of young 
promising roses. Take action now! Slice off the cankerous 
fiends that have breached enemy lines and burn any infected 
left behind. 

JuST IN!
Intelligence Corp Officers today were forced to backtrack 
on claims that distant flashes were simply cameras 
across the way. A noticeably wet young officer, in what 
can only be described as ‘sodden attire’ remarked that he 
still maintained the upmost respect for his superiors 
despite being stationed at the top of a large pylon. With 
water dripping from his nose, he remarked, “rain in May 
at Chelsea is almost undetectable” and that reports of 
loud booms overhead are still being investigated in order 
to establish their cause.

Back lit against neon bolts of light the intelligence 
agency expressed puzzlement at the evacuation of the 
picnic fields around them, in a written statement they 
claimed there was no threat to anyone at anytime and 
that reports of inclement weather from the Russian 
Intelligence Agency was merely created to cause panic.  

AdverTS
From the original Wipers Times

Do you value your manly beauty.

Prepare for war after the war.

BLUSHING TAUGHT  
IN THREE LESSONS.

Don’t soil your hands by throwing 
bombs, or soil your face with trench mud.

We supply all possible aids to manly 
perfection, and preventatives for soiled skins.

Our patent bomb-tongs are in great 
demand. No more broken nails.

T RY  I T  O N  YO U R  M U LE S.

Royal Pinolia Cor.
H A Z EB R O U C K

DISpATCH:
AMERICANS ARRIvE wITH 

LATE ENTRY.
SHOw SAvED.

Chelsea Flower Show enthusiasts were surprised this 
week to learn that an American delegation had finally 
entered the Show with a garden of their own. The ‘Better 
Late Than Never’ exhibition has, however, caused alarm 
amongst some due to its apparent disregard for the 
Show’s rules and the work already done by the existing 
exhibitions, many of which have been toiling away in the 
sun and the rain for a number of weeks now.

When asked for a comment on the 11th hour entry, a 
spokesperson for the American garden simply replied: 
“You’re welcome.”


