
THE GLORY OF THE GARDEN 

Our England is a garden that is full of stately views, 
Of borders, beds and shrubberies and lawns and avenues, 

With statues on the terraces and peacocks strutting by; 

But the Glory of the Garden lies in more than meets the eye. 

 
For where the old thick laurels grow, along the thin red wall, 

You will find the tool- and potting-sheds which are the heart of all; 

The cold-frames and the hot-houses, the dungpits and the tanks: 
The rollers, carts and drain-pipes, with the barrows and the planks. 

 

And there you'll see the gardeners, the men and 'prentice boys 
Told off to do as they are bid and do it without noise; 

For, except when seeds are planted and we shout to scare the birds, 

The Glory of the Garden it abideth not in words. 

 
And some can pot begonias and some can bud a rose, 

And some are hardly fit to trust with anything that grows;  

But they can roll and trim the lawns and sift the sand and loam,  
For the Glory of the Garden occupieth all who come. 

 

Our England is a garden, and such gardens are not made 
By singing:--"Oh, how beautiful!" and sitting in the shade, 

While better men than we go out and start their working lives 

At grubbing weeds from gravel-paths with broken dinner-knives. 

 
There's not a pair of legs so thin, there's not a head so thick, 

There's not a hand so weak and white, nor yet a heart so sick. 

But it can find some needful job that's crying to be done, 
For the Glory of the Garden glorifieth every one. 

 

Then seek your job with thankfulness and work till further orders, 

If it's only netting strawberries or killing slugs on borders; 
And when your back stops aching and your hands begin to harden, 

You will find yourself a partner in the Glory of the Garden. 

 
Oh, Adam was a gardener, and God who made him sees 

That half a proper gardener's work is done upon his knees, 

So when your work is finished, you can wash your hands and pray 
For the Glory of the Garden, that it may not pass away! 

And the Glory of the Garden it shall never pass away!  

 

Rudyard Kipling (30 December 1865 – 18 January 1936) 
 

 



RUDYARD KIPLING 

Joseph Rudyard Kipling (30 December 1865 – 18 January 1936) was an English poet, short-
story writer, and novelist chiefly remembered for his celebration of British imperialism, tales 

and poems of British soldiers in India, and his tales for children.  

 

He was born in Bombay, in the Bombay Presidency of British India, and was taken by his 
family to England when he was five years old.  

 

Kipling is best known for his works of fiction, including The Jungle Book (1894) (a collection 
of stories which includes Rikki-Tikki-Tavi), Kim (1901) (a tale of adventure), many short 

stories, including The Man Who Would Be King (1888); and his poems, including Mandalay 

(1890), Gunga Din (1890), The White Man's Burden (1899) and If— (1910). He is regarded as a 
major innovator in the art of the short story; his children's books are enduring classics of 

children's literature; and his best works are said to exhibit "a versatile and luminous narrative 

gift". 

 
Kipling was one of the most popular writers in England, in both prose and verse, in the late 19th and early 20th centuries. 

The author Henry James said of him: "Kipling strikes me personally as the most complete man of genius (as distinct from 

fine intelligence) that I have ever known." In 1907, he was awarded the Nobel Prize in Literature, making him the first 
English language writer to receive the prize, and to date he remains its youngest recipient. Among other honours, he was 

sounded out for the British Poet Laureateship and on several occasions for a knighthood, all of which he declined. 

 
Kipling's subsequent reputation has changed according to the political and social climate of the age and the resulting 

contrasting views about him continued for much of the 20th century. A young George Orwell called him a "prophet of 

British imperialism". According to critic Douglas Kerr: "He is still an author who can inspire passionate disagreement and 

his place in literary and cultural history is far from settled. But as the age of the European empires recedes, he is 
recognised as an incomparable, if controversial, interpreter of how empire was experienced. That, and an increasing 

recognition of his extraordinary narrative gifts, make him a force to be reckoned with." 

 
Kipling kept writing until the early 1930s, but at a slower pace and with much less success than before. He died of a 

perforated duodenal ulcer on 18 January 1936, two days before George V, at the age of 70. (His death had in fact 

previously been incorrectly announced in a magazine, to which he wrote, "I've just read that I am dead. Don't forget to 

delete me from your list of subscribers.") 
 

Kipling in Victoria 
“Were I an intending immigrant,” he wrote in 1908, “I would risk a great deal of discomfort to get on the land in British 

Columbia, and were I rich, with no attachments outside England, I would swiftly buy me a farm or a house in that country 

for the mere joy of it.” 

 
In one poem, he called Canada “Our Lady of the Snows,” a description that is said to have had a great damping effect on 

immigration to the country, and, wrote one researcher, led "a majority of British people to think of Canada as a sort of ice-

cap.” 
 

But it was Kipling who, after visiting Victoria, called it a Little Bit of Old England. “Amongst all the beautiful places in 

the world, and I think I have seen the most beautiful of them, Victoria ranks the highest.” According to Kipling, “To 
realize Victoria you must take all that the eye admires in Bournemouth… the Isle of Wight and Happy Valley of Hong 

Kong, the Doon, Sorrento and Camps Bay, and add reminiscences on the Thousand Islands, and arrange the whole around 

the Bay of Naples, with some Himalayas for the background.” 

 


