Thought for the day

Marbled white butterfly, Sue Ketteley’s garden

Butterflies have an ephemeral beauty that can stop us in our tracks. Whatever
we think of the caterpillar as they munch their way through our favourite flowers
or vegetables somehow the very sight of the butterfly removes the sting of loss.
They are graceful, delicate, too delicate for the roughness of the breeze or the
casual brutality of the rain. I can remember being surrounded by clouds of
butterflies on one of my rides round Elmwood a few years ago and feeling
immensely privileged at the sight. It is usual to see one or two, but not fifty or a
hundred.
The sheer profligacy of nature has always amazed me – the numbers of creatures,
the variety of shapes and sizes, their adaptation to their particular niche, such
devotion to detail, such dovetailing of species and how fragile the balance is
between survival and destruction.
Many years ago, I read the book Silent Spring by Rachel Carson. In it she describes
how a beautiful area called Clear Lake, once the home of countless numbers of
very beautiful Western Grebes, suddenly became empty. The lake was also home
to a gnat – it was not a bloodsucker, but it was there in profusion, much to the
irritation of the people who had moved into the area to enjoy the fishing. So, in
an effort to control it a then new chemical was used – DDD, a close relative of
DDT, which was believed to offer fewer threats to fish life. An apparently minute
amount of the chemical was used – I-part DDD to 70 million parts water. It
worked up to a point and then another dose was given this time 50ppm. The
gnats were eradicated. The following winter the Western Grebes started dying.
No evidence of disease was found but when the fatty tissues of the dead birds
were tested, they were founded to be loaded with DDD at a concentration of

1600 ppm. Eventually it was established that, as they were at the top of the food
chain the grebes had collects a massive dose of DDD via the web of plankton,
gnat larva, insects and fish. By the time anyone had realised what was happening
the last Grebes had failed to produce young, the entire population had been
wiped out.
Rachel Carson called her book Silent Spring – it was because she feared that if we
continued to use pesticides with continued recklessness there would be no birds
singing, and with no dawn chorus it would indeed be a silent spring.
We just need to remember – as the parody of a well-known hymn tells us –
All things bright and beautiful,
all creatures great and small,
All things wise and wonderful,
the Lord God made them all.
But what we never mention,
though gardeners know it's true,
Is when He made the goodies,
He made the baddies too!
All things spray and swattable,
disasters great and small,
All things paraquatable,
the Lord God made them all.
The greenfly on the roses,
the maggots in the peas,
Manure that fills our noses,
He also gave us these.
The fungus on the goose-gogs,
the club-root on the greens,
The slugs that eat the lettuce,
and chew the aubergines,
The drought that kills the fuchsias,
the frost that nips the buds,

The rain that drowns the seedlings,
the blight that hits the spuds.
The midges and mosquitoes,
the nettles and the weeds,
The pigeons in the green-stuff,
the sparrows on the seeds,
The fly that gets the carrots,
the wasp that eats the plums.
How black the gardener's outlook,
though green may be his thumbs.
But still we gardeners labour, midst vegetables and flowers,
And pray what hits our neighbours
will somehow bypass ours.
All things bright and beautiful, ...................!!!

