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The Strawberry and the Raspberry  

in Mr Mack’s Garden 

By Poppy Newton 

 

I approached the allotments and stood gazing at the plot that Dad 

had gardened for so many years.  The rows of earth that had once 

been home to vegetables were now less well cared for.  A new 

owner for this particular plot had been found then.  I missed Dad 

very much and today I had trouble keeping the tears back.  A magpie 

flew down on to the allotment and cackled loudly, momentarily 

distracting my introspection. 

Dad had retired to this wonderful city after a long career in 

London, looking after a very large garden for a very Illustrious 

Employer.  The rows of produce grew and were harvested for many 

years under his eagle eye: their life-cycle keeping him company 

through his own life’s somewhat lonely trajectory.  Mum had not 

wanted Dad’s life.  She had thought it would be more glamorous 

than it had been and so she left when she found out it wasn’t.  

However, she ensured I could go to see him often.  There wasn’t 

much money for treats or days out, nor the time either but Dad was 

a great storyteller and told me many.   

One hot day in summer at the age of seven,  I had arrived at his 

work, somewhat ill-tempered and tearful.  There had been an upset 
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with a friend in class, I think. Dad had looked at me with his big blue 

eyes and hoisted me up to give me piggy back to a bit of grass 

outside the fruit cage.   

“Come on Janey, love.  Dry those eyes.  I’ve been thinking up a 

great story for you this week”.  And this is what he told me. 

 

The mischievous magpie sat on a fence and looked at Mr. Mack, the 

gardener.  The magpie cackled and called out to him “YOU can’t see 

me, YOU can’t stop me, so I shall sing tra-lah-lah-LEEEE!”. Mr. Mack 

finished putting up his netting.  In his fruit cage he grew strawberries.  

He also grew raspberries. 

Mr. Mack had a long nose and wispy hair and the kindest, bluest 

eyes.  Even when it rained, he loved his job.  This was lucky because 

Mr. Mack worked hard for his very important employer. 

What Mr. Mack did not know, was that the plants in his garden, 

talked to each other.  I could recount a lot of conversations that went 

on between the potatoes and the herbs, the peas and the carrots and 

the peppers and the tomatoes.   But I won’t.  I am going to tell you 

about the strawberry and the raspberry. 

In Mr. Mack’s fruit cage, there was a strawberry that was 

happily growing in just the right place.  There was also a raspberry 

next door to the strawberry. Sun bathed them in warm light and rain 

fed them water. Both thought they were completely hidden by the 

big leaves growing above them.  The Magpie watched carefully from 

just outside the fruit cage because with his keen sight, he could 

glimpse the flash of red as the strawberry that he wanted, grew and 

grew. 
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When the strawberry was big enough to look around him and he 

was turning a lovely bright colour, he looked over at the raspberry.   

“Well,” he said.  “I do believe I have a raspberry for a 

neighbour!” 

“Yes.” Said the raspberry. 

“You don't seem very big to me!” Said the strawberry 

“No.” Said the raspberry and felt sad as he would have liked to 

have been bigger. 

“Well, I intend to grow VERY big here in my little spot of 

sunshine.  I am going to be a very fine strawberry.” 

“Yes.” Said the raspberry. 

“I have great things to live up to.  As you probably know, a 

strawberry can go many places in the summer, especially in the 

month of June.  Did you know that?” asked the strawberry. 

“No.” Said the raspberry. 

The Magpie cackled.  “Go on then you Beauty.   Tell us all about 

it.  Can I come a bit nearer to hear of your wonderful adventures?”  

And with that, he hopped closer and put his big beak onto the mesh 

of the fruit cage. 

“Well,” said the strawberry, “let me tell you some of the events 

we are expected to grow big and beautiful for - hrrmmph,”  and the 

strawberry gave his leaves a self-important rustle.  The strawberry 

was not in the slightest bit interested in the raspberry and considered 

himself very superior. He did like having an audience though. 

“WE…” began the strawberry, “ WE have to go to the very best 

occasions throughout the months of summer.   
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Quite simply we are often a main attraction.   WE go to a special 

horse racing day where the women dress in fine dresses and very big 

hats.” 

“AND a special place where people play tennis and the crowd 

cheers loudly for the people playing.” 

“You don’t say!”  chuckled the Magpie, his  beak working all the 

time at the green mesh. 

“WE have to go to a beautiful place on the river where they row 

boats and the women dress in pretty dresses and men put on striped 

jackets.” Another boast from the strawberry. 

“Bet they’re not as smart as my striped jacket!” Chortled the 

magpie.  “Black and White.  Ever so handsome - wouldn’t you 

agree?” 

The strawberry ignored the Magpie, chewing away at the mesh 

and continued with his monologue. 

“Then of course, WE have the best and most important place of 

all  to go to!”   

The strawberry paused, gave his leaves an extra special self-

important rustle and continued, “WE have pride of place on the cakes 

at the BEST garden party in the world.  Do you know whose garden 

party that is?” asked the strawberry of the raspberry. 

“No.” Said the raspberry.  

“The Queen’s!” Said the strawberry triumphantly. 

The raspberry did not respond, so in awe was he of such an 

honour. 

“You don’t say!  Now that is something!” Agreed the Magpie. 
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The raspberry looked at the hairy coat he was growing and his 

large round red middle and sighed.  He knew that most of his 

relations lived in the fields in the countryside.  They poked through 

brambles in a higgledy-piggledy sort of way.  There was nothing 

really smart about his family of cousins, aunts, uncles, brothers and 

sisters, nothing at all.  

He looked at the magnificent strawberry and knew that his 

neighbour was going to grow to be part of something special.   The 

strawberry’s little green cap that perched on his head was so very 

smart: so glossy, big and bright was he.  

Just as the raspberry was thinking these things, there was a big 

fluttering and commotion in the fruit cage.  The raspberry peeped out 

from his little green canopy to see, to his horror, that the big black 

and white Magpie had alighted very near the strawberry.     

The strawberry realised that the Magpie had broken through 

into the cage, almost at the same time and looked very frightened.  

The Magpie looked the strawberry and looked very pleased.  He 

hopped over to the strawberry, getting nearer and nearer, his beady 

black eye never leaving the strawberry.   

“He is going to eat me!” cried the strawberry.  

“No!” Said the raspberry and with that, the raspberry gave as big 

a shudder as he could and wobbled and wobbled. He dropped onto 

the ground very near to the Magpie.   

The Magpie turned and looked at the raspberry that had thrown 

itself onto the soft earth under the bush.  He hopped closer and 

closer, forgetting the big juicy strawberry.  

Suddenly there was a big clap and crack and the magpie flew up 

into the air.   
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Mr. Mack had come into the fruit cage and was waving his arms 

around. “Get away from my lovely berries” said Mr. Mack sounding 

very cross.  “Get away with you!” 

The Magpie was chased away, cackling and squawking and the 

raspberry was lying stranded on the soft earth.  He looked up at the 

little green leafy home he had just left and felt sad and rather 

frightened. Mr. Mack came back to the two berries and knelt down.   

“Ah,” he said, as he gently picked up the raspberry, “No damage 

done.  Now - we had better be very careful of you.  You have been 

hiding away and now you are all beautiful and grown up.”  Mr. Mack 

then turned and said “And you too!” and with that he plucked the big 

strawberry from its hiding place.  

The strawberry did indeed end up at the best and most 

important event in the Strawberry Calendar.  The Royal Garden Party 

was after all the highlight of the summer for very many. 

The raspberry?  Well, the raspberry had no thought to be singled 

out for such importance; yet he found himself sitting on top of the 

beautiful pudding at a very special birthday party.  

This was a fitting reward for being so selfless and helping a 

neighbour, especially when that pudding was for …. Her Majesty The 

Queen. 

I looked at the canes Dad grew from cuttings brought with him 

after retirement. They still reigned in proud profusion although they 

now appeared disorderly and more like their country cousins. 

I stepped forward and picked a handful of ripe fruit and turned 

on my way. 
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