
London ~ Friday, July 12.   

My trek from *”Narniaford” to Bideford (pronounced Bid-E-fd), in Devon, required me to spend a night in 

London-land.  I arrived in the late afternoon, and it was too warm to retire early for the night.  I could be wrong, 

but I believe it’s also a criminal offence to be within the confines of London, even for only a few hours, and not 

attempt to see something of the city.  My hotel is just off Buckingham Palace Road, so I don’t need to be 

Sherlock Holmes, or have a map, to figure out what, and where, the closest tourist attraction is.  The last time I 

saw the Palace was in 1985.  I didn’t know if, or when, I’d ever get the chance to see it again, so  I set out to 

renew our acquaintance, and say I’m sorry it took me so long for me to come back.  There wasn’t one dark 

cloud in the blue sky as began walking up the road. 

 

As per usual, after about ten minutes, I realize I’m going in the wrong direction (the reasons for my propensity 

to do this is belongs in another story).  My clue?  The number of people on the footpath are declining instead of 

increasing.  I about face and quicken my stride in the right direction.  On a corner, by the Queen’s Gallery, I 

encounter road works perilously close to the palace security fence.  There’s gallons of uncontrolled water 

flowing everywhere, many backhoes digging holes, numerous men in Day-Glo jackets peering into those holes, 

and a large pitiful-looking corroded pipe lying on the ground.  This reminds me of my little disaster less than a 

year ago.  My problem was nothing compared to this.  Could this be the water line to the Palace? Surely the 

queen must have her own special royal water supply? I’ve got to get a shot of this… What! I don’t have my 

camera? What a time for me to leave it at the hotel.  I could kick myself.  Call yourself a photographer?  If you 

were a “real photographer,” you’d have your camera with you at all times!  In an attempt to overcome the 

disappointment of not being able to take photographs, I decide to take my time instead.  My goal now is to 

ensure the details of this walk are permanently recorded in my memory. 

 

Buckingham Palace was built as a townhouse (yes, a townhouse) for the Duke of Buckingham in 1705.  It 

became an official royal palace 1837 when Queen Victoria began her reign over of the British Empire. 
 

The space in front of the palace is called the Queen’s Gardens.  In the middle of this area sits the magnificent 

Queen Victoria Memorial.  The figures on it have been holding court here since 1911. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Many interesting nautical themes cover the sculpture, but I 

can’t take my eyes off the mesmerizing gossamer-coated 

Angel of Victory, on the top.  It looks as if she and her two 

golden companions, Courage and Constancy, are about to 

abscond with the light of the setting sun, and fly straight up to 

Heaven, at any minute. 

 

 
* A word I invented to describe the six day C.S. Lewis seminar I attended in Oxford, at Lewis’ home, The Kilns. 



Standing guard on each corner are four bronze figures.  They represent Charity, Courage, Truth and Justice.  On 

the bottom of two of them I read the words, “The gift of New Zealand.”  An unexpected wave of national pride 

overtakes me, and I clench my jaw to fight back the tears. 

 

The glistening white effigy of Queen Victoria sits with her back to the Palace.  Her unblinking marble eyes look 

down the Mall (pronounced Mell) in perpetuity.  I turn round to see what she’s staring at.  Wow!  A regiment of 

green trees are standing at attention along the whole length of the Mall (Mell).   Between each tree, on a crown-

topped pole, hangs a Union Jack flag offering its patriotic salute to all who pass by.  The flag is a clever 

amalgamation of the crosses belonging to the “Fab Three” patron saints of the United Kingdom; George, of 

England and Wales; Patrick of Northern Ireland; and Andrew of Scotland.  I don’t think anyone really knows, 

for sure, where the “Jack” part of the flag’s name comes from. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The people around me are a harmonious mixture of nationalities and languages.  We’ve all come with a 

common purpose ~ to see the palace, and, for those clever enough to remember their cameras, (ouch) have a 

photograph of themselves taken in front of it.   

 

Some of us press our foreheads hard against the black-painted metal of the security fence and wrap our fingers 

tightly around its railings so we can get as close as possible to the palace without being arrested.  Waiting to see 

if the motionless guardsmen so much as even twitch a muscle proves to be a futile activity.  It’s much more 

exciting imagining Her Majesty on the balcony waving to us.  On television this balcony looks huge (in the 

center, just above the main gate), but in real life the palace is so big, and the balcony is so far away, that it 

actually looks rather small.  To get a good look any royal personage on it, a strong pair of binoculars would be 

needed.  Behind the curtains, at some of windows, there’s an occasional flutter of movement. This raises our 

hopes of catching a glimpse of a “royal someone” at any minute.   I wonder if the Queen ever peaks between 

those curtains and sighs to her husband, “I say Phillip, can you believe it, thay’re still thar?” 

 

It feels like we’re all clinging to a strange land-locked ship hoping that, if the sun does set on the British 

Empire, and Britannia no longer rules the waves, the Queen will take us all with her into exile, before they turn 

us into slaves. 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Sadly there will be no royal encounters.  The Royal Standard isn’t flying over the palace, only the Union Jack, 

which informs us the Queen is not in residence today.  Prior to 1997 no flag flew over the palace when Queen 

wasn’t there, but the tragic death of Diana, “the queen of people’s hearts”, changed all that.  The public was so 

outraged that no flag was flying at half-mast in Diana’s honor, that a new tradition was created.  Now one flies 

there at all times, and can be lowered to half-mast should the need arise…which it has on a number of occasions 

since that year.  

 

It feels as if I’m standing in the middle of a strange peaceful dream while, only a few hundred yards away, 

another world, full of noisy traffic, is dashing hither and yon.   I wish I could stay here, but the sun has set, not 

on the British Empire but on this day. Tomorrow it will rise again, bringing with it a new dawn to this regal 

city, and to all of us, whether we be royalty or residents, or just plain tourists.  

 

Note: The photos were taken three weeks later when I returned to spend a week in London ~ some memories are too good to keep 

locked up in your head! 


