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Climbers
ALLAMANDA 
Apocynaceae family
Allamanda cathartica
Allamanda blanchetii
Common name: Allamanda

 For vigorous evergreen plants like 
us the only way to go is up, and that 
means that we each require a substan-
tial support and need to be pruned 
back regularly to keep us from our at-
tempts to emulate the beanstalk that 
Jack grew and that reached the sky.
 We’ve got no tendrils with which 
to grasp whatever comes within our 
reach, and we don’t twine around 
everything we can grab like an ana-
conda throttling its prey, but we make 
our way upwards by leaning on any 
support, and can reach a consider-
able height and spread over a wide 
area if not controlled to some degree.
 There are three members of our 
genus in the author’s garden, and the 
gardener gives us regular attention and 
vigorously prunes us to limit our wan-
dering ways and to attempt to persuade 
us to behave more like shrubs, but we 
refuse to oblige. And although she’s fre-
quently frustrated by our unruly behav-
iour, all is forgiven when, during sum-
mer months, we put on our stunning 
and long lasting displays of the col-
ourful flowers that provide a dramatic 
contrast to our vibrant green foliage. 
 As natives of tropical regions of 
South America we appreciate a warm 
frost-free climate and a sunny location, 
and although we can withstand periods 
of hot and dry weather, we provide our 
optimum performance when grown in 
well-draining soil that’s kept moist to 
prevent our long stems from wilting. 
 Allamanda cathartica. I’m colloqui-
ally known as Golden Trumpet Vine 

Op. page: Allamanda blanchettii

Top left: Allamanda cathartica 
‘Stanhill’s Double’

Bottom left: Allamanda blanchettii

and was one of the first plants to be 
established here some 40 years ago. In-
cessant pruning initially convinced me 
that my life would be spent as some-
thing resembling a shrub, but then I met 
my neighbour, a lofty black bean tree 
(Castanospermum australe), and our 
lives became permanently entwined.

 He’s a big bloke, some 10 metres 
tall, so there’s almost no end to where 
I can go now that I’ve clambered up 
beyond the reach of any secateurs. 
For much of the year, with most of 
my stems and foliage high above the 
garden, I’m barely noticed, but in 
summer all eyes are turned skywards 
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Top left: Allamanda cathartica

Bottom left: Allamanda blanchettii

when my large golden yellow flowers 
hang down from the giant that sup-
ports me on my wandering adventure. 
 New shoots that emerge anywhere 
other than at the base of my host tree 
are  given the chop, while those that en-
thusiastically join the mob and head for 
the tree’s highest branches are left to go 
their own way, and I become almost in-
visible once again until I put on another 
floral display to herald summer’s return. 
 Allamanda blanchetii. Despite my 
common name of Purple Allamanda, 

my flowers are deep red rather than 
purple, but what’s never in dispute 
is the fact that I’m one of the most 
handsome climbers in the garden. 
 My support is a decorative arch-
way, and I’ve obediently used it as I 
was expected of do. I enthusiastically 
scrambled up the sides of the arch and 
reached its top several years ago, but 
now, beyond the reach of the garden-
er’s longest pruning shears, I have free 
rein to go wherever I wish, and me-
ander happily among the branches of 

adjacent melaleuca and bauhinia trees. 
 As summer arrives, my large flow-
ers appear and weigh my long stems 
down, and as both the hot weather and 
my long flowering season recede, the 
gardener prunes back every stem that’s 
within reach. I’m neat and tidy then, 
and under control she assumes, but I in-
variably play a game of bluff, and with-
in days, having convinced the gardener 
that I’ve been tamed and will remain 
confined to the archway, I summon up 
my energy to create new life and a row 
of vigorous new suckers peers from 
the damp soil with their mission being 
to colonise new areas of the garden. 
 I’m so glamorous when in full bloom 
that the gardener tends to overlook my 
mischievous ways, but she digs out the 
profusion of unwanted suckers that 
emerge in adjacent garden beds, and 
although some of these are destined for 
the compost bin, others are occasion-
ally planted elsewhere, and I look for-
ward to my conquest of new landscapes.
 Allamanda cathartica ‘Stanhill’s 
Double’. I’m not your common every-
day allamanda, no siree, and I can im-
modestly boast that I’m the best of the 
bunch when it comes to the beauty of 
my flowers. With double layers of petals 
in the brightest of yellows, together with 
a subtle perfume, they’re truly stunning 
and are as appealing to wildlife as they 
are to the garden’s human visitors. Na-
tive bees regularly drop by to collect the 
pollen that I generously provide, and 
they, in turn, create a feast for yellow 
flower spiders that lie in wait, perfectly 
camouflaged among my petals that are 
surrounded by glossy dark green leaves.
 I’ve very well-behaved in compar-
ison to the other allamandas that in-
habit the garden, and I’m happy to do 
little more than scramble over the wire 
mesh of a fence that divides one section 
of the garden from another. At the end 
of summer, when my floral display has 
come to its conclusion, I’m kept under 
control with vigorous pruning that en-
courages me to produce new growth 
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CALLERYA MEGASPERMA
Fabaceae family 
Callerya megasperma syn. Millettia me-
gasperma
Common name: Native Wisteria

When it comes to being the wild-
est of plants there are few that have a 
more justifiable claim to that title than 
I. As an Australian native, I can still be 
found in my natural habitat, in the rain-
forests of south-eastern Queensland 
and north-eastern New South Wales 
where I’ve got infinite room to move, 
but anyone who’s under the miscon-
ception that they can confine me to a 
small garden has either not yet expe-
rienced my truly wild ways, or has no 
objection to the constant pruning that’s 
required in an attempt to tame me.

Fortunately, the garden in which 
I’ve thrived for many years has plenty 
of space for me to do my own thing, but 
the gardener was far from impressed 
when, during a storm, a large tree, 
succumbing to the weight of my tan-
gled mass of vines, foliage and flowers, 
toppled across flower beds and ponds. 
With chainsaw and secateurs the debris 
was eventually removed, and with my 
roots intact and still firmly gripping the 
soil, I set off in search of another tree 
that could become my host and allow 
me to return to my former grandeur.  

I’m an evergreen species that’s tol-
erated only because of my wonder-
ful flowers that are produced from 
late winter to early summer, and with 
large racemes of mauve and white 
perfumed blooms, vivid green foli-
age, and the ragged bark of my woody 
stems that can reach a length of 20 me-
tres, I’m admired by all who see me 
when I’m dressed in my finest attire.

I’m certainly not a fussy plant that 

Top left: Callerya megasperma

Bottom left: Callerya megasperma - 
bark of vine.

in the spring, growth that produces an 
ever-increasing number of flowers as 
summer once again knocks on the door.
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demands pampering, and once well es-
tablished in a warm climate I can sur-
vive the worst of droughts with mini-
mal watering. A location in either sun 
or shade is quite acceptable, and I’ll 
thrive in southern regions of the con-
tinent, providing winter brings noth-
ing more threatening than a very light 
frost, and although I might take sev-
eral years to produce my first flowers, 
the wait is unquestionably worthwhile.

In optimum conditions I grow very 
rapidly and reach out to grasp any-
thing that will support me, but I have 
other ways to colonise new areas of 
the garden and my progress is as qui-
et as a centipede’s hurried footsteps. 

I’m a legume, and the name of my 
species ‘megasperma’ is derived from 
two Greek words meaning ‘large seed’, 
and it’s my chestnut-sized seeds that 
provide me with the opportunity to 
silently expand my territory. The gar-

dener’s always alert to my intentions, 
but I occasionally manage to clamber 
up something other than the strong 
support she has provided, and with 
my winding stems well camouflaged 
among the foliage of a tree, I make my 
way up towards the canopy of my new 
host. When my flowers finally emerge, 
and my escape has been spotted, the 
gardener’s too enthralled by my beau-
ty to consider cutting me down to size 
or eradicating me altogether, but when 
winter comes, and with harsh words 
of rebuke, she’s in her most savage of 
moods, and any stems that have car-
ried me on an adventure too far away 
are snipped off, their roots ripped up, 
and I wait for the return of spring 
to explore the garden once again.

CLERODENDRUM
Lamiaceae family
Clerodendrum splendens
Common name: Red Glory Bower

 I’m always ready to be of service, 
and in any garden where an unsightly 
fence or wall needs to be hidden from 
view I’ll do exactly what’s required, and 
in no time at all my deep green ever-
green foliage will transform a blot on 
the garden landscape into a more ap-
pealing feature. As the gardener learnt 
when she first removed me from my 
pot and set me loose, I wholehearted-
ly embrace the concept of ‘have roots, 
will travel.’ And once I’d settled into 
my new home, I set out to explore 
the environment, gradually venturing 
further afield, and, sending up suck-
ers everywhere I went to ensure that 
she’d never get rid of me in a hurry. 
 That’s the negative side of my char-
acter that the gardener attempts to 
overlook, with minimal success. She 
calls me arrogant and wilful and threat-
ens to eradicate me, but winter cools 
her rage, for it’s then that I flower, and 
with my clusters of vivid red flowers 
brightening the most dull and mis-
erable of days I’m offered a reprieve. 
 I’ll flourish in full sun or partial 
shade, and once established I’ll toler-
ate the worst of droughts. I’ll survive 
in poor quality soil, providing it’s well-
drained to ensure that my feet don’t get 
too wet for too long, and if I’m content 
with my life and not subjected to frost I 
attempt to put one over on the gardener 
by putting out suckers when her back’s 
turned and twining around nearby trees 
and shrubs, and everything else other 
than the fence that was originally de-
signed to be my one and only support. 

Above: Callerya megasperma

GLORIOSA 
Colchicaceae family
Gloriosa superba
Common name: Gloriosa Lily, Glory 
Lily, Flame Lily, Climbing Lily

Call me what you like, and I won’t 
be offended, for despite the fact that I’ve 
become naturalised in coastal areas of 
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northern New South Wales and south-
ern Queensland, where I’m now regard-
ed as a weed species, I’ve been welcome 
in the author’s garden for many years. 

I won’t deny that I become a bit en-
thusiastic at times and ramble around 
in garden beds that she’d rather I left 
alone and twine my fine stems around 
every neighbouring shrub, but when 
my vivid orange and yellow flow-
ers appear each summer her com-
plaints become nothing more than 
muted sighs of resignation as she 
admires my most appealing feature. 

She threatens to eradicate me when 
my flowers have finished, but before 
she can take any action, I’ve died down 
and disappeared, leaving only my rhi-
zomes hidden under the soil, and I’m 
safe from harm, with my rampant 
growth forgotten and only the beauty 
of my flowers recalled, until I emerge 
again when spring returns and it’s all go 
in my corner of the garden once again.

When it comes to a location in which 
to grow I’m not too particular, for I’ll 
cope with poor quality soil, providing 
it doesn’t retain excessive amounts of 
moisture that will make my roots rot. 
I’ll tolerate both sun and shade, and 
I don’t give a fig about frost for I’m a 
deciduous species and the worst of the 
winter weather is long gone before my 
first leaves emerge from the soil. When 
it comes to drought, I don’t complain 
either, and although I won’t look too 
impressed when I’m dying for a drink, 
I’ll simply die back down and reappear 
when rain makes its welcome return.

If left to my own rather unruly 
ways my creeping rhizomes will grad-
ually allow me to conquer additional 
territory, I’ll enlist the aid of birds to 
spread my seeds far and wide, and I’ll 
climb up to a height of around 2 me-
tres on any plants or man-made struc-
tures that are within my reach. The 
gardener does her best to restrict my 
activities, but she treats me with re-
spect, for my stems, leaves, flowers and 
seeds pods all contain poisonous sap.

Top left: Clerodendrum splendens

Bottom left: Gloriosa superba
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HOYA
Apocynaceae family
Hoya carnosa
Common name: Wax Flower

I’m not one to do anything in a 
hurry, and despite the gardener’s pro-
testations and threats to rip me from 
the soil, I held my nerve and tested 
her patience until, several years after 
being planted in the garden, I decided 
it was time to show her exactly what 
I could do. And when she discovered 
clusters of pale pink, waxy perfumed 
flowers among my equally waxy dark 
green leaves, she was ecstatic.  

The wide range of cultivars that 
are available come with blooms 
in a great assortment of colours, 
with Hoya ‘Hawaiian’, with its deep 
pink flowers edged with white, be-
ing one of my glamorous relatives 
with which I share my environment.

Soil that’s moist, fertile and well 
draining, together with light shade and 
something on which to climb are my 
primary requirements, and I’ve sur-
vived quite happily in this sub-tropical 
garden where, over many years, I’ve 
slowly and stealthily wound my way up 
into adjacent trees and shrubs. One of 
my most feared enemies is frost, and 
in regions where the icy hand of win-
ter would threaten my survival, I’ve 
got no complaints about being grown 
in a container that’s either indoors 
or in a sheltered outdoor position. 
And all I ask in return is a little pa-
tience that will inevitably be rewarded. 

Top left: Hoya ‘Royal Hawaiian’

Bottom left: Hoya carnosa

IPOMOEA 
Convulvulaceae family
Ipomoea horsfalliae 
Common name: Cardinal Creeper

 As climbers go I’ve always been rel-
atively well-behaved, but I’ve recently 
made a stealthy detour from the arch-
way that was intended to be the limit of 
my domain and have wound my way up 
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into the arms of a nearby Crepe Myrtle 
tree, but my escape was relatively short-
lived. The gardener arrived with seca-
teurs in hand, intent on snipping off my 
long and wandering stems, but then she 
noticed the hordes of flower buds that 
were waiting to burst open, and I was 
offered a temporary stay of execution. 
 Unlike many other climbers I don’t 
spread from suckers, I don’t put down 
roots whenever one of my wandering 
stems touches the ground, and I rare-
ly set seeds either, so I generally stay 
where I’m put and rarely make a nui-
sance of myself. 
 I demand a warm frost-free climate, 
a location with well-draining fertile soil 
that contains plenty of humus to retain 
moisture, and I’ll thrive in full sun or 
even in light shade. I don’t appreciat-
ed prolonged periods of dry weather 
and will demonstrate my displeasure at 

such an event with a profusion of limp 
and yellowing leaves, but when summer 
arrives, providing my roots have had an 
adequate drink if water, I’ll  produce 
clusters of spectacular satin-textured 
deep pink flowers that are a dramatic 
contrast to my dark green shiny leaves. 
And even though some may hang from 
the adjacent trees that I’ve adopted as a 
new support, there’s not a single com-
plaint to be heard.

Above: Ipomoea horsfalliae

JASMINUM 
Oleaceae family
Jasminum polyanthum 
Common name: Jasmine
 
 She loves me, she loves me not. The 
gardener continually amends her opin-
ion of me, for sometimes I’m well-be-
haved and sometimes I’m definitely 
more accurately described as a pain in 

the backside.
 I began my years in the garden by 
obediently covering an archway, but 
then I began to wander a little further 
afield, and with my ultimate aim being 
to establish myself as a ground cover 
plant I became as welcome as a swarm 
of bees in a nudist colony. 
 The gardener routinely snips and 
tugs at my meandering wiry stems in 
an effort to keep me confined to my 
designated location, and she complains 
vigorously when she discovers that, af-
ter weaving my way discreetly among 
a confusion of low growing plants and 
mulch, I’ve put down roots wherev-
er my slender stems have touched the 
ground. I’ve travelled further still, into 
a forested section of the garden, where 
I’ve twined myself up and around the 
trunks of any shrub or tree that has tak-
en my fancy as a new and supportive 
host, and I thrive in the light shade that 
they offer me. Even prolonged droughts 
have failed to deter my wandering ways, 
but when spring and summer rains fall 
and I’m at my most energetic best, the 
gardener forgives my errant ways. I still 
cover the archway that was intended 
to be my only support, and I flourish 
in the sunlight that drenches it, and I 
fill the air with the sweet perfume of a 
million tiny white flowers that contrast 
beautifully with my small green leaves. 
It’s then that the gardener loves me once 
again, and my bad habits are temporar-
ily forgotten. 
 Once established, I’m tough enough 
to survive whatever conditions Mother 
Nature imposes on the environment, 
and although Jack Frost never visits 
the garden, I’ll thrive in cooler climates 
where his visits are a winter reality that 
only temporarily slows my rampant 
growth.

Images of Jasminum polyanthum 
to come.
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LONICERA
Caprifoliaceae family
Lonicera x heckrottii 
Common name: Firecracker Honey-
suckle

With more than 180 species of hon-
eysuckle from which to chose, there’s 
one that’s suitable for every climatic re-
gion, and I’m thrilled that the gardener 
picked me. I’m a naturally occurring 
hybrid, with my parents believed to 
be Lonicera sempervirens and Lonicera 
americana, and in my humble opinion 
I’m one of the best climbers around.

Other species of honeysuckle were 
here long before me, but each was even-
tually removed as, with their vigorous 
growth, they became as appropriate to 
the evolving design of the garden as 
a whale in an inflatable wading pool. 
I’m keeping my tendrils crossed in 
the hope that I’ll avoid their fate, and 
I routinely put on a spectacular display 
of flowers to stake my claim to a cor-
ner of the garden that receives sunlight 
every morning and light shade for the 

MANDEVILLA
Apocynaceae family
Mandevilla laxa 
Common name: Chilean Jasmine, 
Climbing Frangipani

Impatience is my middle name, and 
in my hurry to get where I’m going I en-
thusiastically clamber up and over any-
thing and everything that’s in my path. 

I was allocated a large section of a 
fence that was to be my support, but I’m 
a greedy character, and once I’d covered 
my allotted section I wanted more, 
much more. The gardener did her best 
to keep me confined, but I sent my long 
stems out to explore the possibilities 
and soon discovered areas where oth-
er climbers were growing. I sneaked 
silently in among them, and the first 
thing the gardener knew about my 
travels was when my perfumed white 
flowers, which are similar in appear-
ance to those of frangipani, peered out 
from among the dense foliage of anoth-
er rampant species. 

After an initial tantrum she was 
happy to let me share other segments 
of the fence, and only pruned me back 
when I attempted to venture even fur-
ther afield, but when I once again began 
to run amok and threatened to smother 
neighbouring plants the gardener was 
less forgiving. She hacked me down in 
a murderous attack, and if I could have 
screamed, my shrieks of anguish would 
have been heard for miles around.

As a native of South America, I’m 
well adapted to sub-tropical and tropical 
climates. I’ll tolerate droughts and the 
searing summer sun, and have a pref-
erence for a location with well-drain-
ing fertile soil in either full sun or with 
only lightly dappled shade. Here in a 
sub-tropical climate I’m an evergreen 
species and remain clothed with large 
dark green hairy leaves throughout the 
year, but in cooler regions, where I’ll 
grudgingly survive a touch of frost, I’m 
a deciduous character and although I 
show my nakedness to the world in the 
winter months, I become more alluring 

remainder of the day. And with plen-
ty of room to grow and a large trellis 
over which I can clamber, I’m confi-
dent that my survival is guaranteed.

The garden’s well-draining sandy 
soil is covered with a thick carpet of 
mulch to retain moisture and thus 
keep my roots cool and damp, and al-
though I’m pruned back regularly to 
keep me in check, I’m as happy here 
as I would be if planted in full sun. My 
clusters of tubular flowers, in shades of 
pink, yellow and white, appear from 
spring through into autumn and com-
plement my rather drab blue-green 
leaves. And although I’m an evergreen 
species, I’m semi-deciduous when 
grown in a region where there’s an icy 
nip in the winter air, but I don’t com-
plain even when I feel the light touch 
of frost. I’ll tolerate hot weather too, 
and as long as I’m treated to a regular 
drink of water in the driest of times I’ll 
offer the sweet perfume of my flowers 
as a welcome reward for a little TLC.

Above: Lonicera x heckrottii
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Above: Mandevilla laxa

Right: ‘Flower’ and fruit  of Monstera 
deliciosa

MONSTERA
Araceae family
Monstera deliciosa 
Common name: Monsterio, Fruit Salad 
Plant, Swiss Cheese Plant

I have a mind of my own when it 
comes to discovering the perfect place 
to grow, and although I was initially 
planted in a location that seemed aes-
thetically perfect from the gardener’s 
perspective, I’m the one in charge. I 
always know exactly what I want, and 
once I’d settled into my allocated cor-
ner of the garden I stealthily made 
my way to where I wanted to be. My 
thick stems carried me on my way, 
and as I slowly progressed along my 
route I grasped the soil with newly 

emerging roots and dawdled along to-
wards a large tree, grabbed it enthusi-
astically with my strong aerial roots, 
and began to scramble up its massive 
trunk, thumbing my nose at the gar-
dener who always thinks I should 
be doing exactly as I’ve been told. 

With a snip here and a snip there 
she’s attempted to control my growth, 
and while she’s prevented me from me-
andering across every garden pathway 
that lies within my reach, she’s conced-
ed defeat in other respects and allowed 
me to run wild in a forested section of 
the garden. It’s a site that reminds me 
of the original home of my species in 
the humid forests of southern Mex-
ico and Central America, and I’m as 
happy as a red-backed spider in the 
darkest corner of an outback dunny.

My basic demands are for little 
more than a frost-free location with 
adequate shade to guarantee that my 

in summer and early autumn when my 
beautiful flowers appear.
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PETREA VOLUBILIS
Verbenaceae family
Petrea volubilis 
Common name: Purple Wreath, 
Queen’s Wreath, Sandpaper Vine

At first glance I might appear to be 
a relatively unattractive plant, but you 
shouldn’t judge a plant merely by its fo-
liage. My leaves, with their rough sand-
paper texture and light green colouring, 
are definitely not my most endearing 
feature, but as a fast growing evergreen 
species I can be very useful to cover 

huge leaves, which can reach almost a 
metre in length, won’t become burnt by 
the intense summer sunlight. Although 
I’ll put on my best performance when 
grown in moist and fertile soil, I’m real-
ly not too fussy. I won’t complain if the 
ground becomes boggy during torren-
tial downpours, yet I’ll survive the most 
severe of droughts with no visible signs 
of distress, other than a tinge of yel-
low on my normally dark green leaves. 

My ‘flowers’ are similar to those of 
other plants in the Araceae (Arum) 

family of which I’m a member, and are 
comprised of a white spathe that, like a 
cloak billowing in the wind, wraps it-
self around a cylindrical green spadix 
that’s covered with tiny creamy white 
flowers that will eventually produce the 
edible fruit that’s approximately 30cm 
in length and that has earned me the 
common name of ‘Fruit Salad Plant.’

Above left: Monstera deliciosa

Above right: Petrea volubilis
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a fence or some unsightly structure. 
I’m a native of Mexico and Cen-

tral America and am about as tough 
as any plant, other than those of de-
sert regions, can be. I’ve survived and 
flourished during the hottest and driest 
of times, but I’m not a plant that’s hap-
py in a cold climate as Jack Frost, my 
greatest enemy, will bring me to my 
knees as quickly as a ferret on steroids 
might rush down a rabbit’s warren. 

Although my preference is for a 
location in full sun, I’ll tolerate a po-
sition with light shade if that’s the 
best that’s on offer, and I require soil 
that’s well drained to prevent my 
roots from becoming waterlogged 
during torrential downpours of rain.

I’m not one to sit around taking it 
easy all day like a geriatric sloth, and 
having covered the fence that was ini-
tially designated as my support, I wile 
away my days with rapid growth and 
send my long twining stems out in 
every direction in search of new struc-
tures that I can grasp to allow me to 
conquer additional areas of the garden. 

My rampant growth ensures that 
the gardener can’t take life easy ei-
ther, and she’s regularly on the war-
path, with secateurs in hand, in her at-
tempts to control my wandering ways.

I’m certainly not her favourite in my 
non-flowering days, but during spring 
and summer I’m revealed as the Cinder-
ella of the plant world as I put on my most 
glamorous attire and assume my regal 
guise with masses of long racemes of 
mauve, star-shaped, sweetly perfumed 
flowers almost obscuring my foliage.

And I offer an unexpected bonus, 
for when breezes, or a human hand 
toss my dried flowers into the air, they 
gracefully spiral down to earth like tiny 
spinning rotors to give pleasure and a 
little fun to all who enjoy my company.

Left: Petrea volubilis
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PHILODENDRON 
Areaceae family 
Philodendron bipinnatifidum syn. P. sel-
loum
Common name: Tree Philodendron, 
Split Leaf Philodendron

 I hold a special place in the garden-
er’s heart, for I’m the oldest plant in the 
garden, the first to have been estab-
lished here, and once I was set free from 
the confinement of my pot I grew so 
quickly and so vigorously that my sta-
tus as a favourite was never challenged.

 My descendants, propagated from 
large stem cuttings, now share the gar-
den, but are less fortunate than I. They 
have to be content to grow alone, al-
most as shrubs that each develops a 
sturdy trunk, but I have a mate, a large 
tree that I embrace with my aerial roots 
and that allows me to clamber high 
above the ground. 
 My species originated in the rain-
forests of South America, but I don’t 
need a perpetually damp environment 
to guarantee my survival. In a lightly 
shaded location I’ll tough it out through 

droughts and summer heat with little if 
any indication of distress, but I’m no 
fan of cold weather and frosty morn-
ings. I’m happy to grow on my own, but 
I’m more content when I have a sturdy 
tree as my companion, one that I can 
embrace with my hefty, aerial rope-like 
roots, or a solid structure to lean against 
and grasp for support.
 I’m definitely easy to please when 
it comes to a location that I’ll content-
edly call home sweet home. I’ll grow in 
full sun, although my lush dark green 
leaves, which are often more than a me-
tre in length and almost as wide, may 
become scorched on the hottest of days. 
In an environment that offers anything 
from merely dappled shade to the dark-
ness of a rainforest I’ll be as happy as a 
fruit bat in an orchard of ripe mangoes. 
And if my roots are in fertile soil that 
contains plenty of moisture-retaining 
humus I’ll consider myself to be in par-
adise, and I’ll even tolerate the sodden 
soils created by torrential rain.
 As a member of the arum (Arace-
ae) family my flower is a white spadix 
surrounding a cylindrical spathe. But 
this, like every part of me, is poisonous, 
and even grasshoppers wisely give me a 
wide berth.

PYROSTEGIA
Bignoniaceae family 
Pyrostegia venusta syn. Bignonia ignea
Common name: Flame Vine, Orange 
Trumpet Vine

 
I really know how to misbehave. Just 

give me an inch and I’ll take a mile. I’ll 
enthusiastically scramble over anything 
that lies within my reach, and although 
the gardener’s intention was for me to 
cover a battered old fence, I’ve had my 
own ideas of where I wanted life to lead 
me, and I’ve kept her busy with the reg-
ular pruning that’s required to control 
my adventurous ways. I’ve scrambled 
over the roof of the shade house, twined 
my way up every nearby tree and, from 
their lofty branches, I’ve draped my 

Left: Philodendron bipinnatifidum
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long curtain of evergreen foliage across 
pathways and, putting down new roots 
wherever I touch the ground, I’ve scram-
bled over and smothered every low 
growing plant that lies within my reach. 

There’s no question that I can be 
a problem, but when the gardener’s 
tearing her hair out in frustration at 
my antics and contemplating some 
drastic action, I burst into bloom. My 
emerald green foliage is almost con-

cealed beneath masses of vivid orange 
trumpet-shaped flowers that bright-
en the dullest days of winter and 
spring, and suddenly all is forgiven 
and the gardener loves me once again.

It’s my dogged determination to 
survive, in addition to my vibrant flo-
ral display, which has guaranteed my 
continuing existence here. I’m tough in 
every way, and whether growing in light 
shade or in full sun, I’ll cope with hot 

and dry conditions as well as wet and 
humid weather, providing my roots are 
in well-draining fertile soil. As a species 
that was born in the tropical jungles of 
South America I cannot tolerate frost, 
but if I’m given ample room to indulge 
my wild behaviour, I guarantee that I’ll 
routinely put on a dazzling floral display 
that will stop everyone in their tracks.

Above: Pyrostegia venusta
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STEPHANOTIS 
Apocynaceae family 
Stephanotis floribunda
Common name: Madagascan Jasmine

I’m a relatively well-behaved climb-
er, and I’m not in any hurry to conquer 
the landscape and any structures that 
may be within my grasp, or at least 
that’s what I initially fooled the gar-
dener into believing. As a plant with 
clusters of beautiful white waxy flow-
ers that exude a glorious perfume I 
appeared to be the perfect garden com-
panion, until she discovered that I’d 
stealthily begun to wrap my meander-
ing stems, with their dark green, waxy 
leaves, around the trunks and branch-
es of neighbouring trees and shrubs.

Since my true character was re-
vealed I’ve been regularly reprimanded 
for my transgressions with a snip here 

and a snip there, and for a while the 
gardener’s convinced that I’ve learnt my 
lesson, until I regain the confidence to 
wander on my merry way once again.

I’m a native of Madagascar and am 
also found, in the wild, in some parts 
of Africa and Asia, and although I 
don’t appreciate the coldest of weather, 
I’ll survive in a cool climate if plant-
ed in a sheltered frost-free position 
and provided with plenty of TLC.

I’ll grow in a lightly shaded position, 
but prefer a spot with an abundance of 
sunlight and that has well-draining fer-
tile soil. Once established, I’ll tolerate 
prolonged periods of dry weather dur-
ing which I’m less adventurous and eas-
ier to keep under control, but give me 
plenty of water and it’s a different sto-
ry as I secretively explore my environ-
ment. In summer, when the perfume of 
my flowers fills the air, there are rarely 

any complaints about my wandering 
ways, for no one’s perfect, and certainly 
not me. And when my large seed pods, 
which are the size and shape of avoca-
dos, eventually appear, the gardener 
excitedly gathers my seeds to propagate 
new plants that will keep her on her 
toes, yet bring the beauty of my flow-
ers to another corner of the garden. 

Above: Stephanotis floribunda

STRONGYLODON 
Fabaceae family 
Strongylodon macrobotrys
Common name: Jade Vine

My species is a native of the Philip-
pines where it rambles about in rain-
forests, and in cultivation, unless I’m 
provided with conditions that, to some 
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degree, replicate those of my homeland, 
I’ll promptly turn up my toes and say 
‘Toodle pip’. 

Fortunately the rainforest section 
of the author’s garden has all the essen-
tial ingredients required to satisfy my 
demands, including well-draining fer-
tile soil that contains plenty of humus 
and that remains damp throughout the 
year, thanks to regular watering and a 
thick layer of organic mulch. Beneath 
the canopy of long-established trees 
there’s adequate shade too, and in this 

pleasant sub-tropical climate there’s no 
hint of the cold weather that I detest 
and no chance that frost will ever bring 
the touch of death to my leaves.

I’m an evergreen vine, and once 
established I began to grow relatively 
quickly with my thin stems, with their 
glossy green leaves, rapidly twining up 
into adjacent trees, just as I’d have done 
in my homeland. I remain barely visible 
among the foliage of my host trees, and 
I was never in a hurry to move on to 
the next phase of life, but when I finally 

burst into bloom, I evolved from a rela-
tively uninspiring plant into one of the 
most stunning vines imaginable. And 
in spring, draped with long racemes of 
curious claw-shaped flowers in an al-
most unbelievable shade of turquoise 
blue green, I’m the garden’s star attrac-
tion.

Above: Sterongylodon macrobotrys



17 The Gardener’s Companions

THUNBERGIA
Acanthaceae family 
Thunbergia alata
Common name: Black-eyed Susan

I’m an herbaceous perennial climb-
ing plant, a native of eastern Africa, but 
I’ve become naturalised in many parts 
of the world, including some parts of 
eastern Australia. Here, far from my 
homeland, I suffer from an identity cri-
sis, for some people welcome me into 
their gardens, while others despise me 
and brand me with the derogatory title 
of ‘a weed’, and I guess I’ve got no one to 
blame but myself, for my problems are 
all down to my rather unruly behaviour. 

The author initially invited my into 
her garden and she loves me when, 
with my almost invisible cotton-thin 
stems draped with small heart-shaped 
green leaves, I clamber up a solitary 
fence post or tree trunk and eventually, 
from spring through to autumn, deco-
rate it with my vivid orange flowers that 
each has a dark brown to black centre.

I’ll thrive in a location with either 
full sun or light shade, and require 
well-draining moist soil to flourish and 
produce a profusion of flowers. I might 
disappear from sight if I’m neglected 
during prolonged periods of dry weath-
er, but when rain falls I’ll invariably re-
appear, thanks to my seeds that lie scat-
tered across the soil and that are brought 
to life by the first drops of moisture. 

When hordes of seedlings germi-
nate in unexpected places, the garden-
er’s not always happy, and rips my off-
spring out with mumbled displeasure. 
And when birds spread my seeds far 
and wide, and I begin to colonise the 
natural environment and scramble over 
native vegetation, I’m once again paint-
ed with the well-deserved title of ‘weed’.

Left: Thunbergia alata
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TRACHELOSPERMUM 
Apocynaceae family 
Trachelospermum jasminoides
Common name: Star Jasmine, Confed-
erate Jasmine

If plants ever feel depressed, then 
that’s an emotion that I can lay claim 
to for much of the year. I’m a genuine 
two-faced character and in one phase of 
my life when, with my small dark green 
leaves and wiry stems, I create a dense 
and tangled mass of foliage, few peo-

ple ever give me a second glance, even 
when I’ve done my duty and converted 
an unsightly feature of the garden into a 
more appealing wall of green. In the au-
thor’s garden I wrap myself around the 
gigantic trunks of majestic gum trees to 
conceal their drab grey bark, and create 
a carpet across the ground beneath their 
lofty branches, but still I go unnoticed. 

My species is found, in the wild, in 
woodland areas in a region that stretch-
es from Japan to India, but I’ve adapted 
well to new environments. I’ll thrive in 

sunlight and in areas with either light or 
dense shade, and even during the hot-
test and driest of weather I never wilt. I 
survive the droughts that repetitiously 
scorch the landscape and cope admira-
bly with torrential summer rains, but 
still I’m ignored. I show my diversity of 
performances by growing in one area 
as a ground cover to conceal the other-
wise naked soil beneath large and shady 
trees, by covering an old fence, and 
I look a picture of elegance as I drape 
myself over a low wall, but still my pres-
ence is barely acknowledged. But when 
summer arrives so too does the reverse 
side of my personality, and as masses of 
tiny white flowers almost hide my foli-
age from view and the sweet perfume 
of a thousand blooms wafts through 
the air I’m Mister Popularity himself.

And as a species that will grow in 
most soils, except those that become 
exceptionally boggy, and that will also 
survive the icy hand of frost, I’m sim-
ply too good to be ignored for too long.

Above and left: Trachelospermum 
jasminoides


