
The Horse Chestnut Tree - Praise God for  God’s Glory by Malcolm Low 

As you know “Conkers”  are the seeds, in the form of nuts of the Horse Chestnut. They are often used for the 
children’s game of Conkers (that is until recently when Health & Safety became an issue). 
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I expect you have joined in the game at some time, collecting the Conkers taking them home and making a hole 
in them, threading a string through the hole and tying a knot in the string and using the string and conker to 
break an opponent’s conker.  
 

       
                          
When I played it I had a Conker which was a 101‘er. Mind you, I was not good at adding up. So my calculation 
of how many opponents Conkers I had broken may have been slightly exaggerated, but, what we used to do – 
was to add the total of the figure of the opponents Conker which we shattered to our own. If I had shattered a 
Conker that had shattered say 10 other Conkers that total plus the one I had broken - would be added to my 
Conker’s total - an extra 11 would be added to my winning Conker. 
 

I am not a Botanist, but I like to think that I enjoy the countryside especially in the autumn and spring. These 
seasons seem to be the most colourful. The leaves in the autumn changing colour as the sap of the tree drains 
from them, and in the spring the colour as life is reborn. 
 

    
                         Horse-chestnut planted as a feature                            Leaves and trunk. Photo by Alvesgaspar. 

                        in a park.  Photo by sannse, Colchester. 
 



 
Foliage & flowers. Photo.by Jaram� �, Czech Republic. 

 
The Horse Chestnut Tree plays a big part in my imagination; it gives me a fresh dimension of how to look at 
birth, life, death and God.  
 

The tree sheds the Conker seeds which are shiny and bright, lovely to hold and feel. Like a baby when bathed 
and powdered, at that very moment we don’ t want it to change, but it has too, the baby has to grow and as it 
grows and matures it is knocked by life and its pressures, like the Conker being hit by an opponents Conker. 
 

Life takes its toll and leaves its mark upon us, the wrinkles and bruises of age begin to line our features, it is 
much the same for the Conker when its newness wears off it becomes wrinkled and shrivelled. 
 

 
Germination on lawn. Photo by Opuntia 

 

When earthly life is finished, turned to dust and ashes, life changes into something we long for, a new life of 
beauty and glory in God’s Kingdom where praise and glory is given to the God we worship; like the buried 
Conker which shrivels and dies eating itself in order to become a new born Tree of over 100 ft in height to 
praise God; with its candle shaped flowers in the springtime shining upward to God in Heaven, lighting our 
lives, helping us to think of higher things.  
 
So when I see a new born Conker, or a Conker shrivelled with age I am reminded it may become a Chestnut 
tree glowing with its Candles, and when I look at the Chestnut Tree, I stop and listen to what the tree is telling 
me, it is telling me, to shine in life, to be reborn so that I too can Praise God for God’s Glory.  
 

 
Horse Chestnut Tree. Photo by Malcolm Low. 
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