| decided this morning that | am going to try to get outa
bit more. Not downstairs, obviously, but out into the
gardens. They are trimmed and mowed and look more
like a park or the gardens of a stately home than the kind
of gardens ordinary people have — those real lived-in
gardens with bikes and trikes and swing-ball posts and
lsundry on the line. The gardens here are lovely, but abit
unfriendly - 1 half expect to see a ‘Do not walk on the GoRes 5
grass’ sign. But there isn't one. Not yet, anyway. ' CopEe  my room. The other girls
| have been here years, but have never spentmuch s ot each othy i
time exploring. Re-reading The Secret Garden has mac
me want to look around. I'm not foolish enough to th
that 1 will find new friends out here, but I'do
away from her would be good. A bit of head-3|
| spent this evening exploring. | crqlt
were all together watching Buck Rogers.
from the house you go, once you are &
drive where Pete parks his Cortina, the mor
Just pastthe appleorchard, | found.
surrounded by bushes. It is al S

The bushes are trimmed like 2w

} ,“" into the trees with a wooden door in it, In
rxf’- ] ‘:.'i.'*(statue of a child on a pedestal. It's
Itis lovely and quiet and from inside those

s 1 can't see Thornhill — so they won't be able

ac bumped into Jane and Pete in the
surprised to see me and then went a
ved to get together? | don't know.



[ have had a lovely day. Alone, but quiet and calm. | haye
spent it outside in the garden, my gardem, completely
absorbed in making body parts for my new puppets. |
prepared my materials last night: the scraping tools for
shaping clay and needles for deﬁnmonlnd lluhﬁgh
tmforkeepunsdtebitsinmd tthem all on a tray, |

w sitting at the base of the statue with, my tray of
equif spcudoutondwnonestep Itwasn't sunny
bu _m,dn'tfedcold I was too engrossed in making

arms and hands, upper arms, thighs, lmrlegnndfeet
| am making Colin and Dickon from The Secret Garden to
‘erycompany As I designed all the

. + Tknew exactly what | was
Mywbnwouldevolveﬁ'om
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Kathleen had a flask of tea and a bacon sandwich nlmady
wrapped up for me when | went down with my tray of

: bﬂﬂl sitting under is. It is a young child in

]\ihm.ngel but without any wings. She

s gupped, held out in front of her, as if she is
othing ?_mnng for something to be put

es this morning. | like Kathleen. She is kind i
z‘:m}:;fuss i She is odd, but [ like her. |
mebardswcrenngmgmd e o, 1 felt ! ng precious I can give her.
srongrand bppier v ek R M ksl acrors .

the gravel drive, The



[ rushed out into the garden after school today. | needed

to be away from them all.
[ had done my homework. I kad! But when I went to

take it out of my bag it was gone.

I had to do it with Mr Braithwaite. At
alone, but still one of them managed to

y home from school I kept my head down
-comments like, ‘Where's your
” and “The mysterious case of the
Mthink they are so funny. But they
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Dtl'o H‘, ,%Z ;2,1;-'-‘,‘tgbi,ppick-itup.When!gotbacktomyroom.all

23553 ﬁ.."y‘.'was'spik varnish, unused clay and some
Secret garden? Ha! | can't even get that right. Ty e

believe I thought I had something, Somewhere ¢ Mysel | posose L but mostly I'm sad. Sad that [ have
outside this room, 72 s g know it’s silly but it
Ididn't notice them at first, [ was so Wrapped up in oned a friend. Poor Dickon! Was

what | was doing. It was only when something
nearby that I realized someone was throwi,
apples at me from over the wa
landed close to me 7
another knocked

and fast

s him? I don't know. When |
' 'like I am somewhere else.




