
    

    

    
    
  Mary Quite Contrary

 

    
  Mary Lennox was a child of almost nine years who everyone thought was disagreeable, not just because of her looks, but especially because she was bad-tempered. She had lived in India since she was born and she was an only child. Her parents were English and had moved there because of the work her father carried out for the British government.

  She was always pale and sickly, alone and bored. From the moment she was born, she had been entrusted to the care of an ayah, an Indian servant whom she had never grown fond of. Why was such a privileged child not happy? It's simple: because she wasn't loved.

 

  

    

    

    
    
  Her father was never home. Her mother, a young, pretty and elegant woman, thought only of clothes and parties instead of thinking of her own daughter. Nobody showed interest in her, nobody cuddled her or looked at her with love. So Mary became a child with a closed mind and a hard heart. The servants spoiled her and obeyed her every command to avoid conflicts with their masters. Everything Mary said was law. And this little, terrible queen got angrier and angrier at everyone and everything.

  But one day, things changed. The cholera broke out and it reached the Lennox residence. Mary, forgotten by everyone, listened while the adults talked and the servants cried. For the last time she listened to her mother's voice, who was worried about the situation, but not about her daughter.

 

    
  Then silence came. "They have forgotten about me..." she said to herself the day nobody came back and no one spoke anymore. The few survivors had left to avoid contagion and no one had thought of her. Mary had to get food by herself for the first time: she was so hungry that she went into the kitchen and grabbed some fruit. A snake slithered on the floor, but the child wasn't scared: she knew that, just like everyone else, the snake wasn't interested in her.

 

    
  She spent strange and silent hours alone, growing moody and disheartened, until she

  fell asleep.

  Colonel McGrew entered the house and told his colleague to search the place carefully. "Such desolation...".

 

  

    

    

    
    
  "Colonel! There's a little girl here!".

  "A little girl?".

  Mary, who had been woken up by the soldiers, stood up and said sternly: "I'm Mary Lennox".

  "How can you still be alive? Poor girl, there's no one left to take care of you. We'll bring you to the clergyman's house".

  Mary wasn't desperate because she couldn't miss the love she had never received. But she couldn't bear the living conditions in the small clergyman's house. There were five annoying children who fought all the time and stole each other's toys and no one served her like the ayah had always done.

  Mary was so disagreeable with everyone that no one wanted to be with her. She played alone, building small gardens with heaps of soil and narrow paths that she marked on the ground with a stick.

 

  

    

    

    
    
  And those insufferable children teased her:

  "Mistress Mary, quite contrary,

  How does your garden grow?

  With silver bells, and cockle shells,

  And marigolds all in a row".

 

    
  After a few days, it was finally time to find a new house for Mary. They told her she had to get on a ship to England, where one of her relatives lived. Mary was happy to leave but she seemed unconcerned because she wasn't used to showing her emotions. Besides, she didn't care where she was going to live and with whom. It was as if all her fears and hopes, if she ever had any at all, had disappeared inside of her.

  The little girl travelled with a family and once they reached London, they took her to a lady who had been sent by her mysterious relative. The woman came up to her slowly, looking at her like you would look at an insignificant object. "Oh, my goodness" she said. "What an ugly child". Then she added: "I'm Mrs. Medlock. Your uncle, Archibald Craven, has sent me. From this moment on, you'll live with him at Misselthwaite Manor, but don't expect to see him. I was given strict instructions: you can't look for him, because he doesn't wish to be disturbed".

 

  

    

    

    
    
  Mary didn't care about meeting her uncle; the woman described him as hunchbacked, quick-tempered and surly.

 

    
  The trip from London to Misselthwaite Manor seemed endless. The wind howled and the carriage was very noisy. She looked outside the window at the falling rain and she fell asleep. When Mary opened her eyes, she saw the stretches of dry grass of the moor that moved in the wind like sea waves. She didn't know what the moor was, but she would find out very soon.

 

    
  The First Smile

 

    
  Misselthwaite Manor was a huge building with lots of windows, maybe hundreds of them. To get there, the carriage passed through a gate; beyond the gate, there was a very large park with a long driveway in the middle. Mary couldn't say she had ever been happy, but she had never felt so sad like she did in that moment.

 

  

    

    

    
    
  Mary and Mrs Medlock walked through the entrance and into a wide and dim hall. Creepy paintings and menacing armours were hanging on the walls. They walked in silence along a corridor, climbed a short flight of steps and went through two more corridors before stopping in front of a door. "You're going to live in this room and the one next to it and you can't absolutely snoop around in the other rooms!" said the housekeeper sternly, while she opened the door. The walls of the room were decorated with a wallpaper that depicted life in a forest: trees, plants, a few people, a castle in the distance.

  The first morning she opened her eyes in her new bed, the child saw someone raking up cinders in the fireplace: it was Martha, a young housemaid. From the windows Mary could only see a dreary, colourless stretch of land. "What's that?" she asked.

 

  

    

    

    
    
  "It's the moor, do you like it?" answered Martha cheerfully. "No, I hate it". "Maybe because you don't know it. You'll see how beautiful it will be when spring and its colours come!".

  Mary stared at the girl with mistrust. In India, servants didn't talk to their masters with such familiarity. And she had an accent which was difficult to understand. "You're weird" said Mary. Martha answered with a smile and explained: "I know, I'm a simpleton and I speak in dialect. But don't you know this place is weird too? The master is always away". "Are you my servant?". "I'm Mrs Medlock's servant". "And who is going to dress me?". "Dress you? Can't you do it at your age? Well, now's the right time to learn. You'll find your dress for today in the closet".

 

    
  Mary was furious: how did a servant dare to speak to her this way? She wanted to cry.

 

    
  "Come on, don't be like that. Since it's your first time, I'll help you a little bit". Martha, who had grown up in a poor house in the moor with many brothers and sisters, was used to taking care of children. While she helped Mary with delicate and tender movements, she told her: "My brother Dickon is twelve years old and he trained a pony. He knows all the animals of the moor. My family is made up of twelve people. If my siblings saw all the food you have to eat, they'd gobble it up in a second!".

 

  

    

    

    
    
  Mary stared at the table set for breakfast with a bored look. "I don't want it. Bring it to them!". "It's not mine. And besides, my day out is in a month". "Come with me in the garden". "You can go alone. You have to learn to play on your own". Martha brought her a heavy coat and boots and kept helping her and talking to her. "There are a lot of gardens here. You can go in all of them, except one, which has been locked for more than ten years". "Why?".

 

    
  "Your uncle, Mr Craven, decided to lock it after his wife died. That was their favourite garden".

 

    
  Mary got out of the house, thinking that maybe she would meet Dickon or find a way to enter the forbidden garden. She wondered how the plants looked like in a place that had been shut for so long... and she wondered where the door of the garden was...

 

    
  She walked along the gardens' walls and she reached one full of plants and trees. An old man walked in right after her and started digging with a serious look on his face.

  "What sort of place is this?" she asked.

  "A kitchen garden" answered the man.

  "And what's beyond it?".

  "Another kitchen garden".

  "And then?".

  "Other gardens".

  "Can I go there?".

 

  

    

    

    
    
  "If you want to. But there's not much to see". Without saying goodbye, Mary kept exploring and she found herself in front of a wall covered with ivy. Above the wall, she could see the top of the trees. She walked along the walls, but couldn't find the door. All of a sudden she spotted a robin redbreast sitting on a tree branch: when the bird greeted her with his sweet song, Mary felt joy for the first time in her life. She smiled at him and thought: "That must really be the secret garden...".

  When she walked back and passed the kitchen garden, she noticed that the robin had flown there."There you are, little rascal!" said the man she had met before. He wasn't frowning anymore. He looked like a whole different person. The bird tilted his head as if he was paying attention to the gardener's words.

  "Why does he do that?" asked Mary.

 

    
  "He wants us to understand he's our friend. And he chose two ill-tempered people like you and I".

 

    
  "I've never had friends" replied Mary.

  "What is your name?".

  "Ben Weatherstaff".

 

    
  In the meantime, the bird flew back towards the walls without a door. "Where's the door to enter that garden beyond the wall?" asked Mary. The man looked sulky again: "There is no door. Don't be nosey. And now go. I have to keep working".

 

  

    

    

    
    
  A Mysterious Cry

 

    
  Every morning, Mary went out to explore the gardens. The fresh air filled her lungs, made her cheeks rosy and lit up her eyes. She started getting hungry and she ate everything that was served to her with relish. She understood that the robin's nest was inside the locked garden and she did all she could to find the door... but failed.

  "There must have been a door once upon a time" she kept repeating, while walking around the walls covered with ivy.

  "Why do you think about that garden all the time? There are other ways to play" said Martha. But Mary was obsessed.

 

  

    

    

    
    
  "Listen... the wind is howling. If you dress warmly, you can walk around in the moor..." said the housemaid one day.

  But Mary didn't think that the wailing sound she heard was coming from outside. "It sounds like a child crying" but Martha became nervous, said that wasn't true and changed the subject.

  The next day it rained very hard. Mary looked out the window: the moor was hidden by the fog. She couldn't go outside, so she decided to explore the rooms on her floor and upstairs. "I want to count them, I wonder if there are really a hundred...".

 

    
  It was the first time she wandered along the corridors that were once inhabited by rich and happy people. Not all rooms were locked and Mary went everywhere she could. The tapestries hanging on the walls, the carved furniture, the sumptuous carpets were all covered with dust and cobwebs, as if an evil spell had suddenly stopped life. She found a family of mice that went in and out of a hole in a velvet pillow they had nibbled on undisturbed.

 

    
  She played with a collection of elephants made of carved ivory like the ones she had in India. She also discovered something interesting: there was a door hidden behind the tapestry of a room.

 

    
  She was about to open it, when Mrs Medlock stopped her, snarling: "What are you doing here?"

 

  

    

    

    
    
  "I got lost" Mary answered at once. "And I heard someone crying".

  "Nonsense. If you don't stay in your room, I will box your insolent ears!".

  The housekeeper grabbed her by the arm and pushed her at the door of her room, threatening to lock her inside if she dared snoop around again. Mary didn't react, keeping her anger bottled up inside.

  Two days later, it stopped raining and the wind calmed down. The moor looked completely different under the bright blue sky. Mary had never seen a sky so blue.

 

    
  Martha said to her: "In the spring, the moor will be full of Scotch brooms, heather, violets and bluebells. Bees, butterflies and larks will come and you will want to stay outside from morning to evening, just like my brother Dickon does. Last year he saved a fox and trained a crow. He called him Soot".

  Mary went outside, intrigued by the stories about Dickon. She walked around the fountain for a little bit and looked up, imagining how great it would be to fly like birds did and rest on a cloud of whipped cream. She reached Ben in the kitchen garden and asked him: "What is this fresh, good smell?".

  "It's the earth. It's happy because many things will grow out of it".

  "What things?".

  "All sorts of things: daffodils, snowdrops, crocuses".

  "How long is it going to take? A whole night?".

  "Oh no, much longer than that.

  We need to be patient".

 

  

    

    

    
    
  The robin appeared on a tree branch and invited the girl to follow him. Mary did and watched him as he landed and pecked the ground as if he was searching for something. He allowed her to get so close that Mary, surprised and not wishing to scare him, held her breath. What was in the place her friend was pointing at? A rusty piece of metal? A brass ring? No. It was an old key that someone had buried so nobody could find it. Mary picked it up, cleaned it and stared at it for a while. "Oh, well done. It's the key to the secret garden!" she said. "Now we just need to find the door". But it was time to go back inside, so she put the key in her pocket, determined never to part from it.

  Martha returned from her day out with many stories to tell. While she cleaned up Mary's room, she said: "The house smelled like warm bread and we all felt as happy as kings. I told them all about you".

 

    
  Mary liked listening to her voice, it made her feel cheerful. And she was happy that Martha, Dickon and her siblings found her tales about India, wild forests, elephants, tigers, lions and camels fascinating.

  But she couldn't stop thinking about the secret garden: "Martha, why did Mr. Craven lock the garden if he liked it so much?".

  The housemaid looked around to make sure no one was listening and whispered: "That was his and his wife's favourite place.

 

  

    

    

    
    
  They always went there to read, talk and rest. But unfortunately, while they were in the garden, his wife fell from a low branch she was sitting on and died the following day. Mr. Craven, mad with grief, didn't want anyone to go there ever again".

  Now Mary understood. They were quiet for a few minutes.

  Then Martha grabbed something from under her apron and gave Mary a present from her mother: it was a nice and sturdy skipping rope, with striped red and blue handles.

 

    
  "What is it for?" asked the little girl, who had never seen one in all her life.

  Martha began skipping while Mary smiled wider and wider and her mouth opened to say: "Thank you!".

 

  

    

    

    
    
  Something Magical

 

    
  Skipping the rope was a wonderful game. Mary skipped in all the gardens, kitchen gardens and orchards of Misselthwaite Manor and then stopped to catch her breath. And then came the little robin, lively and happy to see his new friend. His feet were resting on the ivy branches that covered the wall of the secret garden. Something magical happened in that moment: a gust of wind moved the plant as if it were a curtain and she saw a round, shiny knob.

 

    
  Mary grabbed it at once, almost afraid it would disappear. This was the knob of the secret garden's door! And there was a keyhole as well!

 

    
  "Thank you, my friend!" she said to the robin, who flew around the knob to show he was happy too. Mary took the key out of the pocket, put it into the keyhole and turned it. She pushed hard and after a little while the door slowly opened, freeing itself from the ivy that had covered it for more than ten years. "I can't believe it, I'm in the secret garden!" said Mary, looking around. "Everything is so still!".

  The rose plants, grey and lifeless, had grown all over the place, hanging onto the trunks of very high trees. Old pergolas, flowerbeds and paths were entirely covered with yellowish grass.

 

  

    

    

    
    
  "I hope the garden's not dead yet. It would be so beautiful if it could have flowers after such a long time...".

 

    
  Mary was dispirited because she couldn't understand if there was still life under the leaves and dry weeds. But she examined the ground very carefully and found a tiny sign of life. With her hands and a pointy stick, she freed every bud that was coming out of the earth so that they could breathe easier; the robin kept to her side, glad to discover new food.

 

    
  The following day, Martha couldn't believe her ears and eyes: Mary woke up at dawn, got dressed and had a hearty breakfast. She kept looking towards the gardens, sighing and saying weird things like: "I wish it was spring already!". "I wish I had a spade to dig!".

  "I wish I knew how to make plants grow!".

  Did the skipping cord encourage her to take up gardening? The girl answered mentioning her brother: "Dickon knows all types of plants and he would be able to make a flower grow out of a wall!".

  That was just what Mary needed. But what could she do? They sent Dickon to buy her gardening tools and small bags of seeds.

  Inside the secret garden, the sun shined warmly for a whole week.

  Mary worked very hard.

 

  

    

    

    
    
  She loved staying outside, cleaning the flowerbeds and the plants, pulling weeds. The harder she worked, the happier she was. Meanwhile, the robin went back and forth from the secret garden to the kitchen garden, as if he wanted to say to Ben how good Mary was. Mary and Ben became friends too.

  "When you came to Misselthwaite Manor, you looked like a plucked crow, so thin, scrawny, sad and whiny. You really have changed!" noticed Ben. The robin flew on the handle of his spade and tweeted happily."Ben, what would you plant if you had a garden of your own?" asked Mary. She didn't want him to discover her secret, but she needed useful information to brighten up the garden.

  "Cabbage, potatoes and onions".

  "I was talking about flowers".

  "Then bulbs and roses".

 

    
  Ben told her he had learned to love roses thanks to the lady he used to work for.

  "I saw her kiss a rose once!""And where is that lady now?".

  "In Heaven".

 

    

  Mary understood that the lady was her aunt and she asked Ben in what period she could find rose buds, how did you prune roses, how could you tell if a rose was still alive. The old man answered all her questions and said: "How come you're so interested in gardening? You have become too curious". So as not to arouse suspicion, Mary walked around a little bit. She played with her skipping rope, she walked beside the laurel bushes, got out of the gate and reached a thicket at the entrance of the park.

 


  


    

    

    
    
  A boy was sitting on the ground with his back against a tree trunk and was playing a wooden pipe. Mary stopped to stare at him: it seemed like he was twelve years old, he was funny looking, had curly red hair, blue eyes, an upturned nose and cheeks as red as poppies. Beside him, there was a small squirrel. Nearby, there were two rabbits and a pheasant was peeping out of a bush. The boy stopped playing and gestured her to get closer slowly so as not to scare the animals.

  "I'm Dickon. And I know you're Miss Mary".

  "Did you bring the gardening tools?" asked the little girl right away.

  "Yes. A spade, a hoe, a pitchfork, a trowel and a rake. And here are the seeds including white poppies, blue larkspurs and mignonettes. Mignonette flowers smell really, really good. Listen, that bird is calling you".

  "Yes, the robin's my friend. Do you understand everything animals say?".

 

    
  "Yes, and they understand every thing I say.

  I've watched them for so long that sometimes I think I'm an animal too".

  Dickon laughed heartily and offered to plant the seeds for her. The child didn't answer, got all red in the face and then turned white. In the end, she got up the courage to say: "Can you keep a secret?".

  "Yes, I can keep a secret".

 

  

    

    

    
    
  "I stole a garden. It's not mine, but nobody took care of it anymore and I want to plant flowers and make it beautiful again".

  "What?".

 

    
  Mary burst into tears: "Nobody cares about the secret garden! They've abandoned it, they let it die! No one has the right to take it away from me!".

  They reached the door hidden by the ivy. Dickon started when they entered the garden. He looked around and whispered: "I feel like I'm in a dream... I never thought I would be able to see this place".

  "So you already knew about it?".

  "Yes, Martha mentioned it".

 

    
  They kept whispering so no one could hear them and became friends. They examined every bush and tree together. Dickon cut open some tree branches with his pocketknife to show Mary there was still lifeblood in the garden's vegetation.

  "There's so much to do, we can't

  waste time".

  "You're right".

 

  

    

    

    
    
  New Rooms

 

    
  Mr. Craven came back this morning and he wants to see you" said Martha.

  Mary was very surprised: "Why?".

  "My mother met him and told him all about you".

 

    
  Mrs. Medlock walked in the room right at that moment and announced that Mary had to wash up, brush her hair and wear her best dress. Mary's heart was pounding and she was so nervous she kept wringing her hands. Her uncle was waiting for her in his room, sitting on an armchair in front of the fireplace.

 

    
  "Come here" he said.

  "He won't like me and I won't like him" thought Mary while she got closer. Archibald Craven was tried by suffering but he would have been a good-looking man if he hadn't been heartbroken. He stared at his niece carefully and said: "You are very thin. Are you well? Do you need anything? I forgot about you..."When she walked out of the room, Mary was the happiest girl in the world. She ran to Martha: "My uncle said I can have a plot of land! I can grow a garden wherever I want! Your mother can come visit me to see how I get on, and I will come to your house! He said he is going to leave today and he will be gone the whole summer".

  Mary was impatient: she couldn't wait to see Dickon and the garden again. But she woke up in the middle of the night. It was raining again: heavy raindrops beat against the window.

 

  

    

    

    
    
  She wouldn't be able to go out in the morning. The wind blew harder until it started to sound like the cries of someone lost in the moor. She sat up: "I've already heard this sound! It's someone crying and wailing!".

  Mary was curious and brave; she picked up the lit candle beside her bed, walked out of the room and followed the sound along the corridors. It came from the door hidden behind the tapestry that she had recently discovered. This time no one could stop her: she pulled aside the tapestry and walked in.

  The room was very big and the furniture was old.

 

    

  A dim light showed her that there was someone crying in the carved, four-poster bed with sumptuous curtains: it was a child.

  "Am I dreaming?" wondered Mary out loud.

  The boy stopped sobbing. "Are you a ghost?" he asked her.

  "No. And you?".

  "No. I'm Colin Craven".

  "And I'm Mary Lennox. I'm Mr. Craven's niece".

  "And I'm his son".

  No one had told Mary her uncle had a child.

  And no one had told Colin that his cousin had come to live at Misselthwaite Manor.

 

    
  "I'm very ill and I have to stay in bed" explained Colin. "No one can come visit me and no one can talk to me. If I survive, I'll become a cripple. My father hates the idea that I might turn out like him.

  He visits me rarely.

 

  


    

    

    
    

  My mother died when I was born and he doesn't want to be reminded of her. But, tell me, where are you from and how long have you lived here? Tell me: what do you do all day?".

  "I come from India".

  "India? That's very far away".

 

    
  Mary set on a footstool and told him all about her life in India, her boat journey to England and her first days at Misselthwaite Manor. She thought about the secret garden and decided not to mention it to him. But while they were talking, she let her guard down.

  "How old are you, Mary?".

  "Ten, just like you".

  "And how do you how old I am?".

  "Because the garden has been locked since you were born".

  "What garden? What key? Why did they lock it? Who locked it? Where is it? Who told you that? I want to see it!".

 

    

  Mary was forced to tell him something about the garden, but she had to be very careful or she wouldn't be able to keep working in the garden and make it full of flowers again."Come on! I order you to tell me more! Everyone has to oblige me! You included!".

  "Fine.

  But calm down. It was your parents' favourite garden. And when your mother died, your father had it locked and buried the key.

 

    

  But I can't bring you there yet: I have to find out where it is and how to get in first. It would be complicated if you came with me: the servants would have to bring you and they'd discover all about it".

 

    

  Colin thought about it and nodded.

  Mary, full of enthusiasm, moved the little footstool closer to the bed and added: "This will be our secret. It will be wonderful once spring comes. It will be our garden!".

 

  


    

    

    
    
  Colin's eyes lit up too: "Spring? Tell me how it is".

  "It rains and then the sun comes out and shines on the leaves that are still wet. There is a gentle wind that carries all sorts of great smells. Plants work to get out of the earth, grow and bloom. Birds sing and insects are very busy. Did you know a robin became friends with me and the gardener, Ben?".

  "That's amazing..." whispered Colin, before he closed his eyes and fell asleep with Mary holding his hand and singing a sweet, old Indian lullaby to him.

 

    
  The Nest

 

    
  Morning dawned on the moor hidden in mist. Colin sent his nurse away and summoned Martha.

  "I want Mary Lennox to come here. And you can't tell anybody!"

  At first Martha was afraid she was going to lose her job: "Mrs Medlock will think I was the one who introduced you!".

  But Mary, who had confessed right away she had met her cousin, had told her not to worry because Colin was Mrs Medlock's master and if he wanted Martha to stay, no one could fire her.

 

  

    

    

    
    
  So Martha went to Mary and whispered: "He wants to see you... you've bewitched him!".

  "Don't you think it would do him good to go into the gardens with me? I got stronger once I started spending time outside...".

  "That's true. Your hair is thicker and shinier and you have put on some weight. We shall have to buy you a new dress soon. But Colin's too weak.

 

    

  They've always taken care of him by keeping him in bed. Every time they tried getting him out of his room, he had a fit of nerves and ordered to be brought back to bed right away or he'd become a hunchback and he would die. We always have to do what pleases him or there'll be trouble".

 

    
  Mary went into Colin's room and told him: "When you give Martha orders, you remind me of a Rajah".

  "What's a Rajah?".

  "An Indian prince. He has a turban decorated with diamonds, rubies and emeralds".

  Colin didn't seem to mind the comparison.

  "You're so different from Dickon..." added Mary.

  "Who's Dickon?"

  "Martha's brother. He's twelve and has a nice smile. He's always cheerful, he plays the pipe and he charms animals. He knows all about the wind, the weather, eggs and nests. He knows all about the moor and its colours which change with the seasons".

 

  


    

    

    
    
  "Do you like the moor?" asked Colin, confused.

  "I've liked it since Dickon told me all about it. I haven't seen it up close, but it must be wonderful. A lot of animals are born and live there" said Mary.

  "I will never see it"."Of course you won't, if you keep staying in this room".

  "I can't go out because I'm very sick".

  "You don't seem very sick"."The doctors said it".

  "What doctors? Do they all say it?".

  "No. Dr Craven, who is a relative of ours, says I have to stay in bed. But the doctors who come from London every once in a while, say the fresh air would do me some good".

  All of a sudden the door opened: Mrs Medlock and Dr Craven started when they saw the cousins talking calmly. They wanted to scold Mary, but Colin acted like a Rajah again and said stiffly: "This is my cousin Mary Lennox and I want her to come see me everytime I send for her".

 

    
  It rained for another week and Mary and Colin spent time talking, playing and reading beautiful picture books.

  "I'd really like to meet Dickon" said Colin one day.

  "It will happen soon. I just have to find the garden..." answered Mary, lowering her eyes because she wasn't telling him the whole truth. She had already found the garden, but she didn't know how to get Colin there without everybody finding out.

  It was nearly dawn when Mary woke up the following morning. No one had begun working yet and she wanted to run to the secret garden to see what had happened to the plants after so many days.

 

  

    

    

    
    

  Everything looked magical outside. Mary folded her hands and stared at the pink sky: she was so happy she wanted to sing!

  And she was incredibly surprised when she found Dickon, already at work, in the secret garden! The crow Soot and the fox cub Captain were there too.

  "Mary, have you seen how different everything looks?" asked the boy. Green stems were sticking out of the earth. Purple, orange and golden flowers had bloomed and the rose plants were full of big buds.

  Even the robin's life had changed: he was building a nest with a companion.

  "Dickon, I'm so happy I can hardly breathe!" cried out the girl.

 

    

  Whispering and moving slowly so as not to disturb the birds, Mary asked Dickon if he had ever met Colin. Martha's brother had heard about that rich but unfortunate child who couldn't live with his father or among nature.

  "I've never met him, though. If he was here with us, he wouldn't want to throw a tantrum. He wouldn't even have time to do it".

  There were a lot of things to do in the secret garden and Mary decided she wouldn't visit Colin that morning. She went to him in the evening and found him vexed.

 


    

  "Why didn't you come this morning?"

  "I had to work in the garden with Dickon".

 

  


    

    

    
    
  "If you spend all your time with him, I'll have him sent away".

  "If you do this, I will never come here again".

  "You're selfish!".

  "No, you're selfish!".

  Colin buried his face in the pillow and he started crying and complaining: "I will die soon"."That's not true".

  "Get out of my room!".

  Mary swore to herself she was never going to visit her cousin again. She didn't feel sorry for him. And to think she had almost told him about the garden... She went into her room and the anger she felt disappeared when she saw a wooden box on her table with "Archibald Craven" and "Mary Lennox" written on it: her uncle had sent it for her! Inside the box there were toys, picture books and a writing-case with a gold pen and inkstand.

 

    
  Mary was just about to write a thank-you letter for her uncle, when she heard the usual cries coming from the corridor. Martha walked into her room: "Please, come quick! Colin is having one of his fits!".

  The little girl started to feel angry again. She was determined to give Colin a lesson. Martha and the nurse followed her.

 

    
  She walked into Colin's room and yelled: "Stop it right there!".

  "I can't" screamed Colin, crying and shaking."Of course you can. Stop it!".

  "I felt a lump on my back. That means I'll become a hunchback!".

  "Let me see".

  Colin turned around and Mary looked at his back carefully.

 

  

    

    

    
    
  "There's no lump here".

  "Really?"

  "Really".

  The boy was silent, taking deep breaths, with his face resting on the pillow wet with tears.

  "I want to go out" he said. "I want Dickon to push my wheelchair and I want you to bring me with you. Yes, I want to spend time in the fresh air".

  Then he sent everybody out but Mary.

  "Can you tell me about our secret garden?" he asked her.

  Then Mary told him: "I suppose there are many green leaves in the garden. And flowers of any colour and thousands of rosebuds everywhere. I guess the soil is full of grass blades and lily, iris, narcissus, snowdrop and crocus bulbs. I imagine lots of tiny hidden burrows and a nest with two robins. Do you want to discover all these things with us?".

 

    
  Colin didn't answer: he slept happily and smiled just like his mother did in the portrait on the wall.

 

  

    

    

    
    
  The First Spring

 

    
  Colin smelled Mary: "You smell like flowers and fresh air". That day he had a fever and he hadn't been able to go out with his cousin and Dickon.

  Mary told him that Dickon had come with Soot, Captain, and even Jump, Nut and Shell, a pony and two small squirrels. "I'd like to spend time out there. And be friends with you".

  Mary decided it was time. She took his cousin's hands and said: "Colin, I've found the door and the key. I've found the garden!".

 

    
  The child widened his eyes, astonished. "Oh, Mary, will I see it? Will I go into the garden?".

  Mary decided to be honest: "Of course. But I have to tell you the truth. I've discovered it a long time ago and I've been there many times. I didn't tell you because I didn't really trust you".

  "But now you trust me, right?".

  "Yes".

 

  

    

    

    
    
  That night Colin slept soundly and peacefully.

  "You still have that wonderful smell..." he said the next morning, when Mary came to visit him. Dr. Craven came too. Mrs. Medlock had told him of the positive effect Mary had on his young patient.

  Acting like a Rajah, Colin informed the doctor and the servants that a boy and some animals were going to visit him in the morning and that no one could stop or bother them.

  Mary, who was standing quietly by his side, couldn't wait for Dickon to come.

  Colin and Mary had breakfast together, with spring air coming in from the open windows. "I've never eaten so much, I'm really hungry today" said Colin. "What's this sound? Have you heard it too?".

  "It's Soot, he's cawing.

  That means they're coming!".

  They hear bleating too. Dickon had made a new friend and he was about to introduce him.

 

    
  Even though Dickon tried to walk gently, his boots made quite a noise. The boy of the moor smiled while he held a new-born lamb in his arms. The squirrels were in his pockets, the crow was on his shoulder and the fox trotted along. Colin was entranced: he had never spoken to another boy in his life and he had never seen animals up close. He didn't say a word until Dickon placed the lamb in his arms.

  "What does he want? Why is he pushing me?".

  "He's searching for milk. He wants his mother".

  "And where is his mother?".

  "She's dead. I found them yesterday in the moor, but there was no hope for her".

 

  

    

    

    
    
  Dickon took a feeding bottle full of milk out of the pocket and gave it to Colin. Mary watched her cousin feed the lamb with joy and astonishment. The newborn drank all the milk and then he fell asleep.

  The following days were too windy for Colin to go out. But Dickon came to Misselthwaite Manor every day to tell him how the moon had changed and what its creatures did:

 

    
  "There are otters, badgers, water-rats, birds and field-mice working hard to build their homes". Mary was choosing the right strategy to go inside the garden without being discovered. "I'll order the gardeners to stop working while we're out" declared Colin.

  "Once we walk into the garden, we'll have to whisper". "It's my first spring" said Colin.

  "Mine too. There was no spring in India".

  And the afternoon they dreamed of for so long, finally came.

  While the servants watched them with a stunned look on their faces, the three children went towards the gardens: Dickon pushed the wheelchair, Mary walked beside him, the animals followed them, and Colin, sitting with a blanket on his lap, looked at the clouds flying in the sky and smelled the intoxicating smells the wind carried.

 

  

    

    

    
    
  Dickon laughed and pointed at flowers: "Those are buttercups, those are Scotch brooms. And here are columbines

  and snapdragons".

  Mary's heart was beating fast when they stopped in front of the wall covered with ivy.

  "Here we are!" she announced.

  She moved the ivy and revealed the door's handle. Colin's eyes widened and his jaw dropped. Mary opened the door and they went inside.

  They were surrounded by splashes of green, pearly white, purple, orange and gold. The white and pink flowers of apple and cherry trees hid the sky from them except for a few patches of clear blue. A ray of sunshine filtered through the branches and sweetly touched Colin's face.

 

    
  "This is the most beautiful place on Earth!" he said.

  And it was as if it had been created especially for him by someone who loved him immensely.

 

  

    

    

    
    
  Magic

 

    
  The three friends sit under the blackthorn while they listened to the buzzing of the bees at work. All around them there were intertwined roses that hung everywhere, smelling of life.

  "I'm sorry I'll never walk inside the garden" said Colin.

  "And why not?" asked Dickon.

  "I feel better now, but my legs are always shaking and they're too weak".

  "Fear is blocking you. When you won't feel afraid anymore, you'll be able to walk" said Dickon.

  Mary smiled. Dickon was an angel.

  "Who's that man?" asked Colin, who had looked up to see if he could spot the robin's nest.

 

    
  Mary started: Ben Weatherstaff's menacing face was peering over the wall. "It was the robin who showed me the door!" protested the little girl.

  The old gardener yelled: "You naughty girl! You deserve a lesson! You weren't allowed to..." but he stopped all of a sudden.

 

  

    

    

    
    
  Colin had told Dickon to bring him near the wall and he was now staring at Ben with his Rajah face."Do you know who I am?" he asked gravely.

  "Oh, yes. Of... of course.

  You are the

  young invalid.

 

    
  I know because of your eyes... they're just like your mo... mother's" stuttered the old man, who was still shocked at finding them all there."I am not an invalid!".

  "But they told me you have a hunch on your back and that you're sick".

  "It's all nonsense, I'm fine!".

  "And they told me you can't stand because your legs are too weak".

 

    
  "That's not true, that's not true!".

  Fear was gone and it had been replaced with anger.

  Colin took the blanket off his lap and held on to Dickon. "You can do it, you can do it" thought Mary.

  Her cousin, with all the willpower in the world, was straightening himself up.

  "Look!" he yelled. "Does it seem like I can't stand?".

  The gardener's eyes filled with tears. "God bless you!" he said, and he climbed down the ladder to reach the three friends.

  "I'm glad you children have so much energy. How can I help?" asked Ben.

  "For starters, you'll have to keep our secret and then you'll have to help us take care of the garden" answered Colin. He grabbed a spade and he started digging.

  "See? I will work with Mary and Dickon and we need your precious advice".

 

  

    

    

    
    
  The gardener told them that one day Mrs. Craven, of whom he had been very fond, had made him promise that he had to take care of her garden and her roses if she wasn't going to be able to do it."A promise is a promise, so up until two years ago, I came back here every once in a while to prune the roses. Then, because of my rheumatics, I couldn't climb over the wall anymore".

  Ben brought Colin a rose plant. The boy planted it and they watched the sunset standing together.

  "This is Magic. I feel it in the grass, in the roots, in the leaves, even in the cracks in the wall".

  "Yes" Mary agreed. "Magic that's not black, but as white as snow. Good magic".

  Colin started going into the secret garden even when the weather wasn't good.

  Even during grey and wet days, everything was wonderful inside the garden:

 

    
  the rosebuds were all sorts of beautiful colours, the red petals of the poppies looked like silk, and Colin laid in the grass: "I will stay here and look at things growing".

  Mary was happy and pleased with her cousin's progress, which mirrored her own as well. She was glad to hear him say he was going to become a scientist because he wanted to understand how things worked.

  "I wonder about things and where they come from. And every once in a while, when I look at the sky I feel a sort of happiness, as if something was pushing me upwards..." said Colin one afternoon.

 

    

  "It's Magic" replied Mary.

  "Magic that makes things grow out of nowhere, inside and outside" added Colin.

 

  


    

    

    
    
  Dickon smiled and his round eyes shined. He was holding a bunny with very long ears. When Ben came, Colin said they all had to form a circle.

  "This is the circle of magic, which moves all things. It makes the sun come out every morning and it makes the roots grow underground..."Look", the animals have formed a circle too!" cried out Mary.

  "Sure, that's what magic does" said Colin, without losing his focus.

 

    
  Dickon took off his hat and sang: "Praise God from whom all blessings flow...".Colin listened intently and said: "It's a very nice song. Perhaps it means just what I meant when I was talking before".

  The good energy that lived in every bud and corolla of the secret garden was making Colin stronger, it helped him walk a little longer and better each day."I wonder what your father would say if he could see you..." said Mary.

  Colin got lost in his thoughts and after a little while he answered: "He mustn't know yet. I want to surprise him when the right time comes".

 

  

    

    

    
    
  A Motherly Hug

 

    
  So is it all right? Do you all agree?" asked Mary. This was an important decision and they all believed it was time to tell Dickon's mother everything."We'll tell her all about our secret garden and we'll invite her to visit" added Colin. And so they did.

  On a sunny morning, the door opened and the woman saw the children's and the roses' reign for the first time. She introduced herself to Mary and Colin and she stopped to admire and applaud the child who welcomed her standing on his own legs: "Oh, honey..."

 

    

  she whispered, moved. "Your mother would be proud of you".

  Mary told her everything: from her arrival at Misselthwaite Manor to her friendship with Martha, Ben and the robin, the key buried underground, the door covered with ivy and that wonderful paradise.

  Mrs. Sowerby listened intently, then she hugged Mary and stroked her head, just like she would have done with one of her daughters.

  "Dear child" she said. "You've been so brave and strong. You saved your cousin. And you look pretty: Mrs. Medlock told me you had a positive influence on your cousin and that you weren't ill-tempered, gloomy and skinny anymore. But I had no idea you had become so beautiful".

 


  


    

    

    
    
  Mary was surprised by the warm compliment of that wonderful mother and by the things Mrs Medlock had said about her.

  And she talked to Dickon's mother as if she were one of the family.

  "Yes, Colin and I got fatter. We get so hungry when we work here in the garden. We don't want to arouse suspicion by asking for more food at home, so we don't know what to do".

  The following day, Dickon arrived at the garden with a basket full of good things prepared by his mother; it was simple but very nourishing food: milk scones, crispy currant buns and freshly squeezed milk,

 

    
  joy and delight of every young worker. This happened every day: the pangs of hunger disappeared and the food prepared by Misselthwaite Manor's cook helped as well. Mrs Sowerby's visit had filled them with confidence and happiness. Mary would remember her hug for her whole life, as well as the words she had said to Colin: "Your mother is in this garden and your father will come back soon".

  They spent many amazing days working and laughing a lot: Mary suggested to her cousin that he had to keep throwing tantrums every once in a while, otherwise the servants would suspect something and he wouldn't be able to surprise his father. But Colin found it hard to act as a spoiled boy and Mary found it hard to act as a cross girl, so after the nurse and Mrs Medlock went out of the room, they often burst out laughing.

 

  

    

    

    
    

  While he wasn't working in the garden or visiting Colin in his room, Dickon explored the moor with his inseparable animal friends, watching how moles, frogs, ferrets, cockroaches and ants behaved,

 

    
  he worked in the kitchen garden of his house and ran errands for his mother in the village.

  "Do you know who I met outside the inn at Thwaite yesterday?" he said one day, while they were working in the garden. "Bob Haworth".

  "And who's that?".

  "A champion wrestler. He won many competitions thanks to his strong body".

  "And...?".

  "I asked him how to get strong muscles".

  "What did he answer?".

  "He showed me the best exercises to strengthen legs, back and arms".

 

    
  "Show them to me!" cried out

  Colin, passionately.

  Dickon explained them to him until the sun went down and they had to go home.

  "Every day we'll work, sing in the magic circle, and do Bob's exercises" said Colin, firmly. He hadn't thought about bad things in a long time. Now he had only wonderful plans.

 

  


    

    

    
    
  The Surprise

 

    
  While the garden kept flourishing and the golden air of spring brought joy to the children, the robin's companion hatched her eggs. She had started to trust the three friends, so she was a little surprised when they didn't go into the garden.

  Mary and Colin had found a way to have fun even when it rained: they explored the many rooms of Misselthwaite Manor.

  "It's like we've found another secret garden!" repeated Colin.

  Mary, in her forbidden walks, hadn't been able to open all the doors.

 

    

  Reinvigorated by their good mood and by the energy that working in the garden gave them, they had a lot of fun observing the portraits on the walls and examining all the objects on the furniture and in the cabinets of the rooms that had been abandoned in a rush, probably because of what had happened to Mrs. Craven.

  "I didn't know I lived in such a big place" said Colin. When he went back to his room after the first expedition in the rooms where his mother had lived in happier times, he said he wanted to unveil his mother's portrait, which was covered with heavy cloths, so he could always see her beautiful smile.

 

  


    

    

    
    
  "You look a lot like her, you know?" whispered Mary.

  Colin thought about his father and wondered if he would love him someday. Maybe one day he would stop seeing him as a bearer of misfortune and sadness.

  Mary kept encouraging him: "Of course he will love you. He will begin to smile because of you".

  After the rain, the sun shined and there was a lot to do because weeds grew thanks to the wet earth when no one tended to the garden.

  Ben Weatherstaff said that Colin looked more and more like his mother and the children started getting impatient because Colin was ready to surprise his father.

  When was Archibald Craven coming home?

  Mary's uncle was still travelling. He was visiting distant and wonderful lands, but bad memories and dark thoughts never failed to abandon him.

 

  

    

    

    
    
  It had been this way for ten years. Blue lakes, green fields, Norwegian fjords, Swiss mountains, the most beautiful European cities... everywhere he went, darkness and sadness followed and surrounded him.

  But one day something new happened: he was walking in a valley and he felt very tired, so he laid down on the grass near a stream. While he watched the water flow, he felt strangely relaxed. He looked at the small flowers that decorated the banks of the stream: they were so pretty... he kept watching them and his soul filled with tenderness.

  For the first time after many years, he felt good. He felt alive.

  Without knowing it, he was flourishing just like his garden.

 

    

  One night, on the Lake of Como, that sweet feeling came to him again. He felt like he was dreaming. He heard a voice say: "Archie, I'm in the garden!".

  The following day, a server brought him a letter from Mrs Sowerby: "Allow me to tell you that if I were you, I should come home right away: I think You would be glad to".

  Joy lit up his face: "I want to go back. I'll leave at once".

  In a few days he reached England, Yorkshire and then Misselthwaite Manor. During the journey, he couldn't stop thinking about his son and how he had never felt like a real father.

 

  


    

    

    
    
  "I was wrong for too long" he thought. But the hope that had made its way in his soul didn't abandon him. And courage came too.

  The servants noticed he had changed: he looked calmer and more relaxed. He didn't lock himself in his room, but asked for news of his son.

  They told him he was out.

  "The garden!" Archibald Craven cried out.

  He went outside and walked faster and faster.

  As he got closer, he heard footsteps, smells, voices, laughter...He found himself in front of the ivy and opened the door.

  "In heaven's name, am I dreaming?".

  His son was running and playing.

  "Father, it's me, Colin. Can you believe it?".

  Mary stopped still to enjoy the moment she had imagined for a long time.

 

    
  "The garden, the garden..." repeated her uncle, bewildered.

  Mr Craven spotted Dickon and his niece Mary, who had grown up and looked very pretty, smiling at him.

  The man smiled too, put his hands on Colin's shoulders, looked him in the eyes with love and told him: "Show me the garden, my son, and tell me everything".
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OEBPS/pt/toggle.js
(function () {
  var ACTIVE = '-epub-media-overlay-active', NS = 'http://www.w3.org/1999/xhtml';
  var T = 420, HIT = 64, TW = 52, TH = 40;
  function el(tag, cls) { var e = document.createElementNS(NS, tag); if (cls) e.setAttribute('class', cls); return e; }
  function css() {
    var st = el('style');
    st.textContent =
      '@keyframes pt-out{0%{transform:scale(1,1);opacity:1;animation-timing-function:cubic-bezier(.55,0,.8,.3)}' +
      '48%{transform:scale(1,.05);opacity:1;animation-timing-function:cubic-bezier(.55,0,.8,.3)}' +
      '100%{transform:scale(.03,.05);opacity:0}}' +
      '@keyframes pt-in{0%{transform:scale(.03,.05);opacity:0;animation-timing-function:cubic-bezier(.2,.7,.35,1)}' +
      '52%{transform:scale(1,.05);opacity:1;animation-timing-function:cubic-bezier(.2,.7,.35,1.04)}' +
      '100%{transform:scale(1,1);opacity:1}}' +
      '@keyframes pt-pop{0%{transform:scale(.2);opacity:0}65%{transform:scale(1.12);opacity:1}100%{transform:scale(1);opacity:1}}' +
      '@keyframes pt-unpop{0%{transform:scale(1);opacity:1}100%{transform:scale(.2);opacity:0}}' +
      '.pt-fold{position:absolute;left:0;top:0;width:100%;height:100%}' +
      '.pt-fold.pt-closing{animation:pt-out ' + T + 'ms both}' +
      '.pt-fold.pt-opening{animation:pt-in ' + T + 'ms both}' +
      '.pt-fold.pt-collapsed,.pt-fold.pt-collapsed *{visibility:hidden!important;opacity:0!important;pointer-events:none!important}' +
      '.pt-shade{position:absolute;left:0;top:0;width:100%;height:100%;pointer-events:none;' +
      'filter:drop-shadow(0 2px 3px rgba(0,0,0,.16))}' +
      '.pt-shade>.pt-panel{box-shadow:none}' +
      '.pt-panel.pt-dogear{-webkit-clip-path:polygon(0 0,100% 0,100% calc(100% - var(--pt-s)),calc(100% - var(--pt-s)) 100%,0 100%);' +
      'clip-path:polygon(0 0,100% 0,100% calc(100% - var(--pt-s)),calc(100% - var(--pt-s)) 100%,0 100%)}' +
      '.pt-flap{position:absolute;pointer-events:none;filter:drop-shadow(-1px -1px 1.5px rgba(0,0,0,.35))}' +
      '.pt-hit,.pt-tab{position:absolute;z-index:6;padding:0;margin:0;cursor:pointer;-webkit-tap-highlight-color:transparent;' +
      'touch-action:manipulation;background:none;border:0}' +
      '.pt-hit{width:' + HIT + 'px;height:' + HIT + 'px}' +
      '.pt-tab{width:' + TW + 'px;height:' + TH + 'px;box-sizing:border-box;border-radius:14px;background:var(--pt-fill);' +
      'border:2.5px solid var(--pt-edge);display:flex;align-items:center;justify-content:center;gap:4px;visibility:hidden;' +
      'box-shadow:0 2px 6px rgba(0,0,0,.3)}' +
      '.pt-tab::before{content:"";position:absolute;left:10px;bottom:-9px;width:12px;height:12px;background:var(--pt-fill);' +
      'border-right:2.5px solid var(--pt-edge);border-bottom:2.5px solid var(--pt-edge);border-bottom-right-radius:3px;' +
      'transform:rotate(45deg) skew(8deg,8deg)}' +
      '.pt-tab i{display:block;width:6px;height:6px;border-radius:50%;background:var(--pt-edge);pointer-events:none}' +
      '@keyframes pt-dot{0%,60%,100%{transform:translateY(0)}30%{transform:translateY(-4px)}}' +
      '.pt-tab.pt-on i{animation:pt-dot 1.2s ease-in-out infinite}' +
      '.pt-tab.pt-on i:nth-child(2){animation-delay:.15s}.pt-tab.pt-on i:nth-child(3){animation-delay:.3s}' +
      '.pt-tab::after{content:"";position:absolute;inset:-12px}' +
      '.pt-tab.pt-on{visibility:visible;animation:pt-pop 320ms cubic-bezier(.3,.7,.4,1) both}' +
      '.pt-tab.pt-off{visibility:visible;animation:pt-unpop 140ms ease-in both}' +
      '@media (prefers-reduced-motion: reduce){.pt-tab.pt-on i{animation:none}}' +
      '.pt-hit:focus-visible,.pt-tab:focus-visible{outline:3px solid #fcc128;outline-offset:2px}';
    (document.head || document.documentElement).appendChild(st);
  }
  function guard(e) {  // taps on our controls must not turn the page or reach the picture's word areas
    ['mousedown', 'mouseup', 'pointerdown', 'pointerup', 'touchstart', 'touchend'].forEach(function (t) {
      e.addEventListener(t, function (ev) { ev.stopPropagation(); }, false);
    });
  }
  function control(cls, label) {
    var b = el('button', cls);
    b.setAttribute('type', 'button');
    b.setAttribute('aria-label', label);
    guard(b);
    return b;
  }
  function after(e, cls, fn) {  // run fn when e's animation ends (or after T ms if animations are off)
    var done = false;
    function end() { if (done) return; done = true; e.classList.remove(cls); fn && fn(); }
    e.addEventListener('animationend', end, { once: true });
    setTimeout(end, T + 120);
  }
  function colours(panel) {  // the panel's colour, opaque, and a contrasting edge (a see-through panel: white)
    var m = (getComputedStyle(panel).backgroundColor.match(/[\d.]+/g) || [255, 255, 255]).map(Number);
    if (m[3] === 0) m = [255, 255, 255];
    var fill = 'rgb(' + m[0] + ',' + m[1] + ',' + m[2] + ')';
    var dark = 0.2126 * m[0] + 0.7152 * m[1] + 0.0722 * m[2] < 140;
    return { fill: fill, edge: dark ? '#f2f2f2' : '#5b6470' };
  }
  function wrap(box) {
    var fold = el('div', 'pt-fold');
    while (box.firstChild) fold.appendChild(box.firstChild);
    box.appendChild(fold);
    return fold;
  }
  function setup(box, panel) {
    // blocks sharing this panel (merged: stacked close together) fold with it, towards the same point
    var sid = panel.getAttribute('data-pt-sid'), more = [], at = [];
    var marks = sid ? document.querySelectorAll('.pt-member[data-pt-lead="' + sid + '"]') : [];
    for (var j = 0; j < marks.length; j++) at.push(marks[j].parentNode.getBoundingClientRect());
    var lead = box.getBoundingClientRect();
    for (j = 0; j < marks.length; j++) more.push(wrap(marks[j].parentNode));
    var fold = wrap(box);
    var extra = [];  // a merged group's other panels: one shadow around the whole shape
    for (var e = panel.parentNode.firstChild; e; e = e.nextSibling)
      if (e.nodeType === 1 && e.classList.contains('pt-extra')) extra.push(e);
    if (!panel.classList.contains('drawn')) {  // the shadow moves onto a layer so the cut corner keeps it
      var shade = el('div', 'pt-shade');
      panel.parentNode.insertBefore(shade, extra[0] || panel);
      for (j = 0; j < extra.length; j++) shade.appendChild(extra[j]);
      shade.appendChild(panel);
    }
    var L = panel.offsetLeft, Tp = panel.offsetTop, W = panel.offsetWidth, H = panel.offsetHeight;
    var S = Math.round(Math.min(13, H / 4));  // small: inside the padding, never over the text
    function paint() {
      var c = colours(panel);
      box.style.setProperty('--pt-fill', c.fill);
      box.style.setProperty('--pt-edge', c.edge);
    }
    paint();
    document.addEventListener('pt-theme', paint);  // the reader picked another text background (switch menu)
    panel.style.setProperty('--pt-s', S + 'px');
    panel.classList.add('pt-dogear');
    fold.style.transformOrigin = (L + W / 2) + 'px ' + (Tp + H / 2) + 'px';
    for (j = 0; j < more.length; j++)
      more[j].style.transformOrigin = (lead.left - at[j].left + L + W / 2) + 'px ' + (lead.top - at[j].top + Tp + H / 2) + 'px';
    var folds = [fold].concat(more);
    function each(fn) { for (var q = 0; q < folds.length; q++) fn(folds[q]); }
    var flap = el('span', 'pt-flap');  // the folded-over corner: paper underside, a little darker
    flap.setAttribute('aria-hidden', 'true');
    flap.style.width = flap.style.height = S + 'px';
    flap.style.left = (L + W - S) + 'px';
    flap.style.top = (Tp + H - S) + 'px';
    flap.style.background = 'linear-gradient(to bottom right, rgba(255,255,255,.95) 0%, var(--pt-fill) 30%, ' +
      'color-mix(in srgb, var(--pt-fill) 82%, #6b5a45) 49.5%, transparent 50%)';
    panel.parentNode.insertBefore(flap, panel.nextSibling);
    var hit = control('pt-hit', 'Hide text');
    var tab = control('pt-tab', 'Show text');
    for (var k = 0; k < 3; k++) tab.appendChild(el('i'));
    hit.style.left = (L + W - S / 2 - HIT / 2) + 'px';
    hit.style.top = (Tp + H - S / 2 - HIT / 2) + 'px';
    tab.style.left = (L + W / 2 - TW / 2) + 'px';
    tab.style.top = (Tp + H / 2 - TH / 2) + 'px';
    box.appendChild(hit);
    box.appendChild(tab);
    var busy = false;
    function collapse() {
      if (busy || fold.classList.contains('pt-collapsed')) return;
      busy = true;
      hit.style.visibility = 'hidden';
      each(function (f) { f.classList.add('pt-closing'); });
      setTimeout(function () { tab.classList.add('pt-on'); }, T * 0.7);
      each(function (f) { after(f, 'pt-closing', function () { f.classList.add('pt-collapsed'); }); });
      setTimeout(function () { busy = false; }, T + 130);
    }
    function expand() {
      if (busy || !fold.classList.contains('pt-collapsed')) return;
      busy = true;
      tab.classList.remove('pt-on');
      tab.classList.add('pt-off');
      setTimeout(function () { tab.classList.remove('pt-off'); }, 160);
      each(function (f) { f.classList.remove('pt-collapsed'); f.classList.add('pt-opening'); after(f, 'pt-opening'); });
      setTimeout(function () { busy = false; hit.style.visibility = ''; }, T + 130);
    }
    hit.addEventListener('click', function (ev) { ev.preventDefault(); ev.stopPropagation(); collapse(); });
    tab.addEventListener('click', function (ev) { ev.preventDefault(); ev.stopPropagation(); expand(); });
    // read-aloud: a box collapsed before the reading reached it opens when its first word is read;
    // a box the reader closes while it is being read stays closed (they chose to look at the picture)
    var reading = false, keepClosed = false;
    hit.addEventListener('click', function () { if (reading) keepClosed = true; });
    tab.addEventListener('click', function () { keepClosed = false; });
    if (window.MutationObserver) {
      var mo = new MutationObserver(function () {
        var now = false;
        each(function (f) { if (f.getElementsByClassName(ACTIVE).length) now = true; });
        if (now && !reading && !keepClosed && fold.classList.contains('pt-collapsed')) expand();
        if (!now && reading) keepClosed = false;
        reading = now;
      });
      each(function (f) { mo.observe(f, { subtree: true, attributes: true, attributeFilter: ['class'] }); });
    }
  }
  function run() {
    var panels = document.querySelectorAll('.pt-panel:not(.pt-extra)');
    if (!panels.length || document.querySelector('.pt-hit')) return;
    css();
    for (var i = 0; i < panels.length; i++) setup(panels[i].parentNode, panels[i]);
  }
  if (document.readyState === 'loading') document.addEventListener('DOMContentLoaded', run); else run();
})();
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