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When Mary Lennox was sent to Misselthwaite Manor to live
with her uncle everybody said she was the most
disagreeable-looking child ever seen. It was true, too. She
had a little thin face and a little thin body, thin light hair and a
sour expression. Her hair was yellow, and her face was
yellow because she had been born in India and had always
been ill in one way or another. Her father had held a position
under the English Government and had always been busy and
ill himself, and her mother had been a great beauty who cared
only to go to parties and amuse herself with gay people. She
had not wanted a little girl at all, and when Mary was born
she handed her over to the care of an Ayah, who was made to
understand that if she wished to please the Mem Sahib she
must keep the child out of sight as much as possible. So when
she was a sickly, fretful, ugly little baby she was kept out of
the way, and when she became a sickly, fretful, toddling
thing she was kept out of the way also. She never
remembered seeing familiarly anything but the dark faces of
her Ayah and the other native servants, and as they always
obeyed her and gave her her own way in everything, because
the Mem Sahib would be angry if she was disturbed by her
crying, by the time she was six years old she was as
tyrannical and selfish a little pig as ever lived. The young
English governess who came to teach her to read and write
disliked her so much that she gave up her place in three
months, and when other governesses came to try to fill it they
always went away in a shorter time than the first one. So if
Mary had not chosen to really want to know how to read
books she would never have learned her letters at all.

It was in that strange and sudden way that Mary found out
that she had neither father nor mother left; that they had died
and been carried away in the night, and that the few native
servants who had not died also had left the house as quickly
as they could get out of it, none of them even remembering
that there was a Missie Sahib. That was why the place was so
quiet. It was true that there was no one in the bungalow but
herself and the little rustling snake.

Mary had liked to look at her mother from a distance and she
had thought her very pretty, but as she knew very little of her
she could scarcely have been expected to love her or to miss
her very much when she was gone. She did not miss her at
all, in fact, and as she was a self-absorbed child she gave her
entire thought to herself, as she had always done. If she had
been older she would no doubt have been very anxious at
being left alone in the world, but she was very young, and as
she had always been taken care of, she supposed she always
would be. What she thought was that she would like to know
if she was going to nice people, who would be polite to her
and give her her own way as her Ayah and the other native
servants had done.

"I shall not want to go poking about," said sour little Mary;
and just as suddenly as she had begun to be rather sorry for
Mr. Archibald Craven she began to cease to be sorry and to

think he was unpleasant enough to deserve all that had
happened to him.

And she turned her face toward the streaming panes of the
window of the railway carriage and gazed out at the gray
rain-storm which looked as if it would go on forever and
ever. She watched it so long and steadily that the grayness
grew heavier and heavier before her eyes and she fell asleep.

She slept a long time, and when she awakened Mrs. Medlock
had bought a lunchbasket at one of the stations and they had
some chicken and cold beef and bread and butter and some
hot tea. The rain seemed to be streaming down more heavily
than ever and everybody in the station wore wet and
glistening waterproofs. The guard lighted the lamps in the
carriage, and Mrs. Medlock cheered up very much over her
tea and chicken and beef. She ate a great deal and afterward
fell asleep herself, and Mary sat and stared at her and
watched her fine bonnet slip on one side until she herself fell
asleep once more in the corner of the carriage, lulled by the
splashing of the rain against the windows. It was quite dark
when she awakened again. The train had stopped at a station
and Mrs. Medlock was shaking her.

And then Mary Lennox was led up a broad staircase and
down a long corridor and up a short flight of steps and
through another corridor and another, until a door opened in a
wall and she found herself in a room with a fire in it and a
supper on a table.

"Well, here you are! This room and the next are where you'll
live--and you must keep to them. Don't you forget that!"

It was in this way Mistress Mary arrived at Misselthwaite
Manor and she had perhaps never felt quite so contrary in all
her life.

When she opened her eyes in the morning it was because a
young housemaid had come into her room to light the fire
and was kneeling on the hearth-rug raking out the cinders
noisily. Mary lay and watched her for a few moments and
then began to look about the room. She had never seen a
room at all like it and thought it curious and gloomy. The
walls were covered with tapestry with a forest scene
embroidered on it. There were fantastically dressed people
under the trees and in the distance there was a glimpse of the
turrets of a castle. There were hunters and horses and dogs
and ladies. Mary felt as if she were in the forest with them.
Out of a deep window she could see a great climbing stretch
of land which seemed to have no trees on it, and to look
rather like an endless, dull, purplish sea.

Ben drove his spade deep and looked as uncompanionable as
he had looked when she first saw him.

"None as any one can find, an' none as is any one's business.
Don't you be a meddlesome wench an' poke your nose where
it's no cause to go. Here, I must go on with my work. Get you
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gone an' play you. I've no more time."

And he actually stopped digging, threw his spade over his
shoulder and walked off, without even glancing at her or
saying good-by.

At first each day which passed by for Mary Lennox was
exactly like the others. Every morning she awoke in her
tapestried room and found Martha kneeling upon the hearth
building her fire; every morning she ate her breakfast in the
nursery which had nothing amusing in it; and after each
breakfast she gazed out of the window across to the huge
moor which seemed to spread out on all sides and climb up to
the sky, and after she had stared for a while she realized that
if she did not go out she would have to stay in and do
nothing--and so she went out. She did not know that this was
the best thing she could have done, and she did not know
that, when she began to walk quickly or even run along the
paths and down the avenue, she was stirring her slow blood
and making herself stronger by fighting with the wind which
swept down from the moor. She ran only to make herself
warm, and she hated the wind which rushed at her face and
roared and held her back as if it were some giant she could
not see. But the big breaths of rough fresh air blown over the
heather filled her lungs with something which was good for
her whole thin body and whipped some red color into her
cheeks and brightened her dull eyes when she did not know
anything about it.

Martha ran and shut the door and turned the key, but before
she did it they both heard the sound of a door in some far
passage shutting with a bang, and then everything was quiet,
for even the wind ceased "wutherin'" for a few moments.

"It was th' wind," said Martha stubbornly. "An' if it wasn't, it
was little Betty Butterworth, th' scullery-maid. She's had th'
toothache all day."

But something troubled and awkward in her manner made
Mistress Mary stare very hard at her. She did not believe she
was speaking the truth.

The next day the rain poured down in torrents again, and
when Mary looked out of her window the moor was almost
hidden by gray mist and cloud. There could be no going out
to-day.

"Try to keep from under each other's feet mostly," Martha
answered. "Eh! there does seem a lot of us then. Mother's a
good-tempered woman but she gets fair moithered. The
biggest ones goes out in th' cow-shed and plays there. Dickon
he doesn't mind th' wet. He goes out just th' same as if th' sun
was shinin'. He says he sees things on rainy days as doesn't
show when it's fair weather. He once found a little fox cub
half drowned in its hole and he brought it home in th' bosom
of his shirt to keep it warm. Its mother had been killed nearby
an' th' hole was swum out an' th' rest o' th' litter was dead.
He's got it at home now. He found a half-drowned young

crow another time an' he brought it home, too, an' tamed it.
It's named Soot because it's so black, an' it hops an' flies
about with him everywhere."

She went out of the room and slammed the door after her, and
Mary went and sat on the hearth-rug, pale with rage. She did
not cry, but ground her teeth.

She had heard it twice now, and sometime she would find
out. She had found out a great deal this morning. She felt as if
she had been on a long journey, and at any rate she had had
something to amuse her all the time, and she had played with
the ivory elephants and had seen the gray mouse and its
babies in their nest in the velvet cushion.

Two days after this, when Mary opened her eyes she sat
upright in bed immediately, and called to Martha.

The rain-storm had ended and the gray mist and clouds had
been swept away in the night by the wind. The wind itself
had ceased and a brilliant, deep blue sky arched high over the
moorland. Never, never had Mary dreamed of a sky so blue.
In India skies were hot and blazing; this was of a deep cool
blue which almost seemed to sparkle like the waters of some
lovely bottomless lake, and here and there, high, high in the
arched blueness floated small clouds of snow-white fleece.
The far-reaching world of the moor itself looked softly blue
instead of gloomy purple-black or awful dreary gray.

Mary looked at it, not really knowing why the hole was there,
and as she looked she saw something almost buried in the
newly-turned soil. It was something like a ring of rusty iron
or brass and when the robin flew up into a tree nearby she put
out her hand and picked the ring up. It was more than a ring,
however; it was an old key which looked as if it had been
buried a long time.

Mistress Mary stood up and looked at it with an almost
frightened face as it hung from her finger.

"Perhaps it has been buried for ten years," she said in a
whisper. "Perhaps it is the key to the garden!"

She looked at the key quite a long time. She turned it over
and over, and thought about it. As I have said before, she was
not a child who had been trained to ask permission or consult
her elders about things. All she thought about the key was
that if it was the key to the closed garden, and she could find
out where the door was, she could perhaps open it and see
what was inside the walls, and what had happened to the old
rose-trees. It was because it had been shut up so long that she
wanted to see it. It seemed as if it must be different from
other places and that something strange must have happened
to it during ten years. Besides that, if she liked it she could go
into it every day and shut the door behind her, and she could
make up some play of her own and play it quite alone,
because nobody would ever know where she was, but would
think the door was still locked and the key buried in the earth.
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The thought of that pleased her very much.

And then she took a long breath and looked behind her up the
long walk to see if any one was coming. No one was coming.
No one ever did come, it seemed, and she took another long
breath, because she could not help it, and she held back the
swinging curtain of ivy and pushed back the door which
opened slowly--slowly.

Then she slipped through it, and shut it behind her, and stood
with her back against it, looking about her and breathing
quite fast with excitement, and wonder, and delight.

It was the sweetest, most mysterious-looking place any one
could imagine. The high walls which shut it in were covered
with the leafless stems of climbing roses which were so thick
that they were matted together. Mary Lennox knew they were
roses because she had seen a great many roses in India. All
the ground was covered with grass of a wintry brown and out
of it grew clumps of bushes which were surely rose-bushes if
they were alive. There were numbers of standard roses which
had so spread their branches that they were like little trees.
There were other trees in the garden, and one of the things
which made the place look strangest and loveliest was that
climbing roses had run all over them and swung down long
tendrils which made light swaying curtains, and here and
there they had caught at each other or at a far-reaching
branch and had crept from one tree to another and made
lovely bridges of themselves. There were neither leaves nor
roses on them now and Mary did not know whether they
were dead or alive, but their thin gray or brown branches and
sprays looked like a sort of hazy mantle spreading over
everything, walls, and trees, and even brown grass, where
they had fallen from their fastenings and run along the
ground. It was this hazy tangle from tree to tree which made
it all look so mysterious. Mary had thought it must be
different from other gardens which had not been left all by
themselves so long; and indeed it was different from any
other place she had ever seen in her life.

"Because when I waited so long for you to come back I
opened the door and walked down the corridor to see if you
were coming. And I heard that far-off crying again, just as we
heard it the other night. There isn't a wind to-day, so you see
it couldn't have been the wind."

"Eh!" said Martha restlessly. "Tha' mustn't go walkin' about
in corridors an' listenin'. Mr. Craven would be that there
angry there's no knowin' what he'd do."

"It's the strangest house any one ever lived in," said Mary
drowsily, as she dropped her head on the cushioned seat of
the armchair near her. Fresh air, and digging, and
skipping-rope had made her feel so comfortably tired that she
fell asleep.

The sun shone down for nearly a week on the secret garden.
The Secret Garden was what Mary called it when she was

thinking of it. She liked the name, and she liked still more the
feeling that when its beautiful old walls shut her in no one
knew where she was. It seemed almost like being shut out of
the world in some fairy place. The few books she had read
and liked had been fairy-story books, and she had read of
secret gardens in some of the stories. Sometimes people went
to sleep in them for a hundred years, which she had thought
must be rather stupid. She had no intention of going to sleep,
and, in fact, she was becoming wider awake every day which
passed at Misselthwaite. She was beginning to like to be out
of doors; she no longer hated the wind, but enjoyed it. She
could run faster, and longer, and she could skip up to a
hundred. The bulbs in the secret garden must have been much
astonished. Such nice clear places were made round them
that they had all the breathing space they wanted, and really,
if Mistress Mary had known it, they began to cheer up under
the dark earth and work tremendously. The sun could get at
them and warm them, and when the rain came down it could
reach them at once, so they began to feel very much alive.

She led him round the laurel path and to the walk where the
ivy grew so thickly. Dickon followed her with a queer,
almost pitying, look on his face. He felt as if he were being
led to look at some strange bird's nest and must move softly.
When she stepped to the wall and lifted the hanging ivy he
started. There was a door and Mary pushed it slowly open
and they passed in together, and then Mary stood and waved
her hand round defiantly.

"It's this," she said. "It's a secret garden, and I'm the only one
in the world who wants it to be alive."

"Eh!" he almost whispered, "it is a queer, pretty place! It's
like as if a body was in a dream."

For two or three minutes he stood looking round him, while
Mary watched him, and then he began to walk about softly,
even more lightly than Mary had walked the first time she
had found herself inside the four walls. His eyes seemed to be
taking in everything--the gray trees with the gray creepers
climbing over them and hanging from their branches, the
tangle on the walls and among the grass, the evergreen
alcoves with the stone seats and tall flower urns standing in
them.

"We must talk low," he said, "or some one'll hear us an'
wonder what's to do in here."

"Oh! I forgot!" said Mary, feeling frightened and putting her
hand quickly against her mouth. "Did you know about the
garden?" she asked again when she had recovered herself.

Mary could scarcely bear to leave him. Suddenly it seemed as
if he might be a sort of wood fairy who might be gone when
she came into the garden again. He seemed too good to be
true. She went slowly half-way to the door in the wall and
then she stopped and went back.
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His poppy-colored cheeks were distended with his first big
bite of bread and bacon, but he managed to smile
encouragingly.

"If tha' was a missel thrush an' showed me where thy nest
was, does tha' think I'd tell any one? Not me," he said. "Tha'
art as safe as a missel thrush."

Mary ran so fast that she was rather out of breath when she
reached her room. Her hair was ruffled on her forehead and
her cheeks were bright pink. Her dinner was waiting on the
table, and Martha was waiting near it.

"Well," she said, "he's th' best lad as ever was born, but us
never thought he was handsome. His nose turns up too
much."

"I like them round," said Mary. "And they are exactly the
color of the sky over the moor."

"Mother says he made 'em that color with always lookin' up
at th' birds an' th' clouds. But he has got a big mouth, hasn't
he, now?"

"It'd look rare an' funny in thy bit of a face," she said. "But I
knowed it would be that way when tha' saw him. How did
tha' like th' seeds an' th' garden tools?"

Something white fastened to the standard rose-bush caught
her eye. It was a piece of paper--in fact, it was a piece of the
letter she had printed for Martha to send to Dickon. It was
fastened on the bush with a long thorn, and in a minute she
knew Dickon had left it there. There were some roughly
printed letters on it and a sort of picture. At first she could not
tell what it was. Then she saw it was meant for a nest with a
bird sitting on it. Underneath were the printed letters and they
said:

Mary took the picture back to the house when she went to her
supper and she showed it to Martha.

"Eh!" said Martha with great pride. "I never knew our Dickon
was as clever as that. That there's a picture of a missel thrush
on her nest, as large as life an' twice as natural."

Then Mary knew Dickon had meant the picture to be a
message. He had meant that she might be sure he would keep
her secret. Her garden was her nest and she was like a missel
thrush. Oh, how she did like that queer, common boy!

She hoped he would come back the very next day and she fell
asleep looking forward to the morning.

Somehow she was sorry for him and did not want him to lie
awake, so she leaned against the bed and began to stroke and
pat his hand and sing a very low little chanting song in
Hindustani.

"That is nice," he said more drowsily still, and she went on
chanting and stroking, but when she looked at him again his
black lashes were lying close against his cheeks, for his eyes

were shut and he was fast asleep. So she got up softly, took
her candle and crept away without making a sound.

The moor was hidden in mist when the morning came and the
rain had not stopped pouring down. There could be no going
out of doors. Martha was so busy that Mary had no
opportunity of talking to her, but in the afternoon she asked
her to come and sit with her in the nursery. She came
bringing the stocking she was always knitting when she was
doing nothing else.

"What's the matter with thee?" she asked as soon as they sat
down. "Tha' looks as if tha'd somethin' to say."

"I heard it in the night," Mary went on. "And I got up and
went to see where it came from. It was Colin. I found him."

"Eh! Miss Mary!" she said half crying. "Tha' shouldn't have
done it--tha' shouldn't! Tha'll get me in trouble. I never told
thee nothin' about him--but tha'll get me in trouble. I shall
lose my place and what'll mother do!"

Dr. Craven did not look happy when he left the room. He
gave a puzzled glance at the little girl sitting on the large
stool. She had become a stiff, silent child again as soon as he
entered and he could not see what the attraction was. The boy
actually did look brighter, however--and he sighed rather
heavily as he went down the corridor.

"They are always wanting me to eat things when I don't want
to," said Colin, as the nurse brought in the tea and put it on
the table by the sofa. "Now, if you'll eat I will. Those muffins
look so nice and hot. Tell me about Rajahs."

After another week of rain the high arch of blue sky appeared
again and the sun which poured down was quite hot. Though
there had been no chance to see either the secret garden or
Dickon, Mistress Mary had enjoyed herself very much. The
week had not seemed long. She had spent hours of every day
with Colin in his room, talking about Rajahs or gardens or
Dickon and the cottage on the moor. They had looked at the
splendid books and pictures and sometimes Mary had read
things to Colin, and sometimes he had read a little to her.
When he was amused and interested she thought he scarcely
looked like an invalid at all, except that his face was so
colorless and he was always on the sofa.

"Tha' knows us won't trouble thee," he said to the robin. "Us
is near bein' wild things ourselves. Us is nest-buildin' too,
bless thee. Look out tha' doesn't tell on us."

And though the robin did not answer, because his beak was
occupied, Mary knew that when he flew away with his twig
to his own corner of the garden the darkness of his
dew-bright eye meant that he would not tell their secret for
the world.

They found a great deal to do that morning and Mary was late
in returning to the house and was also in such a hurry to get
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back to her work that she quite forgot Colin until the last
moment.

"Tell Colin that I can't come and see him yet," she said to
Martha. "I'm very busy in the garden."

"Eh! Miss Mary," she said, "it may put him all out of humor
when I tell him that."

But Mary was not as afraid of him as other people were and
she was not a self-sacrificing person.

The afternoon was even lovelier and busier than the morning
had been. Already nearly all the weeds were cleared out of
the garden and most of the roses and trees had been pruned or
dug about. Dickon had brought a spade of his own and he had
taught Mary to use all her tools, so that by this time it was
plain that though the lovely wild place was not likely to
become a "gardener's garden" it would be a wilderness of
growing things before the springtime was over.

If she had been friends with Colin she would have run to
show him her presents at once, and they would have looked
at the pictures and read some of the gardening books and
perhaps tried playing the games, and he would have enjoyed
himself so much he would never once have thought he was
going to die or have put his hand on his spine to see if there
was a lump coming. He had a way of doing that which she
could not bear. It gave her an uncomfortable frightened
feeling because he always looked so frightened himself. He
said that if he felt even quite a little lump some day he should
know his hunch had begun to grow. Something he had heard
Mrs. Medlock whispering to the nurse had given him the idea
and he had thought over it in secret until it was quite firmly
fixed in his mind. Mrs. Medlock had said his father's back
had begun to show its crookedness in that way when he was a
child. He had never told any one but Mary that most of his
"tantrums" as they called them grew out of his hysterical
hidden fear. Mary had been sorry for him when he had told
her.

"He always began to think about it when he was cross or
tired," she said to herself. "And he has been cross to-day.
Perhaps--perhaps he has been thinking about it all afternoon."

"I said I would never go back again--" she hesitated, knitting
her brows--"but perhaps, just perhaps, I will go and see--if he
wants me--in the morning. Perhaps he'll try to throw his
pillow at me again, but--I think--I'll go."

She had got up very early in the morning and had worked
hard in the garden and she was tired and sleepy, so as soon as
Martha had brought her supper and she had eaten it, she was
glad to go to bed. As she laid her head on the pillow she
murmured to herself:

She thought it was the middle of the night when she was
wakened by such dreadful sounds that she jumped out of bed
in an instant. What was it--what was it? The next minute she

felt quite sure she knew. Doors were opened and shut and
there were hurrying feet in the corridors and some one was
crying and screaming at the same time, screaming and crying
in a horrible way.

The soft drone of her voice was making him stiller and stiller
and she saw it and went on.

"Perhaps they are coming up through the grass--perhaps there
are clusters of purple crocuses and gold ones--even now.
Perhaps the leaves are beginning to break out and uncurl--and
perhaps--the gray is changing and a green gauze veil is
creeping--and creeping over--everything. And the birds are
coming to look at it--because it is--so safe and still. And
perhaps--perhaps--perhaps--" very softly and slowly indeed,
"the robin has found a mate--and is building a nest."

Of course Mary did not waken early the next morning. She
slept late because she was tired, and when Martha brought
her breakfast she told her that though Colin was quite quiet
he was ill and feverish as he always was after he had worn
himself out with a fit of crying. Mary ate her breakfast slowly
as she listened.

"He says he wishes tha' would please go and see him as soon
as tha' can," Martha said. "It's queer what a fancy he's took to
thee. Tha' did give it him last night for sure--didn't tha'?
Nobody else would have dared to do it. Eh! poor lad! He's
been spoiled till salt won't save him. Mother says as th' two
worst things as can happen to a child is never to have his own
way--or always to have it. She doesn't know which is th'
worst. Tha' was in a fine temper tha'self, too. But he says to
me when I went into his room, 'Please ask Miss Mary if she'll
please come an' talk to me?' Think o' him saying please! Will
you go, Miss?"

And she was so un-hysterical and natural and childish that
she brought him to his senses and he began to laugh at
himself and a few minutes afterward she was sitting on her
stool again telling him not what she imagined the secret
garden to be like but what it really was, and Colin's aches and
tiredness were forgotten and he was listening enraptured.

"It is just what you thought it would be," he said at last. "It
sounds just as if you had really seen it. You know I said that
when you told me first."

"I had seen it--and I had been in," she said. "I found the key
and got in weeks ago. But I daren't tell you--I daren't because
I was so afraid I couldn't trust you--for sure!"

Of course Dr. Craven had been sent for the morning after
Colin had had his tantrum. He was always sent for at once
when such a thing occurred and he always found, when he
arrived, a white shaken boy lying on his bed, sulky and still
so hysterical that he was ready to break into fresh sobbing at
the least word. In fact, Dr. Craven dreaded and detested the
difficulties of these visits. On this occasion he was away
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from Misselthwaite Manor until afternoon.

"How is he?" he asked Mrs. Medlock rather irritably when he
arrived. "He will break a blood-vessel in one of those fits
some day. The boy is half insane with hysteria and
self-indulgence."

Across the lawn came the Master of Misselthwaite and he
looked as many of them had never seen him. And by his side
with his head up in the air and his eyes full of laughter
walked as strongly and steadily as any boy in
Yorkshire--Master Colin!
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