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The Secret Garden
Where you tend a rose, a thistle cannot grow.
Adapted by Alicia Zadrozny from the novel  
by Frances Hodgson Burnett

FICTION
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By O. Henry 
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Using earliest memories to write poetry
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‘But welcome, be it new or old, 
 The gift which makes the day more bright,  
And paints, upon the ground of  cold 
 And darkness, warmth and light!’
      — From the poem “Flowers in Winter,” 

by John Greenleaf  Whittier

Issue Theme:
Flowers in Winter
“Be like a flower in winter.”
 An ancient philosopher 
never said that. But if he had, 
what do you think he would 
have meant? What images are 
brought up when you think of 
flowers in winter? Flowers have 
a difficult time surviving in 
the cold. But the ones that do, 
mythical though they may be, 
are all the more beautiful.
 This issue is about finding 
warmth and solace, health and 
healing during bleak times. 
Poke your head up from be-
neath the snow pile and read 
along with us. Be like a flower 
in winter.

Happy Holidays.
—The editors of READ

LSI
online
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center stage

Where you tend a rose, a thistle cannot grow.
Adapted by Alicia Zadrozny from the novel by Frances Hodgson Burnett 
Illustrations by Margaret Lee

CHARACTERS 
(main characters in boldface)

Narrators 1, 2, 3
Mary Lennox
Officers 1, 2

Basil

Mrs. Medlock
Martha
Ben Weatherstaff
Dickon
Colin

Prologue 

Narrator 1: Children are a lot 
more like flowers than one might 
think. To grow is one thing. 
To grow strong is another. It 
is a matter of  finding the right 
combination of  air, light, and 
nourishment. And to radiate 
color and beauty and promise is 
a very special matter indeed for 
children—and for flowers. They 
need tending to with a careful 
hand and much love to blossom 
as they were meant to.

Narrator 2: Mary Lennox has 
not been given all she needs to 
be strong and beautiful. She lives 
a withered life with her selfish 
parents in India in the early  
part of  the 20th century. They 
are thought to be important 
people—an English colonel and 
his beautiful wife—who are more 
concerned with riches and par-
ties than their little Mary. 

Narrator 3: At 9 years old, Mary 
is a little girl with a thin sharp 
face and sour expression. She 
has yellow hair and yellow skin 
and feels sick all the time just  
because she isn’t cared for. One 
day she wakes and everything 
changes.

Narr 1: Mary pushes open  
her leaden eyes and hears  
deadly silence. She closes her 
eyes again and thinks of  the 
cholera epidemic that has hit 
her house—all the wailing and 
hurrying that goes on in the 
house during the day. She thinks 
of  her Ayah, her caretaker, and 
she wonders who will watch over 
her now that her Ayah had died 

from the sickness. In the deadly 
silent morning, Mary calls out to 
the empty house.

Mary Lennox: Where is every-
body? Do people care only  
about themselves around here?

Narr 2: A minute later she hears 
footsteps going from room to 
room in the bungalow. She hears 
men’s voices talking low and 
quiet. They get closer and closer 
to Mary’s room. 

Officer 1: How horrible! How 
desolate! That lovely Mrs. Len-
nox …

Narr 3: The officers open Mary’s 
door and find her standing in 
the middle of  the room, scowl-
ing. The first man jumps back in 
surprise.

Officer 2: There’s a child here! 
She’s all alone. Mercy on us, who 
is she?

* vocab
SOUR: resentful, hostile, sullen

CHOLERA: a sometimes fatal  
bacterial disease of the intestines 

The 
Secret Garden
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Martha: Ye need to build yerself  
up an appetite. Wrap yerself  
up warmly, and run out to play. 
Ye might be seeing my brother 
Dickon scampering about with 
his little critters. 

Mary: All right, I guess. 

Narr 3: Mary peers out the win-
dow at the wintry scene. Martha 
points to the rows of  walled 
gardens. 

Martha: One of  the gardens is 
locked up, though. No one has 
been in it for 10 years.

Mary: Why?

Martha: Mr. Craven had it shut 
when his wife died so sudden. No 
one is allowed inside. It was her 
garden. He locked the door and 
buried the key. Aye, I hear Mrs. 
Medlock’s bell ringing—I must 
run.

mistaken. Must have been that 
old wind wutherin’ like I said.

Mary: I know someone was cry-
ing!

Martha: Now look, miss … time 
to eat yer porridge ’fore it gets 
cold. 

Narr 2: Mary takes a noisy slurp 
of  her porridge and slams her 
spoon down. It is all Martha can 
do to ignore the girl’s rude ways. 

Martha: Yer not going to eat your 
porridge! 

Mary: No! Why do you care so 
much?

Martha: It’s a terrible thing to see 
good food going to waste. My, 
how my hungry little brothers 
and sisters would gobble that up! 

Mary: I’m not hungry. I want to 
do something. It’s so sad here.

the long train journey, she barely 
remembers the night before. 
Walking down the long gloomy 
corridors of  locked doors had 
seemed like a nightmare. She 
wakes in her own tiny suite of  
rooms with a chambermaid stir-
ring the fire and laying out her 
breakfast.

Mary: Hello … who are you?

Martha: I’m Martha. I will be tak-
ing care of  ye here. Aye, did ye 
sleep well? I know the wind was 
wutherin’ through the moor last 
night something terrible.

Mary: How could anyone  
sleep well here? It’s either the 
wutherin’ as you call it or that 
bizarre crying. Who was crying 
in the middle of  the night?

Martha: (sharply) There was no 
one crying here, Miss Mary. Yer 

she listens but dares not appear 
interested. 

Mrs. Medlock: Mr. Craven is not 
going to trouble himself  with 
you. He never troubles himself  
about anyone. 

Mary: (under her breath) I am used 
to being alone.

Mrs. Medlock: He’s got a 
crooked back. He was a sour 
young man and never enjoyed 
his house and fortune until he 
was married. But he found a 
sweet pretty thing, and he’d walk 
the world over to get her a blade 
of  grass that she wanted. When 
she died—

Narr 2: Mary gives a little jump. 

Mary: She died? 

Mrs. Medlock: Yes, she did. And 
it made him stranger than ever. 
He cares about nobody. He won’t 
see people. When he is at Mis-
selthwaite, he shuts himself  up 
in the West Wing and won’t let 
anyone but an old caretaker see 
him. The rest of  the time he goes 
away. 

Narr 3: To Mary it seems like 
a fairy tale. But it only makes 
her feel gloomier to think of  a 
locked house and a dreary moor. 
She turns her head and with 
lips pinched together she stares 
at the rain pouring down the 
window. 

Scene 2
Narr 1: Again Mary finds herself  
in a strange place. Tired from 

Narr 1: When she arrives,  
Craven’s housekeeper, Mrs.  
Medlock, claims Mary at the 
train station. On the ride to  
Yorkshire, they sit across from 
each other. Without any book to 
read, Mary stares at Mrs. Med-
lock’s thin, black-gloved hands 
in her lap. Limp hair hangs from 
underneath Mrs. Medlock's black 
hat. Her black dress makes her 
look more yellow than ever.

Narr 2: Mrs. Medlock clears her 
throat. Mary frowns at her.

Mrs. Medlock: I suppose I may 
as well tell you something about 
where you’re going. Do you know 
anything about your uncle?

Mary: No. 

Mrs. Medlock: You never heard 
your mother and father talk 
about him?

Mary: No. 

Narr 3: Mary frowns even more 
because she remembers that her 
parents never talked to her about 
anything in particular. She barely 
knew them at all.

Mrs. Medlock: Well, I suppose 
you should be prepared. You are 
going to a very strange place. 
Misselthwaite is a grand, big 
place, though rather gloomy. The 
house is 600 years old. It’s on 
the edge of  a moor. There are 
nearly 100 rooms in it, though 
most are locked. There are many 
fine old things inside. And there’s 
a big park around it with a lot 
of  gardens and trees. But there’s 
nothing else.

Narr 1: Despite herself, Mary 
begins to listen. It all seems so 
different than life in India. So 

Mary: I am Mary Lennox. I fell 
asleep when everybody had the 
cholera, and I just woke up. Why 
did nobody come for me? 

Narr 1: The officers turn to each 
other. 

Officer 1: She’s been forgotten. 

Mary: Why was I forgotten? Why 
did nobody come for me? 

Narr 2: Mary stamps her foot. 
One officer blinks away tears.

Officer 2: Poor little soul! There’s 
nobody left.

Narr 3: And that is how Mary 
finds out that she has no mother 
or father left. They had been car-
ried away in the night. The few 
servants who had not succumbed 
to cholera had hurried from the 
home, leaving the orphaned 
Mary behind. 

Scene 1 

Narr 1: After the tragedy, Mary 
spends weeks at a pastor's home 
in the countryside of  India. His 
children are horrible. A boy 
named Basil is particularly mean 
to her.

Basil: (chanting) Mary, Mary, 
quite contrary, how does your 
garden grow?

Mary: Don’t mock me! That’s not 
nice!

Basil: What are you going to do? 
Run to your mommy and daddy?

Narr 2: Mary runs at Basil. She 
has to be pulled off  him. That is 
the end of  her stay there. 

Narr 3: She goes to live with 
her eccentric uncle, Archibald 
Craven, outside of  London. 

*
MOOR: wild open land
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Narr 2: A squirrel, sitting in the 
tree, is watching him. A pheas-
ant under a bush is stretching 
its neck to see. Two rabbits are 
sitting up and sniffing their noses 
at the air.

Dickon: Don’t move. You’ll 
frighten them. 

Mary: What? How are you …

Dickon: Shh.

the key in, and opens the door 
to an overgrown garden full of  
thorns, weeds, and overturned 
trees with dead brown branches. 

Mary: (whispering) Aye, I’ve got a 
lot of  work to do.

Narr 1: She tiptoes out of  the 
garden with the key in her pock-
et. A boy nearly her age is sitting 
under a tree playing a wooden 
pipe. His name is Dickon. 

that crying I hear? It’s the second 
time I’ve heard it.

Mrs. Medlock: (sharply) Mind 
your business, Mary. A scullery 
maid has got a toothache. Worry 
you not. 

Mary: But Mrs. Medlock …

Mrs. Medlock: As I said, child, 
run along. 

Narr 2: Mary follows her orders, 
but she cannot shake the feel-
ing that she had stumbled upon 
some secret. 

Scene 4
Narr 3: As the days get warmer, 
so does Mary. She spends many 
afternoons chatting with Ben 
Weatherstaff. She asks him 
questions about gardening and 
about his days tending the rose 
gardens.

Narr 1: One afternoon when Ben 
is busy, Mary skips along the 
paths with her jump rope. She 
sees Ben’s robin friend and calls 
out to him in joy.

Mary: Hello! Hello, robin! You are 
my friend! Aren’t you my friend! 

Narr 2: Mary chirps and talks 
to the robin. He hops and flirts 
his tail. She follows him as he 
hops to a small pile of  freshly 
turned-up earth. Mary looks at it 
and gasps when she sees a ring 
of  rusty brass peeking out of  
the soil. She pulls it out of  the 
ground.

Mary: Oh, robin friend! It is the 
key to the secret garden!

Narr 3: Her heart beats excitedly 
as she searches the ivy wall for 
the door. At last, she finds it, puts 

of  them she treated them like 
children. I’ve seen her bend over 
and kiss them. 

Mary: I should like to see them. 
Where is the key to the door? 
There must be a way to get in 
somehow. 

Narr 1: Ben digs in his spade and 
becomes a locked door himself. 
He bends low to the ground and 
works her questions away. With 
conversation finished, Mary 
turns on her heels and hurries 
into the gloom of  Misselthwaite 
Manor. 

Scene 3
Narr 2: Later as Mary runs 
through the corridors toward her 
room, something new shows on 
her face. Her cheeks are pink 
with life—she is almost an ordi-
nary happy child. 

Narr 3: But if  loneliness had a 
home, it would indeed be Mis-
selthwaite Manor. The old man-
sion moans and groans under the 
weight of  sadness. Mary begins 
to hear that strange crying again 
and quickly turns her mind back 
to the garden. 

Mary: I must get inside. I must. 
Who knows what treasures  
wait …

Narr 1: Her mind is so busy with 
thoughts of  brown branches and 
choking weeds that she is not 
watching where she is going. She 
rounds the corner and bumps 
right into Mrs. Medlock.

Mrs. Medlock: Watch out, child! 
Where are you going like that?

Mary: Nowhere, Mrs. Medlock. 
Just back to my room. What is 

Ben: Aye, miss, calm yerself.  
I am the gardener, Ben Weather-
staff. Please mind Mr. Craven’s 
wishes. No one is to go near that 
garden. Are ye that little orphan 
from India?

Narr 2: Mary nods. 

Ben: Aye, ye must be lonely. Mis-
selthwaite is one strange place. 

Narr 3: Mary looks at the 
ground.

Ben: Come now, miss. Let me 
show you something. Here 
around this tree. Let’s find our 
friend. You hear that singing? 
He’s calling to us. 

Narr 1: Ben gives a long, low 
whistle, and a tiny, red-shirted 
bird lights on a branch hang-
ing over the top of  the wall. He 
answers Ben with a cheerful, 
friendly little whistle and bursts 
into his winter song. 

Narr 2: Mary manages a sort of  
smile. 

Mary: The branch the bird is on, 
that’s the locked garden. Right?

Ben: Aye, he lives there. He 
came out of  his egg there. If  he’s 
courtin’, he’ll be making up to 
the young lady robin that lives 
in the old rose trees there. Roses 
are something beautiful. 

Mary: Are there rose trees there? 

Ben: That was 10 years ago. 

Narr 3: Ben’s mind travels back 
to a happier past.

Ben: If  I was more than a bache- 
lor in a boarding house and had 
me own garden, well, I’d plant 
mostly roses. A young lady I was 
gardener to showed me how to 
love the roses. She was so fond 

Narr 1: Martha races through the 
corridors to attend to the bell. 
Mary hurriedly gets dressed and 
goes outside. She heads down 
the walk that leads to a door in 
the shrubbery. 

Mary: (to herself )  I have to find 
this secret garden. Oh, what a 
prize! To be somewhere that has 
been locked up for 10 years! I 
wonder if  the flowers still grow 
there?

Narr 2: When she passes through 
the shrubbery gate, Mary finds 
herself  surrounded by wide 
lawns and winding walks with 
neat, clipped borders. There 
are trees, flower beds, and 
evergreens clipped into strange 
shapes. A large pool with an old 
gray fountain sits in the middle. 
Everything is bare and wintry.

Narr 3: She goes through another 
door and finds several walled 
gardens that open into one 
another. One green door reveals 
beds of  winter vegetables. An-
other reveals an orchard of  apple 
trees. She runs its length until she 
finds another wall. She creeps 
underneath the brush and passes 
her hands over the rough bricks 
until she comes to an old door. 
Just as she is reaching out to it, 
she is startled by a voice very 
close to her.

Ben Weatherstaff: Aye, miss, 
what are ye doing? Come back 
from there right away. I’m telling 
ye, miss …

Narr 1: Mary springs back, her 
face aflame. 

Mary: And who are you? Who 
are you to tell me what to do?
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don’t like it, because my allergies 
flare up. I’m always coughing and 
sneezing. And I’m too weak to be 
outside anyway. 

Narr 2: Colin coughs into his 
sleeve. A hundred questions pop 
into Mary’s mind. First and fore-
most is, why does Colin have no 
hump? Is she missing something? 
And he looks as healthy as she 
does, though somewhat paler.

Mary: I’ve heard you crying three 
times, but I didn’t know who it 
was. 

Colin: I was crying because I 
don’t want to die and I don’t 
want a hunched back like Father. 
I feel so awful all the time, but 
the doctors don’t know what’s 
wrong with me. When I feel ill I 
lie here and think about it until 
I cry and cry. Let’s talk about 
something else. Tell me about 
this garden.

Mary: It’s nothing. Just an old 
garden that’s been locked up for 
10 years. No one can find the key.

Colin: I want someone to take 
me there! Now! Or as soon as 
possible! You have to! I demand 
it! I order you to take me there!

Narr 3: Upon hearing Colin’s 
tantrum, Mary is nervous. She 
doesn’t want her secret spoiled. 

Mary: OK, calm down. You see, if  
no one knows but ourselves, we 
could be there together and shut 
the door and it could be only 
our garden. We could play there 

Narr 2: Colin reaches out his 
hand, wanting to touch Mary’s 
arm. He barely believes that she 
is real.

Colin: Where did you come 
from?

Mary: From my own room. The 
wind howled so much that I 
couldn’t sleep, and then I heard 
crying. Didn’t anyone tell you 
that I live here?

Colin: No, they don’t dare. I 
won’t let people see me or talk 
to me.

Mary: Why?

Colin: I can’t leave this room, 
because it tires me too much. 

Mary: Does your father come to 
see you? 

Colin: Sometimes. But usually 
when I am asleep. He doesn’t 
want to see me.

Mary: But why?

Narr 3: A dark shadow passes 
over Colin’s face.

Colin: My mother died when I 
was born, and he hates me for it. 
I am a complete failure as a son. 
I hear people talking about it. I 
know there is a hump growing 
on my back. I know people stare 
at it. 

Narr 1: A thoughtful look crosses 
Mary’s face.

Mary: He hates the garden be-
cause she died. 

Colin: What garden? 

Mary: Oh, it’s just—just a garden 
she used to like. Have you been 
here always?

Colin: Nearly always. I used to 
be taken to the seaside. But I 

Scene 5
Narr 3: A few nights later, Mary 
struggles to fall asleep. The wind 
is wuthering ’round the chimneys 
and corners of  the old house. 
Raindrops beat against the  
windowpanes, and Mary feels 
miserable. She has not been to 
the garden in days on account of  
all the rain. She tosses and turns 
for hours before a sound makes 
her sit up and turn toward the 
door.

Mary: (in a loud whisper) It isn’t 
the wind now. It is the crying I 
heard before. I am going to find 
out what it is. 

Narr 1: She takes the candle by 
her bedside and races along the 
long, dark corridor. The faint 
crying leads her around many 
different corners and passages. 
Finally, she climbs up two steps 
and turns in front of  a tapestry 
door. She pushes it open gently.

Narr 2: There in the faint glow of  
the fireplace is a huge four-poster 
bed with a boy lying on his side, 
crying.

Colin: Who are you? Are you a 
ghost?

Mary: No, I’m not. Are you one? 

Narr 3: Mary and the boy stare 
at each other. Mary notices what 
strange eyes he has. 

Colin: No, I am Colin Craven. 
Who are you?

Mary: I am Mary Lennox. Mr. 
Craven is my uncle.

Colin: He is my father. 

Narr 1: Mary gasps.

Mary: No one told me he had a 
boy. Why didn’t they?

Narr 3: Mary does not mean to 
put out her hand and clutch his 
sleeve, but that’s what happens.

Mary: I’ve stolen this garden. 
It isn’t mine. It isn’t anybody’s. 
Nobody wants it. I don’t care 
though! Nobody has the right 
to take it from me when I care 
about it and they don’t. I found it 
myself, and I got into it myself. 

Dickon: You are quite stubborn, 
aren’t you?

Mary: About this, I suppose I am. 
It’s a secret garden, and I’m the 
only one in the world who wants 
it to be alive. 

Narr 1: Dickon looks at the 
closed door behind Mary in 
wonder.

Dickon: I never thought I’d see 
this place. Martha told me about 
it. I’ve always wondered what it 
was like. 

Mary: Will you help me to make 
it alive? I’m sure I can help too. 
I can dig and pull up weeds. I’ve 
been watching Ben Weatherstaff.

Dickon: I’ll come every day if  
you want me. It’ll be the best fun 
I’ve ever had in my whole life—
shut in there waking up a garden. 

Narr 2: Mary cannot believe 
the fortune of  finding Dickon. 
The two young gardeners begin 
to make plans for planting and 
growing a garden beautiful and 
wild.

Mary: No matter what happens 
you never will tell?

Dickon: If  you were a robin and 
you showed me where your nest 
was, do you think I’d tell anyone? 
You are as safe as a robin. 

Narr 1: Mary’s face goes red. 

Dickon: So you’ve got a bit of  a 
garden, have you? Show me. I’ll 
plant these myself. 

Narr 2: She presses her hands 
together tightly and turns her 
pleading eyes toward him.

Mary: Can you keep a secret if  I 
told you one? I don’t know what 
will happen if  anyone finds out. I 
shall die. 

Dickon: Aye, I can keep secrets.

Narr 3: The boy slowly rises 
from the ground. The animals 
begin to scamper away but not 
as if  they are scared at all. 

Dickon: I’m Dickon. And I know 
you’re Mary. 

Mary: Did Martha tell you about 
me? 

Dickon: Aye, she did. That’s why 
I’m here. I brought you some 
flower seeds ’cause she said 
you’d be asking about them. 

* vocab
SCAMPER: to run with light, quick 
steps 

TAPESTRY: a thick fabric wall 
hanging
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Dickon: Aye. It’s getting so very 
green and beautiful. Can you 
guess what I am thinking?

Mary: It must be about Colin. 

Dickon: I was thinking that if  
he was out here, he wouldn’t be 
watching for lumps growing on 
his back. He’d be watching for 
buds on the rose branches like 
us. 

Narr 3: Mary leans in closer, and 
the two young gardeners hatch 
a plan. 

Scene 7
Narr 1: The next day, Mary and 
Dickon set a chair for Colin un-
der the snow-white plum tree in 
the garden. In the afternoon, they 
bring him there. The whole world 
seems to devote itself  to being 
perfect and radiantly beautiful 
and kind to this one boy. 

Narr 2: Mary and Dickon work 
a little here and there, and Colin 
watches them. They bring him 

Mary: How did you know about 
Colin? 

Dickon: Everybody who knows 
about Mister Craven knows 
about his lad. Folks felt sorry for 
Mister Craven because his wife 
was such a pretty lady and they 
were so fond of  each other. 

Narr 2: Mary tells Dickon the 
story about the midnight wuther-
ing of  the wind and the faint, 
far-off  sounds of  crying, and 
her discovery of  Colin. Dickon 
shakes his head.

Dickon: They say Mister Craven 
can’t bear to see him when he’s 
awake, because his eyes look so 
much like his mother’s. 

Mary: Do you think he wants him 
to die?

Dickon: No, but he wishes he’d 
never been born. My mother 
says that’s the worst thing for 
a child. When children are not 
wanted, they scarcely ever thrive. 

Mary: (quietly) I know what that’s 
like.

shiny black crow perches on his 
shoulder. 

Dickon: When I saw the sun 
jump up over the moor this 
morning, I went mad for joy. I 
came straight here. Captain and 
Soot here felt the same way.  
See here how these flowers  
have pushed up and these and 
these …

Narr 3: They run from one part 
of  the garden to another and 
find so many wonders. They put 
their eager young noses close 
to the earth and sniff  its warm 
spring breath. They dig and pull 
up weeds and laugh low with 
rapture. Their hair gets wild and 
tangled, and their cheeks glow 
like poppies.

Mary: Dickon, there is something 
I want to tell you.

Dickon: What is it, Mary?

Mary: Well—do you know about 
Colin?

Dickon: What do you know 
about him?

Mary: I’ve seen him. I have been 
to talk to him every day this 
week. He says I’m making him 
forget about being ill and dying. 
He orders Mrs. Medlock and 
the staff  to let me in. Oh, the 
tantrum he threw!

Narr 1: Dickon looks relieved as 
soon as the surprise dies from his 
face.

Dickon: I’m right-down glad. 
I knew I couldn’t say nothing 
about him, but I don’t like having 
to hide things. 

Mary: Don’t you like hiding the 
garden? 

Dickon: I’ll never tell about it. I 
don’t think it’s no worse than hid-
ing where a bird’s nest is. 

every day and dig and plant 
seeds and make everything come 
alive—the roses and— 

Colin: Is the garden dead now?

Mary: It will be if  no one cares 
for it. The bulbs will live. The 
daffodils and lilies and snow-
drops. They are working in the 
earth now, pushing up green 
points because spring is coming. 
Don’t you see how much nicer it 
would be if  this were a secret?

Narr 1: He drops back onto the 
pillow and lies there with an odd 
expression.

Colin: I’ve never had a secret 
except about the one about not 
living to grow up. No one knows 
that I know. This is a much better 
secret. But Mary …

Mary: Yes, Colin?

Colin: You never see things if  
you stay in a room all the time. 
I’m—I’m a little scared.

Narr 2: Mary perches next to 
Colin on the bed and gently pats 
his hand.

Scene 6
Narr 3: Mary spends a string 
of  rainy days visiting Colin. As 
much as their friendship grows, 
Mary still hungers to get into the 
garden.

Narr 1: On the first sunny day, 
Mary goes to the garden. 

Mary: The grass is already 
greener and things are uncurling, 
buds are opening, and everything 
seems so alive! Oh hello, Dickon, 
you’re here! You’re here!

Narr 2: Dickon has a small 
entourage of  animals with him. 
A fox cub sits at his feet, and a 

Write About It
What happens next? Write a story 
that tells what happens to one or 
all of the characters. If you wish, 
you can set the story in the garden 
itself.
 Send your finished works to 
word@weeklyreader.com. Write 
“Secret Garden” in the subject 
line. No more than 500 words, 
please. We’ll post our favor-
ites on our blog, WORD, at www 
.readandwriting.com on December 
17. Be sure to check them out!

things to look at—opening buds, 
bits of  twigs, and the feather of  a 
woodpecker. 

Colin: I don’t want this afternoon 
to go away. But I shall come back 
tomorrow and the day after and 
the day after. 

Mary: You’ll get plenty of  fresh 
air, won’t you! 

Colin: I’m going to get nothing 
else. I’ve seen the spring now, I’ll 
see the summer. I’m going to see 
everything grow and then grow 
here myself. I really want my 
father to come around. 

Narr 3: Mary and Dickon lock 
eyes and think of  the wonderful 
place they made for each other. 

Mary and Dickon: Me too. 

ePilogue
Narr 1: Eventually the secret 
garden can no longer remain a 
secret. How could anyone hide 
such a miracle? 

Ben: Aye, I could finally tend the 
roses I loved so much.

Colin: My father finally came 
around. We take walks here 
together.

Dickon: All the birds and critters 
have a place to play and nest.

Mary: As I found out, when you 
are left alone, you have to grow 
your own garden to become a 
flower. n 
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* vocab
CONGENIAL: friendly, agreeable

SMITING: hitting; SMOTE is the past tense

ZEPHYRS: gentle breezes

In a little district west of  Washington Square the 
streets have run crazy and broken themselves into 
small strips called “places.” These “places” make 
strange angles and curves. One street crosses 
itself  a time or two. An artist once discovered 
a valuable possibility in this street. Suppose a 
collector with a bill for paints, paper and canvas 
should, in traversing this route, suddenly meet 
himself  coming back, without a cent having been 
paid on account!

So, to quaint old Greenwich Village the art 
people soon came prowling, hunting for north 
windows and eighteenth-century gables and 
Dutch attics and low rents. Then they imported 
some pewter mugs and a chafing dish or two from 
Sixth Avenue, and became a “colony.”

At the top of  a squatty, three-story brick Sue 
and Johnsy had their studio. “Johnsy” was familiar 
for Joanna. One was from Maine; the other from 
California. They had met at the table d’hôte* of  
an Eighth Street “Delmonico’s,” and found their 
tastes in art, chicory salad and bishop sleeves† so 
congenial that the joint studio resulted.

That was in May. In November a cold, unseen 
stranger, whom the doctors called Pneumonia, 
stalked about the colony, touching one here and 
there with his icy fingers. Over on the east side 
this ravager strode boldly, smiting his victims by 
scores, but his feet trod slowly through the maze 
of  the narrow and moss-grown “places.”

Mr. Pneumonia was not what you would call a 
chivalric [polite] old gentleman. A mite of  a little 
woman with blood thinned by California zephyrs 
was hardly fair game for the red-fisted, short-
breathed old duffer. But Johnsy he smote; and she 
lay, scarcely moving, on her painted iron bedstead, 
looking through the small Dutch window-panes at 
the blank side of  the next brick house.

One morning the busy doctor invited Sue into 
the hallway with a shaggy, gray eyebrow.

“She has one chance in—let us say, ten,” he 
said, as he shook down the mercury in his clinical 
thermometer. “And that chance is for her to want to 

live. This way people have of  lining-up on the side 
of  the undertaker makes the entire pharmacœia 
[encyclopedia of  medicines] look silly. Your little 
lady has made up her mind that she’s not going to 
get well. Has she anything on her mind?”

“She—she wanted to paint the Bay of  Naples 
some day,” said Sue.

“Paint?—bosh! Has she anything on her 
mind worth thinking about twice—a man, for 
instance?”

“A man?” said Sue, with a jew’s-harp‡ twang 
in her voice. “Is a man—but, no, doctor; there is 
nothing of  the kind.”

“Well, it is the weakness, then,” said the doctor. 
“I will do all that science, so far as it may filter 
through my efforts, can accomplish. But whenever 
my patient begins to count the carriages in her 
funeral procession I subtract 50 per cent from the 
curative power of  medicines. If  you will get her 
to ask one question about the new winter styles 
in cloak sleeves I will promise you a one-in-five 
chance for her, instead of  one in ten.”

After the doctor had gone Sue went into the 
workroom and cried a Japanese napkin to a pulp. 
Then she swaggered into Johnsy’s room with her 
drawing board, whistling ragtime.§

Johnsy lay, scarcely making a ripple under the 
bedclothes, with her face toward the window. Sue 
stopped whistling, thinking she was asleep.

She arranged her board and began a pen-and-
ink drawing to illustrate a magazine story. Young 
artists must pave their way to Art by drawing 
pictures for magazine stories that young authors 
write to pave their way to Literature.

As Sue was sketching a pair of  elegant 
horseshow riding trousers and a monocle on the 
figure of  the hero, an Idaho cowboy, she heard 
a low sound, several times repeated. She went 
quickly to the bedside.

* Table d’hôte (TAB-buhl DOHT) is a French term, literally meaning “host’s table.” 
In restaurants, it is a group table that any diner can sit at. Today it also means a 
meal served to all guests at a fixed price. The original Delmonico’s restaurants 
were famous fine-dining establishments in lower Manhattan from 1830 to 1923. 
† Bishop sleeves are puffy sleeves that are gathered at the wrist.

‡ A jew’s-harp is a small instrument that, when placed in the mouth and plucked, 
makes a twangy sound.
§ Ragtime is a type of popular music from the late 19th and early 20th centuries.

fiction

This short story was written about 100 years ago by a writer who was 
hugely popular at the time. (More about O. Henry later.) It contains 
many common references from the time period that you probably 

won’t get—just as someone a century from now wouldn’t comprehend a 
reference to Lady Gaga or an iPhone in a story written today. Don’t worry 
about it! We explain some of  those references, but there’s no reason to let 
them stop you dead in your tracks as you read. They aren’t necessary to 
your enjoyment of  this great story. 

Plow through the story’s slow start. In short, two young women, Sue 
and Johnsy, share an apartment in Greenwich Village, an artsy section 
of  New York City. The women have set up an art studio where they 
draw pictures to sell to magazines. Downstairs lives a scruffy old artist 
named Behrman, who is probably an immigrant from Germany, judging 
by his speech. When the weather turns cold, a wave of  deadly pneumonia 
sweeps across the city, and Johnsy comes down with the illness. This was 
back in the days before antibiotics were in use, so for a bacterial infection 
such as pneumonia, there was little a doctor could do. 

O. Henry loved a surprise ending. So don’t peek!
                                                                                             —READ editors 

Johnsy knew she would die when the final leaf fell from 
the vine.
By O. Henry • Illustrations by Lizzie & Vickie Savanella

The
Last Leaf
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Johnsy’s eyes were open wide. She was 
looking out the window and counting—counting 
backward.

“Twelve,” she said, and little later “eleven”; 
and then “ten,” and “nine”; and then “eight” and 
“seven,” almost together.

Sue looked solicitously out of  the window. 
What was there to count? There was only a bare, 
dreary yard to be seen, and the blank side of  the 
brick house twenty feet away. An old, old ivy 
vine, gnarled and decayed at the roots, climbed 
half  way up the brick wall. The cold breath of  
autumn had stricken its leaves from the vine until 
its skeleton branches clung, almost bare, to the 
crumbling bricks.

“What is it, dear?” asked Sue.
“Six,” said Johnsy, in almost a whisper. 

“They’re falling faster now. Three days ago there 
were almost a hundred. It made my head ache to 
count them. But now it’s easy. There goes another 
one. There are only five left now.”

“Five what, dear? Tell your Sudie.”
“Leaves. On the ivy vine. When the last one 

falls I must go, too. I’ve known that for three days. 
Didn’t the doctor tell you?”

“Oh, I never heard of  such nonsense,” complained 
Sue, with magnificent scorn. “What have old ivy 
leaves to do with your getting well? And you used 
to love that vine, so, you naughty girl. Don’t be a 
goosey. Why, the doctor told me this morning that 
your chances for getting well real soon were—let’s 
see exactly what he said—he said the chances were 
ten to one! Why, that’s almost as good a chance as 
we have in New York when we ride on the street cars 
or walk past a new building. Try to take some broth 
now, and let Sudie go back to her drawing, so she 
can sell the editor man with it, and buy port wine for 
her sick child, and pork chops for her greedy self.”

“You needn’t get any more wine,” said Johnsy, 
keeping her eyes fixed out the window. “There goes 
another. No, I don’t want any broth. That leaves just 
four. I want to see the last one fall before it gets dark. 
Then I’ll go, too.”

“Johnsy, dear,” said Sue, bending over her, “will 
you promise me to keep your eyes closed, and not 
look out the window until I am done working? I must 

hand those drawings in by to-morrow. I need the 
light, or I would draw the shade down.”

“Couldn’t you draw in the other room?” asked 
Johnsy, coldly.

“I’d rather be here by you,” said Sue. “Besides, 
I don’t want you to keep looking at those silly ivy 
leaves.”

“Tell me as soon as you have finished,” said 
Johnsy, closing her eyes, and lying white and still 
as a fallen statue, “because I want to see the last 
one fall. I’m tired of  waiting. I’m tired of  thinking. 
I want to turn loose my hold on everything, and go 
sailing down, down, just like one of  those poor, tired 
leaves.”

“Try to sleep,” said Sue. “I must call Behrman up 
to be my model for the old hermit miner. I’ll not be 
gone a minute. Don’t try to move ’til I come back.”

Old Behrman was a painter who lived on the 
ground floor beneath them. He was past sixty 
and had a Michael Angelo’s Moses* beard curling 
down from the head of  a satyr† along the body of  
an imp. Behrman was a failure in art. Forty years 
he had wielded the brush without getting near 
enough to touch the hem of  his Mistress’s robe. He 
had been always about to paint a masterpiece, but 
had never yet begun it. For several years he had 
painted nothing except now and then a daub in the 
line of  commerce or advertising. He earned a little 
by serving as a model to those young artists in the 
colony who could not pay the price of  a professional. 
He drank gin to excess, and still talked of  his coming 
masterpiece. For the rest he was a fierce little old 
man, who scoffed terribly at softness in any one, and 
who regarded himself  as especial mastiff-in-waiting 
[a watchdog] to protect the two young artists in the 
studio above.

Sue found Behrman smelling strongly of  juniper 
berries [an ingredient in gin] in his dimly lighted den 
below. In one corner was a blank canvas on an easel 
that had been waiting there for twenty-five years to 
receive the first line of  the masterpiece. She told him 
of  Johnsy’s fancy [in this use, an imagined idea that 
is not true], and how she feared she would, indeed, 
light and fragile as a leaf  herself, float away, when 
her slight hold upon the world grew weaker.

Old Behrman, with his red eyes plainly streaming, 
shouted his contempt and derision for such idiotic 
imaginings.

“Vass!” he cried. “Is dere people in de world 
mit der foolishness to die because leafs dey drop 
off  from a confounded vine? I haf  not heard of  
such a thing. No, I will not bose as a model for 
your fool hermit-dunderhead. Vy do you allow 
dot silly pusiness to come in der brain of  her? 
Ach, dot poor leetle Miss Yohnsy.”

“She is very ill and weak,” said Sue, “and the 
fever has left her mind morbid and full of  strange 
fancies. Very well, Mr. Behrman, if  you do not 
care to pose for me, you needn’t. But I think you 
are a horrid old—old flibbertigibbet§.”

“You are just like a woman!” yelled Behrman. 
“Who said I will not bose? Go on. I come mit you. 
For half  an hour I haf  peen trying to say dot I am 

ready to bose. Gott! [God! in German] dis is not 
any blace in which one so goot as Miss Yohnsy 
shall lie sick. Some day I vill baint a masterpiece, 
and ve shall all go away. Gott! yes.”

Johnsy was sleeping when they went upstairs. 
Sue pulled the shade down to the window-sill, 
and motioned Behrman into the other room. In 
there they peered out the window fearfully at the 
ivy vine. Then they looked at each other for a 
moment without speaking. A persistent, cold rain 

* The author is jokingly referring to the famous sculpture of Moses by the Renais-
sance artist Michelangelo (1475–1564). The beard on Moses flows down to his 
lap.
† A satyr, in Greek mythology, is a being that is part man, part horse (or goat).
§ Flibbertigibbet is a mild, old-fashioned insult meaning a silly or flaky person.

* vocab
SOLICITOUSLY: with care and concern 

IMP: a mischievous child 

MORBID: affected by disease; depressed 

‘Oh, I never heard of  
such nonsense. What 
have old ivy leaves 

to do with your  
getting well?’
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was falling, mingled with snow. Behrman, in his 
old blue shirt, took his seat as the hermit miner 
on an upturned kettle for a rock.

When Sue awoke from an hour’s sleep the next 
morning she found Johnsy with dull, wide-open 
eyes staring at the drawn green shade.

“Put it up; I want to see,” she ordered, in a 
whisper.

Wearily Sue obeyed.
But, lo! after the beating rain and fierce gusts 

of  wind that had endured through the livelong 
night, there yet stood out against the brick wall 
one ivy leaf. It was the last on the vine. Still dark 
green near its stem, but with its serrated edges 
tinted with the yellow of  dissolution and decay, 
it hung bravely from a branch some twenty feet 
above the ground.

“It is the last one,” said Johnsy. “I thought it 
would surely fall during the night. I heard the 
wind. It will fall to-day, and I shall die at the same 
time.”

“Dear, dear!” said Sue, leaning her worn face 
down to the pillow, “think of  me, if  you won’t 
think of  yourself. What would I do?”

But Johnsy did not answer. The lonesomest 
thing in all the world is a soul when it is making 

ready to go on its mysterious, far journey. The fancy 
seemed to possess her more strongly as one by one 
the ties that bound her to friendship and to earth 
were loosed.

The day wore away, and even through the twilight 
they could see the lone ivy leaf  clinging to its stem 
against the wall. And then, with the coming of  the 
night the north wind was again loosed, while the rain 
still beat against the windows and pattered down 
from the low Dutch eaves.

When it was light enough Johnsy, the merciless, 
commanded that the shade be raised.

The ivy leaf  was still there.
Johnsy lay for a long time looking at it. And then 

she called to Sue, who was stirring her chicken broth 
over the gas stove.

“I’ve been a bad girl, Sudie,” said Johnsy. 
“Something has made that last leaf  stay there to show 
me how wicked I was. It is a sin to want to die. You 
may bring me a little broth now, and some milk with 
a little port in it, and—no; bring me a hand-mirror 

* vocab
SERRATED: notched, saw-toothed

ACUTE: severe, in terms of disease

first, and then pack some pillows about me, 
and I will sit up and watch you cook.”

An hour later she said:
“Sudie, some day I hope to paint the Bay 

of  Naples.”
The doctor came in the afternoon, and 

Sue had an excuse to go into the hallway as 
he left.

“Even chances,” said the doctor, taking 
Sue’s thin, shaking hand in his. “With good 
nursing you’ll win. And now I must see 
another case I have downstairs. Behrman, his 
name is—some kind of  an artist, I believe. 
Pneumonia, too. He is an old, weak man, and 
the attack is acute. There is no hope for him; 
but he goes to the hospital to-day to be made 
more comfortable.”

The next day the doctor said to Sue: 
“She’s out of  danger. You’ve won. Nutrition 
and care now—that’s all.”

And that afternoon Sue came to the bed 
where Johnsy lay, contentedly knitting a very 
blue and very useless woolen shoulder scarf, 
and put one arm around her, pillows and all.

“I have something to tell you, white 
mouse,” she said. “Mr. Behrman died of  
pneumonia to-day in the hospital. He was 
ill only two days. The janitor found him on 
the morning of  the first day in his room 
downstairs helpless with pain. His shoes 
and clothing were wet through and icy cold. 
They couldn’t imagine where he had been on 
such a dreadful night. And then they found 
a lantern, still lighted, and a ladder that 
had been dragged from its place, and some 
scattered brushes, and a palette with green 
and yellow colors mixed on it, and—look out 
the window, dear, at the last ivy leaf  on the 
wall. Didn’t you wonder why it never fluttered 
or moved when the wind blew? Ah, darling, 
it’s Behrman’s masterpiece—he painted it 
there the night that the last leaf  fell.” n

Oh Henry! (Isn’t That a Candy Bar?)
Yes, Oh Henry! is a candy bar.  
O. Henry was a writer. Is there a 
connection? 

It seems possible. Both date to 
the early 20th century, both were 
popular and amusing, and both 
were sweet and nutty. OK, scratch 
that last bit. There are other expla-

nations, but the name of the sweet, created in 1920, 
might be a riff on the writer’s name. No one knows 
for sure. 

Both are still around today—O. Henry by way of 
his stories and Oh Henry! produced by the Nestlé 
company. And both are bits of Americana.

Rancher, Banker, Prisoner, Writer
The writer was born William Sidney* Porter in 1862 
in Greensboro, N.C. He lost his mother to tubercu-
losis when he was just 3, and he went on to marry a 
17-year-old girl who had the same disease. 

He moved to Texas and worked as a pharmacist, 
a rancher, a bank teller, and a journalist. While at 
the bank, he started a humor publication called The 
Rolling Stone (not related to Rolling Stone maga-
zine), which he filled with witty articles and stories. 
While working at the bank, Porter apparently made 
some money mistakes (of either the bookkeeping or 
ethical type, we don’t know) and ended up in trouble 
with federal authorities. To avoid prison, Porter fled 
to Honduras in 1897. After a few months, on hear-
ing that his wife was dying, he returned to Texas and 
gave himself up. His wife died, and he went to prison 
for extortion.

While he was in prison, Porter sent stories to mag-
azines for publication and created the pen name O. 
Henry. When he got out of jail in 1901, he moved to 
New York City and became a very popular writer. He 
wrote a story a week for the New York World and other 
magazines. His readers adored his witty observations 
of contemporary life and his surprise endings.

Despite his success, he was drinking heavily. His 
second marriage was short-lived, and when he died 
in 1910 at the age of 47, of cirrhosis of the liver, 
complications of diabetes, and an enlarged heart, he 
was virtually penniless. 
*He would later change the spelling to Sydney.
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‘Down in the 
  Bubble-Blue    
    World’

writing

Most people’s earliest recollections date from be-
tween the ages of  2 and 5, with age 3 being the 
average. Researchers are not sure why we cannot 
recall very much before the age of  4, but they 
theorize that it has something to do with lan-
guage development. By the age of  4, most chil-
dren have acquired enough language to be able 
to put their experiences into words. Perhaps lan-
guage development changes the way the brain 
processes memory. It isn’t that younger children 
cannot remember things; they do. But for what-
ever reasons, those memories do not survive to 
adulthood. 

Memory is always slippery. It is notoriously 
untrustworthy. Sometimes we might think we re-
member incidents that we have been told about 
many times, when what we really remember is 
how we imagined those incidents, complete with 
the details we were told. 

Early memories can  
inspire poetry.

By Debbie Nevins

Impressions Adrift in a Fog
If  you think about your earliest memories, you proba- 
bly can’t be certain which one is really the first. More 
likely you recall a variety of  impressions—the flash 
of  an image, perhaps just colors and patterns—that 
seem adrift in a fog. Memories that tell complete 
stories—your mother forgot to pick you up from ele-
mentary school and you stood on the school steps 
crying—are most likely to be from age 4 or older.

Think about one of  your first recollections. The 
memory is more likely to be a true memory if  the 
image in your mind is from a very low vantage 
point—a child’s perspective. Beware of  a memory 
that you access through knowledge that could come 
only from an older person—such as, “My parents 
were getting divorced, and …” 

Here are some earliest memories recorded 
by visitors to an online guest book hosted by the  
Exploratorium, a museum in San Francisco. 

“drinking warm milk by African violets, watching the 
Seattle rain fall”

“naps in my dark blue crib; spinning the light pink 
and green balls built into three rungs at the footboard 
end”

“putting toys under my baby brother’s high chair 
while my mother fed him. He was very young and he 
died soon after that.” 

Write It Down
Step 1: Before you read any further, write one of  
your first memories in just a few lines. If  your remi-
niscence is complicated and needs a paragraph or 
more to tell, then it probably isn’t a very early mem-
ory. Don’t try to tell a whole story; just write down 
your impressions. You don’t even need to write full 
sentences; sentence fragments are fine. What do you 
see through the eyes of  little you? Think sensation—
warmth and cold, dark and light, loud and soft, pain 
and comfort. What do you feel? Think emotion—
fear, wonder, contentment, joy. 

“playing in the smoke rings of  my grandfather’s ciga-
rettes”

“wearing a black and blue checked dress and jump-
ing up and down with my teacher and classmates” 

“my father singing in the laundry room with the wash-
ing machine going”

Those snippets of  memory are like lines of  po-
etry. So let’s treat them as poetry.

Make It Into a Poem
Step 2: Arrange the lines of  your written memory 
as a free-form poem. 

I am going down. 
Bubbles rise above me, up 
To the shining blue at the top of  the water. 
The sun sparkles up 
Where the bubbles want to go. 
Everything is blue 
Shadow and bright light. 
Everything is quiet. Everything is
Down
And up. 

Play with it. Rearrange word groupings. Look for 
word repetitions. Want to change it a bit? Go ahead. 
It’s your poem; it’s your memory! 

Now, here’s the best part. Write at least one more 
stanza of  your poem. You can flesh out the moment 
or give it more of  a story—even if  you make it up. 
(No memory police here!) Or you can take it some-
where new—such as your present life, or anywhere 
else you want, as long as you make it relate to the 
first stanza in imagery, tone, and structure.

I can’t promise that you will end up with an award-
winning bit of  poetry, but you might be surprised. 
The exercise should be fun. Take it and run with it. 
Don’t try too hard to control it. Stay in your young 
child’s vision as long as you can. Free your mind and 
see what comes out your hand!

Do you want to see how I ended my poem? First, 
reread the first part at left. Then, it continues:

I am not afraid
Down in the bubble-blue world, but then 
My lungs have not yet begun 
To scream for air.
It is the not knowing that I will remember— 
Not knowing to be afraid;
Air and breath, life and death.

Then a great black shadow splash
Blots out the sun
And the shadow becomes a man,  
Falling down to me, reaching,
Grabbing. Pulling me up.
I am afraid of  the man, the shadow
Who is my father.
And not knowing becomes knowing.

Emerging from the water, I cry.

Now it’s your turn. Send your poems to us at 
word@weeklyreader.com, and we will post our 
favorites on our blog, WORD, at www.readand 
writing.com on December 17. 

“drinking warm milk 
by African violets, 

watching the  
Seattle rain fall”

What’s your earliest memory?

Here’s one of  mine:
I am going down. Bubbles rise above me, 
up to the shining blue at the top of  the wa-
ter. The sun sparkles up where the bubbles 
want to go. Everything is blue shadow and 
bright light. Everything is quiet. Everything 
is down and up.
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Chunky and noisy,
but with stars in their black feathers,
they spring from the telephone wire
and instantly

they are acrobats
in the freezing wind.
And now, in the theater of  air,
they swing over buildings,

dipping and rising;
they float like one stippled star
that opens,
becomes for a moment fragmented,

then closes again;
and you watch
and you try
but you simply can’t imagine

how they do it
with no articulated instruction, no pause,
only the silent confirmation
that they are this notable thing,

this wheel of  many parts, that can rise and spin
over and over again,
full of  gorgeous life.
Ah, world, what lessons you prepare for us,

even in the leafless winter,
even in the ashy city.
I am thinking now
of  grief, and of  getting past it;

I feel my boots
trying to leave the ground,
I feel my heart
pumping hard. I want

to think again of  dangerous and noble things.
I want to be light and frolicsome.
I want to be improbable beautiful and afraid of  nothing,
as though I had wings.

Mary Oliver is an American poet who has won  
numerous awards, including a Pulitzer Prize and the National Book Award. 
She has published more than a dozen books and is considered by many  
critics to be one of  the country’s finest poets. Oliver, who lives on  
Cape Cod in Massachusetts, is an avid lover of  the outdoors, and her  
poems often focus on observations of  nature. From Owls and Other Fantasies by Mary Oliver 

Copyright © 2003 by Mary Oliver 
Reprinted by permission of Beacon Press, Boston

Starlings in Winter  By Mary Oliver

Lit Scene Investigation: The theme of  a story or poem is the main idea of  the entire piece. We 
included this poem by Mary Oliver in this issue of  READ—“Flowers in Winter”—even though the 
poem is not about flowers. Why? See for yourself.

First, just for the practice pure joy of it, go through this lovely poem and identify examples 
of  figurative language: metaphor, simile, and personification. Then, identify words or passages 
that clue you in to the poem’s theme. What is that theme, and how do those words and phrases 
illuminate it? How does it relate to the theme of  this issue of  READ?

Finally, go to our interactive online Lit Scene Investigation 
at www.weeklyreader.com/you and find out what the 
READ editors have to say.
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final wordfinal word

Winter’s not so bad! Think about it—you have holidays 
and hot chocolate and sledding and warm fires and 
family fun and snowmen and snow angels and snow 
days and snow!* The truth is, winter’s got it goin’ on! 
Why not embrace it?

Your Turn
Write your own poem about winter (or spring or summer or fall). Use “Winter’s Embrace” as a 
guide: three stanzas, four lines each, lines 2 and 4 rhyme. Got it? Great! Try to use a big word 
here or there like diadems. Challenge yourself! When you have finished, send it to us. E-mail us at 
word@weeklyreader.com. Write “Seasonal Poem” in the subject line. We’ll post our favorites on our 
blog, WORD, at www.readandwriting.com on December 15. And stay warm, dear friends.

When winter blows its cold breath everywhere,

And throws a chill white blanket on the ground,

The sun makes sparkling diamonds on the snow,

And trees with icy diadems are crowned.

It’s time to snuggle in for winter fun

In cozy places, maybe by a fire.

A good book and some cocoa feel just right

In flannels, sweaters, winter’s warm attire.

Winter’s gloom is comforting somehow,

As life retreats from its rushed and frantic pace.

We’re ready now to stay indoors awhile,

As we settle into winter’s calm embrace.

Winter’s Embrace
By Joanna Fuchs

*Our apologies to snow-challenged states


