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Only in one place was there any peace. In the west of the city was

a fabulous garden. There, behind its tall walls and thick trees it was
possible to escape the noise. For Peter, who had lived all his life in
narrow streets, it was the closest place to paradise he had ever seen. -
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his father. She was annoyed, but not enough to stop him,

not enough to phone his father.
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That night Peter slept beneath the stars. The city
had dropped to a faint murmur. Foxes hunted
through the garden and owls called out in the dark
No monsters visited Peter’s dreams that night.
There were no nightmares of running through
slowed-down time, just peaceful empty sleep.
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The first weeks were wonderful. He thought he
might get fed up with the garden, that maybe its
magic would wear off, but it didn’t. He thought
about his sister and his friends. He thought about
his parents fighting and his father walking out.

It all seemed so far away. It was as if the garden
wall were a boundary to another world.

He bought food in the cafés and washed his
clothes in a lotus pond among tall bamboos. And
as he went through the garden he collected things:
a gold ring, a red balloon and pocketfuls of seeds.
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And when it rained, there were the great glass houses.
Beneath their crystal skies it was forever summef..At- .
night Peter crept into the Palm House to pick bananas
and exotic fruits from around the world. -
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He grew to know every part of the garden
quiet

sat and pa




He grew to know the animals too. At home he
had never been allowed a cat or a dog or even
a fish, but here he had dozens of friends.




Eventually his money and the bananas ran
out and he had to live on other people’s

leftovers. But even then he was happy.

No one shouted at him. No one told him
he was stupid. No one tried to make him
do things he couldn’t. And no one made
him face up to the fact that he would have
to go home one day.
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The flowers turned their heads to the ground and Peter felt lonely. The leaves
turned gold and began to fall and Peter knew it was time to go home.
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collected. Nothing at home had changed. The noise still went
on day and night. His mother shouted, the neighbours shouted
and the city roared. But now he had his own paradise garden,
and knew that he would always have one wherever he went.




