The Gardener

Tom’s face felt so hot he was sure it was about to explode.  The midday sun beat down mercilessly on his back, and the beads of sweat that had long since formed on his forehead began to itch and tickle.  But still he dug on.  Surely if he kept going there would be a sign.  A tuft of silky fur perhaps?  A distant squeak?  Or (and this really would be the best!) a pair of tiny eyes squinting blindly up towards the daylight.
He paused to wipe the trickling sweat with the back of his wrist, then lifted his spade for what felt like the one hundredth time – just as a dark shadow loomed up from behind.  A familiar chill travelled down his spine as, with heart pounding, he swivelled round to meet the piercing stare of the gardener, Charlie Green.
	“Now look ‘ere, Tom Hawken, I’ve told you before, I’ve enough trouble chasing up these darn molehills without ‘avin’ you goin’ round diggin’ ‘em up.”
	Tom felt his cheeks burning which was odd because his body was suddenly freezing.  Charlie Green had had it in for him since the day they moved to the gardens, of that he was sure.  He was always giving him funny looks.
[bookmark: _GoBack]	Tom tried to speak, but his throat, which suddenly felt drier than the Sahara at noon, stuck tight.  He never had been brilliant at getting out of trouble – just expert at getting into it.
	Charlie Green squinted darkly.  “Next time, I’ll ‘ave to tell yer mum!” he growled.  “Now, be off.”
	By the time he nudged open the small gate separating his parents’ small patio garden from the main communal gardens Charlie Green had already re-filled the mole hole and was now stomping angrily across the lawns towards his shed.  Clusters of tiny earth mounds lay scattered all around; it had been a bad week for moles in West London.
	Tom’s heart still took off every time he entered his first floor bedroom: after his tiny room in their tenth floor Hong Kong apartment it really was a dream come true!  His ceiling reached high, like a private indoor sky; the narrow French doors, opening onto the tiny sun-filled balcony, stood tall as skyscrapers, and on the far wall a magnificent marble fireplace stood even taller than he was.  But, more important than all of these things, was the view.  Tom’s new room looked out onto a vast rambling garden that stretched as far as the eye could see.  The house, which was shared by all of the houses in the square, was filled with clusters of rhododendron bushes and sprawling oak trees whose branches seemed to brush the passing clouds.

