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Heather McGrath, "The Hedge"

1. Give a summary of what is happening in this story.

2. Describe the characters of the story, their differences and similarities.

3. How is 'violence' presented in this story?

4. From which point‑of‑view is the story narrated, and what relevance does this have for the story's effect?

5. Why is the story called "The Hedge", and can you think of any reasons why the author might have wanted to write this story?

Entschuldigt bitte - wegen schlechter Qualität unserer eigenen Kopie waren am Anfang einige Wörter nicht lesbar.
Heather McGrath 

The Hedge

(Julie?) jumped from her scooter. Bright with paint and importance it carried on, unaware of her leaving, then obediently (slid?) sideways into the hedge. The handle, like a nose, and still warm from Julie's grasp, sniffed the flowers she had stopped to see. Bees crawled slowly out of the orange trumpets 'getting nectar', Julie informed herself with her five‑years‑old wisdom. Nectar was that sweetness to be sucked, the reward for carefully peeling off the over‑lapping green bottom.

The hedge was a very important part of her life. It hung flatly over the footpath. On misty mornings glistening spider webs were to be found, fairy clocks masquerading as dandelions grew beneath it, and today it was a strip of Xmas paper. Shiny green and decorated with orange blossoms it stretched to the street-corner, its gifts hidden in the branches.

For treasure was to be found in its tangle. Balls that had been mysteriously swallowed up in it were found, hair ribbons pulled free of little girls' hair hung awaiting the diligent searcher. Catapults missing out of boys' pockets fell out of the branches to be claimed anew.

More important than anything, though, was the fact that in behind the barricade sat Andrew's house, square, surrounded like a fort. Julie stood on one leg and counted by fives how long she could balance ‑ and waited for Andrew to come out.

A heavy wooden gate filled the only break in the hedge and Julie didn't dare reach through the slot cut in its blank face. The catch could be undone but today was Saturday and Mr Adams was home. After five during the week, and all weekend, the gate stayed shut, slammed in the face of people. "Mr Adams didn't like people," Mum said, "That's why he keeps the only hedge in the street. The chimney is all that looks over it."

Thinking of Andrew's father caused Julie's heart to skip then sink. He'd cut it, he'd cut the hedge today, he always did when the flowers hung all over it. 

The gate would open today, out would come the planks, the wooden horses carried by that horrid big man. Red in the face he would cut, snip, swear and all the lovely flowers would fall on the path.
Would fall, be gathered up, stop being beautiful and become `Work'  (which was good for everyone Mr Adams said). Margaret, Andrew's big sister, popped into Julie's head. She had red hair and her mother kept it in two bunches of ringlets, coils that bounced and swung when she walked. Julie dreamed of having bouncy red ringlets, thought her the prettiest girl in the world. And one day Mr Adams did the same to her as he would to the hedge. 
A basketball (forbidden in the neatly tilled garden of the Adams) had been thrown and missed by Margaret and her friend. It had smashed the glasshouse that held pride of place in the yard. 
When Mr Adams came home he sat Margaret on a chair and cut. Let fall, one after the other, each curl and then red-faced finally looked at his daughter.


She didn't even cry. Like the hedge when he'd finished with it, was silent, ugly, spiky ‑ all the softness gone. There was no need to stay. He went inside, Margaret already carefully sweep​ing up, taking to be burnt ‑ the clippings.


Julie slowly picked up her scooter, wiped her nose on her sleeve (for tears had come). Andrew wouldn't be coming out today and the hedge hung shadows on the path.
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