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On the busy streets of London, a car with a mattress strapped to its roof zoomed past redbrick buildings and bustling little shops. A U-Haul lurched behind it, skidding and sliding over the pavement.


Inside the U-Haul, cardboard boxes were stacked neatly on top of one another. As the truck rounded a sharp corner, a box was flung onto its side. The lid flipped open to reveal garden gnomes, stone rabbits, and other lawn ornaments tightly wrapped in Bubble Wrap.


Suddenly, as if by magic, a pretty young gnome with fearless brown eyes pushed her face out from under the Bubble Wrap. She wiggled over to another gnome with a scruff of beard and a tiny scar slashed through his eyebrow. “Gnomeo, isn’t this great? London! A new garden!” she exclaimed. Her red cap clinked gently against Gnomeo’s blue one.


It was a well-kept secret that when no human was looking, garden ornaments could come to life. Everyone could move about as they pleased—as long as they didn’t get caught.


“Juliet, you are so cute when you’re excited,” Gnomeo teased. He was so happy to be with the love of his life, moving to an exciting new city.


Juliet’s brows shot up. “Cute?”


Gnomeo cleared his throat. “Did I say cute? I meant you’re inspiring, dauntless, bold, cool yet hot—when you’re excited.”


Juliet smiled. “Now, that’s more like it!” She gazed happily at Gnomeo. It was hard to believe that not long ago, she and Gnomeo’s families had been bitter enemies.


For years, there had been a terrible feud between two old neighbors, Ms. Montague and Mr. Capulet. Neither remembered how it started, but once it did, even their gardens took part. Juliet’s father, Lord Redbrick, commanded Mr. Capulet’s garden full of red-capped gnomes. Lady Bluebury, Gnomeo’s mother, was in charge of Ms. Montague’s garden, and the blue-hatted gnomes inside it.


When Gnomeo met Juliet, it was love at first sight. But it was a dangerous thing, for a blue to love a red. Lord Redbrick and Lady Bluebury’s mutual loathing had led to the destruction of both gnome gardens and had nearly cost Gnomeo and Juliet their lives.


Realizing that their anger had almost destroyed everything, Lord Redbrick and Lady Bluebury had made peace. It was not in time to save their gardens, but it was in time to save their children.


And now, they were on their way to a new home, a new garden, and a new life! Gnomeo closed his eyes as he leaned in to kiss Juliet.


Suddenly the U-Haul hit a speed bump. Gnomeo opened his eyes to find a tiny gnome grinning at him. His blue hat had been sheared off at the base. “Wow, that was unexpected,” said the tiny gnome.


Gnomeo slapped his forehead. He had just kissed his best friend, Benny!


“I can see why she likes you!” Benny turned and looked expectantly at Juliet’s maid, Nanette, a porcelain frog with wide pink lips.


Nanette shook her head over and over. And then she shook it some more. “I’m giving you a subtle look that says, ‘absolutely no way,’ ” she warned Benny.


The U-Haul took another turn and suddenly the gnomes were rattling over a cobblestone street.


“It seems we’re going through some unexpected bumpulance, so, everyone, hold on to their Bubble Wrap!” called Lord Redbrick.


“Listen to Lord Redbrick,” advised Lady Bluebury. “Whatever you do, however tempting it may be, do not pop your Bubble Wrap.”


Pop. Pop. Pop pop pop pop pop.


“Benny!” cried Lady Bluebury.


Benny held a bubble between his fingers. Then he popped it. “I can’t help it. It’s a syndrome.”


As the U-Haul jostled the gnomes, Lord Redbrick turned to Lady Bluebury. “I hope this place has a proper garden. You know how city gardens can be.”


“Don’t worry, dear.” Lady Bluebury patted Lord Redbrick on the shoulder. “We’ll be fine.”


“Guys, why don’t we all picture our dream garden?” suggested a gnome with daisies painted over his green smock. He pushed up his oversize glasses. “And then that’s just what it’ll be!”


Everyone stared at Paris.


Paris blinked twice, pushed his glasses up even farther, and coughed. “I’m pretty sure that’s how life works.”


“You know what I want?” Nanette asked dreamily. “I want a massive infinity pool.”


“And an even bigger box than this!” exclaimed a tough-looking doe ornament named Fawn. Pulling free of his Bubble Wrap, he used his hooves to shove down three tiny gnomes with red hats draped over their eyes. “Move, goons!” he growled, trying to make more room for himself.


As he spoke, the U-Haul slowed to a stop.


“We’re here!” Lady Bluebury announced.


Gnomeo took Juliet’s hands in his. “You ready?”


Juliet squeezed as hard as she could. “Can’t wait.”


“Poses, everyone!” shouted Lord Redbrick. All the gnomes and lawn ornaments froze in place.


Gnomeo and Juliet stood as still as they could. The van doors opened and a pair of hands picked up their cardboard box. They held their breath as they waited to see what their new garden home had in store for them.
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Mr. Montague and Ms. Capulet spent the better part of the morning and afternoon arranging the gnomes and other lawn ornaments in their new garden. They finally finished as a large clock in the distance was striking three.


Dusting off their hands, the two humans took one last look around, and then left the garden. The second they were gone, a rooster weather vane perched on the roof of the house swung toward the garden. It signaled to the lawn ornaments that it was safe to come to life.


As the gnomes looked around, an awful silence filled the air. It was true that they had destroyed their old gardens, but they were used to being in a tidily kept, well-managed backyard.


Now what they saw stretched out in front of them was an overgrown wasteland. Neglected trees and weeds choked every other living thing trying to poke out of the ground.


“Wait, where’s the garden?” Fawn rubbed his eyes, but the sight did not go away.


The goons gathered around the stricken deer. “This is the garden, Fawn,” they said.


Fawn groaned. “I want to go back in the box,” he demanded.


Several small stone bunnies hopped up to Lady Bluebury. Using their own form of rabbit sign language, they twitched their ears back and forth.


“Bunnies!” gasped Lady Bluebury. “This garden may not be what we expected, but there’s no need for profanity.”


Lord Redbrick shook his head. “I’m not so sure of that,” he said darkly. The garden looked very grim to him.


Paris gazed sadly over the scene. He had believed so completely that if he just imagined what his dream garden would look like—neat rows of flowers, a perfectly trimmed lawn with every blade of grass exactly the same length, a fishpond with bright blue water, a magnificent birdbath as a centerpiece—it would appear. Instead, he was looking at his worst nightmare of a garden.


A gnome named Mankini, who was wearing nothing but a red mankini, tottered over to a tiny puddle. “Look, Paris, there’s a pool!” he shouted. He bent down and cannonballed into the puddle.


Mud sprayed everywhere. Paris pulled his glasses off his face and wiped them slowly.


Juliet looked over the run-down garden. She turned to Gnomeo with an uncertain smile. “I guess it’s a . . . fixer-upper?” She knew it would take months of work to get the garden into shape.


Even though it was not what he had expected or wanted, Gnomeo was determined to see the bright side of things. He turned to Juliet. “Well, I think that it’s the most beautiful garden in the world. Because you’re standing in it.”


Juliet bit her lip. She batted her lashes and leaned in toward Gnomeo.


Gnomeo shut his eyes, preparing himself for a first-class smooch.


Nothing happened. He cracked open one eye. Juliet was an inch away from his ear. “That was super cheesy,” she whispered.


Gnomeo threw his hands up. “Seriously? I practiced that line for about ten minutes.”


“It was like, awful!” Juliet pronounced. She gave him a sly grin.


“Oh, you are gonna get it,” Gnomeo chuckled. He leaped at Juliet. She danced away as he began to chase her.


Gnomeo pursued Juliet around the garden, ducking under weeds and springing over shattered clay pots. They wove through a dandelion patch and ran along a picket fence with chipped white paint until they spotted a tall ladder against the far wall.


Juliet raised an eyebrow. “I bet there is a pretty good view up there.”


Gnomeo flung his hand onto the ladder. “I’ll let you know when I get there first!”


The two gnomes bolted up the side of the ladder. Gnomeo reached the top first. He leaned down and pulled Juliet up, then swung her around.


“Juliet, come down this instant, before you fall!” cried Lord Redbrick. Even though his daughter was by far the bravest gnome in the garden (and had proved it many times), he still fretted over her constantly.


“When is he going to realize you’re the toughest gnome in the garden?” Gnomeo asked.


Juliet grinned. “Now that was a good line.”


“Didn’t even work on that one,” Gnomeo scoffed. He and Juliet turned and they both caught their breath. Below them, the overgrown mess of the garden awaited, but the view from the top of the wall was stunning. From there, they could see all of London—Big Ben, the London Eye, the stately Tower Bridge rising above the Thames. “Think of all the adventures we’re going to have,” Gnomeo sighed.


Juliet rested her head against Gnomeo. “Look at that view. We get to watch the sunset together every night.”


Gnomeo gazed searchingly into Juliet’s eyes. “Promise?”


Juliet smiled. “Promise.”
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While Gnomeo and Juliet shared a romantic moment on top of the wall, a more serious moment was happening below them. As evening shadows crept through the garden, they passed over Lady Bluebury and Lord Redbrick, who were deep in conversation. As Lady Bluebury talked, Lord Redbrick kept shaking his head, but as the shadows lengthened, he finally sighed and nodded.


It was all that Lady Bluebury needed. She motioned for Lord Redbrick to follow her, and made her way to the center of the garden. “Gather round everyone,” she called. “Choppity chop. We have an announcement.”


Gnomes and ornaments formed a circle around the two leaders. Gnomeo and Juliet finally gave each other a kiss, and they headed down the ladder to hear what their parents had to say.


As he looked at the faces around him, Lord Redbrick cleared his throat. “I’m having second thoughts,” he told Lady Bluebury nervously.


Lady Bluebury sighed. She knew how hard it was for Lord Redbrick—and herself—to be making their announcement. But she also knew that it had to be done. “For goodness’ sake, we talked about this,” she replied. She wasn’t going to let Lord Redbrick change his mind.


“But we didn’t know the garden would be such a mess!” Lord Redbrick protested. Even though the garden he had left had been utterly destroyed, he was still in shock at the dismal state of his new home.


Lady Bluebury shrugged. The situation was terrible, but she was sure that the decision that she and Lord Redbrick had made would make it better. She stepped forward to address everyone. “Lord Redbrick and I are officially retiring. We both think a new garden is the perfect opportunity to name new leaders.”


Fawn pawed at the ground. “Oh no, she’s talking about me,” he moaned. He brought a hoof up to his face and covered his eyes. “I knew it.”


Lady Bluebury shook her head at Fawn and looked warmly at Gnomeo and Juliet across the yard. “Gnomeo and Juliet,” she declared.


There was a moment of silence. In the weeds, crickets chirped.


Then the garden exploded into cheers. Red and blue gnomes rushed to Gnomeo and Juliet, patting them on the back and offering their congratulations. The stone bunnies clicked their ears back and forth, expressing their approval. The goons formed a circle and danced happily as they held hands. Fawn gave a huge sigh of relief.


“Us?” Gnomeo gasped.


“Us!” Juliet said.


“Gnomeo and Juliet will lead us in preparing the garden for winter,” Lady Bluebury continued. “When the garden blooms, will have a Seedling Ceremony to officially commemorate our new leaders.”


“Yay, Gnomeo! Go, Juliet!” Nanette shrieked.


“Gno-me-o! Ju-li-et! Gno-me-o! Ju-li-et!” chanted the gnomes.


Gnomeo and Juliet joined Lady Bluebury and Lord Redbrick at the center of the garden. Gnomeo took Juliet’s hand in his, and together they took in the sight—happy gnomes whirling wildly amid the overgrown vines and weeds.


Gnomeo squeezed Juliet’s hand. “Look at this place. Isn’t it perfect?”


“It’s awful.” Juliet was already thinking of what needed to be done before spring. She made a mental checklist in her head. Pull weeds. Trim hedges. Turn beds. Find seeds. Plant seeds. Install centerpiece. The more she thought, the longer the list grew.

OEBPS/images/title.jpg
SHERLOCK

NOME

Movie Novelization
Adapted by Mary Tillworth

X

Simon Spotﬁght
New York London Toronto Sydney New Delhi





OEBPS/images/9781534409569.jpg





OEBPS/images/right.jpg





OEBPS/images/left.jpg








