Yeste rde, Trey Thompson and I were making spitballs
when "Little Miss Parfect Shaina" looked at us, :
cocked her head, and shook it. “That Shaina gets on my I'I v
ever-loving nerves,” I said. Then we started to sing, . .

-gpgina Baina Bo Baina
Me My Mo Maina.

Suddenly, Mrs. Julian stopped in mid-sentence

and gave us The Eye I knew
we were in for it then!

“I need to speak with .
the two of you in the hall
please,” Mrs. Julian said.

I felt everyone staring
at me as I walked toward

N~
the door.




When Mrs. Julian came out of the room, she said, ‘Grass

withers and flowers fade every time a bad

choice is mads.” Trey scrunched his eyebrows and asked,
“What in the world is that supposed to mean?”




“It’s like this,” she said. “Your brain is like a sponge. It has many,
flower seeds just waiting toO grow. Each time you
are doing your best, you are watering your seeds.

Each time you make a bad choice, your flowers begin to fade.
It’s time you start to think about your choices and how they
may be hurting you.”




I heard what Mrs. Julian said loud and clear. The problem was,
I wanted tO make gOOd chOices. Ireally did. But I
wasn’t sure I knew hOW. When she let us back in the class, I
returned to my spot on the floor. Finally, the bell rang.

I was not sure if Mrs. Julian was telling the truth or not, but
I started to think about what would happen if she was right.
Sometimes I guess I just dOn't stOp and think. At
least that’s what my mom told me.



After lu nCh, Mrs. Julian read the class a story.
Shaina list@ned clOs8ly while Trey sprawled out
on the carpet — belly first, like one of those polar bear

rugs I've seen on TV. I'm pretty sure he was sleeping. -



Mrs. Julian finished the story and asked the

class to write a summary. Trey used his eraser caps to build an
imaginary army. He asked me to play, but I ignored him and
began writing. Something different was happening right away.

I felt little £ 1OW6PS'
popping ugf s

on my” Sponge.‘ A
Y

It wasn’t long until I had finished and was able to go to recess.
Trey had to stay inside and finish his work.




At last, it was the end of the day.

While everyone was lining up, Mrs. Julian called me

over to her desk. "MaCi. yOu have baan
a gr’eat gal"denel" tOday.“ she said.

“I love the way you stayed focused on your work and didn’t
distract others. You're one day closer to a blossoming garden.”
Then, she raised her hand in the air and
gave me a great big high-five.
I couldn’t wait to tell Mom
the good news!




| looked over at my new friend
Shaina ; her big spongy garden hat with

all the flowers had disappeared. %

I don’t know what happened that day, but I was
really glad it did. My brain helpéd me
s66 chOices as they happened

in & way I will ngver forget!
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I even felt a little sorry for Trey.
He couldn’t see how his choices were hurting him.

Luckily forhim, T kNow &boulb

the 8SeCret tipS.

TomoOrrow I plan to tell
him all 8bOut them.




Macis Tips

4 JI@HV@ your full attention to
/S the task you are doing.
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» R}efows yourself if
<7 WV distractions are brewing, .

i N
/

bserve "gardeners” whose

| "=#£go0od choices help
' their gardens grow.

|
|

\;w\/,or’k togetner to
4§V create your best
" flower Show.
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