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lived a girl named Mei.

between green h
Mei loved plants
more than anything.

Long ago, in a little village




Just then, her friend Lian arrived.
“Mei! Come with us!”
Mei shook her head.
“l Ean't,™

”Whg?”

Mei looked at her empty pot. ‘5 4

“My seed didn’t grow.”

.....



Lian smiled.

“Maybe your little seed
is just taking its time.”

Mei smiled back.

Then she picked up her pot.
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At the courtyard,
the children proudly showed
Master Lin their plants. -

Tall leaves.
Bright flowers.

Tiny green shoots.
Mel quietly held her empty pot.




When it was Mel's turn,
she took a deep breath.

“My seed didn’t grow,”
she said.

“| tried everything.
But this is what | have.”

.....



Master Lin smiled.

“You did everything
you were supposed to do.”

Mei looked up.




B “l gave every child
. A e~ th.e same SEEd, »)
said Master Lin.

“But before | gave them to you...
| boiled them.”

The children gasped.
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“A boiled seed cannot grow,”
Master Lin explained.

“Mei was the only one
brave enough to bring me

the truth.”

Mei looked at her empty pot.

And smiled.



Every morning, Mei watered the flowers.
She talked to the bamboo.
She even whispered,

“Good morning, old plum tree.”



One spring morning,
Master Lin called all the children
to the village courtyara.
On a wooden table sat o -
a basket of little red pots.
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_1;.._: ﬂlnside eaCh, pOt IS a SpeCi.al. seed;”
said Master Lin.

“Take it home.
Give it sunlight.
Glve it water.
And give it patience.”
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he filled her little red pot
with soft brown soll.

Then she planted the seed
very carefully.
y carefully a /

“IlLl take good care of you,”
she whispered.




The next morning,
Mel ran to her pot.

She looked.

She waited.

She looked again.

Nothing.




So Mei tried again.

She gave the seed water.

Then she waited.

And walited.




Days passed.

Then one morning,
Mei saw the other children.

Their pots were full of green leaves
and tiny flowers.

But Mei’s pot was still empty.




Mel's heart felt heavy.

“What did | do wrong?”
she wondered.

4She had watered the seed. She had given it sunlight.
She had waited patiently.
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