
The Class Garden 

It was a bright summer morning, and the 2nd grade class of Justice Street Elementary 
School were buzzing with excitement. Their teacher, Ms. Anderson, has instructed them 
each to bring one packet of seeds each. Some students had brought tomato seeds, and 
others petunia seeds. Madison had brought cucumber seeds. 

She looked over at her friend Ella’s seeds. They both had brought in cucumber seeds! 
They giggled together at the coincidence. 

Ms. Anderson walked from table to table, making sure that nobody had brought any “too 
crazy” plants, like a mango tree or grape vine. When she was done, she walked back up 
to the front of the class and took out a big box of small shovels and an extra-large 
watering can. She let each student take a shovel out of the box. Then, she told the class 
to line up at the door that led to the school garden. 

Madison and Ella gasped at the big yard in front of them. There were rows of dirt on the 
ground that looked perfect for planting. Who could have known that this was behind 
their school the entire time! 

"This garden belongs to all of you," Ms. Anderson said. "But remember, it will take more 
than two hands to make it grow." 

The class had been learning about plants for weeks. They studied how seeds needed 
sunlight, water, and care to grow strong. The students felt responsible for the little 
garden plot beside their classroom. They could finally imagine their little seeds turning 
into juicy tomatoes, crunchy carrots, and colorful flowers sprouting from the dirt. 

Ms. Anderson divided the class into groups. Madison and Ella were put in the same 
group. Lucky! 

But then, Ms. Anderson told Harry to join their group. Madison crossed her arms and 
stuck her tongue out at Harry. Harry copied her. 

“Hey!” she shouted, stomping her foot, “Don’t copy me! Get your own face!” 

“Whatever,” Harry said, “At least I didn’t bring lame cucumber seeds.” 

Harry stuck his packet of watermelon seeds in her face. 

“Watermelon!” Ellie said, “Ms. Anderson! That’s not fair! Watermelon is a ‘too crazy’ 
plant!” 



 

Ms. Anderson walked over to the group. “We have a special watermelon spot in the 
corner!” Ms. Anderson smiled down at them, then walked away.  

But as soon as they started to plant the seeds, things became chaotic. Two kids argued 
over who would dig the hole and who would put the seed in and who would cover the 
seed with dirt. Josh said he knew the proper way to plant the carrots, and nobody else 
should be allowed to do it. Olivia tried to help, but nobody let her, because last week 
she had tripped and fallen over and broken the class pet fish’s bowl. 

Even Madison and Ella were starting to fight, because Ella wanted to put her cucumbers 
in the same hole as Madison’s, but there were so many other holes that she could 
use--and why was Harry putting his watermelon seeds in her cucumber hole! 

Soon, everyone was fighting, dirt was flying in the air, and the garden looked like a 
mess. 

Ms. Anderson clapped her hands. "Let's pause for a moment," she suggested kindly. 
"Cooperation means working together, not against each other. If we argue, our garden 
will never flourish." She pointed to the garden. "Right now, it looks more like a jungle 
than a garden." 

The students giggled. They gathered around and shared ideas. Mia suggested making 
a list of jobs. Josh admitted he didn’t know everything and agreed to listen to others. 
They decided to take turns with the tools and assigned specific jobs to each group. 
They decided who would plant the seeds, who would water them, and who would cover 
the seeds with dirt. Suddenly, the garden work became smooth and organized. 

As they worked, they sang songs and cheered each other on. Even when the sun grew 
hot, they stayed determined to finish. By the afternoon, all the seeds were in the soil 
and the watering was complete. They even got to write their names on a tag and stick it 
in the ground next to their seeds. The students stood back and admired their work. The 
garden looked neat and full of potential. Everyone smiled, proud of what they had 
achieved together.  

Over the next few weeks, the students tried to care for the garden, but something wasn’t 
right. The leaves on the plants turned yellow, and the flowers drooped. Some of the 
students forgot their jobs, and others argued about whose fault it was. Ella cried 
because her cucumber plant was starting to turn yellow.  

 



Ms. Anderson gathered them together. “This is not anyone’s fault,” she explained. 
“Plants need consistent care, and we need to work together to help them.” The class 
made a new plan, with a clear schedule and reminders. They promised to check the 
plants every day and help each other remember. Little by little, the plants began to look 
healthier. 

One morning, the garden transformed into an amazing sight. The carrots pushed their 
leaves up, the flowers stretched toward the sun, and the tomatoes started growing little 
yellow blossoms. The garden was alive! The students were amazed at how quickly it 
had changed. 

By the end of the month, the garden was bursting with plants. Butterflies and bees 
visited the flowers. "Our cooperation made this possible," Miss Lopez said. "When we 
work together, we can do incredible things." 

The students cheered and gave each other high-fives. They had learned an important 
lesson: growing a garden—and friendships—takes patience, hard work, and most of all, 
cooperation. 
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