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The Garden Of Thoughts

Plant Better Thoughts. Grow a Better Life.







  1 : The Gate I Almost Missed



I was walking home from school, kicking a small stone along the sidewalk.

It rolled a few steps ahead of me, stopped, and I kicked it again. I wasn’t really thinking about the stone. My mind was somewhere else, stuck replaying the same moment from earlier that day.
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Math class.

Numbers on the board.

Everyone else writing quickly while I stared at my paper.

I sighed and kicked the stone harder this time.

“Maybe I’m just not good at this,” I muttered to myself.

The words felt heavier than they should have.

I had said them before. More times than I wanted to admit.

Sometimes they appeared quietly in my mind, like small weeds pushing through the soil.

I turned down a quiet street I had never walked before. It was calmer than the road I usually took home. Fewer cars. Fewer people.

Just houses, trees, and the sound of the wind brushing through the leaves.

That’s when something unusual caught my eye.
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Behind a tall green hedge stood an old iron gate.

I slowed my steps.

The gate looked ancient, like it had been there long before the houses around it were built. Thin vines wrapped around the metal bars, and small leaves had begun to grow through the spaces.

What caught my attention most was that the gate wasn’t completely closed.

It was slightly open.

Just enough for someone to slip through.

I stopped.

Part of me told me to keep walking.

But curiosity is powerful.

And sometimes curiosity leads you somewhere important.

I walked closer.

The iron bars felt cool when I touched them. I pushed gently.

The gate creaked as it slowly opened.

And then I saw what was on the other side.
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Behind the gate was the most beautiful garden I had ever seen.

For a moment I simply stood there, staring.

Flowers grew everywhere.

Red flowers. Blue ones. Bright yellow flowers that seemed to glow under the sunlight.

Butterflies floated lazily through the warm air, drifting from flower to flower.

The entire place felt peaceful, almost magical.

Like stepping into a different world.




In the middle of the garden stood an old man watering a row of bright yellow flowers.

He noticed me standing at the gate.

Instead of looking surprised or upset, he smiled warmly.
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“Hello,” he said.

I suddenly felt awkward.

“Sorry,” I said quickly. “I didn’t mean to walk into your garden.”

The old man chuckled softly.

“You’re not disturbing anything,” he said.

He set his watering can down and walked toward me slowly.

“My name is Mr. Solis.”

His voice was calm and friendly.

He looked at me for a moment, as if he were trying to understand something about me.

Then he gestured toward the path that curved through the garden.

“Would you like to take a walk?”

I hesitated.

Normally I might have said no.

But something about the garden made me curious.

And something about Mr. Solis made me feel safe.

So I nodded.

And I stepped fully through the gate.

I didn’t know it yet, but that step would change the way I thought about my own mind forever.







  2   : The Garden With Strange Names



We walked slowly along the garden path.

The gravel crunched softly beneath our shoes.

For the first few minutes I didn’t say anything. I was too busy looking around.

The garden was larger than I expected. Flowers filled almost every corner.

Birds sang softly from the trees, and the air smelled fresh and earthy.

Then I began to notice something strange.

Some plants had small wooden signs next to them.

[image: Image]







At first I thought they were simply labels for the flowers.

But when I bent down to read one, it didn’t say the name of a plant.

It said something else.

Hope.

I looked at the next one.

Kindness.

A few steps farther, another sign stood beside a small tree.

Courage.

I frowned.

That didn’t make sense.

I looked up at Mr. Solis.

“Why do your plants have names like that?” I asked.

He smiled, like he had been waiting for me to notice.

“This garden works a little differently,” he said.

He bent down beside a cluster of bright blue flowers.

“Each plant here grows from a thought.”

I blinked.

“A thought?”

“Yes,” he said.

He stood and looked around the garden.

“Thoughts are like seeds. When you plant them in your mind, they grow.”

I wasn’t sure I understood yet.

But I listened.

We continued walking until we reached the far end of the garden.

The bright flowers slowly disappeared.

Instead, the ground was filled with thick weeds.
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They were tangled together, growing in every direction.

Each one had a small label tied to it.

[image: Image]




I knelt down and read one.

I can’t do it.

My chest tightened slightly.

I moved to another weed.

I’m not good enough.

The words felt familiar.

Too familiar.

“I say things like this sometimes,” I admitted quietly.

Mr. Solis nodded.

“Most people do.”

He crouched down beside one of the weeds and gently pulled it from the soil.

“These are the weeds of the mind.”

“When people plant negative thoughts, weeds grow.”

He reached into his pocket and pulled out three tiny seeds.
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He placed them carefully in my hand.

“They may look small,” he said, “but they are very powerful.”

He pointed to an empty patch of soil.

“Go ahead. Plant them.”

I hesitated.

“What are they?”

He pointed to the first seed.

“This one is Effort.”

Then the second.

“This one is Belief.”

And the third.

“This one is Patience.”

I knelt down and pushed the first seed into the soil.
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“I’ll keep trying,” I said quietly.

Almost immediately, a small flower pushed up through the dirt.

My eyes widened.

“That was fast.”

Mr. Solis laughed.

“Positive thoughts grow faster than most people expect.”

I planted the second seed.

“I believe I can learn.”

A tall green plant stretched toward the sunlight.

Then I planted the third seed.

“I’ll be patient.”

The soil trembled gently.

Slowly, a small tree began to grow.

Its leaves shimmered softly in the sunlight.

Mr. Solis placed his hand on my shoulder.

“This,” he said, “is your Confidence Tree.”

I stared at it in amazement.

Then he said something I would remember for the rest of my life.

“Your mind is a garden.”

“What you plant there will grow.”







  3 : The Work of a Garden



The next day,
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I couldn’t stop thinking about the garden.

During breakfast I kept picturing the flowers, The strange signs, and the small tree that had grown from the seed I planted.

My Confidence Tree.

Part of me wondered if the whole thing had been a dream.

But after school that afternoon, my feet carried me back to the quiet street without even thinking about it.

The hedge was still there.

So was the gate.

Still slightly open.

I pushed it gently and stepped inside.

The garden was just as beautiful as before.

Butterflies floated between the flowers, and birds sang softly in the trees.

Mr. Solis was kneeling beside a row of plants when he noticed me.

“You came back,” he said with a smile.

“I wanted to see if the tree was still there,” I admitted.

He chuckled and gestured toward the far side of the garden.

“Go take a look.”

I walked quickly down the path.

And there it was.

The small tree stood exactly where we had planted it.

Its leaves shimmered gently in the sunlight.

Seeing it there made me feel strangely proud.

“It grew a little,” I said.

“Yes,” Mr. Solis replied as he joined me. “But trees need care if they’re going to grow strong.”

He handed me a watering can.

“At first, gardens feel magical,” he said.

“But the real work begins now.”

I looked around.

“What kind of work?”

“Simple work,” he said.


“Watering. Pulling weeds. Taking care of
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