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For every little heart learning that waiting is not wasted time.

May you grow in faith, kindness, courage, and patience, always trusting that God is working even when you cannot yet see the answer.
With love,
Priscilla Tough

WELCOME TO KIDS WITH MORALS

The Kids with Morals series follows a group of lovable children as they discover timeless Christian values through friendship, family, everyday adventures, nature, and the wisdom of God’s Word.

Each story helps young readers explore virtues that can shape strong and compassionate hearts—faith, humility, patience, kindness, honesty, forgiveness, courage, gratitude, and love.

Because strong character grows one choice at a time.

THE GARDEN OF PATIENCE
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The morning sun poured warm golden light over Grandma Ruth’s garden.

Drops of dew sparkled on rose petals. Bees buzzed lazily among the lavender. Butterflies fluttered over the vegetable beds, and somewhere high in the pear tree, a little bird sang as if it had been waiting all morning for an audience.

Grace stood at the wooden garden gate with her eyes wide.

“Grandma Ruth,” she whispered, “your garden looks even more beautiful than last time.”

Grandma Ruth smiled. Her soft gray hair was tucked into a neat low bun, and her small gold cross necklace glimmered above her lavender floral dress.

“That,” she said, “is because a garden is never quite the same two days in a row.”

Caleb hurried through the gate before anyone else.

“Look at those sunflowers!” he cried. “They’re taller than me!”

“They are taller than all of us,” Noah said calmly.

Emma stretched both arms above her head. The pink beads at the ends of her two braided pigtails clicked softly.

“Maybe not if I grow very, very fast.”

Everyone laughed.

Just then, something golden shot between Caleb’s legs.

“Joy!” Caleb shouted.

The fluffy golden retriever puppy raced down the garden path with a blue collar bouncing around her neck. She chased a butterfly, missed it completely, and tumbled nose-first into a patch of soft grass.

Emma giggled.

“I think Joy is growing into trouble.”

Grandma Ruth chuckled. “That puppy has been growing into trouble since breakfast.”
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Near the cottage stood a rustic wooden table. On it were four small clay pots, a watering can, gardening gloves, and a little wooden box.

Grandma Ruth walked toward it.

“I have something special planned for you today.”

Caleb was beside her in an instant.

“Is it a treasure hunt?”

“No.”

“A race?”

“No.”

“A secret map?”

Grandma Ruth raised one eyebrow.

“Caleb, must everything happen at the speed of a racing rabbit?”

Caleb grinned. “Not everything.”

He paused.

“Just most things.”

Grandma Ruth opened the little wooden box.

Inside were seeds.

Caleb blinked.

“Seeds?”

“Seeds,” Grandma Ruth repeated.

She placed one into Grace’s open palm, one into Noah’s, one into Emma’s, and finally one into Caleb’s.

Caleb stared at his.

It was small.

Very small.

He turned it over with one finger.

“This is it?”

Grandma Ruth smiled. “That is it.”

“But what will it become?”

“You will discover that in time.”

Caleb’s face brightened.

“How much time?”

Grandma Ruth’s smile grew wider.

“Ah. I wondered when you would ask.”
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She led the children to four small garden plots where the soil was dark, loose, and warm from the morning sun.

“Every seed needs care,” she explained. “Plant it at the proper depth. Cover it gently. Give it enough water—but not too much. Then keep caring for it.”

Grace carefully made a small hole in her soil.

Noah watched Grandma Ruth closely and followed every instruction.

Emma placed her seed into the earth and whispered, “Good night, little seed. Please wake up when you’re ready.”

Caleb laughed.

“Seeds can’t hear you.”

Emma patted the soil.

“Maybe. But kind words never hurt.”

Caleb quickly planted his seed.

He covered it.

He watered it.

Then he crouched down and stared at the soil.

Everyone else began putting away the tools.

Caleb kept staring.

Noah looked over.

“What are you doing?”

“Waiting.”

“For what?”

“My plant.”

Noah glanced at the freshly watered patch.

“You planted it less than a minute ago.”

“I know.”

Caleb leaned closer.

“Maybe it’s fast.”

Grandma Ruth covered a smile with her hand.
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The next morning, Caleb rushed into the garden.

Joy raced behind him, barking happily.

Caleb dropped to his knees beside his garden patch.

Nothing.

Only brown soil.

He frowned.

“Maybe it needs more water.”

He reached for the watering can.

Grandma Ruth, who was trimming herbs nearby, gently called, “Not too much, Caleb.”

Caleb stopped.

“But it hasn’t grown.”

“Water helps a seed,” Grandma Ruth said. “Too much water can harm it.”

Caleb reluctantly put the watering can down.

After breakfast, he checked again.

Nothing.

Before lunch, he checked again.

Still nothing.

In the afternoon, he hurried back.

The soil looked exactly the same.

Caleb folded his arms.

“This seed is taking forever.”

Grace looked up from her patch.

“It has only been one day.”

“That is a long time when you are waiting.”
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Days passed.

The children returned to care for their garden plots.

One bright morning, Emma gave a squeal of delight.

“Look!”

A tiny green seedling had pushed through her soil.

“It came!” she cried. “My little plant came!”

Grace hurried over.

“It’s beautiful.”

Soon, a delicate green shoot appeared in Grace’s patch too.

Then Noah discovered two fresh leaves rising above his soil.

Caleb looked at their seedlings.

Then he looked at his own patch.

Bare.

He swallowed.

The others were excited, but they did not boast.

Emma crouched beside Caleb.

“Maybe yours will come tomorrow.”

“Maybe,” Caleb said.

But the next day, there was still nothing.

He began noticing every new leaf in the garden.

Grace’s seedling seemed taller.

Emma’s leaves looked wider.

Noah’s plant stood straight and green.

Caleb’s patch remained brown and empty.

That afternoon, he sat beside it with his shoulders lowered.

Joy wandered over and gently rested her fluffy head against his knee.

Caleb scratched behind her ear.

“At least you grew,” he murmured.

Joy licked his hand.

Grandma Ruth had been gathering tomatoes nearby. She set down her basket and came to sit beside him.

For a moment, neither of them spoke.

Then Caleb said quietly, “Maybe everyone is growing except me.”

Grandma Ruth turned toward him.

Caleb kept his eyes on the soil.

“Grace’s plant is growing. Emma’s is growing. Noah’s is growing. Mine is doing nothing.”

Grandma Ruth’s voice was gentle.

“Never measure your season by someone else’s garden, Caleb. Different seeds grow in different ways, and different hearts learn in different times.”

Caleb frowned.

“But what if my seed is bad?”

“What makes you think it is bad?”

“Because I can’t see anything.”
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The next morning, Caleb came to the garden with a small hand shovel.

He knelt beside his patch.

“If I dig carefully,” he whispered, “I can check.”

Joy sat beside him.

Caleb pushed the tip of the shovel into the soil.

A warm hand gently touched his shoulder.

He froze.

Grandma Ruth stood behind him.

“I was only checking,” Caleb said quickly.

“I know.”

“What if it isn’t growing?”

“And what if it is?”

Caleb looked confused.

Grandma Ruth knelt beside him.

“A seed can be changing beneath the soil even when the garden looks empty.”

Caleb stared down.

“Really?”

“Really. Roots may be forming where your eyes cannot


































































































































































































	Ask an adult to help you choose a seed that can grow well where you live.

	Fill your pot with suitable soil.

	Plant the seed at the recommended depth.

	Water it carefully.

	Place it where it can receive the right amount of light.

	Check it each day—but do not dig it up!

	Keep a simple record of what you notice.
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