
        
            [image: cover]
        



 




[image: tmp_88980f6fda68f50d2e7921dd34e31a3e_3xf2Cy_html_4e12ecc.jpg]








The Muddy Fingers Garden Crew
to the Rescue!Wild Tales & Garden Thrills Series,
Copyright 2017 by D.S.
Venetta


 


Illustrations by Mike Motz Illustrations

Layout by www.formatting4U.com

 


PUBLISHED BY:

BloominThyme Press

 


Wild Tales & Garden Thrills series:

Show Me The Green! ~ Book #1

Beans, Greens & Grades ~ Book #2

The Muddy Fingers Garden Crew to the Rescue! ~ Book
#3

 


Smashwords Edition, License Notes:

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment
only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.
If you would like to share this book with another person, please
purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading
this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your
use only, then please return to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy.
Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

 


This book is a work of fiction. Any references to
historical events, real people, or real locales are used
fictitiously. Other names, characters, places, and incidents are
the product of the author’s imagination, and any resemblance to
actual events or persons, living or dead, is coincidental. This
book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only.

 


All rights reserved. Without limiting the rights
under copyright reserved above, no part of this publication may be
reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or
transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical,
photocopying, recording, or otherwise) without prior written
permission from the copyright owner.







TABLE OF CONTENTS

 


​CHAPTER ONE:
MUTINY IN THE GARDEN

CHAPTER TWO:
LEAPING TO THE CALL

CHAPTER THREE:
THE VILLAGE SPEAKS

CHAPTER FOUR:
ROCCO RULES

CHAPTER FIVE:
BOOKS, BUGS & CLUES

CHAPTER SIX:
BATMAN HAS LANDED

CHAPTER SEVEN:
CRITTER CALAMITY

CHAPTER EIGHT:
SCENTS AND SCENTSIBILITY

CHAPTER NINE:
CHILLS AND SPILLS

CHAPTER TEN:
BLOOMING BUDS

CHAPTER ELEVEN:
SHOWTIME!

VOCABULARY

RECIPES

LESSONS

ABOUT
THE AUTHOR







This book is dedicated to the volunteers who spend
countless hours giving back to their communities by sharing the
glory of gardening.







ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

​


From the children who helped shape my perspective on
the joy of gardening to those who edited my words, I owe a huge
gratitude. Without them, this story would not have been written,
and I would not have the pleasure of sharing it with my
community-at-large. And when the sun sets at the end of each day,
it’s community that matters most. Thank you for the gift that keeps
on giving.


CHAPTER ONE: MUTINY IN THE GARDEN

​


A man threw up his arms and roared, “I quit!”

“Me, too!”

Jamal Livingston’s heart stopped. His gaze clung to
his mother.

“Please, Mr. Smith. Let’s not do anything drastic.
I’m sure we can work this out!”

Mr. Smith slid a sideways glance toward an elderly
couple. “Can you work them out? Because if they stay,
we’re leaving.” He crossed his arms firmly over his chest.
“We cannot work under these conditions.”

“We will not,” Mrs. Smith echoed
heatedly.

“But they were only trying to help,” Mrs. Livingston
insisted. “They meant no harm in suggesting that you plant your
cabbage closer together.” Stepping forward, she cast a glance over
her shoulder to the Wilkinses, who seemed genuinely shocked by the
episode.

And they were so nice, Jamal thought. His mum
shouldn’t have to stick up for them when they’d been working this
garden longer than anyone else!

“Help?” Mr. Smith scoffed. “They should learn to
tend to their own garden bed and leave us to ours!”

Jamal looked between the adults, stunned by the
comment. This was a community garden. Weren’t they supposed to
work together?

“Please don’t abandon the garden,” Jamal’s mum
pleaded. “Not when we’ve come so far.”

“We’re leaving,” Mr. Smith said. “And we have four
others who will join us.”

His wife added, “No one likes to be told what to
do.”

“I’m sure we can discuss the situation rationally,”
Mrs. Livingston said. “We don’t want to lose the garden over one
simple disagreement.”

Jamal gaped at his mother. They could lose the
garden?

“We need volunteers like you to help keep it going,”
she continued. “You know we can’t do it without you.”

“Someone should have thought about that
before they decided to interfere in other people’s
business.” Mr. Smith stared at the Wilkinses. Clearly, he meant
them.

A woman dashed into the garden area and quickly
pushed her way between the squabbling adults. “There you are!”

Everyone turned to her.

She pointed a curled forefinger near Mrs.
Livingston’s face and wagged it strongly. “I lost another plant on
my balcony because of your garden!”
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“What?”

“Your garden is attracting pests and they’re
spreading into my potted plants. I’m calling the mayor’s office.
This garden must be shut down!”

Jamal’s stomach lurched. Shut down? But she
couldn’t do that! He froze as her words sank in. Could
she?

Mrs. Livingston’s voice grew urgent. “Now, Mrs.
Baxter. Do you really think that’s necessary?”

“Completely necessary and entirely too late. Not
only are you attracting pests with this garden, but
strangers...” she hissed, stealing a glance at Mr. and Mrs.
Smith. “It’s not safe to walk around the neighborhood anymore with
this garden drawing people like flies to rotten fruit.”

Mrs. Smith gasped. “Well, I’ve never!” She stuck her
nose up as she turned away. “Come along, Bill. I refuse to stay
where I’m not welcome.”

“I’m right behind you, dear.” He glanced at the
others. “No one insults the Smith family.”

Jamal’s mum stood speechless. Her arms fell to her
sides. Her shoulders sagged. She had no argument left in her.

Who could blame her? What was she supposed to say?
His mum couldn’t control where bugs flew, or what plants they
attacked. She couldn’t control one volunteer’s attempt to help
another. And strangers? Jamal’s gaze followed the Smiths has they
marched from the garden. They might be new to the garden, but they
weren’t strangers. They were neighbors!

“Won’t you reconsider?” his mum called after the
Smiths.

The Smiths didn’t miss a step. “Not a chance!”

Jamal couldn’t believe his ears. Those people
sounded like nursery children!

“Ha!” Mrs. Baxter responded with a cackle. “Maybe I
won’t need to call the mayor’s office after all. It looks like
you’ve already had a revolt on your hands.” She turned on her heel
and left.

Watching her storm out of the garden, Jamal felt a
heavy weight settle in his heart. The Wilkinses looked as if they’d
lost their one and only puppy dog.

How could this be happening? It didn’t make
sense. The garden had been going brilliantly up until now.
Neighbors worked together as they tilled and planted, weeded and
harvested. Jamal loved coming here after school, hanging out with
his parents and friends. It reminded him of his plot back home in
England. There was always something happening and never once did
neighbors complain about bugs or advice. They would have cheered
for the help!

“We’re so sorry,” Mr. Wilkins said. “This is all our
fault. We didn’t mean for them to leave. We were only trying to
help.”

Mum tried to smile, but it never quite formed. “I
know.”

“Do you think they’ll come back?”

“I hope so. But even if they do, it sounds like Mrs.
Baxter wants to cause problems for us all.”

Mrs. Wilkins’ voice shook as she demanded, “What on
earth does she expect us to do about the bugs? We can’t control
where they fly!”

Mum shook her head. “I have no idea. It seems to me
like everyone has gone mad!”

Jamal’s stomach tensed as he thought about the
threats. “Are we really going to lose the garden, Mum?”

She shrugged, and her eyes rounded as though she
were about to cry. “I can’t say, sweetheart. It surely feels that
way.”

“But how could the Smiths get so angry?” Jamal
looked to Mr. and Mrs. Wilkins. “You were only trying to help.”

Tears sprang to Mrs. Wilkins’ eyes. “I guess some
people don’t need help. And now we’re going to lose the garden
because we tried.”

Jamal’s mum slid an arm around Mrs. Wilkins’
shoulders. “No. It isn’t your fault. It’s merely growing pains.
Change. New directions. We’ll think of something to save the
garden.”

Casting a gaze at all the plants, Jamal locked onto
a garden shed. He and his father had built it a few months back. It
housed tools, extra planters and bags of fertilizer—supplies that
were used by everyone. He took in the rows of raised beds, planter
boxes made of wood and filled with dirt, now home to an array of
lush green plants. What would become of all the planters? One
family had constructed a trellis over their box where green vines
grew upward in a winding fashion. It had been a lot of work, but
they never complained. Not once. Sure, the garden was a lot to take
care of, but with everyone doing their part, it seemed easy. And
fun. But now... Jamal’s spirits drooped.

So what if someone made a comment about how to plant
cabbage? Was it so horrible to offer friendly words of advice?

Mum dropped her face into her hands and shook her
head. The Wilkinses folded their hands and bowed their heads.
Jamal’s heart filled with worry. It seemed no one knew how to save
the garden, not when so many people seemed to be against it.


CHAPTER TWO: LEAPING TO THE CALL

​


Seated at the lunch table with his friends, Jamal
jabbed his fork through an elbow-shaped noodle, pushed the macaroni
through the cheese sauce, then shoved his tray aside.

“Jamal?” Lexi Williams frowned. “What’s wrong? Are
you feeling sick?”

“No.”

“Why aren’t you eating?”

“This stuff is gross.”

Billy Donohue brightened. “You’re not going to eat
your mac and cheese?”

“No.”

“Can I have it?”

Jamal looked at him and snorted. “Sure. It’s all
yours.”

Jason Williams leaned over from the next table and
poked his head near. “Did I hear someone giving away food?”

Nathan Lampert whirled around on the bench beside
him. “Who’s giving away food?”
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Billy grabbed Jamal’s plate and yanked it toward
him, flashing a guarded look. “Too late—he gave it to me!”

“How come you didn’t bring your lunch today, Jamal?”
Lexi asked.

“Because my mum didn’t have time to make it. She had
to go to city hall to fight to keep our garden.”

“Why would she have to do that?”

“Some neighbors are leaving the garden because they
think others are trying to boss them around. Another neighbor is
threatening to call the mayor’s office and have him close the
garden, because bugs are eating her plants.”

“Sounds like our garden at home,” Jason quipped,
then plucked a celery stick from his plate. Swiping it through a
container of peanut butter, he bit half off with a noisy
crunch.

Lexi glared at her brother.

“But who’s in charge?” Amy Atkins asked. “Shouldn’t
that person be the one who’s deciding how to grow the plants?”

“That’s the problem,” Jamal replied. “Everyone’s in
charge.”

Amy blinked. “Everyone?”

“In a community garden,” he explained, “everyone is
assigned a plot to tend, but some people don’t like how other
people are doing it.”

Lexi and Amy exchanged a look. “Why can’t they get
together and decide how to garden as a group?”

“Yeah,” Jason agreed. “That’s how we do it at
school.” He dipped the second half of his celery into his peanut
butter and plopped it into his mouth.

“Power,” Jamal replied flatly. “My mum says everyone
wants to be in control, and they refuse to let anyone else tell
them what to do.”

Jason stopped chewing and complained, “So now no one
gets to garden?” He shook his head. “That sounds dumb.”

Lexi peered at Jason in disgust. Reason number seven
hundred and fifty-four not to like brothers: They talk with
their mouths full.

“Maybe you could make some rules,” Amy suggested.
“Post them on a board near the garden and make everyone follow
them. That’s what my teachers do in class.”

“Good idea,” Lexi replied. “That way everyone can
see the rules and will know what to do without arguing.”

“Except that our garden is a volunteer garden. No
one can make anyone do anything they don’t want to do.”

Nathan’s eyes lit up as he offered, “Maybe we could
take away their privileges! That’s how my parents get me to do
stuff I don’t wanna do.”

Jason laughed. “Which is everything except play
ball!”

Lexi scowled. “C’mon you guys. This is serious. We
need to help Jamal.”
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