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Little glimmers of sunlight sparkled in Anna Fincher’s window, and one sunny beam warmed her cheek. Anna sat up in bed and smiled at the green leaves of the oak tree fluttering outside her bedroom window. She tilted her head and listened to the sweet coo of a mourning dove. There was only one word that could describe such a perfect day. S-U-M-M-E-R!


Anna hopped out of bed and got dressed in the special outfit she had laid out the night before. Shorts and a light T-shirt to keep herself cool, a wide-brimmed hat to keep the sun off her face, and thick socks with sturdy gardening boots. Anna couldn’t wait to spend all day in the Friendship Garden.
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During the school year, Anna and her friends visited the garden several times a week as part of an after-school gardening club. Now that it was summer, Anna’s teacher, Mr. Hoffman, was leading a Friendship Garden summer program called Friends, Fun, and Flowers. For two whole weeks, Anna and her friends would get to hang out in the garden all day—well, not really all day, since there would be field trips and other activities in addition to gardening.


Anna hurried to the kitchen for breakfast.


“Good morning, Anna Banana!” Anna’s father was already in the kitchen. He was the main cook at home, because Anna’s mother was the head chef at a fancy restaurant. Mr. Fincher spooned a large dollop of yogurt into a blue bowl. “This morning I will be serving make-your-own yogurt bowls with homemade granola.”


Anna took her bowl to the table and spooned sliced bananas, blueberries, granola, and a drizzle of honey onto her yogurt as Anna’s mother shuffled into the kitchen in her pajamas. Anna’s younger brother, Collin, walked in behind her carrying a butterfly net and a magnifying glass. Collin swung the net around and then plunked it down, right on Anna’s head.
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“Gotcha!” he shouted.


Anna pulled the net from her hair. “I’m not a bug, Collin,” she reminded him, even though that seemed obvious to her.
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“I know,” Collin said. “I was just practicing.”


Anna took a deep breath and tried not to feel annoyed as Collin laid down his net. When everyone was at the table, Anna’s mom wrapped both hands around her coffee mug and said, “Are you two ready for camp?”


Anna nodded as she licked yogurt and honey from the back of her spoon. “I can’t wait! Maria gave the Friendship Garden an extra plot so we can grow rosebushes and fancy flowers!”


Collin looked at Anna’s bowl, then added all the same toppings to his yogurt as Anna’s. “I can’t wait too,” Collin said, taking in a mouthful of yogurt. He finished chewing, then added, “Bugs, Bugs, Bugs is going to be even better than first grade. The website said that a real entomologist was going to talk to us. That’s a person who studies bugs!”


Collin wriggled his fingers, then crawled them up Anna’s arm. A shiver ran down her spine. She knew bugs could be important for the garden, but she didn’t like to get too close to them.


Anna liked her little brother, but sometimes it seemed like all he thought about was bugs—and his favorite bug was bugging Anna. She was glad they would each be doing their own activity for the summer.


“I hope I find an Eastern Tiger Swallow-tail today!” Collin said.


Anna’s parents gave each other a look, then her father sighed. “Collin, we have to tell you something that might be a little disappointing.”


Collin tilted his head and looked at his father through the magnifying glass. “What?” he asked.


“We found out last night that not enough kids signed up for Bugs, Bugs, Bugs,” Anna’s mother said. “They had to cancel the class.”


“But,” Anna’s father said, holding up one finger, “because bugs and gardens naturally go together, they’ve decided to combine the classes.”


Anna’s parents watched Collin’s face with concerned expressions. “What do you think?” Anna’s mom asked.


Collin took another bite of granola and shrugged while he chewed. “Okay,” he finally said. “Sounds good. Now Anna and I can be partners if we need partners for something.”


Anna’s parents sat back in their chairs, both smiling with relief. “Anna’s a great partner,” said her father. “I’m glad you’re not too disappointed.”


Anna ate another bite of yogurt to hide her frown. Anna wasn’t glad that Collin was joining her gardening class. And she wasn’t glad that gardening had turned into gardening and bugs. She wanted to learn about marigolds and morning glories, not about creepy-crawlies. And she wanted to hang out with her friends, not with her brother. Suddenly Anna’s perfect summer day felt a lot less perfect.
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Anna’s mood picked back up the moment she entered the Shoots and Leaves Community Garden. The sight of so many green plants bursting from the ground made her thumbs twitch with excitement. And the sound of four happy hens pecking in the dirt made her toes tingle with joy.


As Anna walked through Shoots and Leaves, she waved at the other gardeners. Shoots and Leaves was a community garden. That meant people from all over Anna’s neighborhood could rent a plot in the garden to plant their own flowers and vegetables. The Friendship Garden was the plot that belonged to Anna’s school. It was the biggest plot, and it was all the way at the back of the garden.


Mr. Hoffman smiled at Anna as she and Collin followed the paths between the other plots all the way back to the Friendship Garden. Anna’s friends and classmates Kaya and Reed were already there, along with a bunch of other kids. They were feeding the chickens that used to live in their classroom until Anna got the Friendship Garden to build a chicken coop as a birthday surprise for Kaya. Mr. Hoffman called the rest of the kids to join him, then asked them to sit on the edge of a raised wooden ledge that made the Friendship Garden’s border.


“Welcome to Sweet Peas and Honeybees!” Mr. Hoffman said. “That’s the name of our new class about gardening and insects. Some of you may know each other already, but let’s introduce ourselves anyway. When it’s your turn, please tell us your favorite vegetable and your favorite insect.”


“What about flowers?” Anna asked. She didn’t care about insects. She wanted Friends, Fun, and Flowers.
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