aria Flores just turned five, but

she still wanted to be older. "It's

not fair!” she would say, stomping
her foot down. “"How come Irma gets to do
everything?” Irma is Maria’s older sister.
She's eight-and-a half.

“Believe it or not, there are some things you can
do that Irma can't,” her mother gently reminded
her one day. “Like what?” Maria wondered. “I

bet if you think about it for a while, you'll come

up with a few ideas.”

That day, Maria went to school as usual and did
all the things she did every day. She had story
time, arts and crafts time, snack time and played
with her friends during recess. On the way home
from school, Maria and Irma’s mom asked how
their days were. “l have a ton of homework!"”
Irma complained. “How ‘bout you, Maria?” their
mom asked. “Nope. See this drawing | made for
you?” Maria said proudly.

Before dinner, Irma was asked to set the table.
Maria watched her favorite TV show. During
dinner their dad said, “You need to eat two
more pieces of broccoli, Irma...and at least

one more for you, Maria.” After dinner, Irma
helped her mother clear the table and wash the
dishes. Maria had a quick bath and put on her
favorite pajamas. Afterwards, she showed off her
clean, shiny hair and her sparkly, brushed teeth.
"Cheese!” she said grinning broadly. “Very nice,”
said her dad, peeking over his newspaper.

“Mommy, can you please read me a story?”

Please. Please. Pleeeeease!” Maria begged.
"Go pick one out,” her mom answered. Maria

ran to get her favorite book and jumped up in
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her mom’s lap. “So, were you able to think of
anything you can do that Irma can't?” her mom
asked. Maria shook her head “no.” “Really?”
her mom said surprised. “Not one thing that
you can do that Irma can’t? That's amazing,
since you're doing something right now!”
“"What's that?"” Maria asked. “You're sitting in
my lap, in this cozy chair. Now that Irma’s eight-
and-a-half, we both can’t fit in this chair and
she hardly ever sits in my lap anymore.” Maria’s
mom gave her a hug. “Growing up is great, but
don’t be in too much of a hurry to get there, or

you'll miss out on the things you can do now.”

“Irma didn’t have story time or recess or snack
time at school,” her mom explained. “She
didn‘t?” Maria asked. “She got homework
instead.” Her mom said. “Oh...” Maria sighed.
“And she had to eat more broccoli than me!”
Maria said, her eyes growing bigger. “That's
right!” her mom said, giving her a little squeeze.
“Mommy, I'm glad I'm five.” Maria whispered.
“I'm glad you are, too.” Her mom agreed and
gave her a kiss on the forehead.





