[bookmark: _GoBack]I’m standing on the mountain with my paper and my pencil.
I wanted to draw the big house down there — it’s beautiful.

But then I saw something shiny on top of a rock.
I said, “What is that?”
I picked it up and said, “What is this?” It was just a small stone.

I don’t know why, but I threw the stone toward the house.
It was a big mistake. The stone hit a window and broke it.

At first, I said, “No, it wasn’t me.”
But then I thought, Are you crazy, Lina?
Lying won’t fix it.

So I went down to the big house and said,
“The broken window is mine — my fault, not yours.”

Now I understand: sometimes we make mistakes,
but we must take responsibility for them.

Next time, I’ll use my paper and pencil to create,
not to destroy.
