Amazing Daisy and the 

DAISY Flower Garden
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One Little Daisy Shining in the Sun
Cora, Chandra, and Campbell were not having the best day.  It all started when Anika brought her grandmother’s ring for show-and-tell.  It was silver and sparkly and had a bright-red ruby.  Suddenly, the green-and-purple scarf Cora’s grandmother knit for her didn’t seem so cool.  
Then, at recess, Campbell played second base in softball.  As usual, she caught every ball, high or low, that came her way.  Marco, the shortshop, didn’t catch anything.  He yelled at Campbell: “Stop hogging the ball!”  Campbell wasn’t happy.

Later, in reading class, Chandra raised her hand to read one of the funny rhymes in their reading book.  The teacher never called on her.

The girls were quiet as they walked home together.

They passed the old community garden.  As usual, it was full of weeds.  On the garden gate was a big black sign with red letters:

“Garden hours 9 a.m. to 5 p.m. ONLY.”

Chandra stopped.  She saw something bright flash among the tall weeds inside the garden gate.  It was a single white daisy.

“Look!” cried Chandra as she ran through the open gate.  Cora and Campbell ran right behind her.  “Look at this little daisy, happy as can be in this messy place.”  

They all watched the daisy as it swayed in the cool breeze.

“I wish this garden had hundreds of happy flowers like this one,” Campbell said.

“That would take a lot of work,” said Cora.  “We couldn’t do it by ourselves.”
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“Well, maybe some day,” Chandra said.  “Let’s sit and rest a while.”  She spread her jacket on the scrubby grass beside the daisy and plopped down.  Then she pulled out a bag of delicious little samosas filled with potatoes and peas.

The girls sat beside the daisy and ate and talked.  One by one, they stretched out in the sun with their backpacks under their heads.  Soon they were sound asleep.

In the Daisy Garden, you’ll meet lots of friends.  Some will be Girl Scout Daisies just like you.  Some will be flowers – beautiful flowers from all over the world.  And some will be critters – buzzing bees, lovely ladybugs, wiggly worms.  All these friends have wonderful things to show you.
But before you go to the garden, let’s meet the very first Girl Scout Daisy.

Getting to Know




Girl Scout Stuff
Girl Scouting connects you to Girl Scouts all around the world, and to all the girls who were Girl Scouts before you.  All Girl Scouts share some special things:

The Girl Scout Sign

The Girl Scout sign is something Girl Scouts make when the say the Girl Scout Promise.  The three straight fingers stand for the three parts of the Promise.

The Girl Scout Handshake

Girl Scouts greet each other with the Girl Scout handshake.  They shake their left hands and make the Girl Scout sign with their right hand.  Do you know why?
Friendship Circle

The Friendship Circle is a way to end Girl Scout meetings.  Everyone gathers in a circle and crosses her right arm over her left and holds hands with the girls on either side.  While in a Friendship Circle, Girl Scouts often do a friendship squeeze.  Can you guess what that is?
Sing a Girl Scout Daisy Song
Here’s a song for Girl Scout Daisies.  Chant it or sing it any way you like.  It was written by a Girl Scout named Sandy.  Sandy travels all over the world and meets Girl Scout Daisies wherever she goes.
I’m a Girl Scout Daisy! Take a look at me.

I’m a Girl Scout Daisy, happy as can be.

We’re having fun and sharing
Each and every day,
I’m a Girl Scout Daisy,

Hip, Hip, Hurray!

A Smiling Bee and a Special Key 
“Oh, no! It’s after 5.  We fell asleep.  We’re in big trouble,” Chandra cried.  She jumped up and grabbed her backpack.  “The garden gate locked at 5 o’clock.  What are we going to do?”
Cora rubbed her eyes.  “Don’t worry.  Someone will help us.”

In a flash, a small, golden bee landed right on top of Campbell’s head.  Campbell froze, and Chandra began to tiptoe toward her to swat away the bee.  But just as Chandra reached out her hand, the bee buzzed straight toward Chandra’s head.

Now Campbell started to reach over to swat away the bee, when – bzzz . . .zzzz.  The bee flew up and over to Cora.  It buzzed right in front of her face.  Then it turned and flew over to a big red maple tree.  Then the bee turned again, and flew back to Cora.

The girls watched as the bee buzzed back and forth from Cora to the tree, as if doing a little dance.

Cora looked at her friends.  “I know this sounds loco. You know, really crazy.  But I think that bee is trying to tell us something.  Let’s see what’s under that tree.”

The girls walked to the tree, and the bee buzzed right alongside them.  Bzzz . . .zzzz.  Suddenly, the bee swooped and touched Chandra’s hand.  Then it swooped again, touching the ground under the tree.

“Maybe we should dig under this tree,” Chandra said.  She grabbed a small broken branch and began to dig right where the bee landed.  Cora and Campbell grabbed fallen branches and joined her.  Suddenly, the girls heard a clink.  Chandra’s branch hit something hard.  Digging faster and faster, the girls uncovered a small tin box.  The box was covered with rust.  It looked like it had been in the dirt a long, long time.
“This could be a secret treasure,” Campbell said with glee.
Draw It!

If you were digging in a garden, what would you like to find?

The girls plopped down under the tree.  They turned the box over and over.  Each time they turned the box, they heard a small sound.  It seemed that whatever was inside was light or soft.  Working together, the girls opened the rusted latch.  The hinges gave a loud creak and threw off bits of rusty paint.  Chandra turned the box upside down.  Out fell a tightly folded piece of paper.  The paper was yellow, instead of white.
“This looks very old,” Chandra said.  She unfolded the paper and out fell a tiny green key.

“A key!  I knew it.  A key to a secret treasure,” Campbell shouted.

“What does the note say?  Who is if from?” Cora and Campbell shouted together.

“It says, ‘This is a message from Daisy Gordon Low,’ Chandra read excitedly.  “It says she put this note here with the first Girl Scouts in 1912.  They were from Savannah, Georgia.  That means this box is really old – older than our parents.  And older than my grandma!”

“And from Georgia, where I’m from,” said Campbell.  “But I’ve never been to Savannah.”

Campbell grabbed the note from Chandra and began to read aloud, “ ‘You are sitting in a special place.’ ” Campbell looked up at her friends.

“Special?  This old garden?” said Cora.

“That’s what it says!” Campbell began to read again.

The girls looked at the little green key and the small tin box.  “This seems like an important message,” said Cora.  “We better think about it and read it again before we tell anyone else about it.”

Then Cora jumped up.  “Vámonos! Let’s go,” she shouted.  “We have to get home.”

Chandra carefully placed the note back in the tin box and put the box in her backpack.  She handed the key to Cora.

Then the girls raced to the garden gate.  Just as Cora was about to put the key in the gate’s rusty old lock, the gate swung open.  Just like that.  Suddenly, the girls heard a buzz in the air.  Bzzz . . .zzzz.  Cora, Campbell, and Chandra looked up and saw the little golden bee fly by.  “This might sound crazy,” Campbell said slowly, “but I think that bee just smiled at us.”
All About Keys!
My family has  ______ keys.  
Our keys unlock ___________________________




___________________________




___________________________




___________________________




___________________________




___________________________




___________________________

Someday, I want a key to ___________________________




___________________________




___________________________




___________________________




___________________________



















































What Did That Bee Say?


Honeybees talk to each other.  They just don’t use words.  To tell each other where food is, they dance in the air.





























WORDS for 


the WISE!


Plop, plop, plop!  Plop means to drop.  You can plop yourself down, right to the ground.


When something goes plop, it sounds like it dropped . . . into water.


Raindrops go plop.  Plop, plop, plop.


A lot of raindrop plops make a puddle.


Jump in the puddle to make one big 


. . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . . . . .!








This garden is a wonderful place.  My Girl Scouts enjoyed this garden for a whole year.  Now that you have found our message, the garden is yours to enjoy.  But it is also a big responsibility.  It needs a lot of care.





In this note is the key to the garden gate.  It is just a small key.  You will have many more important keys as you grow older.  But as long as you hold on to this little key and keep it safe, the garden gate will always open for you.  And I promise you that the more you visit the garden, the more you will get in return.














