
By Hilary Watkins Lemon
(Based on a true story)

Remember this: kindness begins with me  
(Children’s Songbook, 145).

You’re up early,” Mom said as she walked into  
the kitchen. It was the day of the trade fair,  

and I had gotten up a little earlier than usual to  
make sure I was ready to go.

TRADING for a Smile
“I’m just checking my ornaments,” I said. I opened 

a paper sack on the table and counted my handmade 
Christmas wreath ornaments. I had been working on 
them for a month, ever since Mrs. Moore announced 
that we would have a trade fair to practice what we 
had learned about supply and demand and bartering. 
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MY GOSPEL STANDARDSI will follow Heavenly Father’s plan for me.
I will remember my baptismal covenant 

and listen to the Holy Ghost.I will choose the right. 
I know I can repent when I make a mistake.

I will be honest with Heavenly Father, others, and myself.

I will use the names of Heavenly Father and Jesus Christ

reverently. I will not swear or use crude words.

I will do those things on the Sabbath that will help me feel 

close to Heavenly Father and Jesus Christ.I will honor my parents 
and do my part to strengthen my family.

I will keep my mind and body sacred and pure, and 

I will not partake of things that are harmful to me.
I will dress modestly to show respect for 

Heavenly Father and myself.I will only read and watch things that are 
pleasing to Heavenly Father.

I will only listen to music that is pleasing to Heavenly Father.

I will seek good friends and treat others kindly.
I will live now to be worthy to go to the temple 

and do my part to have an eternal family.
I AM A CHILD OF GOD

I know Heavenly Father loves me, and I love Him. 

I can pray to Heavenly Father anytime, anywhere. 

I am trying to remember and follow Jesus Christ.
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“I will seek good friends and 
treat others kindly.” 
My Gospel Standards 

I hoped my ornaments would be a hit with my 
classmates!

When I arrived at school, my classmates had boxes 
and bags of their trade items. I looked around the room 
as they set out their goods: Suzelle had woven pot hold-
ers, Mark had made key chains out of hemp cord and 
silver charms, and Kylie had hammered together some 
bark to make boxes.

“I can’t wait to start trading,” I said to Jason, who was 
setting out some of the colorful balls he had made from 
balloons filled with sand. “Everyone brought really cool 
stuff to trade.”

“Yeah, except for Lucas,” Jason said.
I looked at Lucas’s desk. He was setting out a few 

rocks that were different colors. It looked like he had 
gotten some rocks from his yard and drawn on them 
with markers.

“Think anyone will trade with him?” I asked quietly.
“No!” Jason laughed. And he was right. I noticed that 

Kylie’s boxes were gone right away. My ornaments were 
pretty popular too. About halfway through the trade fair 
I only had two ornaments left.

I also saw that no one had traded with Lucas for any 
of his rocks. It seemed like he was trying to shrink or 
just disappear. I felt bad for him, but what could I do?

“He should have put more effort into it,” I thought. 
“If he had set aside more time to get ready for the trade 

fair, he wouldn’t have this problem.” But I kept watch-
ing Lucas, hoping someone would trade with him. 

It wasn’t long before Mrs. Moore said, “All right, ev-
eryone. Five more minutes to finish your trading.”

Lucas’s shoulders slumped. I knew he was feeling 
terrible. I also knew what I had to do.

“Lucas,” I said, “I’d like to swap one of my ornaments 
for two of your rocks. Would you like to trade?”

Lucas smiled a little and let me pick out two rocks.  
I handed him one of my wreath ornaments.

As we cleaned up the trade fair, I was sad that no 
one else had traded with Lucas. But I felt good because 
I had tried to include Lucas, and I had made him smile. 
It felt so good that I wanted to make him smile again. 
Maybe we could play basketball at lunch or hang out 
after school.

I smiled too as I looked at the rocks on my desk. 
They had started to look kind of nice to me. ◆
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