(4) Too Much Glue
Matty was famous in his school for two things, his wild imagination and his love of glue. In art class, while most students used glue to neatly attach pieces of paper or decorations, Matty treated it like liquid magic. He believed that the more glue he used, the better his project would turn out.
His teacher, Mrs. Li, didn’t entirely agree. She always reminded the class, “A little glue goes a long way! Too much glue can lead to trouble.” Matty heard her words, but he never really listened.
One bright Wednesday morning, the art room was filled with excitement. Mrs. Li announced the assignment. “Today you will create a craft creature! Use anything on the supply table— paper, buttons, yarn, glitter, and glue— but remember to be creative and careful.”
Matty’s eyes lit up as soon as he spotted the giant bottles of glue lined up on the table. He could picture the masterpiece he was about to create. “This time I’ll build the stickiest, sparkliest, coolest creature ever!” he thought.
As the other students carefully glued pieces of paper and buttons onto their creatures, Matty squeezed glue all over his desk. Squish, splat, squirt! He spread it with his hands, feeling the cold, sticky liquid between his fingers. “Matty, remember what I always say! Less is more.” warned Mrs. Li.
But Matty was lost in his sticky world. He kept adding more and more glue until, without realizing it, his hands were stuck to the table. When he tried to pull them free, his shirt was stuck to his arms, his arms to the desk, and his pants to his chair. Even his hair was glued to his face!
When the bell rang to signal cleanup, Matty remained still. He couldn’t move.
“Uh, Mrs. Li?” he called out. “I believe I’m stuck.”
[bookmark: _GoBack]The whole class crowded around his desk. They stared at the glue-covered boy who had turned into part of his art project. There sat Matty, from head to toe, covered in shiny and wet glue. Mrs. Li tried to gently pull him loose, but the glue held on tightly. “You’ve really done it this time, Matty,” she said, shaking her head. The class came up with all kinds of ideas. Emma suggested using paper towels to wipe off the glue. Sam proposed using scissors to cut Matty loose, but Mrs. Li quickly rejected the idea.
Finally, the janitor, Mr. Bart, arrived with a bucket of warm soapy water and a patient smile. “It’s not a big deal,” said Mr. Bart. After a long, careful process of soaking, scrubbing, and drying, Matty was finally unstuck. The class cheered and clapped.
When Matty looked at his art project, all that remained was a sticky, lumpy mess of glue, buttons, glitter, and crumpled paper. It didn’t look like a creature at all. However, Matty laughed, “Next time, I’ll use less glue.” He promised. Mrs. Li smiled and replied, “That’s all I wanted to hear.”
From that day on, whenever the art table came out, Matty still reached for the glue, but now he gave it just one small, careful squeeze. His new motto was "A little glue makes it stick, a lot of glue makes a mess!" 
