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NOTES TO TEACHERS
Thank you so much for purchasing and downloading these 
differentiated readings.  These were created to support 
teachers who have students at a variety of levels in their 
classroom.  

To differentiate between the different levels the sentence 
structure and word choice increase or decrease to meet the 
needs of each reading level.  See the chart on the next page 
to identify the reading band for each text.  

These texts can be used for a variety of purposes.  
• Used for guided reading time with the teacher.  The teacher 

plans the lesson once and then can use the same story 
written at multiple levels.  This allows you to teach once and 
then implement with most of the students in your classroom.   

• Used for independent reading.  Students can read the 
version of the text that best matches their independent 
reading level then complete whatever activity the teachers 
chooses to meet each classroom learning goals.   

• Partner reading to a whole class discussion.  Since the stories 
are the same between the versions.  You can have partners 
with the same level read it together then discuss this as a 
whole group.  

Specific lesson plans are not included in this resource to allow 
teachers to integrate into their own plans as needed.   

However these readings form the guided reading component of 
my Ignited Literacy series.  Within that program there are lesson 
that correspond with each reading along with all of your other 
activities that may be needed to support your language arts 

program.  



Reading Conversion Chart

IL Level AGE Grade DRA F&P Lexile

AA 
2.3-4.0 8-9** 2-3 24-30 L-M 400-550

A 
3.0-4.0 8-9 3-4 30-44 N-Q 550-770

B 
4.0-5.5 8-9 4-5 40-50 Q-T 770-850

* There is some overlap in the levels due to the topic of the text and needed complexity of academic 
vocabulary 

* Age range also reflects the maturity level of the student.

For each reading provided there are three versions.  
The three versions represent three different levels.  
Each text is colour coded and the specific label is 

identified by both colour and letter

Level 
AA

This level is designed for students reading below 
the grade 3 reading level. 

Level 
A

This level is for students that are in grades 3 and 
4.  The reading use simpler sentences and less 

complex words. 

Level 
B

This level is for students that are reading at a 
grade 4-5 grade level.  These passages have a 

both simple and complex sentence structure with 
vocabulary words appropriate for students at this 

level. 



How To:
How to structure your guided reading groups

1
Assess students reading level using a standardized reading assessment such as 
DRA or CASI.  You can also informally assess the students reading level by 
having them read one of the three sample texts and based on their fluency, 
decoding and comprehension skills.

2
Group students into guided reading groups based on their reading levels.  You 
should aim to have four to five groups with 5-6 students per guided reading 
group.  

3
Create a schedule in your language arts class which groups you will meet with 
on what days.  Schedule yourself time each day to meet with at least one guided 
reading group. You also may want to give students the guided reading text prior 
to the guided reading time so they have a chance to pre-read it.  This may save 
time with your group if you need to spend more time focusing on comprehension. 

4
Preview the Text - Teacher Planning
Read the text prior to the week beginning.  Based on your current focus or 
learning goal in writing or reading determine which comprehension and meaning 
strategies you want to focus on for this text.  Highlight your text and make notes 
in your blank lesson plan template. Determine questions that assess literal and 
critical thinking questions.  (see chart on next page)

5
Getting Started - Activating Knowledge/Make Predictions
Introduce the text and ask students to read the first paragraph to themselves in a 
whisper voice.  Once they are done reading ask them to make a prediction about 
what they think the rest of the story will be about. 

6
Reading Check Ins - Listen to Reading
Ask the students to continue to read the text in a whisper voice.  Lean into one 
student and signal to them that you want them to read slightly louder than a 
whisper voice.  Record your observations of their reading skills (fluency, 
decoding) on the recording page. 

7
After Reading - Comprehension
Ask student to identify their understanding of the text. Use the learning goals and 
the questions that you preplanned to ask students.   
Eg. Main Idea: Who is the main character, what is the problem, what is this story 
mostly about. 

8 Assessment
Make notes on each student in relation to their reading behaviour.  



Questioning Stems
LEVEL COMPREHENSION 

STRATEGIES QUESTION STEMS

Remember
recall of facts 
and details

• name 
• list 
• definitions 
• order 
• retell

• Who is _____? 
• Where does the story take place? 
• Why did _______? 
• List the _____ in order 
• How did ____ happen? 
• Who said _____? 
• Define the word _____?

Understand
explain ideas 
and concepts

• main idea 
• classifying 
• comparing 
• Inferring

• Can you describe the main character? 
• What was the main idea? 
• What inference can you make 
• Can you compare ____ to _____? 
• Describe what happens before/after (text event)? 
• Can you paraphrase this paragraph? 
• What facts or ideas support/show ____?

Apply
Focus on the 

parts and how 
they contribute 

to the whole

• Connections 
• Compare to real 

life 
•

• What connections can you make? 
• How would you change____? 
• How would you solve ___? 
• How could you apply what you have learned to ___? 
• Imagine this character in another story what would 

happen? 
• What questions would you ask the character/author in an 

interview?

Analyze
Look at the 

whole text and 
draw 

conclusions

• Drawing 
conclusions 

• Identifying 
themes 

• Compare and 
contrast 

• Summarize 
• Point of View

• Which events are most important? 
• How does the _____ help you to? 
• How would this event be different if we looked at it form 

someone else’s perspective 
• If you were the character how would you have reacted to 

this event? 
• How is ____ related to _____? 
• Select the parts of the story that are the saddest/funniest

Evaluate
make 

judgements 
based on 

criteria

• identify opinion 
• critique 
• using evidence 

and 

• How would you improve? 
• What conclusions can you draw about ___? 
• How would you rate this text and why? 
• Which character would you like to be friends with 
• Would it be better if 
• What is your opinion of

Create
Take the 

information and 
use it in 
another 
context.

• make 
• produce 
• create 
• perform

• How could you use what you have read to create 
somehting new? 

• Plan a short lesson to share your knowledge with 
someone.  

• Could you tell this in a different way 
• What would be a better title for the story/article?
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Guided Reading PLAN

Guided Reading Guide

Getting	Started:		
Activating	
Knowledge	and	
Make	Predictions

Literal	
Comprehension	
Do	students	
understand	main	
idea	and	details	
of	the	story

Extending	
Understanding:	
Analyze,	Evaluate	
or	create

Ta r g e t e d  S k i l ls
A - Reading for  

Meaning
B - Understanding 

Form and Style
C - Reading with 

Fluency D - Reflecting
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G u i d e d  R e a di n g
text-based assessment tool
Guided Reading Group 1 2 3 4 5 6

Weekly Guided Reading Text ___________________________________

T a r g e t e d  S k i l l s
A - Reading for  

meaning
B - Understanding 

form and style
C - Reading with 

fluency
D - Reflecting

Purpose 
Comprehension strategy 
___________________ 
Analyzing 
Responding to texts 
Point of view

Text forms 
Text patterns 
Text features 
Style

Reading familiar words 
Reading unfamiliar 
words 
Reading fluently

Metacognition 
Interconnected skills 
Goal setting

Student: ________________    RL: ______
Targets   A:____  B: ____   C: ____  D:____ 
Observations: __________________________ 
_______________________________________
_______________________________________ 
Next Steps: ____________________________ 
_______________________________________ 

Student: ________________    RL: ______
Targets   A:____  B: ____   C: ____  D:____ 
Observations: __________________________ 
_______________________________________
_______________________________________ 
Next Steps: ____________________________ 
_______________________________________ 

Student: ________________    RL: ______
Targets   A:____  B: ____   C: ____  D:____ 
Observations: __________________________ 
_______________________________________
_______________________________________ 
Next Steps: ____________________________ 
_______________________________________ 

Student: ________________    RL: ______
Targets   A:____  B: ____   C: ____  D:____ 
Observations: __________________________ 
_______________________________________
_______________________________________ 
Next Steps: ____________________________ 
_______________________________________ 

Student: ________________    RL: ______
Targets   A:____  B: ____   C: ____  D:____ 
Observations: __________________________ 
_______________________________________
_______________________________________ 
Next Steps: ____________________________ 
_______________________________________ 

Student: ________________    RL: ______
Targets   A:____  B: ____   C: ____  D:____ 
Observations: __________________________ 
_______________________________________
_______________________________________ 
Next Steps: ____________________________ 
_______________________________________ 



Novebmer Guided 
Reading Texts

A - Grade 3 to 4

B - Grade 4 to 5

AA - Grade 2-3



Week #1
Rollin’ Rosa
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RL: 2.6

34.11.1

Rollin’ Rosa

1

AA

  
Rosa loved to do many things. She loved to play with her dog, Zip. She 

loved to bake cupcakes. She also loved to look at the stars at night with her big 
sister, Cristina. Most of all, Rosa loved to roll head over heels.
 Rolling made Rosa very happy. When she was a baby, she rolled around in 
her crib. When she got older, she rolled down hills. She also rolled on the mats in 
the school gym.
 There was just one problem. No one would roll with Rosa, and she liked to do 
things with others. 

Rosa’s dog, Zip, didn’t like to roll. He liked to jump. Rosa’s sister, Cristina, 
didn’t like to roll either. She liked to run. So, Rosa had to roll alone.
 One day, Rosa and Cristina’s mother took them to the park. Cristina ran 
around with Zip. Rosa saw a bunch of rolling kids, and she went over to watch 
them. 
 In the park were ramps of all sizes. There were also short and long bars. Many 
kids were rolling on the ramps and bars. They were rolling with skates, skateboards, 
and bikes. Rosa thought it looked fun. She had never rolled on wheels before.
 She watched the rollers for a long time. Then, a boy with long hair came up to 
her. He had a green skateboard. 
 “Do you like skateboarding?” he asked.
 Rosa shrugged. “I don’t know. I’ve never tried it,” she said. “But I love to roll!” 
 The boy laughed nicely. “We all love to roll,” he said. “I’m Keegan, and I’m 
here every weekend. If you bring a helmet and pads next time, I’ll let you ride my 
skateboard. I’ll even teach you a few tricks.”
 “Okay! I’m Rosa by the way,” Rosa said. She smiled at Keegan then ran back 
to her mother. 
 Rosa’s mother didn’t want Rosa to skateboard. However, Rosa did all of her 
homework and chores for two weeks without whining. Her mom was happy and got 
Rosa a helmet and pads.
 When Rosa wasn’t doing chores or homework, she read about skateboarding. 
She learned that some ramps were called half pipes. She also weeks 
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34.11.1

1

AA

learned that the bars were called rails. Rosa hoped she would be able to ride on 
the half pipes and rails soon.
 When they went to the park again, Rosa went over to the half pipes. She 
wore her new helmet on her head. She had new pads on her elbows and knees. 
Rosa was all ready to roll.
 She saw Keegan right away. He was riding his green skateboard on a big half 
pipe. He was very good at skateboarding. 
 When he stopped, Rosa ran over to him. 
 “Hi, Keegan!” she said. He grinned at her. 
 “Well hi, Rollin’ Rosa,” he said. “It looks like you’re ready to ride on my 
skateboard.”
 “Will you help me?” Rosa asked.
 “Yes, I’ll help you,” Keegan said. First, he took her in the grass. He taught her 
how to balance on the board. Rosa learned how to balance quickly. Then, Keegan 
took her back to the skate park. There, he showed her how to push off with one 
foot to ride on the board. Rosa learned how to ride quickly.
 The more Rosa practiced, the faster she could roll. Keegan even showed her 
how to do tiny jumps while she was rolling.

 “You are great at this, Rosa,” he said. “Do you want to go down the ramp 
now?” He pointed to a short ramp with no one on it.
 “Sure!” Rosa said happily. “That looks fun.” She had rolled down hills taller 
than the ramp, so she thought she could do it. However, when she got to the top 
and looked down, she grew scared. 
 “All you have to do is push off like I taught you,” Keegan said. “Drop your 
shoulder, and hold your arms out to the side for balance.”

Rosa didn’t listen to Keegan. She was thinking too hard about the scary 
ramp. 
 “Oh, um, I think I hear my mother calling,” she said. “Thanks for your help, 
Keegan!” She turned to run away. Then, she bumped right into Cristina and Zip.
 “Hi, Rosa,” Cristina said. “Mom isn’t ready to go yet, so don’t worry. Zip and I 
have just come to watch you.”
 “Oh,” Rosa said quietly. There was no way out of going down the ramp now.
 She walked slowly back to Keegan. He looked pretty cool and the ramp 
looked like a lot of fun. She didn’t want to be a chicken in front of him. She wanted
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34.11.1
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to be brave, like her sister. Cristina was rarely afraid.
 “I don’t have to go yet,” she mumbled to Keegan.
 “Great!” Keegan said. “Want to try now?” 

Rosa looked down the ramp. It wasn’t that steep, but she would be up 
on a board with wheels. It wasn’t the same as rolling down a hill with her body. 
 “What if I fall?” she asked. 
 Keegan shrugged. “I fall all the time. That’s why I wanted you to wear a 
helmet and pads.”
 “I see,” Rosa said in a small voice.
 “Don’t worry. I’ll hold your arm until you’re nice and balanced. Then I’ll help 
you go.”
 “Okay,” Rosa said. She could hear her heart beating loudly. She could feel 
her knees shaking a little. Then she remembered what her sister told her about 
being afraid. If you think of something funny, your laughter will chase the fear 
away.
 Rosa closed her eyes and thought. She recalled when she and Cristina 
had put a dress on Zip. He had looked so funny trying to get it off. She began to 
laugh and that made her feel braver. 
 “Ready, Rosa?” Keegan asked. She nodded and let him hold her arm as 
she stepped up on the skateboard. She bent her knees and held her arms out. 
Keegan helped her balance and moved her forward. 
 Then, Keegan let go of her arm.

Rosa rolled right down the ramp! She didn’t fall, but came to a stop at 
the end. That was the best roll she’d ever rolled! 

Rosa took Keegan’s skateboard back to the top of the ramp. Keegan 
was proud of her.

“Good job! Want to go again?” he asked.
“Sure,” she said. She rolled down the ramps the rest of the afternoon 

with Keegan and the other kids. Even Cristina learned how to ride the 
skateboard. Rolling with others was so much fun.

Later, Rosa had a question for her mother. “Hey, Mom. Can you get me 
a skateboard? I’ll do my homework and chores without whining for three whole 



©
 M

a
d

ly
 L

ea
rn

in
g 

20
20

Rosa loved to do many activities. She loved to play with her dog, Zip, and 
she loved to bake cupcakes with her grandparents. She also loved to gaze at the 
stars at night with her big sister, Cristina. Most of all, though, Rosa loved to roll.  
 She loved doing somersaults and rolling head over heels. Ever since she was a 
baby, rolling made Rosa happy. She rolled around the carpet and rolled around in 
her crib. As she got older, she rolled down hills and rolled on the mats in the school 
gym. 
 There was just one problem. Rosa liked to do activities with others, but no one 
would roll with her. She tried to get Zip to roll with her, but he just liked to bounce and 
pounce. She tried to get her grandparents to roll with her, but it was hard for them to 
get down on the floor. She tried to get Cristina to roll with her, but her sister just 
wanted to run. So, Rosa usually had to roll alone. 
 One day, Rosa and Cristina’s mother took them to the park for some fresh air 
and recreation. Cristina took off running and Zip dashed after her. Normally, Rosa 
would have felt lonely, but not today. She had spotted a bunch of rolling kids, and 
she went over to see them.  
 In the center of the park were a number of ramps of varying sizes. There were 
also bars at different lengths. Many kids were rolling on the ramps and bars on skates, 
skateboards, and bikes. Some of them even rolled up in the air! Rosa was 
mesmerized. She had never tried rolling on wheels before and it looked fun. 
 She watched the rollers all afternoon. At one point, a long-haired boy came up 
to her with a neon green skateboard under his arm.  
 “Do you like skateboarding?” he asked. 
 Rosa tilted her head and shrugged. “I’ve never tried it,” she said. “But I love to 
roll!” 
 The boy laughed nicely. “We all love to roll,” he said. “I’m Keegan, and I’m 
here every weekend. I have an idea. If you come back to the park with a helmet 
and pads, I’ll let you ride my skateboard. I’ll even teach you a few tricks.” 
 “Okay! I’m Rosa by the way,” Rosa said. She smiled at Keegan and ran back to 
her mother.  
 It took Rosa a while to convince her mother that she needed a helmet and 
pads for skateboarding. Rosa’s mother didn’t think skateboarding was a great sport 
for her daughter. Even so, she promised Rosa she would get her what she wanted if 
Rosa did all of her homework and chores for two weeks without complaining. That’s 
exactly what Rosa did. 

RL: 3.4 

34.11.1

Rollin’ Rosa

1

A



©
 M

a
d

ly
 L

ea
rn

in
g 

20
20

 When Rosa wasn’t doing chores or homework, she was researching 
skateboarding. One of the things she learned was that some ramps were called half 
pipes. She also learned that the bars were called rails. With any luck, Rosa would be 
able to ride on the ramps and rails someday soon. 
 When they went to the park the next weekend, Rosa ran over to the half pipes. 
She wore a shiny new helmet on her head. She had protective new pads on her 
elbows and knees. Rosa had never been more ready to roll in her life. 
 It wasn’t hard to spot Keegan. He was riding his neon green skateboard down 
and up a big half pipe. He was very good at balancing and even did a few jump 
tricks in the air.  
 When he stopped, Rosa ran over to him.  
 “Hi, Keegan!” she said. He turned and grinned at her.  
 “Well, if it isn’t Rollin’ Rosa,” he said. “And it looks like you’re all ready to take a 
ride on my skateboard.” 
 “Will you help me?” Rosa asked. “I’ve been watching other skateboarders, but 
watching isn’t the same as doing.” 
 “You definitely have that right,” Keegan said. “Of course I’ll help you.” First, 
Keegan took her in the grass, and taught her how to balance on the board. Rosa soon 
grew impatient, because standing was not the same as rolling. So then, Keegan took 
her back to the concrete ground of the skate park. There, he showed her how to push 
off with one foot and pivot as she rode on the skateboard. Now this was rolling! 
 The more Rosa practiced, the faster she could roll. Keegan even showed her 
how to do tiny jumps while she was rolling. 
 “You’re a natural, Rosa,” he said. “What do you say we try a ramp?” He pointed 
to a short ramp that had no kids on it right then.  
 “Sure!” Rosa said, clasping her hands. “That looks fun.” She had rolled down hills 
much taller than the ramp, but when she got to the top and looked down, her 
excitement changed to fear. 
 “Okay, so all you have to do is push off like I taught you,” Keegan said. “Drop 
your shoulder, and hold your arms out to the side for balance.” 

However, Rosa wasn’t really listening. She licked her lips and swallowed.  
 “Oh, um, I think I hear my mother calling,” she said. “Thanks for your help, 
Keegan!” She turned to run away and bumped right into Cristina and Zip. 
 “Don’t worry, Rosa,” Cristina said. “Mom said we still have more time to play. Zip 
and I have come to watch you.” 
 “Oh,” Rosa said quietly. There was no other excuse she could think of now.

RL: 3.4

34.11.1
R o l l i n ’  R o s a

2

A



©
 M

a
d

ly
 L

ea
rn

in
g 

20
20

 When she turned back around, she saw Keegan standing at the top of the 
ramp. He looked pretty cool and the ramp looked like a lot of fun. She didn’t want to 
be a chicken in front of him, or Cristina, who was rarely afraid.  
 “I guess that was a different mom,” she mumbled. 
 “Great!” Keegan said. “Want to try now?”  

Rosa looked down the ramp. It wasn’t that steep, but she would be up on a 
board with wheels. It wasn’t the same as rolling down a hill with her body.  
 “What if I fall?” she asked.  
 Keegan shrugged. “I fall all the time. That’s why I wanted you to wear a helmet 
and pads.” 
 “Makes sense,” Rosa said. 
 “I’ll tell you what. How about for this first time, I hold your arm until you’re nice 
and balanced. Then I’ll help you go.” 
 “Okay,” Rosa said, bobbing her head up and down. She could hear her heart 
beating loudly. She could feel her knees shaking a little. Looking over at Cristina, she 
remembered what her sister told her about being afraid. If you think of something 
funny, your laughter will chase the fear away. 
 Rosa closed her eyes and thought. She remembered the time she and Cristina 
had put a dress on Zip. He had looked so funny trying to get it off. She began to laugh 
and sure enough, she started to feel braver.  
 “Ready, Rosa?” Keegan asked. She nodded and let him hold her arm as she 
stepped up on the skateboard. She put her feet in the right positions, bent her knees 
and held her arms out to the sides. Keegan helped her stay steady.  
 She felt the wheels move forward a little, and she lowered her shoulder and 
leaned down. Keegan let go of her arm and Rosa rolled right down the ramp! She 
didn’t fall at all, but came to a stop at the end of the ramp. That had been the best 
roll she’d ever rolled!  

Cristina clapped and Zip yapped for her. Rosa picked up Keegan’s 
skateboard and headed back to the top of the ramp.  

“Want to go again?” he asked. 
“Sure,” she said. She rolled down the ramps the rest of the afternoon with 

Keegan and the other kids. Even Cristina learned how to ride the board a little. Rolling 
with others was so much fun. 

When they were headed home, Rosa said, “Hey, Mom. How many weeks do I 
have to do homework and chores without complaining before you’ll get me my own 
skateboard?” 

RL: 3.4 

34.11.1
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34.11.1

Rollin’ Rosa

1

B

Rosa was a rambunctious girl who loved engaging in many different 
activities. Besides playing with her dog, Zip, she loved to bake cupcakes with 
her grandparents. Rosa also loved to gaze up at the stars at night with her big 
sister, Cristina. More than anything, though, Rosa loved to roll. 
 She thoroughly enjoyed doing somersaults and rolling head over heels. 
Ever since she was a baby, rolling was Rosa’s most favorite movement. She 
would often roll around the carpet and roll around in her crib. As she got older, 
she rolled down hills and rolled on the squishy rubber mats in the school gym.
 There was just one significant problem. Rosa preferred doing activities 
with others, but no one would ever roll with her. In the past, she had tried to get 
Zip to roll with her, but he just liked to bounce and pounce. She had tried to get 
her grandparents to roll with her, but their arthritis made it difficult for them to 
get down on the floor. She had tried to get Cristina to roll with her, too, but her 
sister just wanted to run instead of roll. So, Rosa usually had to roll solo.
 One day, Rosa and Cristina’s mother took them to the local park for some 
fresh air and recreation. Not surprisingly, Cristina took off running and Zip 
dashed after her. Rosa would normally have felt abandoned, but she didn’t 
have any time to feel lonely that day. Nearly as soon as she got out of the car, 
she spotted a bunch of rolling kids.
 In the center of the park were a number of ramps at varying sizes. There 
were also bars at all different lengths. Dozens of kids, and even some adults, 
were rolling on the ramps and bars on skates, skateboards, and bikes. Some of 
them even rolled up in the air! Rosa was mesmerized as she walked over to 
stare at them. She had never tried rolling on wheels before and it looked 
amazingly entertaining.
 She ended up watching and scrutinizing the rollers all afternoon. At one 
point, a long-haired boy with a neon green skateboard under his arm mosied up 
to her. He was missing one of his front teeth just like Rosa, and seemed to be 
friendly.
 “Do you like skateboarding?” he asked.
 Rosa tilted her head and shrugged. “I’ve never tried it,” she said. “But I 
love to roll!”
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 The boy laughed politely. “We all love to roll,” he said. “I’m Keegan, an 
amateur skateboarder, and I’m here every weekend. I have a proposal for you. If 
you come back to the park with a helmet and pads, I’ll loan you my skateboard 
to ride. I’ll even teach you a few tricks, though I’m no professional.”
 “Okay, that sounds superb! I’m Rosa by the way,” Rosa said. She beamed 
at Keegan and sprinted back to her active family. 
 It took Rosa quite a while to convince her mother that she needed a helmet 
and pads for skateboarding. Rosa’s mother didn’t think skateboarding was the 
optimal sport for her youngest daughter. Even so, she promised Rosa she would 
get her the safety equipment if Rosa did all of her homework and chores for two 
weeks without complaining. That’s exactly what Rosa did and it really wasn’t as 
hard as she thought it would be.
 When Rosa wasn’t otherwise engaged with chores or homework, she 
researched skateboarding. One of the things she learned was that the ramps 
that went up on both ends were called half pipes. She also learned that the bars 
at the skate park were dubbed rails. With any luck, Rosa would be able to ride 
on the ramps and rails someday soon.
 When they arrived at the park the next weekend, Rosa made her way over 
to the half pipes, brimming with enthusiasm. She wore a shiny new helmet on 
her head and protective new pads on her elbows and knees. Rosa had never 
been more keen to roll in her life.
 She found Keegan immediately, even though there was a crowd of kids 
there again. He was riding his neon green skateboard down and up a long, 
concrete half pipe. Rosa was impressed with how talented Keegan was at 
balancing and doing fancy tricks on his skateboard. 
 When he paused for a break, Rosa rushed over to him. 
 “Hello and hi, Keegan!” she said. He turned, recognized her right away, 
and grinned.
 “Well, if it isn’t Rollin’ Rosa,” he said. “And it looks like you’re totally 
prepared to ride on my skateboard.”
 “I certainly am! Will you help me, though?” Rosa asked. “I’ve been 
watching other skateboarders and attempting to learn, but watching isn’t the 
same as doing.” 
 “You definitely have that right,” Keegan said. “Of course I’ll help you.” First, 
Keegan had her get comfortable being on the skateboard in the soft grass. He 
demonstrated how to balance properly and she caught on quickly. 
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Rosa soon grew impatient with this basic lesson, because standing was not the 
same as rolling. So then, Keegan took her back to the concrete ground of the 
skate park. There, he showed her how to push off with one foot and pivot as she 
rode on the skateboard. Rosa was ecstatic at the sensation! This was much 
more exhilarating than rolling on mats or even down hills.
 The more Rosa practiced, the speedier she rolled and the better she 
developed at steering the board in the right direction. Keegan encouraged her to 
do spins and tiny jumps on his skateboard that tickled the insides of Rosa’s 
abdomen.
 “You’re a natural, Rosa,” he said after an hour or so. “What do you say we 
try going down that?” He gestured to a short ramp that had no kids on it right 
then. 
 “Sure!” Rosa said, clasping her hands together delightedly. “That looks 
more than doable.” She had rolled down hills much steeper than the ramp, so 
she wasn’t intimidated. However, when she got to the top and studied the slant 
of the ramp, her excitement morphed into fear. 
 “Okay, so all you have to do is push off like I taught you,” Keegan said. 
“Drop your shoulder, and hold your arms out to the side for balance.”

Rosa wasn’t really listening to his detailed instructions. She licked her lips 
and swallowed the lump in her throat, trying to think of what to say so she 
wouldn’t have to go down the ramp. 
 “You know, I think I hear my mother calling,” she said. “Uh, thanks for your 
help, Keegan!” She turned to run away, but ended up bumping right into Cristina 
and Zip.
 “Don’t worry, Rosa,” Cristina said. “Mom is allowing us more time to play. 
Zip and I have just come to observe you.”
 “Oh,” Rosa said quietly, contemplating her dilemma. There was no other 
excuse she could think of now.
 When she swung back around, she noticed Keegan standing at the top of 
the ramp, leaning on his skateboard. He looked pretty cool and the ramp looked 
like a fun challenge. Normally, Rosa was up for a challenge, but this time she 
was trembling in her sneakers. Yet, she didn’t want to look like a chicken in front 
of Keegan. She wished she was as courageous as Cristina, who was rarely 
afraid. 
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 “I don’t have to leave yet, actually,” she mumbled under her breath.
 “Wonderful, because we were just getting to the most thrilling part of 
skateboarding,” Keegan said. “Want to try now?” 

Rosa looked down the ramp. It wasn’t that steep, but she would be up 
on a board with wheels. It wasn’t the same as rolling down a hill with her body. 
 “What if I fall?” she asked. 
 Keegan shrugged off her question. “I fall all the time. That’s why I wanted 
you to wear a helmet and pads.”
 “Makes sense,” Rosa said, matter-of-factly.
 “I’ll tell you what. How about for this first time, I hold your arm until you’re 
balanced. Then I’ll help with the forward momentum as you go.”
 “Okay,” Rosa said, bobbing her head up and down. She could hear her 
heart beating loudly. She could feel her knees shaking restlessly. She glanced 
at Cristina and remembered what her sister always told her about conquering 
her fear. If you think of something funny, your laughter will chase the fear away.
 Rosa closed her eyes and searched her memory. She conjured up the 
time she and Cristina had put a dress on Zip. He had looked so funny trying to 
get it off. She began to laugh and sure enough, she started to feel braver. 
 “Ready, Rosa?” Keegan asked. She nodded and let him hold her arm as 
she stepped up on the skateboard. Setting her feet in the right positions, she 
bent her knees and held her arms out to the sides. Keegan helped her stay 
steady as he propelled her forward. 
 Rosa lowered her shoulder and leaned down as she neared the edge. 
When Keegan let go of her arm, Rosa rolled right down the ramp! She didn’t fall 
or even wobble, but came to an elegant stop at the end of the ramp. That had 
been the best roll she’d ever rolled! 

Cristina clapped and Zip yapped for her. Proudly, Rosa picked up 
Keegan’s skateboard and clambered back to the top of the ramp. She felt a little 
foolish at being so afraid earlier, but now she was eager to go down again.

She rolled down the ramps the rest of the afternoon with Keegan and 
some other kids. Even Cristina participated in their skateboard play. Rolling with 
others was much more fun than doing it alone. 

After the productive skating day, Rosa decided to approach her mother. 
“Hey, Mom. How many weeks do I have to do homework and chores without 
complaining before you’ll get me my own skateboard?” 
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Henry and His Flower Garden
by Molli Colpor

AARL: 2.1
1

Daisy RINGS at 7:00 a.m. Henry’s dog Daisy jumps on the bed. She licks his 
face. ‘Good morning’ she says.  
“Alright, I’m up!” Henry says. Henry begins his day.  Each day is the same. He 
starts by making his bed. He likes his room neat and tidy. He walks to the 
kitchen and feeds Daisy. Then he eats his cereal, drinks his coffee and reads 
the newspaper.  When he’s done, he does the dishes and puts them away. 
Henry likes his kitchen neat and tidy too. 
Next, Henry and Daisy go for a walk. Everyday, they walk in a clockwise 
loop around the block. Henry likes everyday to be the same. When they get 
back home they go to the garden. Henry loves working in his garden. 
First, Henry puts on his sun hat, gloves, and tool belt. Then, gets his green 
hose with a fancy spray nozzle. He waters each plant that fill his pretty 
garden. Henry hums while water rains down over the flowers, vegetables, 
trees, and vines.  
Next, Henry trims dying leaves and pulls out weeds. When he is done, he 
stands back and looks at his perfect garden. Henry likes his garden neat 
and tidy. 
Henry walks to the front of his house.  "Oh no!" he sees that his tulips have 
been trampled! All the lilies are gone!  
Henry is stunned. There is hole in his perfect garden. It is ruined 
Daisy appears at Henry’s side to comfort him. 
“I don’t understand,” Henry says to Daisy. “Who could have done this?”He 
scratches his head as he contemplates.  
“Maybe the neighbours saw something,” he concludes. 
He wanted to solve this mystery now. Henry left for another loop around the 
block. First, he knocks on Mrs. Petersen’s door.  
“Morning Mrs. Petersen,” he says. 
“Morning Henry,” she responds. She sees that he’s upset and asks what’s 
wrong. 
“Something ruined my garden!  My tulips are tranpled and my lilies’s are 
gone!” he cried. “Did you see anything?” 
“Why, you’ve got the most beautiful garden in town!” she said. “But no, I 
didn’t see anything. I’m sorry, Henry.”  
Henry thanks her and says goodbye. As he goes to the next house, Henry’s 
street looks longer than ever before. 
. . .gardening lesson begins. 
Henry returns home later with no news. No one saw or heard a thing. 
To cheer up, he got new flower seeds at the store.
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AARL: 2.1

“Well, guess there’s nothing we can do,” Henry says to Daisy as he goes 
outside to plant the seeds. 
Daisy barks and runs upstairs. She coms back a few moments later with her 
dog bed.  She pulls it into the kitchen and drops it beside the big bay 
window. The window that looks out into the front garden. Daisy has 
declared herself a guard dog. 
“Thanks, pal,” Henry says. He scratches her head and gives her a treat. 
. . . 
WOOOF! WOOOF! WOOOOF! 
Henry bolts up in bed. It’s morning but still dark outside. Daisy is howling. 
WOOOF! WOOOF! WOOOOF! 
Henry scrambles into the hallway and down the stairs. He follows Daisy into 
the front yard. He fumbles for the light switch. The patio light flickers on. 
Daisy barks at something in the shadows. 
“Who’s there?” Henry calls. “Who’s in my garden?” 
Slowly, two small figures step out from the dark. A young boy and a young 
girl. 
“What are you doing in my garden?” Henry bellows. “Speak up!” 
But the kids are frozen. Sensing their fear, Daisy trots over and says hello. 
Henry realizes that the kids are afraid of him. He softens. 
“She’s harmless” he tells them. “Why don’t you come on in? We can call 
your parents and get you home?” 
The children cower, still fearful. “Don’t worry, we don’t bite.” 
Daisy tugs on the young boy’s sleeve and leads them inside. 
. . . 
The children dunk biscuits in milk in the living room while Henry speaks to 
someone on the phone. 
“That’s okay. Okay goodbye.” he says and hangs up. 
He turns to the children sitting on the couch. 
“So it’s Martin and Olivia, huh? I think it’s time we get you home. Whaddaya 
say?” 
The children nod and stand, looking embarrassed. 
Henry puts on his coat and leads them out the door and around the block, 
clockwise. 
A few minutes later, they arrive at a small and worn down house.  It sits 
behind a peeling picket fence. The children let themselves in and close the 
gate behind them. Martin unlocks the front door and enters. Olivia stops on 
the porch and turns.
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AARL: 2.1

“I’m sorry sir,” she says. “We won’t go in your garden again.” Then she goes inside. 
. . . 
The next morning, Henry and Daisy take their morning walk around the block. As 
they pass Mrs. Petersen, she calls out, “Good morning Henry! Did you solve your 
garden mystery?” 
“Yes!” Henry replies. “The kids who stole my flowers came back. Caught ‘em red-
handed right in my garden!” 
“Which kids?” Mrs. Petersen asks. 
“Martin and Olivia from down the road. Know ‘em?” Henry replies. 
“Those poor children” Mrs. Petersen begins. She walks over to Henry and whispers, “I 
heard their mother June just came home.  She served in the military in the middle 
east. She doesn’t seem well.” 
Henry’s face falls. He remembers his father.  He was a soldier who fought in World 
War II. His father had shared many stories about battle. He also spoke of friends who 
were never the same after the war. 
Henry and Daisy go straight home. Henry has so much on his mind.  He doesn’t 
even notice that he’s walking the block counter-clockwise! He gets home and goes 
to his garden. He puts on his sun hat, gardening gloves, and tool belt. But instead of 
watering his plants, Henry starts digging up flowers. Daisy looks at him puzzled.  
Henry pulls flowers and puts the flowers in a wheelbarrow. 
“Come on, Daisy. I’ve got a plan!” he says. 
Daisy barks yes and the two set off, flowers in tow. 
. . . 
Martin and Olivia walk home from school together. It’s a sunny day, but they look 
glum. 
“Sorry my plan didn’t work,” Martin says. 
“It’s okay,” Olivia replies. “Maybe if we save our money, we can buy flowers for 
mom.” 
“But next month’s too far away,” Martin worries. “What can we get her?” 
“But dad gave her flowers…” Olivia reasons. 
Just then, they get home and see someone in their front yard. 
Martin stands in front of his sister and looks over the picket fence. 
“Hey! Who’s there!” he calls out. Then he hears a familiar WOOOOF, 
Oh! It’s just Henry and Daisy.They've been planting flowers all across their front yard!  
“They’re so pretty!” Olivia smiles. 
“Wow, thank you,” Martin blushes. 
“Mommy, look!” Olivia exclaims.  
Their mother June has just appeared on the front porch. “What’s going on?” she 
asks. 
“Well, if Martin and Olivia like my garden,” Henry starts. “I thought I could teach 
them how to take care of their own,” Henry declares.  
June looks at her garden in awe. The newly planted flowers brighten their once-
gloomy home. Plus, her children are smiling. 
“Now we can cheer you up everyday!” Olivia beams. 
Henry gives Martin and Olivia their own pair of gloves.  And their first 
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Henry and His Flower Garden
Henry’s alarm clock RINGS precisely at 7:00 a.m. Henry’s dog Daisy 

leaps up onto the bed and licks his face. ‘Good morning!’ she says.   
“All right, I’m up!” Henry says as he wipes away the dog’s slobber. Henry 

begins his daily routine by making his bed. He likes his room neat and tidy. 
Then, he walks downstairs and enters the kitchen. He feeds Daisy before 
having a cup of coffee. He eats a bowl of cereal with his nose in the 
newspaper. When he’s done, he does the dishes and puts them back inside 
the kitchen cupboards. Henry likes his kitchen neat and tidy. 

Next, Henry and Daisy go for a walk. Every day, they walk in a clockwise 
loop around the block. Henry also likes routine and order. When they return, 
they go straight to the backyard. Now Henry’s favourite part of the day 
begins: working in his garden.  

First, Henry puts on his sun hat, gardening gloves, and tool belt. Then, he 
uncoils a long green hose with a fancy spray nozzle. Finally, he waters each 
of the plants in his big, beautiful garden. Henry hums while water rains down 
over the flowers, vegetables, trees, and vines.  

Next, Henry trims dying leaves and pulls out invading weeds. When he is 
finished, he stands back and admires his immaculate garden. Henry likes his 
garden neat and tidy.  

Henry walks to the front of his house.  "Oh no!" he sees that his tulips 
have been trampled! All the lilies are gone!  

Henry is stunned. Something or someone has left a big hole in his 
garden. It is no longer immaculate.  

Daisy appears at Henry’s side to comfort him. 
“I don’t get it,” Henry says to Daisy. “Who could have done this?”  He 

scratches his head as he thinks.  
“Maybe the neighbours saw something,” he concludes. 
Henry wants to get to the bottom of this mystery.  So, he sets out on 

another loop around the block. First, he knocks on Mrs. Petersen’s door.  
“Morning Mrs. Petersen,” he says. 

by Molli Colpor

ARL: 3.5
1



©
 M

a
d

ly
 L

ea
rn

in
g 

20
20

“Morning Henry,” she responds. She notices that he’s upset and asks him 
what’s wrong. 

“Something went digging through my garden! It trampled on all of my tulips 
and took my dahlias with ‘em!” he explains. “Did you see anything?” 

“Why, you’ve got the most beautiful garden in town!” she replies. “But no, I 
didn’t see anything. I’m sorry, Henry.”  

Henry thanks her and says goodbye. As he approaches the next house, 
Henry’s street looks longer than ever before. 

. . . 
Henry returns home later that afternoon. No one saw or heard a thing. 
To cheer himself up, he buys new flower seeds at the store. 
“Well, guess there’s nothing else we can do,” Henry says to Daisy as he heads 

outside to plant the seeds. 
Daisy barks and runs upstairs. She returns a few moments later dragging her 

dog bed into the kitchen. She drops it beside the big bay window that looks out 
into the garden. Daisy declares herself as a guard dog. 

“Thanks, pal,” Henry says. He pets her head and gives her a treat. 
. . . 

WOOOF! WOOOF! WOOOOF! 
Henry bolts up in bed. It’s still dark outside but Daisy is howling. 
WOOOF! WOOOF! WOOOOF! 
Henry scrambles into the hallway and down the stairs. He follows Daisy 

through the kitchen and out into the yard. He fumbles for the light switch. The 
patio light flickers on. Daisy barks loudly at something in the shadows. 

“Who’s there?” Henry calls. “Who’s in my garden?” 
Slowly, two small figures step out from the dark. A young boy and a young 

girl. 
“What are you doing in my garden?” Henry yells. “Speak up!” 
But the children couldn’t move. Sensing their fear, Daisy trots over and says 

hello. Henry sees that the children are afraid of him. He softens. 
“She’s  harmless," he assures them. “Why don’t you come on in? We can call 

your parents and get you home.” 
The children hide, still fearful. “Don’t worry, we don’t bite.” 
Daisy tugs on the young boy’s sleeve and leads them inside. 

. . . 

H E N R Y  A N D  H I S  F L O W E R  GA R D E N

2

ARL: 3.5
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The children dunk biscuits in their milk in the living room while Henry speaks 
to someone on the phone. 

“That’s okay. Okay goodbye.” He says and hangs up. 
He turns to the children sitting on the couch. 
“So, it’s Martin and Olivia, huh? I think it’s time we get you home and into 

bed. Whaddaya say?” 
The children nod and stand, looking embarrassed. 
Henry puts on his coat and leads them out the door and around the 

block, clockwise. 
A few minutes later, they arrive at a small and worn-down house behind a 

broken wooden fence. The children let themselves in and close the gate 
behind them. Martin unlocks the front door and enters. Olivia stops on the 
porch and turns. 

“I’m sorry sir,” she says shyly. “We won’t go in your garden again.” Then 
she disappears inside. 

. . . 
The next morning, Henry and Daisy take their morning walk around the 

block. As they pass Mrs. Petersen, she calls out, “Good morning Henry! Did you 
solve your garden mystery?” 

“Indeed, I did!” Henry replies. “The rugrats who stole my flowers came 
back in the middle of the night. Caught ‘em red-handed right in my garden!” 

“Which kids?” Mrs. Petersen asks. 
“Martin and Olivia from down the road. Know ‘em?” Henry replies. 
“Those poor children," Mrs. Petersen begins. She walks over to Henry and 

whispers, “I heard their mother, June, just returned from a tour in Afghanistan. 
She doesn’t seem well.” 

Henry’s face falls. He remembers his father, who fought in World War II. His 
father had shared many stories about battle, but also spoke of friends who 
were never the same after the war. 

Henry and Daisy go straight home. Henry has so much on his mind, he 
doesn’t even notice that he’s walking the block counter-clockwise! He 
marches straight into the garden and puts on his sun hat, gardening gloves, 
and tool belt. But instead of watering his plants, Henry starts digging up flowers.  

H E N R Y  A N D  H I S  F L O W E R  GA R D E N

3

ARL: 3.5
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Daisy looks on in confusion. Henry pulls flowers up from their beds, exposing 
their roots to sunlight and air. Half of Henry’s garden lays in a messy heap. Henry 
fills a wagon with soil and gently places the flowers inside. 

“Come on, Daisy. I’ve got a plan!” he says. 
Daisy barks yes and the two set off, a wagon of flowers in tow. 

. . . 
Martin and Olivia walk home from school. It’s a sunny day, but they look 

glum. 
“Sorry my plan didn’t work,” Martin says. 
“It’s okay,” Olivia replies. “Maybe if we save our allowance, we can buy 

flowers for mom next month.” 
“But next month’s not soon enough,” Martin worries. “Can’t we get her 

something else?” 
“But dad always gave her flowers…” Olivia says. 
Just then, they arrive at home and realize there’s an intruder in their front 

yard. 
Martin stands bravely in front of his sister and peers over the fence. 
“Hey! Who’s there!?” he calls out. Then he hears a familiar WOOOOF. 
They see it’s just Henry and Daisy. They have planted colourful flowers all 

across their front yard!  
“They’re so pretty!” Olivia squeals. 
“Wow, thank you mister,” Martin blushes. 
“Mommy, look!” Olivia exclaims.  
Their mother, June, comes onto the front porch. “What’s going on?” she asks. 
“Well, I was thinking about why Martin and Olivia were in my garden,” Henry 

starts. “I think I could teach them how to take care of their own,” Henry says.  
June looks at her garden in awe. The newly planted flowers brightens their 

once-gloomy home. Even better, her children are smiling. 
“Now we can cheer you up everyday!” Olivia beams. 
Henry gives Martin and Olivia their own pair of gloves and their first 

gardening lesson begins.

H E N R Y  A N D  H I S  F L O W E R  GA R D E N

4

ARL: 3.5
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Henry and His Flower Garden
Henry’s alarm clock RINGS at precisely 7:00 a.m. Henry’s dog Daisy leaps up 

onto the bed and licks his face with her slobbery wet tongue. He knows this is 
Daisy's way of saying ‘Good morning!" and although he hates the slobber he 
loves his dog.   

“Alright, I’m  up!” Henry says exasperated as he wipes away the disgusting 
dog slobber. Henry begins his daily routine by making his bed with great 
precision because he likes his room neat and tidy. Then he continues his daily 
routine by he walking downstairs and entering his emaculate kitchen. He 
feeds Daisy before having a cup of coffee and a bowl of cereal, his nose 
buried in the newspaper. When he’s done, he does the dishes and puts them 
back inside the kitchen cupboards. Henry likes his kitchen neat and tidy "Tidy 
Room, Tidy Mind" he recites to Daisy. 

Next, Henry and Daisy go for a walk and everyday, they walk in a clockwise 
loop around the block. Henry also likes routine and order. When they return, 
they go straight to the backyard and Henry’s favourite part of the day begins: 
gardening.  

First, Henry gets ready to garden in his backyard by putting on his sun hat, 
gardening gloves, and tool belt. Then, he uncoils a long green hose with a 
fancy spray nozzle and waters each of the plants that fill his enormous and 
beautiful garden. Henry hums while water rains down over the flowers, 
vegetables, trees, and vines like a soft spring rain.  

Next, Henry trims decaying leaves and pulls out invading weeds. When he is 
finished, he stands back and admires his immaculate garden proud of the 
work he has accomplished.  

Henry likes his garden neat and tidy with his flowers in rows and organized 
by height, colour and season.  

As he walks around to the front of the house to work on his front garden. 
Henry gasps, he is flabbergasted at the sight he sees. Henry's tulips have been 
trampled and even worse, all the lilies that were beside them are now gone!  

Henry is stunned. Something or someone has left a gaping hole in his 
garden. It is no longer immaculate as he liked. 

BY	MOLLI	COLPOR

RL:4.3 B
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Daisy appears at Henry’s side to comfort him. 
“I don’t understand,” Henry says to Daisy disheartened. “Who could have 

done this?”  He scratches his head as he contemplates what he will do next.  
“Maybe the neighbours saw something,” he concludes. 
Determined to get to the bottom of the mystery, Henry sets out on a second 

clockwise loop around the block. First, he knocks on Mrs. Petersen’s door.  
“Morning Mrs. Petersen,” he says. 
“Morning Henry,” she responds. She notices that he’s upset and asks what’s 

wrong. 
“Something went rummaging through my garden! It trampled all my tulips 

and took my dahlias with ‘em!” he explains. “Did you see anything?” 
“Why, you’ve got the most beautiful garden in town!” she replies. “But no, I 

didn’t see anything. I’m sorry, Henry.”  
Henry thanks her and says goodbye. As he approaches the next house, 

Henry’s street looks longer than ever before. 
. . . 

Henry returns home later that afternoon. No one saw or heard a thing. 
To cheer himself up, he bought new flower seeds at the store. 
“Well, guess there’s nothing else we can do,” Henry says to Daisy as he 

heads outside to plant the seeds. 
Daisy barks and runs upstairs. She returns a few moments later dragging her 

dog bed into the kitchen and drops it beside the big bay window that looks 
out into the garden. Daisy has declared herself a guard dog. 

“Thanks, pal,” Henry says. He scratches her head and gives her a treat. 
. . . 

WOOOF! WOOOF! WOOOOF! 
Henry bolts up in bed. It’s still dark outside but Daisy is howling. 
WOOOF! WOOOF! WOOOOF! 
Henry scrambles into the hallway and down the stairs. He follows Daisy 

through the kitchen and out into the yard. He fumbles for the light switch. The 
patio light flickers on. Daisy barks furiously at something in the shadows. 

“Who’s there?” Henry calls. “Who’s in my garden?” 
Slowly, two small figures step out from the dark. A young boy and a young 

girl. 
“What are you doing in my garden?” Henry bellows. “Speak up!”

BRL:4.3
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But the children are frozen. Sensing their fear, Daisy trots over and says hello. 
Henry realizes that the children are afraid of him. He softens. 

“She’s  harmless," he assures them. “Why don’t you come on in? We can call 
your parents and get you home.” The children cower, still fearful. “Don’t worry, 
we don’t bite.” 

Daisy tugs on the young boy’s sleeve and leads them inside. 
. . . 

The children dunk biscuits in milk in the living room while Henry speaks to 
someone on the phone. 

“That’s okay. Okay goodbye.” He says and hangs up. 
He turns to the children sitting on the couch. 
“So it’s Martin and Olivia, huh? I think it’s time we get you home and into 

bed. Whaddaya say?” 
The children nod and stand, looking embarrassed. 
Henry puts on his coat and leads them out the door and around the block, 

clockwise. 
A few minutes later, they arrive at a small and worn down house behind a 

peeling picket fence. The children let themselves in and close the gate behind 
them. Martin unlocks the front door and enters. Olivia stops on the porch and 
turns. 

“I’m sorry sir,” she says timidly. “We won’t go in your garden again.” Then she 
disappears inside. 

. . . 
The next morning, Henry and Daisy take their morning walk around the block.  

As they pass Mrs. Petersen, she calls out, “Good morning Henry! Did you solve 
your garden mystery?” 

“Indeed I did!” Henry replies. “The rugrats who stole my flowers came back in 
the middle of the night. Caught ‘em red-handed right in my garden!” 

“Which kids?” Mrs. Petersen asks. 
“Martin and Olivia from down the road. Know ‘em?” Henry replies. 
“Those poor children," Mrs. Petersen begins. She walks over to Henry and 

whispers, “I heard their mother June just returned from a tour in Afghanistan. 
She doesn’t seem well.” 

Henry’s face falls. He remembers his father, who fought in World War II. His 
father had shared many stories about battle, but also spoke of friends who 
were never the same after the war.

BRL:4.3
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Henry and Daisy go straight home. Henry has so much on his mind, he 
doesn’t even notice that he’s walking the block counter-clockwise! He 
marches straight into the garden and puts on his sun hat, gardening gloves, 
and tool belt. But instead of watering his plants, Henry starts digging up 
flowers.  

Daisy looks on in confusion as Henry pulls flowers up from their beds, 
exposing their roots to sunlight and air. With half his garden in a messy heap, 
Henry fills a wheelbarrow with soil and gently places the flowers inside. 

“Come on, Daisy. I’ve got a plan!” he says. 
Daisy barks yes and the two set off, a wheelbarrow of flowers in tow. 
Martin and Olivia walk home from school together. Even though it’s a sunny 

day, they are looking glum. 
“Sorry my plan didn’t work,” Martin says. 
“It’s okay,” Olivia replies. “Maybe if we save our allowance, we can buy 

flowers for mom next month.” 
“But next month’s not soon enough,” Martin worries. “Can’t we get her 

something else?” 
“But dad always gave her flowers…” Olivia reasons. 
Just then, they arrive at home and realize there’s an intruder in their front 

yard.  Martin stands protectively in front of his sister and peers over the picket 
fence. 

“Hey! Who’s there!” he calls out. Then he hears a familiar WOOOOF, 
They realize it’s just Henry and Daisy—who have just planted dozens of 

colourful flowers all across their front yard!  
“They’re so pretty!” Olivia squeals with excitement. 
“Wow, thank you mister,” Martin blushes. 
“Mommy, look!” Olivia exclaims.  
Their mother June has just appeared on the front porch. “What’s going 

on?” she asks. 
“Well, I was thinking about why Martin and Olivia were in my garden,” 

Henry starts. “I thought I could teach them how to take care of their own,” 
Henry declares.  

June looks at her garden in awe. The newly planted flowers immediately 
brighten their once-gloomy home. More importantly, her children are smiling. 

“Now we can cheer you up everyday!” Olivia beams. Henry gives Martin 
and Olivia their own pair of gloves and their first gardening lesson begins.

BRL:4.3
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In Flanders fields the poppies blow 
Between the crosses, row on row, 
That mark our place; and in the sky 
The larks, still bravely singing, fly 
Scarce heard amid the guns below. 

We are the Dead. Short days ago 
We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow, 
Loved and were loved, and now we lie, 
In Flanders fields. 

Take up our quarrel with the foe: 
To you from failing hands we throw 
The torch; be yours to hold it high. 
If ye break faith with us who die 
We shall not sleep, though poppies grow 
In Flanders fields.

IN FLANDERS FIELDS
BY	JOHN	McCrae

B
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READ	ALOUD

In Flanders fields the poppies 
blow 
Between the crosses, row on row, 
That mark our place; and in the 
sky 
The larks, still bravely singing, fly 
Scarce heard amid the guns 
below. 

We are the Dead. Short days ago 
We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset 
glow, 
Loved and were loved, and now 
we lie, 
In Flanders fields. 

Take up our quarrel with the foe: 
To you from failing hands we 
throw 
The torch; be yours to hold it high. 
If ye break faith with us who die 
We shall not sleep, though 
poppies grow 
In Flanders fields.

IN FLANDERS FIELDS
BY	JOHN	McCrae

B

In this stanza the poem 
is sharing what the 

cemetery fields looked 
like. Even though it is a 

war the larks, which 
are birds, are still 

singing.  It is so loud 
on the battlefields you 
can’t hear the larks. 

RL:	4.7

This stanza is from the 
perspective of the dead 

soldiers.  Who were 
just living and now 

have died. 

In this stanza these dead 
soldiers are calling on the 
survivors to continue the 

fight against evil.  The 
survivors are encouraged 

to continue to be brave and 
keep fighting to honour the 
sacrifice of those who died.  
Do not give up in the face 

of evil.  

interpreted



Week #3
An Unexpected 

Friendship



©
	M

ad
ly
	L
ea
rn
in
g	
20
20

RL: 2.4

34.11.3

1

AA

An Unexpected Friendship
Light spilled into the valley as the sun rose over the Wuyi 
Mountains. Pei and his father Li Wei each had backpacks with 
camping gear. They were almost home. Just then, they heard 
men shouting beyond the trees. Li Wei halted.  
“Poachers,” he said to his sone. He put a finger on his lips. Pei 
knew to stay quiet until the poachers were gone.  
Later, Pei and Li Wei were moving with no sign of any 
poachers. When they got to a clearing, they saw broken 
branches and trampled plants. Pei thought it had been a large 
group of poachers. Pei looked around and saw a pine cone. It 
was long and the biggest pine cone ever! But when Pei 
touched it, he saw it wasn’t a pinecone at all! A scaly pangolin 
uncurled from a tight ball. It yelped and Pei jumped back. 
“Ahhh!” Pei yelled. But, Li Wei was right behind him. 
“Shhh,” his father said in a calm voice. “Poachers are nearby. 
We don’t want them to find this pangolin, do we?” 
Li Wei knelt beside the animal. It looked like a small anteater. 
It’s back had in scales. The scales made it look like a pine cone 
from afar. 
“Look, son, his foot is broken,” said Li Wei. 
“Can you fix it, pa?” Pei asked. 
“Yes, but not here. Quick! Pass me a blanket,” his father 
instructed. 
Pei dug a blanket out of his backpack. Li Wei placed the 
blanket over the pangolin. Then he scooped it up in his arms. 
They carried the pangolin home. When they came out of the 
forest they could see their home. Pei felt safe. 
“Pa?” Pei began, “Why do poachers want a pangolin?” 
“Because they’re greedy,” Li Wei told him. “People think 
pangolin scales can heal you. So, poachers sell pangolin 
scales on the black market.”
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Pei didn’t know where the black market was. But, if he found it he 
would tell the police. 
It wasn’t long before they were home. They went to the shed in 
their backyard. Li Wei put the pangolin down and left the shed. 
Then he put a finger to his lips. Pei new this meant that the 
pangolin would be their little secret. 
At dinner, Pei told his family about the camping trip. He told them 
every detail.  But, he didn't talk about the pangolin in the shed. 
When everyone was asleep, Pei went with his father to the shed. 
The animal was on a nest of blankets, where they left him. Li Wei 
secured a splint to its back leg and left some food and water.  
“What shall we name him?” Li Wei asked.  
“Wu Yi,” Pei decided. “To remind him of home.”  
It was time to go to bed. Pei fell fast asleep, but his dreams were 
filled with angry poachers. He woke up scared. It was dark outside. 
He was worried. He crept out of bed. He was quiet and didn't 
wake his little sister.  She was snoring on the other side of the room. 
He tiptoed through the house. 
The sun was starting to rise.  Pei went into the shed. He found Wi Yu 
curled up in a ball on its blankets. The water was gone, but the 
food was still there. 
“I guess you don’t like chicken?” Pei said. He watched Wu Yi, not 
sure what to do. Suddenly, an ant crawled onto Wu Yi’s blanket. 
Wu Yi stuck out his long tongue out and snatched the ant up. 
Pei saw ants crawling around the shed, but none of them were 
close enough. Not even for a pangolin. He had an idea. Pei ran to 
the kitchen and came back with sugar. He put a thin trail of sugar 
on the floor. The trail went from the door to Wu Yi. Then Pei sat 
down and waited.  
The ants found the sugar trail and it led them to Wu Yi. Pei 
watched each time Wu Yi swiped up an ant with his slim tongue. 
When Wu Yi was full, Pei left the shed.  He went to tell his father 
about their pet's breakfast. 
Pei came back each morning and evening.  He left a new sugar 
trail for Wu Yi each time. Wu Yi needed food to heal. Then one 
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day, Pei saw Wu Yi crawling in the shed. He was eating ants and 
termites and any other bugs he could find. Then he walked 
towards Pei. Wu Yi seemed curious not afraid.  
“AHHHHH!” someone yelled. Pei's sister was standing in the 
doorway. 
Wu Yi curled up into a tight ball. He tucked his head under his tail.  
Next, his sister ran into the house screaming. By the time Pei got 
to the kitchen, his secret was out. 
Pei’s mother paced around the kitchen. She was furious that 
there was a wild animal in their home. Pei's sister was scared and 
holding onto mother’s legs. Li Wei hated fighting and was very 
quiet.  
When Pei’s mother ran out of new things to say, it was his 
grandmother’s turn. She spoke in a soft voice.  
“Long before cars, planes, and trains, pangolins were the world’s 
greatest explorers,” she began. “People believed that they 
travelled all around the world using underground tunnels. In fact, 
their name means ‘one who digs through mountains’. Pangolins 
have our deepest respect. You wouldn’t be here without a gift 
from a pangolin.” 
Everyone listened as grandmother continued her story.  
“When great grandmother Ming was a young girl, she fell sick. 
She tried every single medicine. Doctors and healers across 
China couldn’t cure her illness. Then, one day, she saw a 
pangolin in the garden. It left three scales behind for her. Great 
grandmother Ming had heard about the healing power of 
pangolin scales. She crushed a single scale into a fine powder 
and brewed a potent tea. The tea healed her and the scales 
were passed down.” 
Before anyone could question her story, Grandma pointed to her 
necklace. The pendant looked like a flower petal. It was a shiny 
brown material. Pei had thought it was a stone. Now, he realized 
it was a pangolin scale! 
 Li Wei made a big pot of tea. They talked abut what to do
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with the pangolin in the shed. They decided care for Wu Yi until 
he was healthy.  Then they would return him to his home in the 
forest. But when they went to the shed, the door was open and 
Wu Yi was gone! 
“Wu Yi!” Pei called out over and over. 
Li Wei put his hand on his son’s shoulder. 
“Don’t worry, son,” he said. “Be happy that Wu Yi is back on his 
feet.” 
“He went to his family,” Pei's sister said. 
“I will miss my mornings with Wu Yi,” Pei said. “But I know he’s 
better in a big forest.  I’ll tidy up the shed.”  
When he went into the shed, he found a small gift from Wu Yi. Wu 
Yi left a pangolin scale behind.  Maybe it was to say ‘thank you’. 
Pei ran into the house with his very own pangolin scale. He 
couldn't stop smiling. 
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An Unexpected Friendship
Light spilled into the valley as the sun rose over the Wuyi 

Mountains. Pei and his father Li Wei each carried backpacks with 
camping supplies towards their home nearby. Suddenly, they 
heard men shouting through a thicket of trees. Li Wei halted.  

“Poachers,” he whispered to his son. He brought a finger to his 
lips. It was a signal to stay quiet until the poachers had passed.  

A few minutes later, Pei and Li Wei were once again on the move 
with no sign of any poachers. When they passed through a 
clearing, they saw broken branches and trampled plants. Pei 
thought it must have been a large group of poachers. Then, a very 
large pinecone caught his eye. It was 300 mm long and was the 
biggest pine cone he had ever seen! But the moment Pei touched 
it, he realized it wasn’t a pinecone at all! A scaly pangolin uncurled 
from a tight ball. It yelped and Pei jumped back. 

“Ahhh!” Pei yelled. Luckily, Li Wei was right behind him. 
“Shhh,” his father said calmly. “There are poachers nearby. And 

we don’t want them to find this little pangolin, do we?” 

Li Wei knelt down beside the scared animal. It resembled a small 
anteater, but its backside was covered in a set of scales. Its suit of 
armour is what made it look like a pine cone from afar. 

“Look, son. His foot is broken,” said Li Wei. 
“Can you fix it, pa?” Pei asked. 
“Yes, but not here! Quick! Pass me a blanket,” his father 

instructed.  

Pei dug a blanket out of his backpack. Li Wei placed the blanket 
over the pangolin gently then scooped it up in his arms. They 
walked briskly, carrying the injured pangolin with them. They 
eventually emerged from the dense forest. Pei could see their 
house in the distance. He felt safe again. 

ARL:3.8

34.11.3
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“Pa?” Pei began, “Why do poachers want a pangolin?”
“Because they’re greedy,” Li Wei responded. “People believe 

pangolin scales have medicinal powers. So, poachers sell pangolin 
scales on the black market.”

Pei didn’t know where the black market was but vowed to file a 
complaint if he ever found it.

It wasn’t long before they reached home. They went straight to the 
shed in their backyard. Li Wei gently placed the pangolin inside and 
locked the door. Then he put a finger to his lips again. Pei knew this 
meant that the pangolin would be their little secret.

At dinner, Pei told his sister, mother, and grandmother about their 
camping trip. He mentioned every detail—except the poachers in the 
forest and the pangolin in their shed.

When everyone else was asleep, Pei followed his father to the shed. 
The pangolin was on a nest of blankets, exactly where they left him. Li 
Wei secured a small splint to its hind leg and left some food and water 
nearby. “What shall we name him?” Li Wei asked. 

“Wu Yi,” Pei decided quickly. “To remind him of home.” 

Since they had done everything they could, it was time to go to bed. 
Pei fell asleep quickly, but his dreams were filled with angry poachers. 
He woke up terrified. It was still dark outside but he was worried about 
Wu Yi. He crept out of bed. He did not want to wake his little sister An, 
who was snoring on the other side of the room. He tiptoed through the 
house.

The sun was just beginning to rise when Pei slipped into the shed. He 
found the pangolin curled up in a ball on its bed of blankets. The water 
was gone, but the food was still there. 

“I guess you don’t like chicken?” Pei said. He watched Wu Yi quietly, 
not sure what to do. Suddenly, an ant crawled onto Wu Yi’s blanket. Wu 
Yi stuck out its long tongue out and snatched the ant up quickly.

ARL:3.8
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Pei saw ants crawling around the shed, but none of them were close 
enough. Not even for a pangolin. He thought, and thought until an 
idea finally struck him. Pei ran to the kitchen and returned with a bag 
of sugar. He carefully poured a thin trail from the shed door all the way 
to Wu Yi. Then he sat down and waited. 

Eventually, the ants found the sugar trail and it led them to Wu Yi. 
Pei was fascinated each time Wu Yi stretched his slim tongue out and 
swiped up an ant. When Wu Yi was full, Pei left the shed to tell his 
father about their pet pangolin’s breakfast. 

Pei returned every morning and evening to leave a new sugar trail 
for Wu Yi. He knew that Wu Yi needed food to heal. Then one day, Pei 
found Wu Yi crawling around the shed. He was snatching up ants and 
termites and any other bugs that he could find. Then he slowly walked 
towards Pei. Wu Yi seemed curious instead of afraid. 

“AHHHHH!” An suddenly yelled. She was standing in the shed 
doorway.

Wu Yi immediately curled up into a tight ball. He tucked his head 
under his long armored tail. Pei was also startled. Before he could 
react, An ran into the house screaming. By the time Pei got to the 
kitchen, his secret was out.

Pei’s mother paced around the kitchen. She was furious that Li Wei 
had brought a wild and dangerous animal into their home. An was 
terrified and clutching mother’s legs. Li Wei hated fighting and was 
very quiet. 

When Pei’s mother ran out of new things to say, it was his 
grandmother’s turn. Instead of scolding him, she spoke in a soft voice. 

 
“Long before cars, planes, and trains, pangolins were believed to be 

the world’s greatest explorers,” she began. “People believed that they 
travelled all around the world using underground tunnels. In fact, their 
Cantonese name means ‘one who digs through mountains’. Pangolins 
always had our deepest respect. Besides, you wouldn’t be here 
without a gift from a pangolin.”

ARL:3.8
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Everyone listened intently as grandmother continued her story. 
“When great grandmother Ming was a young girl, she fell sick. 

She tried every single medicine. Doctors and healers across China 
couldn’t cure her mysterious illness. Then, one day, she saw a 
pangolin in the garden. It left three scales behind for her. Great 
grandmother Ming had heard about the healing power of pangolin 
scales. She crushed a single scale into a fine powder and brewed a 
potent tea. The tea healed her and the scales were passed down from 
generation to generation.” 

Before anyone could question her story, Grandma pointed to her 
necklace. The pendant was shaped like a flower petal. It was made 
from a shiny brown material. Pei had always thought it was a precious 
stone. Now, he suddenly realized what it had always been—a pangolin 
scale!

 Li Wei made a big pot of tea. As the family drank, they discussed 
what would be done about the pangolin in the shed. They all decided 
that they should nurse Wu Yi back to health then return him to his 
home in the forest. But when they went to the shed, the door was open 
and Wu Yi was gone! 

 “Wu Yi!” Pei called out over and over again.
 Li Wei put his hand on his son’s shoulder.
 “Don’t worry, son,” he said. “Be happy that Wu Yi is back on his 

feet.”
 “He’s probably gone to his family,” An added.
 “I loved those early mornings when it was just me and my boy,” 

Pei said. “But I know he’s better off living in a big forest. Guess I’ll go 
tidy up the shed.”  

 When he entered the shed, he found a small gift from Wu Yi. Wu 
Yi left a single scale behind as if to say, ‘thank you’. Pei ran into the 
house with his very own pangolin scale, grinning wildly.

ARL:3.8
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An Unexpected Friendship
Light spilled into the valley as the sun rose over the Wuyi Mountains. 

Pei and his father Li Wei each carried backpacks with camping 
supplies towards their home nearby. Suddenly, they heard men 
shouting loudly through a dense thicket of trees. Li Wei halted.  

“Poachers,” he whispered to his son. He brought a finger slowly to his 
lips. It was a signal to stay quiet until the poachers had passed.  

A few minutes later, Pei and Li Wei were once again on the move 
with no sign of any poachers. When they passed through a clearing, 
they saw dismembered tree branches and numerous trampled plants. 
Pei thought it must have been a large group of poachers. Then, a very 
large pinecone caught his eye. He estimated it to be 30cm long and 
was the most gigantic pine cone he had ever observed! But the 
moment Pei touched it, he realized it wasn’t a pinecone at all! A scaly 
pangolin uncurled slowly from a tight pinecone like ball. It yelped and 
Pei jumped back. 

“Ahhh!” Pei yelled. Luckily, Li Wei was right behind him. 
“Shhh,” his father said calmly. “There are poachers nearby. And we 

don’t want them to find this little pangolin, do we?” 

Li Wei knelt down beside the terrified animal. It resembled a small 
anteater, but its backside was covered in a collection of scales. Its suit 
of armour is what made it look like a pine cone from afar. 

“Look, son. His foot is mangled,” said Li Wei. 
“Can you fix it, pa?” Pei asked. 
“Yes, but not here! Quick! Pass me a blanket,” his father instructed.  

Pei rummaged through his backpack for his emergency blanket. Li 
Wei placed the blanket over the pangolin gently then scooped it up in 
his arms. They walked briskly, carrying the injured pangolin with them. 
They eventually emerged from the dense forest. Pei could see their 
house in the distance. He felt safe again. 

“Pa?” Pei began, “Why do poachers want a pangolin?” 
“Because they’re greedy,” Li Wei responded as a scowl crept across 

his face. 

BRL:4.4
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“People believe pangolin scales have medicinal powers. So, poachers 
sell pangolin scales on the black market.” 

Pei didn’t know where the black market was but vowed to file a 
strongly worded complaint if he ever found it. 

It wasn’t long before they reached home. They went immediately to 
the shed in their backyard. Li Wei gently placed the pangolin inside and 
locked the door securely. Then he put a finger to his lips again. Pei knew 
this meant that the pangolin would be their little secret. 

At dinner, Pei recounted for his sister, mother, and grandmother all 
about their wonderful camping trip. He mentioned every detail—except 
the poachers in the forest and the pangolin hidden secretly in their 
shed. 

When everyone else was asleep, Pei quickly and quietly followed his 
father to the shed. The pangolin was resting quietly on a soft nest of 
woolen blankets, exactly where they left him. Li Wei secured a small 
splint to its hind leg and left some food and water nearby. “What shall 
we name him?” Li Wei asked.  

“Wu Yi,” Pei decided quickly. “After the valley we rescued him from to 
remind him of home.”  

Since they had done everything they could, it was finally time to go to 
bed. Pei fell asleep quickly, but his dreams were filled with very angry 
poachers. He woke up terrified. It was still dark outside but he was 
extremely worried about Wu Yi. He crept out of bed. He did not want to 
wake his little sister An, who was snoring loudly on the other side of the 
room. He tiptoed quietly and quickly through the house. 

The sun was just beginning to rise when Pei slipped into the shed. He 
found the pangolin curled up tightly in a ball on its bed of soft blankets. 
The water was gone, but the food was still there. 

“I guess you don’t like chicken?” Pei said. He watched Wu Yi quietly, 
not sure what to do. Suddenly, an ant crawled onto Wu Yi’s blanket. Wu 
Yi stuck out its long sticky tongue out and snatched the ant up quickly.

BRL:4.4
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Pei saw ants crawling around the shed, but none of them were 
close enough. Not even for a pangolin. He thought, and thought until 
an idea finally struck him. Pei ran to the kitchen and returned with a 
bag of sugar. He carefully poured a thin trail from the shed door all 
the way to Wu Yi. Then he sat down and waited.  

Eventually, the ants found the yummy 
sugar trail and it led them to Wu Yi. Pei was fascinated each time 

Wu Yi stretched his slim tongue out and swiped up an ant. When Wu 
Yi was full, Pei left the shed to tell his father about their pet pangolin’s 
breakfast. 

Pei returned every morning and evening to leave a new sugar trail 
for Wu Yi. He knew that Wu Yi needed food to heal. Then one day, Pei 
found Wu Yi crawling around the shed. He was hastily snatching up 
ants and termites and any other bugs that he could find. Then he 
slowly walked towards Pei. Wu Yi seemed quite curious instead of 
afraid.  

“AHHHHH!” An, Pei's sister suddenly screamed frantically. She was 
standing in the shed doorway. 

Wu Yi immediately curled up into a tight ball. He tucked his head 
under his long armored tail. Pei was also startled. Before he could 
react, An sprinted into the house screaming loudly for their mother. By 
the time Pei got to the kitchen, his special secret was out. 

Pei’s mother paced irritably around the kitchen. She was very furious 
that Li Wei had brought a wild and dangerous animal into their 
peaceful home. An was terrified and clutching mother’s legs. Li Wei 
hated fighting and was very quiet.  

When Pei’s mother ran out of new things to say, it was his 
grandmother’s turn. Instead of scolding him, she spoke in a soft quiet 
voice. 

  
“Long before cars, planes, and trains, pangolins were believed to 

be the world’s greatest explorers,” she began. “People believed that 
they travelled all around the world using underground tunnels. In fact, 
their Cantonese name means ‘one who digs through mountains’.

BRL:4.4
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 Pangolins always had our deepest respect. Besides, you wouldn’t 
be here without a gift from a pangolin.”  

Everyone listened intently as grandmother continued her story.  
“When great grandmother Ming was a young girl, she fell 

dangerously ill. 

She tried every single medicine. Doctors and healers across China 
couldn’t cure her mysterious illness. Then, one day, she saw a 
pangolin in the garden. It left three scales behind for her. Great 
grandmother Ming had heard about the healing power of pangolin 
scales. She crushed a single scale into a fine powder and brewed a 
potent tea. The tea healed her and the scales were passed down 
from generation to generation.” 

Before anyone could question her story, Grandma pointed to her 
necklace. The beautiful pendant was shaped like a flower petal. It 
was made from a shiny brown material. Pei had always thought it 
was a precious stone. Now, he suddenly realized what it had always 
been—a pangolin scale! 

 Li Wei made a big pot of tea. As the family drank, they 
discussed what would be done about the pangolin in the shed. They 
all decided that they should nurse Wu Yi back to health then return 
him to his home in the forest. But when they went to the shed, the 
door was open and Wu Yi was gone! 

 “Wu Yi!” Pei called out over and over again. 
 Li Wei put his hand on his son’s shoulder. 
 “Don’t worry, son,” he said. “Be happy that Wu Yi is back on his 

feet.” 
 “He’s probably gone to his family,” An added. 
 “I loved those early mornings when it was just me and my boy,” 

Pei said. “But I know he’s better off living in a big forest. Guess I’ll go 
tidy up the shed.”  

 When he entered the shed, he found a small gift from Wu Yi. Wu 
Yi left a single scale behind as if to say, ‘thank you’. Pei ran into the 
house with his very own pangolin scale, grinning wildly. 

BRL:4.4
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The Beauty of Baobabs 
Baobab trees are big and old. These African trees are a pinkish-grey 

colour. Its smooth bark makes them look strange.  These strong trees can live 
for thousands of years. So it is helpful that new bark will grow back when old 
bark comes off. 

Baobab trees look like their roots are up in the air.  You see this when 
they don’t have leaves.  The branches look like roots.  Some people call 
them upside-down trees. They can be very wide and fat. In one tree, 
forty people could fit inside. 

These trees are useful.  People can use their fruit to make drinks. Leaves 
from baobabs can be boiled and eaten. The bark of the tree can be 
used too.  You can make ropes, paper, or cloth. Even the pollen can 
make glue. 

Animals love baobab trees. Tiny insects and small rodents like to live 
around the trunks. Birds call the branches home. Mammals eat the fruit 
and drink the nectar from the flowers. These mammals include baboons, 
fruit bats and bush babies.  Even elephants love baobabs. They 
sometimes knock one down to eat it. 

Some people think the trees are magic. There 
are lots of myths about baobabs. Some believe if 
you pick a flower, it means a lion will eat you. 
Another myth says it's good to soak the seeds in 
water and drink it.  This will make you safe from a 
crocodile attack.  

Baobabs live in hot, sandy places like Africa 
and Australia. They can also grow in India. Sadly, 
some species of baobab trees have died out. 
We must protect these amazing trees! They are 
useful, special, and may even be magic. 
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The Beauty of Baobabs 
Some of the oldest and biggest around trees on the globe are 

baobab trees. They are strange-looking trees with smooth trunks. Usually, 
they are pinkish-gray and solid. They can live for thousands of years and 
can grow new bark when some are stripped off. 

Baobab trees can look like their roots are up in the air. This happens 
when they don’t have leaves on the branches. Some people call them 
upside-down trees. They are very big around. One hollow baobab tree 
in Africa can hold 40 people inside its trunk. 

These unique trees are beneficial. People can make drinks with the 
fruit. Boiled leaves from baobabs can be eaten too. The bark of the tree 
can also be used to make ropes, paper, or cloth. Even the pollen can be 
made into glue. 

Animals love baobab trees. Tiny insects and small rodents like to live 
around the trunks. Birds call the branches home. Mammals eat the fruit 
and drink the nectar from the flowers. These mammals include baboons, 
fruit bats and bush babies.  Even elephants love baobabs. 
They sometimes knock one down to eat it. 

Some people think the trees are magic. There 
are lots of myths about baobabs. Some believe if 
you pick a flower, it means a lion will eat you. 
Another myth says it's good to soak the seeds in 
water and drink it.  This will make you safe from a 
crocodile attack.   

Baobabs live in hot, sandy places like Africa 
and Australia. They can also grow in India. Sadly, 
some species of baobab trees have died out. 
We must protect these amazing trees! They are 
very useful and special, and may even be 
magic. 
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The Beauty of Baobabs 
 Some of the oldest and biggest around trees on the globe are baobab 
trees. They are strange looking trees with smooth trunks. Usually, they are 
pinkish-grey in colour and very strong. They can live for thousands of years 
and can grow new bark when some is stripped off.

Baobab trees can look like their roots are up in the air when they 
don’t have leaves on the branches. For this reason, they are sometimes 
called upside-down trees. They can also be very big around. One hollow 
baobab tree in Africa can hold 40 people inside its trunk.

These unique trees are very useful. They bear fruit that people can 
use to make drinks. Leaves from baobabs can be boiled and then eaten. 
The bark of the tree can also be used to make ropes, paper, or cloth. Even 
the pollen can be made into glue.

Animals love baobab trees, too. Tiny insects and small rodents like to 
wander all around the trunks. The branches of baobabs are where some 
birds call home. Mammals such as baboons, fruit bats and bush babies eat 
the fruit and drink the nectar from the flowers. Even elephants love 
baobabs. They sometimes knock one down to eat it.

It is no surprise that these special trees are 
believed by some to have magic properties. There 
are many different myths that feature baobabs. 
Some tribes believe if a person picks a flower from 
a baobab, they will be eaten by a lion. Another 
myth says if you soak the seeds in water and drink 
it, you will be safe from a crocodile attack. 

Baobabs can be found in hot, sandy places 
like Africa and Australia. They can also grow in 
India. Sadly, some species of baobab trees have 
died out. It is important that we protect these 
amazing trees! They are very useful and special, 
and may even be magic. 


