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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, allowing 
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 lessons 
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

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

B 
4.0-5.5 9-10 4-5 40-50 Q-T 770-850

C 
5.0-6.9 10-11 5-6 50-60 U-W

* 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 
A

This level is for students that are in grades 3 and 
4. The readings 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 both 

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

level. 

Level  
C

This level is for students that are strong readers.  
The passages contain complex sentence 
structure and more difficult vocabulary.



How To:
How to structure your guided reading groups

1
Assess your students’ reading levels 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 five to six students per guided 
reading group.  

3
Create a schedule in your language arts class for which groups you will meet 
with on which 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 each 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 about 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 from 

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 
• use 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 
something 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?



©
	M

ad
ly
	L
ea
rn
in
g	
20
20

Guided Reading PLAN

Guided Reading Guide

Getting	Started:		
Activate	
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: ____________________________ 
_______________________________________ 



Week 1
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RL: 3.4 A

What I Learned at Camp Elfin 
 It was the first day of summer camp and Sumiko was very 
excited. She hopped out of the car and slung her backpack over 
her shoulder. She hugged her parents goodbye walked towards 
Camp Elfin. 
 Camp Elfin was beside Elfin Lake. It was Sumiko’s second 
summer back. She recognized friends she made last year right 
away. She was so excited to see Fareha and Blake again.  
 “Hello!” Sumiko called as she got to the edge of the lake. She 
gave them big hugs. 
 “It’s so good to see you!” Fareha yelled. Fareha had dark, 
wavy hair and pretty eyes. She was tall, athletic, and outgoing.  
 “I missed you!” Blake said. She had blonde hair and a big 
smile, and she was always confident. Sumiko, Fareha, and Blake 
went to their cabin. Inside, there were two bunk beds. They each 
chose one and laid their bags on their beds.  
 Soon after, the lunch bell rang. Everyone went to the mess 
hall. They lined up for a bowl of tomato soup and grilled cheese. 
 “Mmmmm, cheese!” Blake said as they found a vacant 
table. 
 As Sumiko sat down, a boy across the mess hall caught her 
eye. 
 “Who’s that?” Sumiko asked her friends.  
 “The new kid? I think his name is Reese,” Fareha said.  
 Reese carried his tray to a table of boys his age. Reese 
introduced himself and they invited him to sit with them.  
 Sumiko saw Reese swimming after lunch. Even though she 
was in a canoe in the middle of the lake, she noticed he was such 
a good swimmer. That night, Sumiko heard him playing the guitar 
by the campfire. She couldn’t help but notice he had a good 
voice, too. The next morning, Sumiko woke up early. She was 
surprised to see Reese laying in a hammock, reading a book. 
Sumiko felt a warm flutter whenever she saw him.  
 When Reese walked into the mess hall for lunch and sat with 
his friends, Blake caught Sumiko staring.
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RL: 3.4 A

 “If I didn’t know any better, I’d guess you’ve got a crush on 
Reese,” Blake said. 
 “No way!” Sumiko replied. 
 Reese sat down beside Sumiko’s brother, Hiro.  
 “Ask your brother to introduce you. It looks like they’re 
friends,” Blake suggested. Sumiko laughed.  It made her nervous, 
so she changed the subject. 
 For no reason at all, Sumiko felt very nervous whenever she 
saw him. She avoided the lake when she saw that Reese and Hiro 
were swimming there. She sat down on a blanket and hid behind 
her book instead. Then, Reese started playing football on the 
beach with his friends. The ball bounced and rolled in Sumiko’s 
direction and landed on her blanket. She looked up and saw that 
Reese was walking over to get it. She panicked and threw it 
back. She avoided Reese like this all day and night. 
 Sumiko was already in bed when Blake and Fareha got 
back from the outdoor movie. 
 “There you are!” Fareha said. “We were looking for you.” 
 “What’s wrong?” Blake asked as she sat on the edge of 
Sumiko’s bed. 
 Sumiko took a deep breath. “I get this terrible nervous 
feeling every time I even see Reese. What’s wrong with me?” she 
asked. 
 “Nothing’s wrong with you!” Fareha assured her.  
 “You should talk to him. You’ll see he’s just a normal boy 
and you’ll feel better,” Blake told her.  
 The next morning, Sumiko was having breakfast when 
Reese walked in. It would have been easy to say hello to Reese if 
he sat next to Hiro and his friends. But when Reese walked up to 
their table, everyone pointed and laughed. Even worse, they 
started calling him names. 
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RL: 3.4 A

 “Go away, pansy!” one boy yelled loud enough for everyone 
to hear. 
 “Sissies can’t sit here,” another shouted. 
 Reese’s face turned bright red. He was frozen. Then he ran out 
of the mess hall. 
 This made Sumiko furious. Suddenly forgetting her nerves, she 
got up and went after Reese. She found him behind the mess hall, 
sitting by himself on a stack of milk crates. 
 “Hey,” Sumiko said softly. “Are you okay?” 
 “I’m fine,” Reese said while looking down at his shoes. 
 “I’m sorry about those guys,” she said.  “Wanna talk about it?” 
 “You wouldn’t understand,” he replied. “It’s okay, I’m used to 
it.” 
 Sumiko sat down on the milk crate beside Reese. They were 
silent for a while. Reese was surprised that Sumiko was being so kind. 
Finally, he whispered, “I’m gay.”  
 “Oh!” Sumiko said. She was surprised and a little embarrassed. 
But all of a sudden, her nerves were gone. “I’m sorry about those 
guys. And my brother,” she said. “You can hang out with us if you 
like?” 
 “I just wanted some friends to play sports with for once, but 
thanks. I’ll take you up on that later.” Reese stood up and walked 
toward the lake alone to cool off. 
 Sumiko waited for Hiro outside the mess hall.  
 “I need to talk to you,” she said as soon as he appeared 
outside. She grabbed his hand and dragged him to the back of the 
mess hall. “Sit down,” she said pointing to a milk crate. 
 Hiro sat down and asked, “What’s wrong? Are you okay?” 
 “I’m okay, but Reese isn’t,” Sumiko said. “How could you say 
those terrible things?” 
 “I didn’t say anything!” Hiro defended himself. 
 “But you let all your friends call him all those awful names!”  
 Hiro blushed. She was right. He let those things happen. 
“Well, it happened. What am I supposed to do about it?” Hiro 
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asked.  
 “I dunno, be a better friend?” Sumiko said. 
 Sumiko suddenly felt terrible about yelling at her older 
brother. But before she could apologize, Hiro got up and walked 
away. 
 Lunchtime rolled around. Sumiko was sitting in the mess hall 
with Fareha and Blake. They found a table far away from Hiro 
and his friends. They even saved a seat for Reese. Reese walked 
into the mess hall. Sumiko waved and he came to join them. 
 “Mind if I join you?” a voice asked. Sumiko turned around 
and was surprised to see Hiro. He was carrying his lunch tray.  
 “Look Reese, I’m really sorry about earlier,” he added.  
 “Don’t worry about it,” Reese said.  
 The second Hiro sat down, he heard jeering and name-
calling from across the room. 
 “Hiro and Reese sitting in a tree — k-i-s-s-i-n-g!” they 
hollered. 
 “Never heard that one before,” Reese said, rolling his eyes. 
He shrugged it off, but Hiro had something to say. He stood up 
and cleared his throat. 
 “My friend is gay, and I think he’s pretty cool!” he 
announced so that all could hear. If anyone disagrees, you can 
take it up with me!” 
 The jeering stopped and Hiro sat down. Reese smiled and 
was truly impressed. 
 “I couldn’t have said it better myself,” Sumiko said 

RL: 3.4



©
 M

a
d

ly
 L

ea
rn

in
g 

20
20

 It was the first day of summer camp and Sumiko was very 
excited. She hopped out of the car and slung her backpack over 
her shoulder. She hugged her parents goodbye and skipped down 
the grassy hill towards Camp Elfin. 
 Camp Elfin was beside the sparkling blue Elfin Lake. It was 
Sumiko’s second summer back. She immediately recognized 
friends she made last year. She was especially excited to see 
Fareha and Blake again.  
 “Hello!” Sumiko called as she arrived at the edge of the lake. 
She gave them big hugs. 
 “It’s so good to see you!” Fareha exclaimed. Fareha had dark, 
wavy hair and pretty eyes. She was tall, athletic, and outgoing.  
 “I missed you!” Blake said. She had blonde hair and a big 
smile, and she was always confident. Sumiko, Fareha, and Blake 
went to their cabin. Inside, there were two bunk beds. They each 
chose one and laid their bags on their mattress.  

Soon after, the lunch bell rang. Everyone went to the mess 
hall and lined up for a bowl of tomato soup and grilled cheese. 

“Mmmmm, cheese!” Blake said excitedly as they found a 
vacant table. 

As Sumiko sat down, a boy across the mess hall caught her 
eye. 

“Who’s that?” Sumiko asked her friends.  
“The new kid? I think his name is Reese,” Fareha said.  
Reese carried his tray to a table of boys his age. Reese 

introduced himself and they invited him to sit with them.  
Sumiko saw Reese swimming after lunch. Even though she 

was in a canoe in the middle of the lake, she noticed he was such 
a good swimmer. That night, Sumiko heard him playing the guitar 
by the campfire. She couldn’t help but notice he had a good 
voice too. The next morning, Sumiko woke up early and was 

RL: 4.2 B

What I Learned at Camp Elfin 
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surprised to see Reese laying in a hammock, reading a book. 
Sumiko felt a warm flutter whenever she saw him.  

When Reese walked into the mess hall for lunch and sat 
with his friends, Blake caught Sumiko staring. 

 “If I didn’t know any better, I’d guess you’ve got a crush 
on Reese,” Blake said. 
  “No way!” Sumiko replied. 

Reese sat down beside Sumiko’s brother, Hiro. “Ask your 
brother to introduce you. It looks like they’re friends,” Blake 
suggested. Sumiko laughed nervously and changed the subject. 

For no reason at all, Sumiko felt extremely nervous 
whenever she saw him. She avoided the lake when she saw that 
Reese and Hiro were swimming there. She sat down on a blanket 
and hid behind her book instead. Then, Reese started playing 
football on the beach with his friends. The ball bounced and 
rolled in Sumiko’s direction and landed on her blanket. She 
looked up and saw that Reese was walking over to get it. She 
panicked and threw it back. She avoided Reese like this all day 
and night. 

Sumiko was already in bed when Blake and Fareha got 
back from the outdoor movie. 

“There you are!” Fareha said. “We were looking for you.” 
“What’s wrong?” Blake asked as she sat on the edge of 

Sumiko’s bed. 
Sumiko took a deep breath. “I get this 

terrible nervous feeling every time I even see 
Reese. What’s wrong with me!” she asked, 
exasperated. 

“Nothing’s wrong with you!” Fareha 
assured her.  

“You should talk to him. You’ll see he’s just a 
normal boy and you’ll feel better,” Blake told her.  

RL: 4.2 B
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The next morning, Sumiko was already having breakfast in 
the mess hall when Reese walked in. It would have been easy to 
say hello to Reese if he sat next to Hiro and his friends. But when 
Reese walked up to their table, everyone pointed and laughed. 
Even worse, they started calling him names.  

“Go away, pansy!” one boy yelled loud enough for 
everyone to hear. 

“Sissies can’t sit here,” another shouted. 
Reese’s face turned bright red. He was frozen. Then he ran 

out of the mess hall. This made Sumiko furious. Suddenly forgetting 
her nerves, she got up and went after Reese. She found him behind 
the mess hall, sitting by himself on a stack of milk crates. 

“Hey,” Sumiko said softly. “Are you okay?” 
“I’m fine,” Reese said while looking down at his shoes. 
“I’m sorry about those guys,” she said.  “Wanna talk about it?” 
“You wouldn’t understand,” he replied. “It’s okay, I’m used to it.” 
Sumiko sat down on the milk crate beside Reese. They were silent 

for a while. Reese was surprised that Sumiko was being so kind. Finally, 
he whispered, “I’m gay.”  

“Oh!” Sumiko said. She was surprised and a little embarrassed. 
But all of a sudden, her nerves were gone. “I’m sorry about those guys. 
And my brother,” she said. “You can hang out with us if you like?” 

“I just wanted some friends to play sports with for once, but 
thanks. I’ll take you up on that later.” Reese stood up and walked 
toward the lake alone to cool off. 

Sumiko waited for Hiro outside the mess hall.  
“I need to talk to you,” she said as soon as he appeared outside. 

She grabbed his hand and dragged him to the back of the mess hall. 
“Sit down,” she said pointing to a milk crate. 

Hiro sat down and asked, “What’s wrong? Are you okay?” 
“I’m okay, but Reese isn’t,” Sumiko said. “How could you say 

those terrible things?” 
“I didn’t say anything!” Hiro defended himself. 
“But you let all your friends call him all those awful names!”  
Hiro blushed. She was right. He let those things happen. 
“Well, it happened. What am I supposed to do about it?” Hiro 

asked.  

RL: 4.2 B
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“I dunno, be a better friend?” Sumiko said. 
Sumiko suddenly felt terrible about yelling at her older brother. 

But before she could apologize, Hiro got up and walked away. 
 Lunchtime rolled around. Sumiko was sitting in the mess hall with 
Fareha and Blake. They found a table far away from Hiro and his 
friends. They even saved a seat for Reese. Reese eventually walked 
into the mess hall. Sumiko waved and he came to join them. 
 “Mind if I join you?” a voice asked. Sumiko turned around and 
was surprised to see Hiro. He was carrying his lunch tray. “Look 
Reese, I’m really sorry about earlier,” he added.  
 “Don’t worry about it,” Reese said.  
 The second Hiro sat down, he heard jeering and name-calling 
from across the room. 
 “Hiro and Reese sitting in a tree — k-i-s-s-i-n-g!” they hollered. 
 “Never heard that one before,” Reese said, rolling his eyes. He 
shrugged it off, but Hiro had something to say. He stood up and 
cleared his throat. 
 “My friend is gay, and I think he’s pretty cool!” he announced 
so that all could hear. If anyone disagrees, you can take it up with 
me!” 
 The jeering stopped and Hiro sat down. Reese smiled and was 
truly impressed. 
 “I couldn’t have said it better myself,” Sumiko said. 

RL: 4.2 B
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RL: 5.1 C

What I Learned at Camp Elfin 
     It was the first day of summer camp and Sumiko was very excited. 
She hopped out of the car and slung her backpack over her 
shoulder. She hugged her parents goodbye and skipped down the 
grassy hill towards Camp Elfin. 
 Camp Elfin was beside the crystal blue, sparkling Elfin Lake. It 
was Sumiko’s second summer back, and as she approached the 
swarm of campers in front of her, she immediately recognized friends 
she made last year. She was especially excited to see Fareha and 
Blake again.  
 “Oh my gosh, hi, I missed you both so much,” Sumiko called as 
she arrived at the edge of the lake. She wrapped them both in 
humongous hugs. 
 “It’s so good to see you!” Fareha exclaimed excitedly. Fareha 
had dark, wavy hair and beautiful eyes, and she was tall, athletic, 
and outgoing.  
 “I missed you guys so much, ahhhh!” Blake squealed. She had 
blonde hair and a big smile, and she always moved around the 
world with confidence. Sumiko, Fareha, and Blake went to their 
cabin. Inside, there were two bunk beds. They each chose one and 
laid their bags on their mattress.  
 Soon after, the lunch bell rang. Everyone went to the mess hall 
and lined up for a bowl of tomato soup and grilled cheese. 
 “Mmmmm, cheese, my absolute favourite camp meal!” Blake 
said excitedly as they found a vacant table. 
 As Sumiko sat down, a boy across the mess hall caught her 
eye. 
 “Umm who’s that that just walked in?” Sumiko asked her 
friends.  
 “That is Reese, he is new to camp this year,” Fareha said.  
 Reese carried his tray to a table of boys his age and 
introduced himself.  The boys eagerly invited him to sit with them.  
 Sumiko saw Reese swimming after lunch, even though she was 
in a canoe in the middle of the lake, she noticed he was such a 
good swimmer. That night, Sumiko heard him playing the guitar by 
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the campfire and she couldn’t help but notice he had a good 
voice, too. The next morning, Sumiko woke up early, and was 
surprised to see Reese laying in a hammock, reading a book. 
Sumiko felt a warm flutter in her stomach whenever she saw 
him.  
 When Reese walked into the mess hall for lunch and sat 
with his friends, Blake caught Sumiko staring. 
 “If I didn’t know any better, I’d guess you’ve got a crush on 
Reese,” Blake said. 
 “No way,” Sumiko replied. 
 Reese sat down beside Sumiko’s brother, Hiro, and 
eventually both boys were immersed in a boisterous 
conversation.  
 “Ask your brother to introduce you, because, like, they’re 
friends or something,” Blake suggested. Sumiko laughed 
nervously and changed the subject. 
 For no reason at all, Sumiko felt extremely nervous 
whenever she saw Reese. She avoided the lake when she saw 
that Reese and Hiro were swimming there. She sat down on a 
blanket and hid behind her book instead. Then, Reese started 
playing football on the beach with his friends. The ball bounced 
and rolled in Sumiko’s direction and landed on her blanket. She 
looked up and saw that Reese was walking over to get it. She 
panicked and threw it back. She avoided Reese 
like this all day and night. 
 Sumiko was already in bed when Blake 
and Fareha got back from the outdoor 
movie. 
 “There you are!” Fareha said. “We were 
looking for you.” 
 “What’s wrong?” Blake asked as she sat on 
the edge of Sumiko’s bed. 
 Sumiko paused, gathering the courage to explain, 
and then took a deep breath. “I get this terrible nervous 
feeling every time I even see Reese. What’s wrong with me!” 

RL: 5.1 C
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RL: 5.1 C

 “If you talk to him you’ll see he’s just a normal boy and you’ll 
feel better,” Blake told her.  
 The next morning, Sumiko was already having breakfast in the 
mess hall when Reese walked in. It would have been easy to say 
hello to Reese if he sat next to Hiro and his friends. But when Reese 
walked up to the girls’ table, everyone in the mess hall pointed and 
laughed. Even worse, they started calling Reese names.  
 “Go away, pansy!” one boy yelled loud enough for everyone 
to hear. 
 “Sissies can’t sit here,” another shouted. 
 Reese’s face turned crimson as his eyes welled up with tears. 
He was frozen with his head hung low. When he just couldn't take 
the verbal abuse being hurled at him from all directions, he ran out 
of the mess hall. 
 This made Sumiko furious. Suddenly forgetting her nerves, she 
got up and went after Reese. She found him behind the mess hall, 
sitting by himself on a stack of milk crates. 
 “Hey,” Sumiko said softly. “Are you okay?” 
 “I’m fine,” Reese said while looking down at his shoes. 
 “You certainly don't look fine, and I’m sooo sorry about those 
guys,” she said.  “Wanna talk about it?” 
 “You wouldn’t understand,” he replied. “It’s okay, I’m used to 
it.” 
 Sumiko sat down on the milk crate beside Reese. They were 
silent for a while. Reese was surprised that Sumiko was being so kind 
when he finally whispered, “I’m gay.”  
 “Oh!” Sumiko said. She was surprised and a little 
embarrassed. But all of a sudden, her nerves were gone. “I’m sorry 
about those guys. And my brother,” she said. “You can hang out 
with us if you like?” 
 “I just wanted some friends to play sports with for once, but 
thanks. I’ll take you up on that later.” Reese stood up and walked 
toward the lake alone to cool off. 
 Sumiko waited for her brother, Hiro, outside the mess hall. She 
was furious with her brother for what he had done to his friend.  
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 “Hey, STOP, I need to talk to you,” she said as soon as he 
appeared outside. She grabbed his elbow and dragged him to 
the back of the mess hall. “Sit down,” she said firmly indicating 
with her hand that Hiro was to sit on the pile of milk crates. 
 Hiro knew not to mess with Sumiko when she was like this, 
so he promptly sat down and asked, “What’s wrong with you? 
Are you okay?” 
 “Are you kidding? Of course I’m okay, but Reese isn’t and 
you know better,” Sumiko said. “How could you say those 
disgusting words to him?” 
 “I didn’t say anything!” Hiro sheepishly defended himself 
staring at the ground kicking some pebbles with his shoe. 
 “But you just sat there and let all your friends hurl insults at 
him because he is gay!”  
 Hiro blushed becaue he knew that she was right. He had 
let those things happen and he knew better, but he said 
nothing. He was ashamed of his behaviour, and as he got angry 
at himself, he also got defensive.  
 “Well, it happened yesterday so what am I supposed to 
do about it now?” Hiro asked defensively.  
 “I dunno, don't be a weak bystander and be a better 
friend?” Sumiko yelled unapologetically at her brother. 
 Sumiko suddenly felt overwhelmed and exhausted with 
yelling at her older brother. Hiro stormed off, he hated that his 
sister is right.  
 Lunchtime rolled around. Sumiko was sitting in the mess 
hall with Fareha and Blake, still fuming at how the other campers 
had treated Reese. They found a table far away from Hiro and 
his friends. They even saved a seat for Reese. Reese eventually 
walked into the mess hall. Sumiko waved and he came to join 
them.  
 “Mind if I join you?” a voice asked. Sumiko turned around 
and was surprised to see Hiro. He was carrying his lunch tray.  
 “Look Reese, I’m really sorry about earlier,” he added.  
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What I Learned at Camp Elfin 

 “Thanks I really appreciate you saying that. Having an ally is 
important,” Reese said.  
 The second Hiro sat down, he heard jeering and name-
calling from across the room. 
 “Hiro and Reese sitting in a tree — k-i-s-s-i-n-g!” they 
hollered. 
 “Never heard that one before,” Reese said, rolling his eyes. 
He shrugged it off, but Hiro had something to say. He stood up, 
cleared his throat and loudly announced for all to hear. 
 “My friend is gay, and I think he’s pretty cool!  How dare 
you make comments like these. They are never okay! If anyone 
has a problem with it or disagrees, you can take it up with me!” 
 The jeering stopped and Hiro sat down. Reese smiled and 
was truly impressed. 
 “I couldn’t have said it better myself,” Sumiko said proudly. 



Week 2
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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. Good morning! she says.  
“Alright, I’m up!” Henry says as he wipes away dog 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 
deep 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. 

Suddenly, Henry notices that his tulips have been run over! And 
even worse, all the dahlias that were beside them are gone!  

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

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

“Something went digging 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.   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 has declared herself 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 are frozen. 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. 
. . .

ARL:3.5
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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. Peters, 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. Peters asks. 
“Martin and Olivia from down the road. Know ‘em?” Henry replies. 
“Those poor children," Mrs. Peters 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 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 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. 

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 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 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 brighten their 
once-gloomy home. Even better, her children are smiling. 

“Now we can cheer you up every day!” Olivia beams. 
Henry gives Martin and Olivia their own pair of gloves and their first 

gardening lesson begins. 

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 
walking downstairs and entering his immaculate 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 dahlias 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.  

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. 
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“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!” 
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. 

. . . 

BRL:4.3
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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. 

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.  

HENRY 	AND 	H IS 	 F LOWER 	GARDEN

BRL:4.3
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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 every day!” 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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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. Good morning! she says.  
“Alright, I’m  up!” Henry says as he wipes away dog 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 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. 

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 and Henry’s favourite part of 
the day begins: gardening.  

First, Henry puts 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.  

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. 

Suddenly, Henry notices that his tulips have been trampled! And even 
worse, all the dahlias that were beside them are now gone!  

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

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. 
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. 

BY	MOLLI	COLPOR

RL:5.5 C



©
	M

ad
ly
	L
ea
rn
in
g	
20
20

“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. He hangs is head and continues 
to ask neighbour after neighbour if they witnessed anything.  

. . . 
Henry returns home later that afternoon and 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 pitch black outside but Daisy is growling like a 

bear and barking louder than a motorbike down the freeway.  
WOOOF! WOOOF! WOOOOF! 
Henry scrambles into the hallway and dashes down the stairs, following 

Daisy who is barking furiously. He follows Daisy all the way through the kitchen 
and out into the yard. He frantically fumbles for the light switch but then finally 
finds it and flicks the light switch. The patio light flickers on, and Daisy barks 
intensely at something she sees in the shadows. 

“Who’s there?” Henry calls worriedly. “Who’s in my garden?” 
Slowly, two small figures step out from the dark shadows of the garden. 

Henry sees it is a young boy and a young girl with muddy knees and hands. 
“What are you doing in my garden?” Henry bellows loudly. “Speak up!” 
But the children are frozen in one spot and look terrified. Sensing their fear, 

Daisy calms and slowly ambles over to say hello, tail wagging. Henry realizes 
that the children are afraid of him and Daisy so he softens his approach.  

“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. 
. . . 

CRL:5.5
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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 while Olivia 
stops on the porch and turns. 

“I’m sorry, sir,” she says timidly. “We won’t go in your garden again.” 
Then she turns and quickly 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. When she does come out of the 
house, she looks weak and tired.” 

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. CRL:5.5
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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 quite 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 
garden,” Henry declares excitedly.  

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

“Now we can cheer you up every day!” Olivia beams and June smiles.  
Henry gives Martin and Olivia their own pair of gloves and their first 

gardening lesson begins.

CRL:5.5
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EMMA EXPLORES THE LIBRARY
It was going to be a bright and sunny day. But when Emma opened 

her curtains, it was raining. She worried that the rain would ruin her plans 
to play outside.  

Emma called her friend Kate.  
“Hello?” Kate answered. 
“Hey, it’s Emma. Do you still want to go to the park?” 
“Are you crazy? It’s raining cat and dogs!” Emma exclaimed. “I’m 

staying at home and watching a movie where it's warm and dry.” 
“Ok, have fun,” Emma 

said glumly. She hung up 
then called her friend Matt. 

“Hello?” Matt said. 
“Hey, it’s Emma! Do you 

still want to go to the 
park?” 

“Nah. I’m in the middle 
of playing video games!” 
Matt declared. “Maybe 
tomorrow?” 

“Ok, have fun,” Emma 
said. 

Emma put on her rain boots and raincoat. She was determined to 
venture outside and get some fresh air. 

“I’m going for a walk but I’ll be back this afternoon!” Emma told to 
her parents. 

She walked through the kitchen, got an umbrella, and walked into 
the downpour. 

Emma walked three blocks until she reached the park. Although it 
was still raining, her rain gear kept her somewhat dry. She walked 
through the park, rather pleased that she had it all to herself.  
Suddenly, a big gust of wind knocked her umbrella out of her hand.

ARL:3.9
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Emma chased it as it tumbled away before crashing into a tree. 
She snatched it up. But it was now bent and broken. Emma started 
to shiver. The rain was falling harder than ever and soaking through 
her coat.  

Emma was about to run home when someone caught her eye. A 
curious man in a red raincoat was running across the road. He 
made his way through the heavy rain and disappeared into a tall 
brick building. It looked invitingly dry and warm inside, plus it was 
much closer than home. Emma made a quick decision and followed 
him inside. 

     Emma marched in and found 
herself inside the local library, a 
warm and spacious room with 
fully-stacked bookshelves. A few 
people were milling about 
quietly. Emma wandered upstairs 
into the children’s book section 
and looked through the 
collection, finding many books 
that she had already read. She 

frowned with disappointment. 

“Can I help you find something?” 
Emma turned to find a librarian hovering behind her. She wore a 

pink cardigan sweater with matching pink glasses. 
“Yes. But I’m not sure what I’m looking for,” Emma replied. 
“That’s okay. It happens all the time!” The librarian smiled. “Are you 

looking for a book? Or something else?” 
Emma scratched her chin. “I thought libraries were made for books. 

What else is there?” 
“Come, let me show you!” the librarian said with an eager smile. 

The librarian led Emma across the second floor. Then, marched 
onwards until they reached a row of shiny new computers.

ARL:3.9
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“This is one of our most popular sections. They are free for anyone to 
use. People use them for work, homework, and job applications. All 
kinds of important things.” 

Emma looked at the computers then back at the librarian. 
“We have a computer at home, but thanks. What else do you 

have?” 
The librarian nodded and led Emma up to the third floor. They 

walked past a room full of studious-looking people. 
“What’s going on there?” Emma whispered. 
“It’s an English class,” the librarian replied quietly. "It's free for 

anyone in the community and especially helpful for newcomers. 
Come on, this way please.” They continued along until they reached 
more fully-loaded bookshelves. They were not full of books, but 
movies instead.  

“This is another popular section. We have all kinds of films and tv 
shows. You can find concerts and news broadcasts too!” the librarian 
exclaimed proudly. 

Emma looked at some of the films on the shelf but none of them 
intrigued her whatsoever. 

“Thanks, but my friend suggested watching a movie today and I 
ditched her to play outside. I went to the park but it was raining 
harder than I thought, and now I’m stuck here.” 

The librarian studied Emma for a moment and had a brilliant idea. 
“Aha! I know just the thing! Come this way!” 
The librarian led Emma up to the fourth floor. They passed many 

more rows of books and encyclopedias, all brimming with information 
and knowledge. They crossed the entire fourth floor and arrived at a 
door that led out to the rooftop. Emma could see the gray rain clouds 
swirling outside. The librarian walked throw the door and Emma 
followed. Emma expected to get wet in the rain but somehow, she 
stayed dry. She looked up and saw that the rooftop was covered by 
a large sheet of glass. All around them were rows and rows of 
blooming plants.

ARL:3,9
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“Welcome to the community 
garden!” the librarian said. 
“Would you like to learn how 
to care for a garden?” 

“Woah, cool! I didn't know 
there was a garden up here!" 
Emma grinned. "Yes, I’d love 
to!” They approached a small 
group of people. They were 
waiting for the workshop to 
begin. 

“Hello everyone! Apologies for the delay, and thank you kindly for 
waiting,” the librarian greeted. “I am pleased to welcome you to 
today's gardening workshop. Thank you for attending despite this 
pesky rain. Shall we begin?” 

As the workshop unfolded, Emma spent the afternoon learning 
about various plants and gardening techniques. Next, everyone put 
what they learned into practice. They walked around the garden 
plucking weeds. Emma carried the hefty bucket while sixty-year-old 
Mrs. Miller did the pruning. Next, they planted new cherry tomato 
seeds. Emma dropped a handful of seeds into each of the holes that 
Mr. Wilson dug, and though they were strangers, they made a great 
team.  

By the end of the workshop, Emma was exhausted, but she felt like 
she had accomplished something important. She knew a lot more 
about gardening than she had that morning and also made new 
friends in the neighbourhood. Most importantly, she had a lot of fun 
doing it! 
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EMMA EXPLORES THE LIBRARY
It was supposed to be a bright and sunny day but when Emma 

opened her curtains, all she could see was rain. She worried that the 
dreary weather would ruin her plans to play outside.  

Emma immediately called her friend Kate.  
“Hello?” Kate answered. 
“Hey, it’s Emma. Do you still want to go to the park?” 
“Are you crazy? It’s raining cat and dogs!” Emma exclaimed. “I’m 

staying at home and watching a movie where it's warm and dry.” 
“Ok, have fun,” Emma 

said glumly. She hung up 
then called her friend Matt. 

“Hello?” Matt said. 
“Hey, it’s Emma! Do you 

still want to go to the 
park?” 

“Actually, I’m in the 
middle of playing video 
games!” Matt declared. 
“Maybe tomorrow?” 

“Ok, have fun,” Emma 
said, concealing her 
disappointment. 

Emma put on her rain boots and raincoat. She was determined to 
venture outside and get some fresh air. 

“I’m going for a walk but I’ll be back this afternoon!” Emma 
announced to her parents as she trudged through the kitchen, 
grabbed an umbrella from the umbrella stand, and disappeared into 
the downpour. 

Emma walked three blocks until she reached the park. Although it 
was still raining furiously, her rain gear kept her somewhat dry. She 
strolled through the park, rather pleased that she had it all to herself.  
Suddenly, an enormous gust of wind knocked her umbrella out of her
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hand. Emma chased her runaway umbrella as it tumbled wildly 
through the park and crashed into a tree. She eventually snatched 
it up—but not before it was bent and broken. Emma started to 
shiver. The slanting rain was falling harder than ever and soaking 
through her coat.  

Emma was about to run home when someone caught her eye. A 
curious man in a red raincoat was running across the road. He 
forged his way through the torrential downpour and disappeared 
into a tall brick building. It looked invitingly dry and warm inside, plus 
it was much closer than home. Emma made a spontaneous decision 

and followed him inside. 
     Emma marched in and found 
herself inside the local library, a 
warm and spacious room with 
fully-stacked bookshelves. A few 
people were milling about 
quietly. Emma wandered upstairs 
into the children’s book section 
and looked through the 

collection, finding many books that she had already read. She 
frowned with disappointment. 

“Can I help you find something?” 
     Emma turned and find a librarian hovering behind her. She wore 

a pink cardigan sweater with matching pink glasses. 
“Yes. But I’m not sure what I’m looking for,” Emma replied. 
“That’s okay. It happens all the time!” The librarian smiled. “Are you 

looking for a book? Or something else?” 
Emma scratched her chin. “I thought libraries were made for books. 

What else is there?” 
“Come, let me show you!” the librarian said with an eager smile. 

The librarian led Emma across the second floor and marched onwards 
until they reached a row of shiny new computers.
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“This is one of our most popular sections. They are free for anyone to 
use. People use them for work, homework, and job applications. All 
kinds of important things.” 

Emma looked at the computers then back at the librarian. 
“We have a computer at home, but thanks. What else do you 

have?” 
The librarian nodded and led Emma up to the third floor. They 

walked past a room full of studious-looking people. 
“What’s going on there?” Emma whispered. 
“It’s an English class,” the librarian replied quietly. "It's free for 

anyone in the community and especially helpful for newcomers. 
Come on, this way please.” They continued along until they reached 
more fully-loaded bookshelves. They were not full of books, but 
movies instead.  

“This is another popular section. We have all kinds of films and tv 
shows. You can find concerts and news broadcasts too!” the librarian 
exclaimed proudly. 

Emma looked at some of the films on the shelf but none of them 
intrigued her whatsoever. 

“Thanks, but my friend suggested watching a movie today and I 
ditched her to play outside. I went to the park but it was raining 
harder than I thought, and now I’m stuck here.” 

The librarian studied Emma for a moment.  Finally, she had a brilliant 
idea. 

“Aha! I know just the thing! Come this way!” 
The librarian led Emma up to the fourth floor. They passed many 

more rows of books and encyclopedias.  Each row full of information 
and knowledge. They crossed the entire fourth floor and arrived at a 
door that led out to the rooftop. Emma could see the gray rain clouds 
swirling outside. The librarian walked through the door and Emma 
followed. Emma expected to get wet in the rain but somehow, she 
stayed dry. 
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She looked up and saw 
that the rooftop was covered 
by a large sheet of glass. All 
around them were rows and 
rows of blooming plants. 

“Welcome to the 
community garden!” the 
librarian said. “Would you like 
to learn how to care for a 
garden?” 

“Woah, cool! I didn't know there was a garden up here!" Emma 
grinned. "Yes, I’d love to!” They approached a small group of people. 
They were waiting for the workshop to begin. 

“Hello everyone! Apologies for the delay, and thank you kindly for 
waiting,” the librarian greeted. “I am pleased to welcome you to 
today's gardening workshop. Thank you for attending despite this 
pesky rain. Shall we begin?” 

As the workshop unfolded, Emma spent the afternoon learning 
about various plants and gardening techniques. Next, everyone put 
what they learned into practice. They walked around the garden 
plucking weeds. Emma carried the hefty bucket while sixty-year-old 
Mrs. Miller did the pruning. Next, they planted new cherry tomato 
seeds. Emma dropped a handful of seeds into each of the holes that 
Mr. Wilson dug, and though they were strangers, they made a great 
team.  

She zipped up her raincoat and ran home, no longer sad about 
the rained. Instead, she was thrilled about exploring the local library. 

By the end of the workshop, Emma was exhausted but she felt 
like she had accomplished something important. She knew a lot 
more about gardening than she had that morning and also made 
newfriends in the neighbourhood. Most importantly, she had a lot 
of fun doing it! 

“I hope you’ll come again soon!” the librarian said. 
“I will!” Emma promised as she waved goodbye. 
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EMMA EXPLORES THE LIBRARY
It was supposed to be a bright and sunny day but when Emma 

opened her curtains, all she could see was rain. She worried that the 
dreary weather would ruin her plans to play outside.  

Emma immediately called her friend Kate.  
“Hello?” Kate answered. 
“Hey, it’s Emma. Do you still want to go to the park?” 
“Are you crazy? It’s raining cat and dogs!” Emma exclaimed. “I’m 

staying at home and watching a movie where it's warm and dry.” 
“Ok, have fun,” Emma said glumly. She hung up then called her friend 

Matt. 
   “Hello?” Matt said. 

     “Hey, it’s Emma! Do you 
still want to go to the 
park?” 
     “Actually, I’m in the 
middle of playing video 
games!” Matt declared. 
“Maybe tomorrow?” 
     “Ok, have fun,” Emma 
said, concealing her 
disappointment. 
     Emma put on her rain 
boots and raincoat. She 
was determined to venture outside and get some fresh air. 

“I’m going for a walk but I’ll be back this afternoon!” Emma 
announced to her parents as she trudged through the kitchen, 
grabbed an umbrella from the umbrella stand, and disappeared into 
the downpour. 

Emma walked three blocks until she reached the park. Although it was 
still raining furiously, her rain gear kept her somewhat dry. She strolled 
through the park, rather pleased that she had it all to herself.  

Suddenly, an enormous gust of wind knocked her umbrella out of her 
hand. Emma chased her runaway umbrella as it tumbled wildly through 
the park and crashed into a tree. She eventually snatched it up—but 
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not before it was bent and broken. Emma started to shiver. The 
slanting rain was falling harder than ever and soaking through her 
coat.  
     Emma was about to run home when someone caught her eye. A 
curious man in a red raincoat was running across the road. He 
forged his way through the torrential downpour and disappeared 
into a tall brick building. It looked invitingly dry and warm inside, plus 
it was much closer than home. Emma made a spontaneous decision 
and followed him inside. 

Emma marched in and found herself inside the local library, a 
warm and spacious room with 
fully-stacked bookshelves. A few 
people were milling about 
quietly. Emma wandered upstairs 
into the children’s book section 
and looked through the 
collection, finding many books 
that she had already read. She 
frowned with disappointment. 
     “Can I help you find 
something?” 

     Emma turned and find a librarian hovering behind her. She wore a 
pink cardigan sweater with matching pink glasses. 
     “Yes, but I’m not sure what I’m looking for,” Emma replied. 
     “That’s okay, it happens all the time!” The librarian smiled. “Are 
you looking for a book or something else?” 
     Emma was confused and scratched her chin. “I thought libraries 
were made for books. What else is there?” 
     “Come, let me show you!” the librarian said with an eager smile. 

     The librarian led Emma across the second floor and marched 
onwards until they reached a row of shiny new computers. 

     The librarian studied Emma for a moment and had a brilliant idea. 
“Aha...I know just the thing for you to see and do! Come this way!” 
The librarian led Emma up to the fourth floor as they passed many 
more rows of books and encyclopedias, all brimming with information 
and knowledge. 
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“This is one of our most popular sections. They are free for anyone to 
use. People use them for work, homework, and job applications. All 
kinds of important things.” 

Emma looked at the computers then back at the librarian. 
“We have a computer at home, but thanks. What else do you have?” 
The librarian nodded and led Emma up to the third floor. They walked 

past a room full of studious-looking people. 
“What’s going on there?” Emma whispered. 
“It’s an English class,” the librarian replied quietly. "It's free for anyone 

in the community and especially helpful for newcomers. Come on, this 
way please.” They continued along until they reached more fully-
loaded bookshelves. They were not full of books, but movies instead.  

“This is another popular section. We have all kinds of films and tv 
shows. You can find concerts and news broadcasts too!” the librarian 
exclaimed proudly. 

Emma looked at some of the films on the shelf but none of them 
intrigued her whatsoever. 

“Thanks, but my friend suggested watching a movie today and I 
ditched her to play outside. I went to the park but it was raining harder 
than I thought, and now I’m stuck here.” 

“Aha! I know just the thing! Come this way!”The librarian studied 
Emma for a moment.  Finally, she had a brilliant idea.  

They crossed the entire fourth floor and arrived at a door that led out 
to the rooftop. Emma could see the gray rain clouds swirling outside 
and wondered why the sweet librarian led her here. The librarian 
walked through the door and Emma followed. Emma fully expected to 
get wet in the rain, but surprisingly, somehow she stayed dry.  

She looked up and immediately noticed that the rooftop was 
covered by a large sheet of glass. All around them were rows and rows 
of blooming plants all bright green and full of colour.
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     “Welcome to the 
community garden here at the 
library!” the librarian said. 
“Would you like to learn how 
to care for a garden?” 
     “Woah, cool! I didn't know 
there was a garden up here!" 
Emma grinned. "Yes, I’d love 
to!”  
     They quickly approached a 
small group of people who 
were waiting for the workshop to begin. 
     “Hello everyone! Apologies for the delay, and thank you kindly for 
waiting,” the librarian greeted the group. “I am pleased to welcome 
you to today's gardening workshop. Thank you for attending despite 
this pesky rain. Shall we begin?” 

     As the workshop unfolded, Emma spent the afternoon learning 
about various plants and gardening techniques. Next, everyone put 
what they learned into practice using the tools for the community 
garden. They walked around the garden plucking weeds from the 
various containers around the perimeter of the garden. Emma 
carried the hefty silver bucket while sixty-year-old Mrs. Miller did the 
pruning with her pink gardening sheers. Next, they planted new 
cherry tomato seeds into pots to germinate. Emma dropped a 
handful of seeds into each of the holes that Mr. Wilson dug, and 
though they were strangers, they made a great team.  

     By the end of the workshop, Emma was exhausted, but she felt like 
she had accomplished something important. She knew a lot more 
about gardening than she had that morning and also made new 
friends in the neighbourhood. Most importantly, she had a lot of fun 
doing it! 
     “I hope you’ll come again soon!” the librarian said. 
     “I will!” Emma promised as she waved goodbye. 
     She zipped up her raincoat, grabbed her broken umbrella, and 
ran home, no longer sad about the rained. Instead, she was thrilled 
about exploring the local library. 
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The Garage Sale

A

     Theo and Nellie were best friends. They were friends since Theo 
moved next door nine years ago. They did everything together.  
     Today was no different on their walk home from school.  As Theo 
and Nellie turned onto their street, they talked about their summer 
plans. 
     Nellie waited at her front door as she watched Theo walk to the 
house next door. He stopped at his front door and waved goodbye 
before going inside. Nellie waved back as she entered her house.  

     “Nellie? Is that you?” a voice called her from the living room. It was 
her mother, Lily. 
     “Yes, it’s me. Hi, Mom. What's up? I am just going to get a snack!” 
Nellie called. 
     “Will you come in here for a second?” Her mother called in the 
tone Nellie knew meant something wasn't right.  
     Nellie went into the living room. She found her mother sitting on the 
sofa. She was folding a  big load of laundry.  
     “Hi, darling. Have a seat. I have some news!” Lily said.  
     “What is it?” Nellie asked. She made room on the couch before 
sitting down. Then, she started helping her mother fold some clothes. 
      “Well…” Lily began, “I have some news, and I am not sure how 
you will take it. We will be moving next month!” 
      “Moving? Where?” Nellie asked shocked. She was feeling a little 
numb. 
     “Your father found the perfect place!” Lily said. 
      Nellie had no words.  A million thoughts were running though her 
head. 
      As her thoughts were spinning in her head, she blurted out, “But 
what about Theo? I don’t want to move!”  Tears were in her eyes. 
They were falling down her cheeks. She cried into the pillow. Lily 
reached over and pulled Nellie into her arms trying to comfort her. 
      “It's going to be okay. You’ll still see Theo at school every day. It’s 
going to be ok, you’ll see,” Lily said.  
      “Can I go over to Theo’s to tell him?” Nellie pleaded with her 
mother.
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      “Sure, honey. Just be back for dinner,” her mother said. 
      Nellie rang the doorbell to Theo’s house. Theo’s dad opened the 
door like he always did.  
      “Hi, Mr. Miller. Can I please talk to Theo?” 
      “Sure, come in. He’s out back in his treehouse,” Mr. Miller said. 
      Nellie walked through the house and out the kitchen door. She 
had done this a million times and would miss it. She crossed the yard 
and climbed the treehouse ladder. It was made of rope and scrap 
wood.  She found Theo inside.  
      “What’s wrong?” he asked Nellie. 
      “I have the worst news,” she said. “My mom just told me we are 
moving away by the end of the month.”  
      “Oh.” Theo frowned. “That is the worst news ever.” 
      Then, they were quiet for a while. They both stared at the floor. 
They didn't know what to say. They both knew nothing would make 
this situation any better. 

      The next day, Theo walked home alone. Nellie left school early. 
When he got home he saw Nellie and her family leaving. They were 
taking her to see their new home.  
      Nellie looked out the window as they drove past Theo on the 
sidewalk. As they drove, the houses started looking smaller and 
smaller. Then her father pulled into a parking lot. All around them were 
low-rise buildings. 
      “We’re moving here?” Nellie asked shocked. This was a lot 
different from her home now. “Why here?” 
      “It will be nice,” her father said.  He wanted to be positive. 
      “Please try,” her mother added. 
      Nellie followed her parents out of the car. They walked towards a 
brown concrete building. A lady was waiting for them. 
      The apartment was small. It had two bedrooms and one 
bathroom. As they finished looking at the apartment, her parents 
turned to her.  “What do you think, Nell?” her father asked.  
      “I hate it!” Nellie shouted. She felt tears coming. She hurried out of 
the apartment and ran all the way back to the car. 

      The drive home was silent. Nellie stared out the window. She didn't 
want to look at her parents. 

RL4.2
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      “Honey, we’re sorry,” her mother said. “We should have told you 
first.” 
      “What do you mean?” Nellie wondered. 
      “I got laid off from my job,” her dad told her.  
      “Is that why you sold Mom’s car?” Nellie asked. Her parents nodded. 
      “Honey, I’ve been looking for other jobs. We just can’t afford our 
house.  
      “I’m sorry, I had no idea,” she whispered. 

      On the first week of summer, Nellie’s family had a garage sale. Theo 
went over. He found Nellie sitting in a lawn chair.  
      “A garage sale huh?” he asked. 
      “My parents call it downsizing,” Nellie said with air quotes. “I think we       
really need the money.” 
      “Selling anything cool?” Theo asked while looking in the garage. 
      “It’s all junk. I’ve been here for hours. I've sold nothing,” Nellie said. 
      “Well, have you done any advertising?” Theo asked. 
      “Advertising?” 
      “Yeah. It’s what my mom does.” Theo told her. “She makes ads that 
convince people to buy things.” 
      “How do we do that?” Nellie asked. 
      Theo grabbed a pack of felt pens from one of the boxes. 
      “Do you have paper?” he asked. 
Nellie ran inside to get some sheets of paper. Then, they started making 
posters to tell people about the garage sale. An hour later, they had 
made a 12 posters.  
      “Now, we need to put these up where people will see them. Follow 
me,” Theo said. They walked down the block and ran into Mrs. Mason. 
She let them put a poster on her fence.  
      They plastered the handmade posters all over. As they worked Nellie 
remembered on how they made a great team.  
      “Well, we tried,” Nellie said. “Let’s go have some iced tea.” They 
walked back to Nellie’s house. As they walked, they saw Mr. George 
down the street carrying a familiar-looking painting. 
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They rounded the corner to a surprising sight. Lots of people were 
standing around Nellie’s garage! The image was too much, it was 
nice to know that everyone understood.  It was like they knew how 
difficult the decision was to move. They were helping Nellie and her 
family.  
     “It worked! It worked!” she shouted. “Thanks Theo, you didn’t have 
to help.” 
     “Are you kidding!” he said. “You’re my best friend. It’s the least I 
can do!” 
     “I’m gonna miss you!” Nellie cried. She gave Theo a big hug. 
     “I’m gonna see you at school every day, silly!” he said. But he 
hugged her right back. 
     “Oh, right!” Nellie laughed. 

     It was the first day of school. Nellie rode the elevator down to the 
lobby of her building. Waiting for her was her new friend, Samantha.  
They walked to the bus stop together. They were laughing about the 
fun they had had over the last weekend. They had played in the 
playground of her apartment complex. Her home was different now.  
But she had made friends, and it was the best decision for her family.   
They would live there as her dad continued to look for work.  
     Just then, her phone buzzed in her pocket. She pulled it out and 
read the message. It was from Theo: see you and Sam at school. 
Nellie showed the text to Samantha and they both smiled. Moving 
didn’t change her friendship with Theo. But it had grown to include 
her new friend, Sam.  
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     Theo and Nellie have been best friends since the day Theo moved 
next door nine years ago. They did everything together because they 
were best friends.  
     Today was no different on their walk home from school.  As Theo 
and Nellie turned onto their street, they talked about their summer 
plans. 
     Nellie waited at her front door as she watched Theo walk to the 
house next door. He stopped at his front door and waved goodbye 
before going inside. Nellie waved back as she entered her house.  

     “Nellie? Is that you?” a voice called her from the living room. It was 
her mother, Lily. 
     “Yes, it’s me. Hi, Mom. What's up? I am just going to get a snack!” 
Nellie called. 
     “Will you come in here for a second?” Her mother called in the tone 
Nellie knew meant something wasn't right.  
     Nellie went into the living room and found her mother sitting on the 
sofa. She was folding a  large load laundry.  
     “Hi darling. Have a seat. I have some news!” Lily said.  
     “What is it?” Nellie asked. She made room on the couch before 
sitting down.  Then, she started helping her mother fold some clothes. 
     “Well…” Lily began, “I have some news, and I am not sure how you 
will take it. We will be moving next month!” 
     “Moving? Where?” Nellie asked shocked and feeling a little numb. 
     “Your father found the perfect place!” Lily said. 
     Nellie had no words and a million thoughts were running though her 
head. 
 Finally, when she was able to gather her thoughts she blurted 
out , “But what about Theo? I don’t want to move away!”  Tears were 
in her eyes. Soon, they were falling down her cheeks. She cried loudly 
into the pillow. Lily reached over and pulled Nellie into her arms trying 
to comfort her. 
 “It's going to be okay because you’ll still see Theo at school 
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every day. It’s going to be alright, you’ll see,” Lily whispered.  
 “Can I go over to Theo’s to tell him?” Nellie pleaded with her 
mother. 
 “Sure, honey. Just be back for dinner,” her mother said. 
 Nellie rang the doorbell to Theo’s house. Theo’s dad opened the 
door like he always did, with a gusto only a man who taught 
Kindergarten could.  
 “Hi, Mr. Miller. Can I please talk to Theo?” 
 “Sure, come on in kiddo-widdow. He’s out back in his 
treehouse,” Mr. Miller said. 
 Nellie walked through the house and out the kitchen door. She 
had done this a million times and would miss it. She slowly crossed the 
yard and carefully climbed the treehouse ladder. It was made of rope, 
scrap wood, and old furniture parts. She found Theo inside.  
 “What’s wrong?” he asked Nellie the second he saw her. 
 “I have the worst news ever,” she said. “My mom just told me we 
are moving away by the end of the month.”  
 “Oh.” Theo frowned. “That is the worst news ever.” 
 Then they were quiet for a while.  They both stared at the floor, 
through the cracks in the walls. They didn't know what to say. They 
both knew nothing would make this situation any better. 

 The next day, Theo walked home alone. Nellie had been picked 
up from school early. He arrived home just as Nellie and her family 
were pulling out of their driveway. They were taking her to see their 
new home.  
 Nellie looked out the window as they drove past Theo on the 
sidewalk. As they drove, the houses started looking smaller and smaller. 
Then, her father pulled into a parking lot surrounded by low-rise 
buildings. 
 “We’re moving here?” Nellie asked shocked, as this was a lot 
different from her home now. “Why here?” 
 “It will have a nice view,” her father said trying to be positive. 
 “Please just give it a chance, honey,” her mother added. 
 Nellie sighed and followed her parents out of the car. They 
walked towards a brown concrete building. A real estate agent was 
waiting for them at the front door. 
 The apartment was a small two-bedroom one-bath apartment.  
As they finished looking at the apartment, her parents turned to her. 
“What do you think, Nell?” her father asked. 



©
 M

a
d

ly
 L

ea
rn

in
g 

20
20

RL: 5.7RL5.2 B

 “I hate it!” Nellie shouted. She felt tears coming. She hurried out 
of the apartment and ran all the way back to the car. 

 The drive home was silent as Nellie stared out the window, 
refusing to look at her parents.  
 “Honey, we’re sorry,” her mother said. “We should have 
explained everything first.” 
 “What do you mean?” Nellie wondered. 
 “I got laid off from my job,” her dad told her.  
 “Is that why you sold Mom’s car?” Nellie asked. Her parents 
nodded. 
 “Honey, I’ve been looking for other jobs. We just can’t afford our 
house anymore. “I’m sorry for causing a scene, I had no idea,” she 
whispered. 

On the first week of summer vacation, Nellie’s family had a garage 
sale. Theo wandered over. He found Nellie sitting in a lawn chair.  
 “A garage sale, huh?” he asked. 
 “My parents call it downsizing,” Nellie said with air quotes. “I think 
we really need the money.” 
 “Selling anything cool?” Theo asked while exploring the garage. 
 “It’s all junk. I’ve been here for hours. I've sold nothing,” Nellie 
said. 
 “Well, have you done any advertising?” Theo asked. 
 “Advertising?” 
 “Yeah. It’s what my mom does.” Theo told her. “She makes ads 
that convince people to buy things.” 
 “How do we do that?” Nellie asked. 
 Theo grabbed a pack of felt pens from one of the boxes. 
 “Do you have any paper?” he asked. 
 Nellie ran inside to get some sheets of paper. Then, they started 
making posters to advertise the garage sale. An hour later, they had 
made a dozen posters.  
 “Now, we need to put these up where people will see them. 
Follow me,” Theo said. They walked down the block and ran into Mrs. 
Mason.  
 They plastered the handmade posters all over the local streets.  
As they worked Nellie remembered on how they made a great team.  
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 “Well, we tried,” Nellie said. “Let’s go have some iced tea.”  
 They walked back to Nellie’s house. As they walked, they saw 
Mr. George down the street carrying a familiar-looking painting. 
 They rounded the corner to a surprising sight. Lots of people 
were standing around Nellie’s garage! The image was overwhelming. It 
was nice to know that everyone understood. It was like they knew how 
difficult the decision was to move. They were supporting Nellie and her 
family.  
 “It worked! It worked!” she shouted. “Thanks Theo, you didn’t 
have to help.” 
 “Are you kidding!” he said. “You’re my best friend. It’s the least I 
can do!” 
 “I’m gonna miss you!” Nellie cried. She gave Theo a big hug. 
 “I’m gonna see you at school every day, silly!” he said. But he 
hugged her right back. 
 “Oh, right!” Nellie laughed. 

 It was the first day of school. Nellie rode the elevator down to 
the lobby of her building. Waiting for her was her new friend, 
Samantha. They walked to the bus stop together. They were laughing 
about the fun they had had over the last weekend. They had played in 
the playground of her apartment complex. Her home was different 
now.  But she had made friends and it was the best decision for her 
family.   hey would live there as her dad continued to look for work.   
 Just then, her phone buzzed in her pocket.  She pulled it out and 
read the message. It was from Theo: see you and Sam at school.  Nellie 
showed the text to Samantha and they both smiled. Moving didn’t 
change her friendship with Theo. But it had grown to include her new 
friend, Sam.  
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 Theo and Nellie were best friends. They’ve been best friends since 
the day they became neighbours nine years ago. They did everything 
together because they were best friends.  
 Today was no exception on their walk home from school. As Theo 
and Nellie rounded the corner and turned onto their street, they were 
so focused on their topic of conversation. 
 Nellie arrived at her front door as she watched Theo walk to the 
house next door. He stopped at his front door and waved goodbye 
before going inside. Nellie waved back as she entered her house.  

 “Nellie? Is that you?” a voice called from the living room. It was her 
mother, Lily. 
 “Yes, it’s me. Hi, Mom. What's up? I am just going to get a snack!” 
Nellie called. 
 “Will you come in here for a second?” Her mother called in the 
tone Nellie knew meant something wasn't quite right.  
 Nellie entered the living room. Her mother was sitting on the sofa 
folding a spectacularly large load laundry.  
 “Hi darling. Have a seat. I have some exciting news!” Lily said.  
 “What is it?” Nellie asked. She made room on the couch before 
sitting down and then helped her mother fold some clothes. 
 “Well…” Lily began, “I have some news and I am not sure how you 
will take it. We’re moving to a brand new home next month!” 
 “Moving? Where?” Nellie asked shocked and feeling a little numb. 
 “Your father found the perfect place!” Lily said sheepishly with a 
grin. 
 Nellie was stunned, she had no words and a million thoughts were 
running simultaneously though her head. 
 Finally, when she was able to gather her complicated thoughts, 
she blurted out loudly at her mother, “But what about Theo? I don’t 
want to move away!” She was going to lose it, keeping it together was 
no longer an option. Tears welled up in her eyes. Soon, they were 
streaming down her cheeks, her shoulder shuddering as she sobbed 
loudly into the nearest pillow. Lily reached over and pulled Nellie into 
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her arms trying to comfort her. 
 “It's going to be okay because you’ll still see Theo at school every 
day. It’s going to be alright, you’ll see,” Lily whispered.  
 “Can I go over to Theo’s to tell him?” Nellie pleaded with her 
mother. 
 “Sure, honey. Just be back for dinner,” her mother replied. 
 Nellie rang the doorbell to Theo’s house. Theo’s dad opened the 
door like he always did ,with a gusto only a man who taught 
Kindergarten could.  
 “Hi, Mr. Miller. Can I please talk to Theo?” 
 “Sure, come on in kiddo-widdow. He’s outback in his 
imaginarium… I mean, in the treehouse,” Mr. Miller said. 
 Nellie walked through the house and out the kitchen door like she 
had done a million times. She slowly crossed the yard reflecting on how 
much she would miss the ease of visiting her best friend and neighbour.  
She carefully climbed the treehouse ladder made of rope, scrap wood, 
and old furniture parts. She found Theo inside.  
 “What’s wrong?” he asked Nellie the second he saw her. 
 “I have the worst news ever,” she said. “My dad found a house and 
my mom just told me we are moving away by the end of the month.”  
 “Oh.” Theo frowned. “That is the worst news ever.” 
 Then, they were quiet for a while as both of them stared at the floor 
and through the cracks in the walls. Neither knew what to say, both 
knowing that there was nothing they could say that would make this 
situation any better.  

 The next day, Theo walked home alone. Nellie had been picked up 
from school early. He arrived home just as Nellie and her family were 
pulling out their driveway. They were taking her to see their new home.  
 Nellie looked out the window as they drove past Theo on the 
sidewalk. As they drove, the houses started looking smaller and smaller. 
Then, her father pulled into a parking lot surrounded by low-rise 
buildings. 
 “We’re moving here?” Nellie asked shocked as this was drastically 
different from her family’s current home. “Why here?” 
 “It will have a nice view,” her father said trying to maintain a 
positive attitude. 
 “Please just give it a chance, honey,” her mother added. 
 Nellie sighed and followed her parents out of the car. They walked 
towards a beige concrete building. A real estate agent was waiting for 



©
 M

a
d

ly
 L

ea
rn

in
g 

20
20

RL: 5.7RL6.2 C Theo and Nellie are best friends. They’ve been best friends since the day they 
became neighbours nine years ago. They did everything together because they 

them at the front door. 
 When they were all done looking at the small two-bedroom one-
bath apartment, her parents turned to her, “What do you think, Nell?” 
her father asked.  
 “I hate it!” Nellie shouted. She felt tears coming. She hurried out of 
the apartment and ran all the way back to the car. 

 The drive home was silent as Nellie stared out the window, refusing 
to look at her parents.  
 “Honey, we’re sorry,” her mother said softly. “We should have 
explained everything first.” 
 “What do you mean?” Nellie wondered. 
 “I got laid off from my job,” her dad confessed.  
 “Is that why you sold Mom’s car?” Nellie asked. Her parents 
nodded. 
 “Honey, I’ve been looking for other jobs but we just can’t afford this 
house anymore.  
 “I’m sorry for causing a scene, I had no idea,” she whispered. 

 On the very the first week of summer vacation, Nellie’s family had a 
garage sale to sell their extra belongings. Theo wandered over. He 
found Nellie sitting in a lawn chair.  
 “A garage sale, huh?” he asked. 
 “My parents call it downsizing,” Nellie said with air quotes. “I think 
we really need the money.” 
 “Selling anything cool?” Theo asked while exploring the garage. 
 “It’s all junk. I’ve been here for hours and no one’s bought a single 
thing,” Nellie said sadly. 
 “Well, have you done any advertising?” Theo asked. 
 “Advertising?” 
 “Yeah. It’s what my mom does.” Theo explained. “She makes ads 
that convince people to buy things.” 
 “How do we do that?” Nellie asked. 
 Theo grabbed a pack of felt pens from one of the boxes. 
 “Do you have any paper?” he asked. 
 Nellie ran inside to get some sheets of paper. Then, they started 
making posters to advertise the garage sale. An hour later, they had 
made a dozen posters. 
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 “Now, we need to put these up where people will see them. Follow 
me,” Theo said. They walked down the block and ran into Mrs. Mason.  

 They plastered the handmade posters all over the neighbourhood.  
As  they worked together, Nellie reflected on how they made a fantastic 
team.  
 “Well, we tried,” Nellie said. “Let’s go have some iced tea.” They 
walked back to Nellie’s house. As they walked, they saw Mr. George 
down the street carrying a familiar-looking painting. 

 They rounded the corner to a surprising sight. The whole 
neighbourhood was gathered around Nellie’s garage! The image was 
overwhelming, it was like the whole neighbourhood understood how 
difficult the decision was to move, and they were supporting Nellie and 
her family.  
 “It worked! It worked!” she shouted. “Thanks Theo, you didn’t have 
to help.” 
 “Are you kidding!” he said. “You’re my best friend. It’s the least I 
can do!” 
 “I’m gonna miss you!” Nellie cried. She gave Theo a big hug. 
 “I’m gonna see you at school every day, silly!” he said. But he 
hugged her right back. 
 “Oh, right!” Nellie laughed. 

 When school started back up, Nellie rode the elevator down to the 
lobby of her building. Waiting for her was her new friend, Samantha.  
They walked to the bus stop together laughing about the fun they had 
had over the last weekend playing in the playground of her apartment 
complex. Her home was different but she had made friends, and it was 
the best decision for her family as her dad continued to look for work.   
 Just then, her phone buzzed in her pocket. She pulled it out and 
read the message. It was from Theo: see you and Sam at school.  Nellie 
showed the text to Samantha and they both smiled. Moving didn’t 
change her friendship with Theo but it had grown to include her new 
friend, Sam.  


