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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

program.  
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Reading Conversion Chart

* 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

IL 
Level AGE Grad

e DRA F&P Lexile

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

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

c 
5.0-6.9 10-11 5-6 50-60 U-X 850-980

Level 
A

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

Level 
B

This level is for students that are reading at a 
grade 4-5 grade level.  These passages have a 
both simple and complex sentence structure 
with vocabulary words appropriate for 
students at this level. 

Level 
C

This level is idea for students reading at a 
grade 5-6 level.  These passages use more 
complex sentences and expanded 
vocabulary.
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How To:
How to structure your guided reading groups

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

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

3

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

4

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

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

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

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

8 Assessment	
Make notes on each student in relation to their reading behaviour.  
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Questioning Stems
LEVEL COMPREHENSION 

STRATEGIES QUESTION STEMS

Remember	
recall of facts 

and details

• name 
• list 
• definitions 
• order 
• retell

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

Understand	
explain ideas 
and concepts

• main idea 
• classifying 
• comparing 
• Inferring

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

Apply	
Focus on the 

parts and how 
they contribute 

to the whole

• Connections 
• Compare to real 

life 

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

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

interview?

Analyze	
Look at the 

whole text and 
draw 

conclusions

• Drawing 
conclusions 

• Identifying 
themes 

• Compare and 
contrast 

• Summarize 
• Point of View

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

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

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

Evaluate	
make 

judgements 
based on 

criteria

• identify opinion 
• critique 
• using evidence 

and 

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

Create	
Take the 

information 
and use it in 

another 
context.

• make 
• produce 
• create 
• perform

• How could you use what you have read to create 
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?
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General Expectations
A - Reading for Meaning
Read a variety of texts from diverse cultures

Identify a variety of purposes for reading

Identify a variety of comprehension strategies and use them before, after and during reading 

Demonstrate an understanding of a variety of texts by summarizing important ideas and cititng 
supporting details

Use stated and implied details to construct meaning. 

Extending understanding of texts and connection the ideas within to other contexts

Analyzing texts and explain how various elements in them contribute to meaning

Make judgements and draw conclusions about the ideas and information in texts and cite evidence to 
support their answer

Identify the point of view presented in a text and ask questions to identify the missing point of view

B - UNDERSTANDING FORM AND STYLE
Analyze a variety of text forms and explain how different characteristics help communicate meaning. 

Identify a variety of organizational text patterns and explain how they help readers understand texts. 

Identify a variety of text features and explain how they help readers understand texts

Identify various elements of style  and explain how they communicate meaning

C - READING WITH FLUENCY
Automatically read and understand most works in common use 

Predict the meaning of and rapidly solve unfamiliar words using semantic, syntactic and graphophonic 
cues

Read appropriate texts with expression and confidence, adjusting reading strategies and reading rate 
to match form and purpose. 

D - REFLECTING
Identify the strategies they found most helpful before during and after reading and explain how these 
strategies help them as a reader. 

Explain how their skills in others areas help them to make sense of what they read. 

ONTARIO LANGUAGE ARTS  CURRICULUM PLANNING HELP
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Guided Reading PLAN

Guided Reading Guide

Getting Started: 	
Activating 
Knowledge and 
Make Predictions

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

Extending 
Understanding:	
Analyze, 
Evaluate or 
create

Ta r g e t e d  S k i l l s
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 d i 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: ____________________________ 
_______________________________________ 
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April Guided  
Reading Texts

A - Grade 3 to 4

B - Grade 4 to 5

C – Grade 5 to 6
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Week #1
Peace at Patterson
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Guided Reading Notes

Guided Reading Guide
Read	#1:		
Check	for	
understanding

Each	student	will	read	a	portion	of	the	text	one	at	a	time.	
Record	observations	of	student	reading	behaviour	on	the	Guided	Reading	Tracking	Page.	
Ask	students	to	share	with	you	a	strategy	they	used	while	reading	that	helped	them	understand	the	
text.	

Read	#2:		
What’s	the	
GIST?

Students	should	re-read	the	text	and	annotate	it	when	they	find	important	details	contributing	to	
the	main	plot	of	the	story.	Students	will	identify	the	events	in	the	story	that	contribute	to	the	plot.		
1. Who	are	the	main	characters?	
2. What	is	the	setting?	
3. What	is	the	problem	or	conflict?	
4. What	is	the	solution?	
5. What	events	help	to	move	the	characters	from	the	problem	to	the	solution?

Read	#3:		
Dive	deep	

Analyze	the	characters	
Look	at	the	two	main	characters	of	the	story	Colton	and	Timothy.		Create	a	t-chart	or	venn	diagram	
to	help	students	compare	both	characters.		Look	at	answering	the	following	questions	about	the	
characters.		
1. What	do	the	characters	like?	
2. What	do	they	want?	
3. What	is	their	problem?	
4. How	do	they	try	to	solve	the	problem?	

Looking	at	the	character	profiles	have	students	choose	one	character	(Colton	or	Timothy)		Discuss	
their	thoughts	to	the	following	question.		Students	should	use	evidence	from	the	text	to	support	
their	opinion.		(Alternatively	students	can	write	their	opinion	in	a	reading	response	activity)		
• Think	about	what	the	character	wants	in	this	story.		Do	the	actions	they	took	to	solve	their	

problem	

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

1.8 Extending 
Understanding 2.2 Text Patterns 3.1 Reading Familiar 

Words 4.1 Metacognition

Students will identify the 
characters, their motivations, 
and their actions to 
determine if their actions are 
consistent with their 
motivations.

Students will identify the 
plot structure of the 
story. 

Students will automatically 
read and understand 
words used in story

Students will reflect on 
strategies they used 
while reading that 
helped them understand 
the text. 

For	this	guided	reading	excerpt,	read	the	story:	“Peace	At	Patterson”	3	times.	Choose	
the	version	that	best	suits	your	students’	reading	level.		There	are	three	reading	level	
options:	

45.4.1
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RL:	3.5

45.4.1

peace at 
Patterson

1

Once there was a war at Patterson Prep. It was between the Bookworms 
and the Ballers. Many people remembered the war for a while. They even 
told stories about the war to their brothers and sisters.  
It all started with two step-brothers. Colton liked sports and wanted to be a 
pro basketball player. Timothy loved to read and write. He enjoyed making 
up role-playing games for his friends to play. Timothy’s father married 
Colton’s mother. Both of the boys thought it would be cool to have a new 
brother. They thought wrong. 
Colton wanted to play basketball every day after school. He wanted 
Timothy to play with him. However, Timothy did not want to play. He 
wanted Colton to read and play his role-playing game. Colton did not 
want to do that. Each boy felt hurt that the other didn’t want to play. They 
did not get along at all. 
One day after school, Colton told Timothy a new plan. “Play basketball 
with me now, and I’ll read your silly game after dinner,” he said. 
Timothy got upset. “My game isn’t silly! And I don’t want to play 
basketball.”

“But I have to practice with someone,” 
Colton said. “And there’s no one else home 
right now.” 
“Good! It’ll be nice and quiet so I can write 
my next story!” Timothy then went into the 
house and shut the door.  
Colton wanted to ruin the quiet for Timothy. 

A
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He headed to the back of the house. Then, he began to bounce his 
basketball against Timothy’s bedroom window. Thunk, thunk, thunk. 
Timothy couldn’t focus on his writing or reading. He got up and opened 
the window. He took a deep breath to yell at his step-brother to stop.  
“Oof!” Before Timothy could yell, the basketball hit him in the stomach. His 
breath was knocked out of him.  
Colton laughed. This made Timothy so mad. He ran out of the house and 
threw the basketball into the road. A big truck was coming down the 
road. It ran over the basketball! 
“Nooo!” Colton yelled. 
Colton wanted to fight Timothy. However, Timothy was already running 
away.  
The next day at school, Colton met up with his basketball friends, the 
Ballers. He told them that he was fighting with Timothy. They wanted to 
play a trick on Timothy. In class, Colton and the Ballers threw a basketball 
at each other. Timothy saw them when he came in the room. They were 
pretending to be just like him. “Oof!” they cried. Then, they all laughed.  
Timothy did not laugh. However, he didn’t look very upset. Timothy’s 
friends, the Bookworms, were behind him. “Oh, that doesn’t look like your 
ball, Colt,” Timothy said to his step-brother. “What happened to yours?” 
Colton got mad. Timothy knew what happened to his ball! The 
Bookworms laughed with Timothy. They knew what had happened, too.  
Colton and Timothy began to get more kids on their sides. The readers 
joined the Bookworms. The athletes joined the Ballers. During recess, each 
group took a part of the playground. The Ballers also wouldn’t let the 
Bookworms on the basketball court. The Bookworms wouldn’t let the 
Ballers in the library. The two groups played pranks on each other every 
day. 
It turned into a war at Patterson Prep: the Bookworms vs. the Ballers. Even 
the teachers and coaches began to take sides! Both groups were pretty 
even. 
“We have to end this war,” Colton said one day to the Ballers. “We have 
to beat the Bookworms, starting with Timothy.”  
The Ballers wanted to get Timothy away from his group. They passed him

peace at  Patterson

45.4.1

RL:	3.5 A
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a note in class. It said to meet in the library after school for a role-playing 
game. As soon as the last bell rang, Timothy went to the library. 
The Ballers were there waiting for him. They were holding basketballs. They 
trapped him between two bookshelves. Then, they began to toss the 
basketballs at him.  
“Aaah!” Timothy cried. “Oof!” 
The Bookworms soon found Timothy in the library. They pulled books off 
the shelves to throw at the Ballers.  
“No, stop!” a girl shouted. Everyone stopped. “This is silly. Aren’t you all 
tired of fighting?” she asked. 
The Ballers shrugged. The Bookworms shrugged, too.  
The girl said, “Look, I love to read. But I also like to play basketball 
sometimes. Since the war, I can’t even go on the court.” 
“Yeah,” said a Baller, “and I like to read sometimes. But I can’t even get in 
the library to get a book.” 
All the other kids agreed. 
“You’re right,” Colton said. “This war is silly. A lot more silly than my 
brother’s role-playing game.” 
“Do you really mean that?” Timothy asked. 
“Sure. I’ll even play with you today after school.” 
Timothy smiled. “And I’ll play basketball with you tomorrow.” 
“Great!” Colton said.  
The Ballers and the Bookworms all shook hands. It was much better to play 
together instead of fight. Some Ballers began to help the Bookworms get 
better at basketball. Some Bookworms began to help the Ballers get 
better at reading.  
That’s how peace came to Patterson Prep. Well, at least until next year. 
 
 
 
 

peace at  Patterson

45.4.1

RL:	3.5 A



©
	M

ad
ly
	L
ea
rn
in
g	
20
21

1

Once there was a battle between the Bookworms and the Ballers. It was 
the greatest fight ever at Patterson Prep. Tales would be told about this 
epic war for weeks. Younger siblings would be awed by retellings, such as 
this one, for many months to come. 
It started with a pair of step-brothers. Colton was an athlete and wanted 
to be a professional basketball player. Timothy loved to read and write. He 
enjoyed making up role-playing stories for his friends to play. When 
Timothy’s father married Colton’s mother, both of the boys thought it 
would be cool to have a new brother. They thought wrong. 
Colton wanted Timothy to play basketball with him every day after school. 
However, Timothy did not want to play. He wanted Colton to read and 
play his role-playing story, but Colton had no interest. Each boy was hurt 
that the other didn’t want to play. In a few weeks, they became enemies.  
One day after school, Colton told Timothy a new plan. “Play basketball 
with me now, and I’ll read your silly game after dinner,” he said. 
Timothy was upset right away. “My game isn’t silly! And I don’t want to 
play basketball.” 
“But I have to practice with someone,” Colton
said. “And there’s no one else home right 
now.” 
“Good! It’ll be nice and quiet for me to 
begin writing my next story!” With that, 
Timothy went into the house and shut the 
door. 

45.4.1

RL:	3.8 B

peace at 
Patterson
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Well, Colton wasn’t about to give Timothy the quiet he wanted. He 
headed to the back of the house. Then, he began to bounce his 
basketball against Timothy’s bedroom window. Thunk, thunk, thunk. 
Timothy couldn’t focus on his writing or reading. He got up and opened 
the window. 
He took a deep breath to yell at his step-brother to stop.  
“Oooof!” Before Timothy could say a word, the basketball hit him in the 
stomach. His breath was knocked right out of him.  
Colton began to laugh. This made Timothy so mad that he ran out of the 
house and threw the basketball into the road. A big truck was coming 
down the road. 
“Nooo!” Colton yelled as the truck ran over his basketball. 
Colton wanted to fight Timothy. However, when he turned toward his 
step-brother, he saw that Timothy was already sprinting away.  
The next day at school, Colton told his basketball friends what happened. 
They laughed and wanted to play a trick on Timothy. When Timothy 
walked into class, Colton and the Ballers were throwing a basketball at 
each other. They pretended to get the wind knocked out of them, just like 
Timothy. “Oooof!” they cried. Then, they all laughed.  
Timothy did not laugh, but he didn’t seem upset, either. A big group of his 
friends, the Bookworms, were behind him. “Oh, that doesn’t look like your 
ball, Colt,” Timothy said to his step-brother. “What happened to yours?” 
Colton grew angry. Timothy knew exactly what happened to his ball! The 
Bookworms laughed at Timothy, so he must have told them what 
happened, too.  
For the rest of the week, Colton and Timothy got kids on their sides. The 
readers joined the Bookworms and the athletes joined the Ballers. During 
recess, each group took a part of the playground. The Ballers wouldn’t let 
the Bookworms on the basketball court. The Bookworms wouldn’t let the 
Ballers in the library. The two groups played pranks on each other every 
day. 
It was a war between the fifth graders of Patterson Prep. It only got worse 
as the school year went on. Best friends were split up. Even the teachers 
and coaches began to take sides! Both groups were pretty even in the

45.4.1

RL:	3.8

peace at  Patterson

B



©
	M

ad
ly
	L
ea
rn
in
g	
20
21

3

long battle. 
“We have to end this war,” Colton said one day. “We have to defeat the 
Bookworms, starting with Timothy.”  
The Ballers made a plan to get Timothy away from his group. They passed 
him a note that said to meet in the library after school for a role-playing 
game. Timothy headed there when the last bell rang.  
The Ballers were waiting for him. Each had a basketball in their hands. 
They trapped him between two bookshelves and began to toss the 
basketballs at him.  
“Aaaah!” Timothy cried. “Oooof!” 
When the Bookworms found Timothy in the library, they began to pull 
books from the shelves to throw at the Ballers.  
“No, stop!” a girl shouted. This girl, whose name was Kiki, was the smallest, 
quietest kid in class. Everyone stopped when they heard her speak. “This is 
silly. Aren’t you all tired of fighting?” she asked. 
The Ballers shrugged. The Bookworms shrugged, too.  
Kiki said, “I love to read, but I also like to play basketball sometimes. Since 
the war, I can’t even go on the court.” 
“Yeah,” said a Baller, “and I like to read sometimes. But I can’t even get in 
the library to get a book.” 
“You’re right, Kiki,” Colton said. “This whole war thing is pretty silly. A lot 
more silly than my brother’s role-playing game.” 
“Do you really mean that?” Timothy asked. 
“Sure. I’ll even play with you today after school.” 
Timothy smiled. “And I’ll play basketball with you tomorrow.” 
“Great!” Colton said.  
The Ballers and the Bookworms all shook hands. They decided it was 
much better to be friends than enemies. Some Ballers promised to help 
the Bookworms improve at basketball. Some Bookworms swore to help 
the Ballers improve at reading.  
And that’s how peace came to Patterson Prep. Well, at least until next 
year. 
 

45.4.1

RL:	3.8
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The Battle between the Bookworms and the Ballers was the greatest fight 
Patterson Prep had ever seen. Tales would be told about this epic war for 
weeks. Younger siblings would be entertained by retellings, such as this 
one, for many months to come. 
It started simply, with a pair of step-brothers. Colton was a promising 
athlete and wanted to be a professional basketball player. By contrast, 
Timothy loved to read and write. He enjoyed making up role-playing 
stories for his friends to play. When Timothy’s father married Colton’s 
mother, both of the boys thought it would be awesome to have a brother 
their own age. It ended up being awful, rather than awesome. 
Colton wanted Timothy to play basketball with him every day after school, 
but Timothy refused. He wanted Colton to discuss his current role-playing 
story with him, but Colton wasn’t interested. Each boy felt hurt that the 
other didn’t want to engage with them in their hobby, so in just a few 
weeks, they grew to be fast enemies.  
One day after school, Colton proposed a plan to Timothy. “Play basketball 
with me now, and I’ll read your silly game after dinner,” he said.

Timothy was offended. “My game isn’t silly! I 
don’t want to play basketball, either.” 
“But I have to practice in order to be the 
best,” Colton reasoned. “And there’s no one 
else home right now.” 
“Perfect. It’ll be nice and quiet for me to 
begin writing my next fantasy adventure!” 
With that triumphant realization, Timothy

45.4.1

C

peace at 
Patterson
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went into the house and shut the door.  
Well, if Timothy wanted quiet, that was exactly what Colton wouldn’t give 
him. He headed to the back of the house and began to bounce his 
basketball against Timothy’s bedroom window. Thunk, thunk, thunk. 
Timothy couldn’t concentrate on his writing or reading. He got up and 
cranked open the window, and took a deep breath to yell at his step-
brother to stop.  
“Oooof!” Before Timothy could say a word, the basketball hit him hard in 
the stomach, knocking the wind out of him.  
Now maybe the fight wouldn’t have gotten so out of hand if not for what 
happened next. Colton began to laugh at Timothy, as he tried to get his 
breath back. This made Timothy so mad that he ran out of the house and 
chucked the basketball into the road. A big truck was rambling down the 
road and ran right over Colton’s basketball! 
Colton was crushed, and he wanted to crush Timothy. However, when he 
turned toward his step-brother, he saw that Timothy was already sprinting 
down the street.  
The next day at school, Colton gathered all of his athletic friends and told 
them what happened. They laughed and decided to play a trick on 
Timothy. When Timothy walked into class, Colton and the Ballers were 
throwing a basketball at each other, pretending to get the wind knocked 
out of them, just like Timothy. “Oooof!” they cried, when they caught the 
ball. Then they all broke out into laughter.  
Timothy was not amused, nor did he look humiliated. A big group of his 
friends, the Bookworms, came to stand behind him. “Oh, that doesn’t 
look like your ball, Colt,” Timothy said to his step-brother. “What 
happened to yours?” 
Colton grew furious. Timothy knew exactly what happened to his ball! The 
Bookworms laughed so hard at Timothy being sarcastic, so he must have 
told them what happened, too.  
For the rest of the week, Colton and Timothy recruited kids to their sides. 
The readers joined the Bookworms and the athletes joined the Ballers. 
During recess, each group took a zone. The Ballers wouldn’t let the 
Bookworms on the basketball court and the Bookworms wouldn’t let the 
Ballers in the library. The Ballers played pranks on the Bookworms, too, and 
the Bookworms embarrassed the Ballers in class.

45.4.1
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It was an all-out war between the fifth graders of Patterson Prep, and it 
only got worse as the school year went on. Rifts were created between 
former best friends. Even the teachers and coaches began to take sides! 
The battles between the groups were always pretty even. 
“There’s only one way to end this war,” Colton said one day. “We have to 
defeat the Bookworms, and that means taking down their leader.”  
The Ballers strategized a plan to get Timothy away from his group. They 
passed him a note in class that said to meet in the library after school for 
a fun role-playing game. Timothy was excited and headed right there 
when the last bell rang.  
The Ballers were waiting for him, each with a basketball in their hands. 
They trapped him between two bookshelves and began to toss their 
basketballs at him.  
“Aaaah!” Timothy cried. “Oooof!” 
The Bookworms had been looking for Timothy, and when they found him 
being bombarded with basketballs in the library, they began to pull books 
from the shelves to throw at the Ballers.  
“No, stop!” a girl shouted. This girl, whose name was Kiki, was the smallest 
kid in class, and also the quietest, so everyone stopped when they heard 
her speak. “This is silly and immature. Aren’t you all tired of fighting?” she 
asked. 
The Ballers shrugged. The Bookworms shrugged, too. Kiki said, “I love to 
read, but I also like to play basketball sometimes. Since the war, I haven’t 
been allowed on the court.” 
“Yeah,” said a Baller, “and I like to read sometimes, but I can’t even go in 
the library to get a book during recess.” 
“You’re right, Kiki,” Colton said. “This whole war thing is pretty silly. A lot 
more silly than my brother’s role-playing game.” 
“Do you really mean that?” Timothy asked. 
“Sure, and to prove it, I’ll play with you today after school.” 
Timothy’s face lit up with joy. “And I’ll play basketball with you tomorrow.” 
“Great!” Colton said. 

45.4.1
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The Ballers and the Bookworms all shook hands and decided it was much 
better to be friends than enemies. In fact, some Ballers promised to help 
the Bookworms improve at basketball, and some Bookworms swore to 
help the Ballers improve at reading.  
And that’s how peace came to Patterson Prep. Well, at least until next 
year. 
 
 

 

45.4.1
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Week #2
Fan Mail for Fuzz Head
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Guided Reading Notes

Guided Reading Guide

Read	#1:		
Check	for	
understanding	

Review	each	of	the	letters	to	the	wolf	and	how	it	relates	to	each	story.			
Ask	students	if	they	are	familiar	with	each	of	the	stories	and	with	the	characters	who	have	written	
the	letters	to	the	wolf.	
Identify	the	difference	between	letter	writer	(the	character	who	wrote	each	letter)	and	the	letter	
author	(the	author	who	wrote	all	four	of	the	letters	in	total).	

Read	#2:		
What’s	the	
GIST?

Students	will	look	at	the	letter	and	identify	the	features	of	a	letter.		
- Greeting	
- Paragraphs	
- Salutation	
What	is	the	purpose	of	the	different	paragraphs	of	the	letter?

Read	#3:		
Dive	deep	

1. Identify	the	perspective	and	the	point	of	view	of	from	each	letter	and	from	each	of	the	letter’s	
writers.			

2. What	does	each	letter	writer	think	about	the	wolf?	
3. How	do	the	authors	of	each	of	the	letters	use	details	from	the	story	to	craft	their	own	letters	to	

the	wolf?	
4. What	words	within	the	letters	are	used	to	highlight	the	letter	writers’	feelings	towards	the	

wolf?	

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

1.9 Point Of View 2.3 Text Features 3.1 Reading Familiar 
Words 4.1 Metacognition

Students can identify the 
point of view presented in 
the letter.  They can also 
identify the point of view that 
is missing. 

Identify the features of 
a letter that they see in 
the text.

Students will automatically 
read and understand 
words used in story

Students will reflect on 
strategies they used 
while reading that 
helped them understand 
the text. 

For	this	guided	reading	excerpt,	read	the	story:	“Dear	Mr.	Wolf”	3	times.	Choose	the	
version	that	best	suits	your	students’	reading	level.		There	are	three	reading	level	
options:

45.4.2
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Dear Fuzz Head, 
 
Peter said to call you Fuzz Head, so that’s what I’m doing. 
I wonder if you’ll get this message. I know that you went on 
the run after you tried to eat that little girl and her 
grandmother. I knew you were bad, but I didn’t know you 
were that bad.  
I can’t believe I’m writing to you, Fuzz Head. You see, the 
others that crossed your path and I have started a support 
group. It’s called Persons/Pigs Experiencing Wolf 
Encounters or PEWE for short. Writing to you is one of our 
assignments.  
I should be telling you that I forgive you, but I don’t know if 
I do. It’s been almost ten years, but I’m still upset about you 
eating my sheep. Those sheep were my friends. 
I know it’s my own fault, too. I shouldn’t have lied about 
seeing a wolf. I just felt that you were coming. I just knew 
danger was out there. I was trying to get people to believe 
me before you came. 

That still didn’t give you the right to eat my sheep! Or that 
girl and old lady. Were you just hungry? I would have given 
you some dog food if you were hungry, you know.  
Maybe I can forgive you one day, Fuzz Head. Maybe... 

From, 
 The Boy That’s Now a Man 

1

45.4.2
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Dear Mr. Wolf of the Forest, 
 
My name is Ruby. When I was young, I wore a red hooded 
coat. Yes, I was the little girl who you swallowed eight 
years ago. Yes, you also swallowed my grandmother. But 
don’t worry, we are both fine.  
We’re better than fine in fact! Granny made a lot of 
money after we crawled out of your belly. She made a 
fortune teaching classes on wolf survival. Now she lives in 
sunny Florida. I was so interested about your digestive 
system that I began to study science. I’m now taking lots 
of classes. I hope to get into a good college and become a 
doctor one day.  
So, I don’t hold a grudge or anything. Neither does 
Granny. You scared us, but we’re doing better than ever 
now. You’ve given us both a plan for life. So, thank you. 
However, I hope you don’t swallow anyone else. 
 
Our deepest thanks, 
Ruby and Granny

45.4.2
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RL:	3.1

45.4.2

A

Dear Wacky Wolfmeister,
 
You remember me, don’t you, Fuzzy Wuzzy? I’m the guy that 
beat the wickedest wolf of the West. You thought you’d come 
to Russia and that we’d be afraid of you. You quickly learned 
that you were wrong. At least, I hope you learned that. If not, I 
may have to teach you the lesson again. 
Haha! I’m only kidding, Fuzz Head (but don’t push your luck if 
you come out to see all of us). 
When we first began to meet at the PEWE support group, 
everyone said how afraid they were of you. But I was never 
afraid. You’re nothing but a silly dog, no matter how many 
ducks, sheep, or people you try to eat. 
I’m sorry you didn’t like the zoo I put you in. I figured since 
you would get fed often, without having to do any work. It’d be 
the perfect place for you. I also thought you’d like having 
everyone gasp and squeal when they saw you. I guess the 
zoo wasn’t your cup of tea, though. When we read in the 
paper that you escaped the zoo, I was the one sent to track 
you down. You weren’t hard to find. I just followed the trail of 
blown down houses.
Now you’ll be getting letters from us all. Enjoy them, and don’t 
forget to write back, Fuzz Head. We’re all looking forward to 
seeing you, so I hope you have enough wolf guts to visit us. 
Just remember, I’ll be on alert in case you try anything funny. 
                            
Your Greatest Arch Nemesis,
Peter



©
	M

ad
ly
	L
ea
rn
in
g	
20
21

3
RL:	3.1

45.4.2

A

 
Dear Wolfy, 
 
I hope you don’t mind if I call you Wolfy. How are you doing? 
Are the police still on your trail? 
I’m writing to send you a picture of the new inn that my 
brothers and I built. It was very uncool of you to blow down 
two of our houses. I’m sure you’ve realized that by now. 
However, we found out something good from it. We learned 
that the three of us work together well, at least when it 
comes to building.  
We have you to thank for that, Wolfy. Isn’t it funny how life 
turns out sometimes? So, from our piggy hearts thank you. 
We have also decided to forgive you for destroying our homes. 
To show you that we forgive you, we have a special invitation 
for you. We are offering you a free stay at our new place, 
called Oinkers. You can stay for a whole weekend. 
Please come, because we’d all love to see you. All means those of 
us that you hurt in the past. We have worked through our 
feelings of fear, and we need you to talk with us in order to 
heal more. Now is your chance to say sorry, Wolfy. I know you 
have it in you. Who knows how many friends you could make if 
you just changed your attitude? 
 
We hope to see you soon, 
The second little pig (and his bros) 
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B

Dear Fuzz Head, 
Peter said to call you Fuzz Head, so that’s what I’m writing here. 
I wonder if you’ll ever get this message. I know that you went on 
the run after you tried to eat that little girl and her grandmother a 
while ago. I knew you were bad, but I didn’t know you were that 
bad.  
I wouldn’t normally be writing to you, Fuzz Head. You see, the 
other unlucky souls that crossed your path and I have started a 
support group. It’s called Persons/Pigs Experiencing Wolf 
Encounters or PEWE for short. Writing to you is one of our 
assignments.  
I’m supposed to be telling you that I forgive you, but I don’t know 
if I do. It’s been almost ten years, but I’m still pretty sore about you 
eating my sheep. Those sheep were my childhood friends. 
I know it’s partly my own fault, too. I shouldn’t have lied about 
seeing a wolf, but the thing was: I knew you were coming. It may 
have just been my paranoia, but I don’t think it was that. I just 
knew danger was out there. I was trying to be preventative. You 
know when you just get that feeling? Do wolves get that feeling? 
Either way, that still didn’t give you the right to eat my sheep! Or 
that girl and old lady. Were you just hungry or something? I would 
have given you some dog food if you were hungry, you know.  
Maybe I can forgive you one day, Fuzz Head. Maybe… 

From, 
The Boy Now Grown Into a Man

Dear Mr. Wolf
45.4.2
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Dear Mr. Wolf of the Forest, 
 
My name is Ruby. You’d probably recognize me by my red 
hooded coat I had when I was young. Yes, I was the little girl 
who you swallowed eight years ago. Yes, you also swallowed my 
grandmother. But don’t worry, we are both fine.  
We’re better than fine in fact! Granny made a fortune 
teaching wolf survival classes after we crawled out of your 
belly. She now lives in a nice apartment in Florida. As for me, I 
was so interested about your digestive system that I began to 
study biology. I’m now taking advanced classes in the subject. I 
hope to get into a good college and become a gastroenterologist 
one day.  
So, you’ve probably guessed that I don’t hold a grudge or 
anything. Neither does Granny. Although what you put us 
through was pretty terrifying, we’re doing better than ever. 
You’ve given us both a purpose in life. For that, I thank you. 
However, I hope you haven’t made swallowing people a habit. 
 
Our deepest gratitude, 
Ruby and Granny 
 
 

RL:	3.7
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Dear Wacky Wolfmeister,
 
You remember me, dontcha, Fuzzy Wuzzy? I’m the guy that 
beat the wickedest wolf of the west. You thought you’d come 
to Russia and that we’d be easy to outsmart. You quickly 
learned that you were wrong. At least, I hope you learned that, 
because if not, I may have to teach you the lesson 
again. Haha! I’m only kidding, Fuzz Head (but don’t push your 
luck if you come out to see all of us). 
When we first began to meet at the PEWE support group, 
everyone expressed how afraid they were of you. But I was 
never afraid. You’re nothing but a mangy dog, no matter how 
many ducks, sheep, or people you try to eat. 
I’m sorry you didn’t like the zoo I put you in, you furry fiend. I 
figured since you would get fed often, without having to do 
any work, it’d be the perfect place for you. I also thought you’d 
get a kick out of having everyone gasp and squeal when they 
saw you. Apparently, the zoo wasn’t your cup of tea, though. 
When we read in the paper that you escaped the zoo, I was 
the one who volunteered to track you down. You weren’t hard 
to find: I just followed the trail of blown down houses.
Now you’ll be getting letters from us all. Enjoy, and don’t 
forget to write back, Fuzz Head. We’re all looking forward to 
seeing you, so hopefully you have enough wolf guts to show 
up. Just remember, I’ll be on alert in case you try anything 
funny. 
                            
Your Greatest Arch Nemesis,
Peter

RL:	3.7
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Dear Wolfy, 
 
I hope you don’t mind if I call you Wolfy. How are you doing? Are 
the police still on your trail? 
Anyway, I’m writing to send you a picture of the new bed and 
breakfast that my brothers and I built. It was totally uncool of 
you to blow down two of our houses. I’m sure you’ve realized that 
by now. However, we found a silver lining in the situation. It 
turns out that the three of us work together great, at least 
when it comes to building.  
We have you to thank for that, Wolfy. Isn’t it funny how life 
turns out sometimes? So, from the deepest part of our piggy 
hearts, we thank you. We have also decided to forgive you for 
your destruction. To show just how willing we are to put it past 
us, we have a special invitation for you. We are offering you a 
free stay at our new place, Oinkers, for a weekend. 
Please accept our invitation, as we’d all love to see you. All of us 
means those that you have harmed in the past. We have worked 
through our feelings of fear and sadness, and we need you to talk 
with us in order to take the next step in our healing journey. Now 
is your chance to apologize, Wolfy. I know you have it in you. Who 
knows how many friends you could make if you just changed your 
attitude? 
 
We hope to see you soon, 
The second little pig (and his bros)

RL:	3.7
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45.4.2

Dear Fuzz Head, 
Peter said to call you Fuzz Head, so that’s what I’m writing here. 
I wonder if you’ll ever receive this message since I know that you 
went on the run after you tried to eat that little girl and her 
grandmother a while ago. I knew you were malicious, but I didn’t 
know you were that malicious.  
I wouldn’t even be writing to you, Fuzz Head, but the other 
unlucky souls that crossed your path and I have started a support 
group. It’s called Persons/Pigs Experiencing Wolf Encounters or 
the anagram PEWE for short. Writing to you is one of the 
assignments in our path to healing.  
I’m supposed to be telling you that I forgive you, but I don’t 
know if I actually do. It’s been almost a decade, I know, but I’m 
still pretty distressed about you eating my sheep. Those sheep 
were sweet, innocent animals, and they were my childhood 
friends. 
I know it’s partly my own fault, too. I shouldn’t have lied about 
seeing a wolf, but the thing was: I knew you were coming. It may 
have just been my paranoia, but I think it was more of a 
premonition. I just sensed danger was out there, and I was trying 
to be preventative.  Can you relate to when you just get that 
feeling? Do wolves get that feeling? 
Either way, that still didn’t give you the right to consume my 
sheep! Or to gobble up that girl and old lady. Were you just 
famished or something? I would have given you some dog food 
if you were starving, you know. Perhaps I can forgive you one 
day, Fuzz Head. Perhaps... 
                         
From, 
The Boy Now Grown Into a Man

C
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Dear Mr. Wolf of the Forgotten Forest, 
 
My name is Ruby, and you’d probably recognize me by my red 
hooded coat I donned when I was a youngster. Yes, I was the 
little girl who you swallowed nearly eight years ago now. Yes, you 
also swallowed my genial grandmother. But don’t worry, we are 
both just splendid.  
We’re better than splendid in fact: we’re magnificent! Granny 
made a fortune teaching wolf survival classes after we managed 
to crawl out of your belly. She now resides in a penthouse 
apartment in Florida. As for me, I was so interested about your 
digestive system that I began to study biology. I’m now taking 
advanced classes in the subject. I hope to enrol in a prestigious 
college and become a gastroenterologist one day.  
So, you’ve probably realized that I don’t hold a grudge or 
anything, and neither does Granny. Although what you put us 
through was pretty traumatic, we’re doing better than ever. 
You’ve given us both a purpose in life. For that, I thank you, but I 
hope you haven’t made swallowing people a habit. 
 
Our deepest gratitude, 
Ruby and Granny 

RL:	4.4
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Dear Wacky Wolfmeister,
 
You remember me, dontcha, Fuzzy Wuzzy? I’m the clever guy 
that bested the wickedest wolf of the West. You thought you’d 
travel to Russia and easily outsmart us, but you quickly learned 
that you were incorrect. At least, I hope you learned that, 
because if not, I may have to give you a repeat lesson. 
Haha! I’m only joshing ya, Fuzz Head (but I wouldn’t push your 
luck if you come out to visit all of us). 
When we first commenced the PEWE support group, everyone 
expressed how terrified they initially were of you. But I was 
never terrified, or even a minuscule amount of scared. You’re 
nothing but a mangy canine, no matter how many ducks, sheep, 
or people you try to eat, you furry fiend. 
I’m sorry the zoo I put you in didn’t appeal to you. I figured since 
you would get fed frequently, without having to put in any effort, 
it’d be the ideal arrangement for you. I also figured you’d get a 
kick out of having everyone gasp and squeal when they saw 
you, but apparently, the zoo wasn’t your cup of tea. When we 
read in the paper that you escaped the zoo, I was the one who 
volunteered to track you down. You weren’t difficult to find: I just 
followed the trail of blown down houses.
Now you’ll be receiving letters from us all. Enjoy, and don’t 
neglect to write back, Fuzz Head. We’re all looking forward to 
seeing you, so hopefully you have enough wacky wolf guts to 
show up. Just remember, I’ll be on alert in case you try anything 
funny. 
                            
Your Greatest Arch Nemesis,

RL:	4.4
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Dear Wolfy, 
 
I hope you don’t mind if I call you Wolfy. How are you doing? 
Are the police still on your trail after all these years? 
Incidentally, I’m writing to send you a picture of the new bed 
and breakfast that my brothers and I constructed. It was 
absolutely uncool of you to blow down two of our houses and 
I’m certain you’ve realized that by now. However, we sought 
out and discovered a silver lining in the situation. It turns 
out that the three of us work amazingly well together, at 
least when it comes to construction.  
We have you to thank for that, Wolfy. Isn’t it funny how life 
turns out sometimes? So, from the deepest part of our piggy 
hearts, we thank you. 
We have also decided to forgive you for your destruction. To 
show just how willing we are to put it past us, we are offering 
you a free stay at our new place, Oinkers, for a weekend.  
Please accept our invitation, as we’d all love to see you. All of us 
refers to those that you have harmed in the past. We have 
worked through our feelings of fear and grief, and we need 
you to engage with us in order to take the next step in our 
healing journey. Now is your chance to apologize, Wolfy. Us 
piggies know you have it in you to repent. Who knows how many 
friends you could make if you just changed your aggressive 
attitude? 

We hope to see you soon, 
The second little pig (and his bros)

RL:	4.4

45.4.2

C



©
	M

ad
ly
	L
ea
rn
in
g	
20
21

Week #3
The Real Deal
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Guided Reading Notes

Guided Reading Guide

Read	#1:		
Check	for	
understanding	

The	teacher	will	listen	to	each	student	read	a	portion	of	the	text	out	loud	one	at	a	time.			
Record	observations	of	student	reading	behaviour	on	the	Guided	Reading	Tracking	Page.		
Students	will	identify	which	strategies	they	found	most	helpful	when	reading	that	helped	them	to	
better	understand	the	text.	

Read	#2:		
What’s	the	
GIST?

Students		will	look	at	the	plot	of	the	story	and	identify	what	genre	of	narrative	fiction	this	story	
represents.		They	will	use	clues	from	the	text	to	justify	their	decision.		

Read	#3:		
Dive	deep	

1. Students	will	identify	the	main	events	in	the	story.		
2. The	main	character	made	a	new	wish	everyday.		Do	you	agree	that	his	used	his	wishes	wisely.		
3. Students	will	put	themselves	in	the	main	characters	shoes	and	ask	themselves	if	they	were	the	

main	character	what	would	they	do	if	they	had	the	ability	to	wish	for	one	thing	a	day	and	it	
would	come	true?	

4. Should	the	main	character	have	told	his	brothers	about	the	phone?

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

1.6 Extending 
Understanding 2.2 Text Patterns 3.1 Reading Familiar 

Words 4.1 Metacognition

Students will identify with the 
main character and make 
decisions on what they 
would ask for if they were in 
the main characters shoes. 

Students will identify the 
text form and genre of 
this story and justify their 
decisions. 

Students will automatically 
read and understand 
words used in story

Students will reflect on 
strategies they used 
while reading that 
helped them understand 
the text. 

For	this	guided	reading	excerpt,	read	the	story:	“The	Real	Deal”	3	times.	Choose	the	
version	that	best	suits	your	students’	reading	level.		There	are	three	reading	level	
options:

45.4.3
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45.4.3

Most teens feel like they don’t fit in with others, but I really didn’t. There were 
lots of wealthy kids at my high school. They wore expensive clothes and had 
many video games. I was not like them.  
I walked around in scruffy sneakers that used to belong to my older brothers. 
I also wore ripped, stained shirts. It was embarrassing. 
After school one day, I went to the janitor’s closet.  
“Hey, Dad,” I said, when I spotted my father. His job at the private school 
was the reason that my brothers and I went there for free. 
“Well, hey there, Eric,” he said. “How was your day?” 
“Good. But do you think I could get some new sneakers soon? These are all 
torn up and so small they hurt my feet.” 
My dad looked at me sadly, and I felt terrible that I asked the question. I 
knew we didn’t have the money for new sneakers.  
“Never mind,” I said, turning away. “I’m gonna walk home.” 
“But I thought your feet hurt,” my dad said.  
They did, but I didn’t want to wait for him to finish cleaning before he could 
give me a ride home.  
It was the best decision I ever made, because I stumbled into some treasure 
on the way home. Well, it was like treasure to me. 
Laying in the ditch on the side of the road was a brand new A-phone. I 
picked it up and pressed the button to turn it on. The screen said: Hi Eric.  
What do you know? The owner of the phone must have been called Eric just 
like me.  
I mean you, Eric. 
I nearly dropped the phone again, I was so surprised. Did this A-phone just 
read my mind? 
Yes, I did, said the screen in bold letters. 
I stared down at it for a few seconds, shocked. Was I dreaming or 
something?
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The phone asked, What do you want? 
Well, of course I wanted a lot of things.  
One thing each day, read the A-phone. Is it a deal? 
I looked around and stamped on the ground. Everything seemed real, so I 
don’t think I was dreaming. I glanced down at the phone again. 
You will get one thing you want each day.  
“Okay,” I said out loud. “It’s a deal.” What did I have to lose, anyway? 
The phone didn’t answer my thoughts this time. Okay, this was creepy, 
but also really cool! It said I could get one thing each day, and I had to 
test it out.  
“I’d like a new pair of sneakers, then—expensive ones,” I said. 
Nothing happened. No new shoes appeared on my feet, which was I had 
expected.  
Well, it was worth a try, I thought. I put the phone in my pocket and 
walked the rest of the way home.  
When I got to my bedroom, I stopped short. There was a box on my bed. 
A shoe box.  
My wish for expensive new sneakers had come true! They were exactly 
the ones I had wanted.  
The next day, I told the phone I wanted a new, brand name shirt. I 
spotted it on my bed the moment I walked out of the shower. I was better 
dressed that day for school than I had ever been. I asked for a new pair 
of jeans on the following day, and they appeared, too. I couldn’t believe 
my luck in finding the A-phone.  
Over the next couple weeks, I asked for more clothes and a nice watch, 
but also for our house to get fixed up. Our kitchen oven worked again 
and the steps up to the front door were repaired. I asked for our electric 
bill to be paid, and for my dad to be free of back pain. 
All of these new things caused my brothers to grow suspicious. Finally, they 
confronted me one day after school. Before I could stop them, they held 
my arms and found the A-phone.  
“Whose is this?” Brandon asked. 
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“Mine,” I told them.  
“Yeah, right,” said my other brother, Kevin. “Tell us the truth.” 
“It’s a magical phone and it gives me whatever I ask for.” 
“Yeah, right,” was the answer I got again. The A-phone was lifted high 
and I began to freak out. My brother looked like he was going to throw it! 
“Don’t break it! I’m telling the truth,” I said. 
“Prove it.” Brandon handed me back the A-phone and I nodded. I hadn’t 
asked for anything that day, yet, as I had been thinking about it.  
“Okay, I want a delicious pizza for dinner,” I said. 
“Well, where is it?” asked Kevin.  
“Let’s check the kitchen.” 
Sure enough, there was a steaming hot pizza on the counter, waiting for 
our hungry bellies. 
“Awesome!” Brandon cried. He grabbed the phone from me. “I want a 
new car—a Mustang convertible with gold rims! And a motorcycle.” 
“No, you can only—” 
“And I want a big screen tv!” Kevin said. “And a million dollars!” 
“A trillion!” Brandon amended.   
“No!” I shouted, but it was too late. The expensive sneakers on my feet 
disappeared, and the brand name shirt and jeans were gone in a 
second. I was left standing in my underwear. 
“What did you do?” I screamed, snatching back the A-phone. I punched 
the button. “A-phone, hello? Speak to me!” 
I stared down at the blank screen until a set of words finally appeared: 
The deal is off.  
No, no, I thought, breathing faster. 
“Hey, Eric, where’d the pizza go? I’m hungry!” Brandon whined. 
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Most teenagers feel like they don’t fit in with their peers, but I actually 
didn’t. Many wealthy students attended my high school. They were 
privileged kids who wore expensive, brand name clothes and had every 
video game console that had ever been invented. I was not one of them.  
It was embarrassing to walk around in ripped shirts and scruffy sneakers 
that had already been worn out by my older brothers. 
After school one day, I found my way to the janitorial closet.  
“Hey, Dad,” I said, when I spotted my father holding a bucket and mop. 
His job at the private academy was the reason that my brothers and I 
went there for free. 
“Well, hey there, Eric,” he said. “How was your day?” 
“Good. But do you think it’s possible for me to get some new sneakers 
soon? These ones are all torn up and so small they hurt my feet.” 
My dad looked at me sadly, and then I felt terrible for having asked the 
question. I knew we didn’t have the money for new sneakers.  
“Never mind,” I said. “I’m gonna walk home.” 
“But I thought your feet hurt,” he said. They did, but I didn’t want to wait for 
him to finish cleaning before he could give me a ride home.  
It was quite fortunate that I made the decision to walk, because I 
happened upon some treasure on the way home. At least, it resembled 
treasure for me.  
Laying in the shallow ditch on the side of the road was a brand new A-
phone, clean and shining in the sun. I scooped it up and pressed the 
button to turn it on. The screen blinked to life and said: Hi Eric.  
What a coincidence. The owner of the phone must have been called Eric 
just like me.  
I mean you, Eric. 
I nearly dropped the phone again, I was so surprised. Did this A-phone just 
read my mind somehow?
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That’s exactly what I did, said the screen. 
I stared down at it for a few seconds, my jaw hanging open. 
New words appeared on the screen: What do you want? 
Well, of course, I wanted a lot of things, just like most people.  
One thing each day, read the A-phone. Do we have a deal, Eric? 
I swiveled around to see my surroundings, then stamped my scruffy 
sneakers on the ground. Everything seemed quite real, so I didn’t believe I 
was dreaming. Cautiously, I glanced down at the phone again. 
You will get one thing you want each day.  
“Okay, I’ll play along,” I said out loud, “it’s a deal.” I honestly didn’t have 
much to lose, anyway. 
The phone offered no response to my thoughts this time. Well, this was 
creepy, but also really awesome! Since it said I could get one thing each 
day, I felt compelled to test it out.  
“I’d like a new pair of sneakers, then—expensive, impressive ones,” I said. 
Nothing happened. No new shoes materialized on my feet as I had 
expected.  
Well, it was worth a try, I supposed. I shoved the phone in my pocket and 
ambled the rest of the way home.  
When I entered my bedroom, I halted abruptly. There was a brightly-
coloured box on my bed—a shoe box.  
My wish for costly, trendy new sneakers had come true and they were 
exactly the ones I preferred! 
The next day, I proposed to the A-phone that it would please me to have 
a new, fashionable shirt. I spotted it on my bed the moment I emerged 
from the shower. I was better dressed that day for school than I had ever 
been and made quite an impression on my classmates. I asked for a new 
pair of jeans the following day, and they appeared, too. I couldn’t 
imagine how lucky I had been in discovering the A-phone. 
Over the next couple weeks, I received more clothes and a nice watch, 
but I also asked for our house to get fixed up. Our kitchen oven 
mysteriously worked again, and the steps up to the front door were 
repaired. In addition, I asked for our electric bill to be paid, and for my 
dad to be free of back pain.
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All of this new fortune caused my brothers to become suspicious, and they 
finally confronted me one day after school. Before I could stop them, they 
held my arms behind my back and found the A-phone.  
“Whose is this?” Brandon wondered.  
“Mine,” I said, struggling to get free. 
“Yeah, right,” said my other brother, Kevin. “Tell us the truth.” 
“It’s a magical phone and it gives me whatever I ask for.” 
“Yeah, right,” was the answer I got again. The A-phone was lifted high and I 
began to freak out. My brother looked like he was going to throw it! 
“Don’t break it! I’m telling the truth,” I said. 
“Prove it, then.” Brandon handed me back the A-phone and I nodded. I 
hadn’t yet asked for anything that day, because I had been thinking about 
what I wanted next.  
“Okay, I want a delicious pizza for dinner,” I said. 
“Well, where is it?” asked Kevin.   
“Let’s check the kitchen.” 
Sure enough, there was a steaming hot pizza on the counter, waiting for our 
hungry bellies. 
“Awesome!” Brandon cried. He yanked the phone from my hand. “I want a 
new car—a Mustang convertible with gold rims—and a motorcycle, too.” 
I put my hand out to stop him from making anymore wishes. “No, you can 
only—” 
“And I want a big screen tv!” Kevin said. “And a million dollars!” 
“A trillion!” Brandon amended.  
“No!” I shouted, but it was too late. The expensive sneakers on my feet 
vanished, and the brand name shirt and jeans were gone in a second. I was 
left standing in my underwear. 
“What did you do?” I screamed at my brothers, snatching back the A-
phone. I jabbed the  button with my fingertip. “A-phone, hello? Speak to 
me!” 
I stared down at the blank screen until a set of words that gave me a cold 
chill finally appeared: The deal is off.  
My breaths started to come a lot faster. 
“Hey, Eric, where’d the pizza go? I’m hungry!” Brandon whined. 
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Most teenagers don’t think they fit in with their peers, but I actually didn’t. My 
high school was crammed full of privileged kids who wore expensive, brand 
name clothes and had every video game console that had ever been 
invented. I was not one of them.  
It was embarrassing to walk around in sneakers that had been passed down 
through both of my older brothers, especially when every other student had 
the newest designs on their feet.  
After school one day, I found my way to the janitorial closet.  
“Hey, Dad,” I said, when I spotted my father getting the buckets and mops out 
of an old locker. His job at the prestigious private academy was the reason that 
my brothers and I went there for free. 
“Well, hey there, Eric,” he said. “How was your day?” 
“Fine, but do you think it’s possible for me to get some new sneakers soon? 
These ones are scuffed, torn up, and so small they hurt my feet.” 
My dad looked at me sorrowfully, and then I felt terrible for having broached 
the subject. I well knew that we didn’t possess the money for anything new, let 
alone sneakers.  
“Never mind, sorry” I said. “I’m gonna walk home.” 
“But I thought your feet hurt,” he reminded me.  
They did, but I didn’t feel like waiting for him to finish cleaning the academy 
before he would be available to give me a ride home.  
It was quite fortunate that I opted to walk, since the circumstance led me to 
stumble upon some treasure on the way home. At least, it resembled treasure 
for me.  
Laying in the shallow ditch on the side of the road was a brand new A-phone, 
sparkling and shining in the afternoon sun. I squatted down, scooped it up, and 
pressed the button to turn it on. The screen blinked to life and said: Hi Eric.  
What a strange coincidence. The owner of the phone must also have been 
named Eric, like me.  
I mean you, Eric. 
I nearly dropped the phone back into the ditch, I was so surprised at the text. 
Did this A-phone just use telepathy to read my mind somehow?
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That’s exactly what I did, said the screen. 
I gawked down at it for a few seconds, my jaw hanging slack. 
New words appeared on the screen: What do you want? 
Well, of course, I wanted a lot of things, just like most people.  
One thing each day, read the A-phone. Do we have a deal, Eric? 
I swiveled around to peer at my surroundings, then stamped my scruffy 
sneakers on the ground to be certain it was solid. Everything seemed quite 
real, so I couldn’t fathom that I was dreaming. Cautiously, I glanced down 
at the phone again. 
You will be the recipient of one thing you want each day.  
“Okay, I’ll acquiesce and play along,” I said out loud, “it’s a deal.” I 
honestly didn’t have much to lose, anyway. 
The phone offered no response to my thoughts this time. Well, this was 
creepy, but also really awesome! Since it said I would receive one thing 
each day, I felt compelled to test it out.  
“I’d like a new pair of sneakers, then—expensive, impressive ones,” I said. 
Nothing happened. No new shoes materialized on my feet as I had 
expected.  
Well, it was worth a try, I supposed. I shoved the phone in my jacket pocket 
and ambled the rest of the way home.  
Upon entering my bedroom, I halted abruptly. There was a brightly-
coloured box on my bed—a shoe box.  
My wish for trendy new sneakers had come true and they were exactly to 
my preference. 
The following day, I proposed to the A-phone that it would please me to 
have a new, fashionable shirt. I miraculously spotted just that item on my 
bed the moment I emerged from the shower. I was better dressed that day 
for school than I had ever been and made quite an impression on my 
classmates. Consecutively, I asked for a new pair of jeans, and they 
appeared, too. I couldn’t imagine how lucky I’d been in discovering the A-
phone.  
Over the next few weeks, I received more clothes, and I also asked for some 
house repairs. Our kitchen oven mysteriously worked again, and the steps 
up to the front door instantly became sturdy. In addition, I asked for our 
electric bill to be paid, and for my dad to be free of back pain.  
All of this new fortune caused my elder brothers to become suspicious, and 
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they finally confronted me one day. Before I could react, they held my arms 
behind my back and found the A-phone.  
“Whose is this?” Brandon wondered.  
“Mine,” I said, struggling to get free. 
“Yeah, right,” said Kevin. “Tell us the truth.” 
“It’s a magical phone and it gives me whatever I ask for.” 
“Yeah, right,” was the answer I was gifted again. Brandon held the A-phone 
aloft, appearing ready to slam it down to the ground. 
“Don’t break it, please, I’m telling the truth,” I pleaded. 
“Prove it, then,” Brandon huffed, shoving the A-phone toward me. I hadn’t 
yet asked for anything that particular day, because I had been mulling over 
what I wanted next.  
“I want a delicious pizza for dinner,” I said, as my stomach rumbled at the 
concept. 
“Well, where is it?” inquired Kevin.   
“Let’s check the kitchen.” 
Sure enough, a steaming hot pizza was propped on the counter, awaiting 
our hungry bellies. 
Brandon shrieked with glee and yanked the phone away from me. “I want a 
new vehicle—a Mustang convertible with gold rims—and a motorcycle, 
too.” 
I pressed my hand forward to stop him from making anymore wishes. “No, 
you can only—” 
“And I want a big screen television,” Kevin said, “and a million dollars!” 
“A trillion!” Brandon amended.  
“No!” I shouted, but it was too late. The expensive sneakers on my feet 
vanished, along with the stylish shirt and jeans, leaving me standing in my 
underwear. 
I screamed in frustration at my brothers, and snatched back the A-phone. I 
jabbed the  button with my fingertip. “A-phone, hello? Speak to me!” 
I stared down at the blank screen until a set of words that gave me a cold 
chill finally emerged before my sight: The deal is off.  
My breaths started to come a lot faster. 
“Hey, Eric, where’d the pizza go? I’m hungry!” Brandon whined. 
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Guided Reading Notes

Guided Reading Guide

Read	#1:		
Check	for	
understanding	

Students	will	read	the	text	and	the	teacher	will	listen	to	each	student	read	a	portion	of	the	text	one	
at	a	time.			
Record	observations	of	student	reading	behaviour	on	the	Guided	Reading	Text	Based	Assessment	
Page.		
Ask	students	to	identify	the	strategies	that	they	found	most	helpful	when	comprehending	the	text.	

Read	#2:		
What’s	the	
GIST?

This	story	is	all	about	understanding	a	metaphor.		Identify	what	is	a	metaphor?	
“A	figure	of	speech	that	is	used	to	make	a	comparison	between	two	things	that	are	not	alike	but	do	
have	things	in	common.”		
Have	students	identify	how	the	life	cycle	of	a	tree	is	used	to	show	people	that	‘life	is	short’		
How	does	the	author	explain	this	metaphor	throughout	the	story?	

Can	you	think	of	other	metaphors.	“This	classroom	is	a	zoo”	“Those	computers	are	dinosaurs”	
“Patrick	is	a	chicken”	“Life	is	a	rollercoaster”

Read	#3:		
Dive	deep	

Students	should	re-read	the	text	and	annotate	it	when	they	find	important	details	contributing	to	
the	main	plot	of	the	story.	
Students	will	identify	the	lesson	of	the	story	and	how	the	main	character	learned	the	story.	

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

1.6 Extending 
Understanding 2.4 Elements of Style 3.1 Reading Familiar 

Words 4.1 Metacognition

Students will identify with the 
main character and make 
decisions on what they 
would ask for if they were in 
the main characters shoes. 

Students will identify the 
text form and genre of 
this story and justify their 
decisions. 

Students will automatically 
read and understand 
words used in story

Students will reflect on 
strategies they used 
while reading that 
helped them understand 
the text. 

For	this	guided	reading	excerpt,	read	the	story:	“The	Sight	of	the	Sakura”	3	times.	
Choose	the	version	that	best	suits	your	students’	reading	level.		There	are	three	
reading	level	options:
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“We are starting to fly lower. Please put your seat back up and put any 
luggage under the seat in front of you.” 
“Takai, did you hear that?” Mr. Shoda asked. 
Takai wasn’t listening to the flight attendant or his father. He was busy 
playing his handheld video game system. 
“Time to turn that off.” Mr. Shoda reached over and pressed a button on 
Takai’s game. The screen went black. 
“Dad! What are you doing?” Takai shouted. His heart began to race. He had 
been getting mad so quickly lately. Sometimes he would get so mad that he 
wanted to punch someone.  
Mr. Shoda frowned at him. “Calm down, son,” he said. “The plane is going to 
be landing soon.” 
Takai tried to relax. By the time the plane landed at the airport in Japan, he 
was no longer angry, just grumpy. 
“I can’t wait for you to meet your cousins,” Mr. Shoda said. “And see the 
cherry blossoms.”

1

the sight of the 
sakura

“I can,” Takai muttered. “I didn’t even 
want to come on this long trip to look at 
a bunch of dumb flowers.” 
Mr. Shoda spotted his sister and her 
children. He dragged Takai over to them.  
“Meet my son, Takai!” he said as he
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greeted his family members. A girl about Takai’s age stuck out her hand.  
“I’m Chiyo,” she said. “Nice to meet you.” 
 Takai shook her hand and followed her out of the airport after his father 
had gotten their suitcases.  
“We’ll drop your things off at the apartment. Then, we’ll head out to have 
dinner under the cherry blossoms,” his aunt said. “Is that alright with you 
two?” 
Takai shrugged. He just wanted to go back home to America.  
The minute he stepped into his aunt’s apartment, he felt very tired. The 
last thing he wanted to do was go back out for dinner.  
Mr. Shoda scolded his son. “We’re going to go and enjoy ourselves, Takai. 
Be polite to your family.” 
Takai moved slowly as they headed down the sidewalk. Chiyo dropped 
back behind her mother and siblings to chat with him.  
“Do you know about the cherry blossoms?” Chiyo asked.  
Takai sighed. He didn’t feel like talking. “Just that the flowers bloom for 
only two weeks each year,” he said. 
“That’s right,” Chiyo said. “And the blossoms are like human life.” 
“How so? They’re just flowers.” 
Chiyo stopped walking, and so did Takai. “The cherry blossoms, which we 
call the sakura, bloom each year. It is a lovely sight. But they only last for a 
short time. This reminds us how quick life can be.” 
Takai tried his best not to roll his eyes. Chiyo sounded like some sort of silly 
poet. He wasn’t interested in flowers. 
His cousin began to walk again, as she talked about the sakura. “In the 
past in Japan, the samurai warriors’ lives could be as short as the sakura.” 
Samurai, Takai thought. They were interesting. 
“Later,” Chiyo added, “the kamikaze pilots painted sakura on their planes. 
This inspired them to live well before dying so young in battle.” 
Takai nodded. The samurai warriors and kamikaze pilots were like

the sight of the  sakura
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characters in his video games. They died for a reason. But they had been 
real people, and they didn’t come back to life. Since he knew the story, 
Takai wanted to see the cherry blossoms now. 
In front of him, Takai’s aunt and father turned the corner. They smiled 
widely. 
Then, Takai turned the corner and spotted the sakura. A courtyard had 
many blooming trees. On the ends of the branches were lots of pink 
petals. They seemed fragile and strong at the same time. They were 
beautiful.  
A sense of peace came over Takai then. The anger left him as he took in 
the sight of the sakura. He finally smiled. 
These blossoms would not last long, he knew. But they wanted to make a 
statement for the short amount of time that they bloomed. 
Chiyo and her family were heading for the tables under the trees. Takai 
and his father held back.  
Mr. Shoda looked down at his son. Takai did something that he hadn’t 
done in many years. He gave his father a hug.  
“Well,” Mr. Shoda said, laughing a little. “I guess the sakura had the same 
effect on me that they’ve had on you.” 
Takai didn’t answer. He couldn’t explain what he was feeling. He had just 
realized that life was too short to be angry all the time. He now wanted to 
live like the sakura. He would make a beautiful statement while he lived. 
He would inspire others to live the same.  
“Okay Takai,” Mr. Shoda said. “We have plenty of time to enjoy the 
blooms while we’re here. For now, let’s go eat.” 
 
 
 

45.4.4

the sight of the  sakura

A



©
	M

ad
ly
	L
ea
rn
in
g	
20
21

RL:	4.1

“We are beginning to fly lower. Please put your seat back in its upright 
position and stow any luggage under the seat in front of you.” 
“Takai, did you hear that?” Mr. Shoda asked. 
Takai wasn’t listening to the flight attendant or his father. He was hunched 
over his handheld video game system, thumbs punching at the keys. 
“Time to turn that off.” Mr. Shoda reached over and pressed a button on 
Takai’s game. The screen went black. 
“Dad! What are you doing?” Takai spat. His blood began to boil and his 
heart began to race. This sudden onset of anger had been happening to 
him more often lately. He would get so mad that he wanted to punch and 
kick someone.  
Mr. Shoda frowned at him. “Calm down, son,” he said. “The plane is going to 
be landing soon.” 
Takai tried to relax as he tossed his handheld game into his bag. By the time 
the plane landed at the airport in Japan, his anger had turned into 
crankiness. 
“I can’t wait for you to meet your cousins,” Mr. Shoda said. “And see the 
cherry blossoms.”

1

“I can,” Takai muttered. “I didn’t even 
want to come on this long trip to look at 
a bunch of dumb flowers.” 
Mr. Shoda didn’t respond, because he 
had spotted his sister and her children. 
He dragged Takai over to them. 
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“Meet my son, Takai!” he said as he greeted his family members. A girl 
about Takai’s age stuck out her hand.  
“I’m Chiyo,” she said. “Nice to meet you.” 
Takai shook her hand and followed her out of the airport after his father 
had retrieved their suitcases.  
“We’ll drop your things off at the apartment, and then head out to have 
dinner under the sakura,” his aunt said. “Is that alright with you two?” 
Takai shrugged. He just wanted this trip to be over already so he could go 
back home to America.  
The jet lag must have caught up with him because the minute he 
stepped into his aunt’s apartment, he felt very tired. The last thing he 
wanted to do was go back out for dinner.  
Mr. Shoda scolded his son. “We’re going to go and enjoy ourselves, Takai. 
Be polite to your family.” 
Takai shuffled his feet as they headed down the sidewalk. Chiyo dropped 
back behind her mother and siblings to chat with him.  
“Do you know about the cherry blossoms?” Chiyo asked.  
Takai sighed. He didn’t feel like talking. “Just that the flowers bloom for 
only two weeks each year,” he mumbled. 
“That’s right,” Chiyo said. “And the blossoms represent human life.” 
“How so? They’re just flowers.” 
Chiyo stopped walking, and so did Takai. “The cherry blossoms, which we 
call the sakura, bloom each year. It is a lovely sight. But their blooming 
season only lasts for a short time. This reminds us how quick life can be for 
human beings.” 
Takai tried his best not to roll his eyes. Chiyo sounded like some sort of silly 
poet. He wasn’t interested in flowers no matter what they represented.  
His cousin began to walk again, and continued to talk about the sakura. 
“During feudal Japan, the samurai warriors’ lives could be as short as 
cherry blossoms.” 
Samurai, Takai thought. Now this was getting more interesting.
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“Later,” Chiyo added, “the kamikaze pilots used the image of the sakura 
on their planes. This inspired them to live as powerfully as they could 
before dying so young in battle.” 
Takai swallowed and nodded. He wasn’t sure how to respond. The 
samurai warriors and kamikaze pilots were like characters in his video 
games. They died for a cause. Only, they had been real people, and they 
didn’t come back to life. Takai was starting to look forward to seeing the 
cherry blossoms, now that he knew their importance to the Japanese 
people.  
In front of him, Takai’s aunt and father turned the corner and exclaimed 
at what they saw. Takai put a blank expression on his face as he followed 
them, but he couldn’t make it stay there. 
He was entranced the moment that he spotted the sakura. A whole 
courtyard was crowded with the blooming trees. On the ends of the 
branches, dozens of pink petals sprouted. They seemed delicate and 
strong at the same time. They were beautiful.  
A sense of peace came over Takai then. It was a feeling he’d never had 
before, and certainly not in recent times. The anger left him and his whole 
body relaxed as he took in the sight of the sakura. These blossoms would 
not last long, he knew. But they seemed determined to make a statement 
for the short amount of time that they bloomed. 
Chiyo and her mother and siblings were heading for the tables that were 
under the cherry blossom trees. Takai and his father held back.  
Mr. Shoda looked down at his son and Takai did something that he hadn’t 
done in many years. He gave his father a hug.  
“Well,” Mr. Shoda said, laughing a little. “I guess the sakura had the same 
effect on me that they’ve had on you.” 
Takai didn’t answer. He couldn’t explain what he was feeling, actually. He 
had just realized that life was too short to be angry and cranky all the 
time. He would take a lesson from the sakura. Like them, he would make 
a bold, beautiful statement while he lived, and inspire others to live their 
lives to the fullest, too.  
“Okay Takai,” Mr. Shoda said. “We have plenty of time to enjoy the 
blooms while we’re here. For now, let’s go eat.”
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“We are beginning our descent. Please put your seat back in its upright 
position and stow any luggage under the seat in front of you.” 
“Takai, did you hear that?” Mr. Shoda asked. 
Takai wasn’t listening—not to the flight attendant or his father. He was 
hunched over his handheld video game system, thumbs flying rapidly on the 
keys. 
“Time to turn that off.” Mr. Shoda reached over and pressed a button on 
Takai’s game to make the screen go black. 
“Dad! What are you doing?” Takai spat. Takai’s blood began to boil and his 
heart began to race. This sudden swelling of extreme anger had been 
occurring more often lately. He would get so furious that he felt the urge to 
punch and kick someone.  
Mr. Shoda frowned at him disappointedly. “Calm down, son,” he said. “The 
plane is going to be landing soon.” 
Takai tried to relax his muscles as he tossed his handheld game system into 
his bag. By the time the plane landed at the airport in Japan, his rage had 
morphed into crankiness. 

1

“I can’t wait for you to meet your 
cousins,” Mr. Shoda said. “And see the 
cherry blossoms.” 
“I can,” Takai muttered grumpily. “I 
didn’t even want to come on this 
lengthy trip just to look at a bunch of 
dumb flowers.”
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Mr. Shoda tensed, but didn’t respond, because he had spotted his sister 
and her children. He dragged a reluctant Takai over to them.  
“Meet my son, Takai!” he said happily as he greeted his family members. 
A girl about Takai’s age stuck out her hand.  
“I’m Chiyo,” she said. “Nice to meet you.” 
Begrudgingly, Takai shook her hand and followed her out of the airport 
after his father had retrieved their suitcases.  
“We’ll drop your things off at the apartment, and then head out to have 
dinner under the sakura,” his aunt was explaining. “Is that alright with you 
two?” 
Takai shrugged. He didn’t care either way and just wanted this trip to be 
over already so he could go back home to America.  
The jet lag must have caught up with him because the minute he 
stepped into his aunt’s apartment, he felt overwhelmed with fatigue. The 
last thing he wanted to do was go back out for dinner.  
Mr. Shoda scolded his son. “We’re going to go and enjoy ourselves, Takai. 
Be polite to your family.” 
Takai shuffled his feet as they headed down the sidewalk. Chiyo dropped 
back behind her mother and siblings to chat with him.  
“Do you know about the metaphor of the sakura?” Chiyo asked.  
Metaphor? Takai sighed, not really feeling like chatting. “I just know that 
the flowers bloom for only two weeks each year,” he mumbled. 
“That’s right,” Chiyo said. “And the cherry blossoms are representative of 
human life.” 
Takai scoffed. “How so? They’re just flowers.” 
Chiyo stopped walking, so Takai halted as well. “When the cherry 
blossoms, the sakura, bloom each year, it is a breathtaking and powerful 
sight. But their blooming season only lasts for a short time, which reminds 
us how quick mortality can come to human beings.” 
Standing awkwardly on the sidewalk, Takai tried his best not to roll his 
eyes. Chiyo sounded like some sort of lame poet or new age hipster. He 
wasn’t interested in flowers, anyway, no matter what they represented. 
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His cousin began to walk again, continuing her explanation of the sakura. 
“During feudal Japan, the samurai warriors’ lives could be as fleeting as 
the sakura blooms. In fact, it was said that a fallen cherry petal 
symbolized the short lives of the samurai.” 
Samurai, Takai thought. Now this was getting more interesting. 
“Later,” Chiyo added, “the kamikaze pilots used the image of the sakura 
on their planes to inspire them to live as powerfully as they could before 
dying so young in battle.” 
Takai swallowed and nodded, not sure how to respond. The samurai 
warriors and kamikaze pilots were like characters in his video games: 
dying for a cause. Only, they had been real people, and they didn’t get 
resurrected. Despite himself, he was growing more intrigued to see the 
cherry blossoms, now that he knew their significance to the Japanese 
people.  
It was then that his aunt and father turned the corner and exclaimed at 
what they saw. Takai put a blank expression on his face as he followed 
them, but he couldn’t make it stay there. 
He was entranced the moment that he laid eyes on the sakura. A whole 
courtyard was flooded with the blooming trees. On the ends of the 
branches, dozens of pink petals sprouted. They seemed delicate and 
strong at the same time, and they were beautiful.  
A sense of peace and calm came over Takai then. It was a feeling he’d 
never had before, and certainly not in recent times. The anger and 
resentment seemed to flee and his whole body relaxed as he took in the 
sight of the sakura. These blossoms would not last long, he knew, but they 
seemed determined to make a statement for the short amount of time 
that they bloomed. 
Chiyo and her mother and siblings were heading for the tables that were 
under the cherry blossom trees, while Takai and his father held back.  
Mr. Shoda looked down at his son and Takai did something that he hadn’t 
done in several years. He gave his father a hug.  
“Well,” Mr. Shoda said, laughing a little. “I guess the sakura had the same 
effect on me that they’ve had on you.” 
Takai didn’t answer because he was feeling rather choked up. He
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couldn’t explain what he was feeling, actually. He had just realized that 
life was too short to be angry and cranky all the time. He was resolved to 
take a lesson from the sakura: to make a bold, beautiful statement while 
he lived, and to inspire others to live their lives to the fullest as well.  
“Okay Takai,” Mr. Shoda said. “We have plenty of time to enjoy the 
blooms while we’re here. For now, let’s go eat.” 
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