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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 
classrooms.  

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 uses 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 teacher 
chooses to meet each classroom learning goal.   

• 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 the story 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 lessons 

that correspond with each reading, along with all of the other 
activities that may be needed to support your language arts 

program.  



Reading Conversion Chart

IL Level AGE Grade DRA F&P Lexile
AA 

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

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

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

C 
5.5-6.9 11-12 5-6 50-60 T+ 850-950

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

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

For each reading provided, there are three versions. The three 
versions represent three different levels. Each text is colour coded, 

and the specific label is identified by both colour and letter

Level 
AA

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

Level 
A

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

Level 
B

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

appropriate for students at this level. 

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 students’ reading levels by using a standardized reading assessment 
such as DRA or CASI. You can also informally assess the students’ reading 
levels by having them read one of the three sample texts and assign a level 
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 that details which groups you will 
meet with on which days. Schedule 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 so you can spend more time focusing on 
comprehension, if needed.

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 in to each 
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 about each student’s 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 
• 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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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: ____________________________ 
_______________________________________ 



December Guided 
Reading Texts

A - Grade 3 to 4

B - Grade 4 to 5

AA - Grade 2-3

C - Grade 5 to 6



Week #1
Pink Party Invitation
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The Pink Party Invitation

ARL: 3.6

 It was raining hard. Andrea's feet were wet when she got to 
class. Her shoes squeaked when she walked. Andrea saw everyone 
had rain boots on. She felt silly for wearing sneakers. She knew it was 
going to rain today. Her new shoes were a present from her mom. 
They were an early birthday present. 
 Andrea had dreamed about coming to school with her 
sparkling white sneakers. She wanted the kids in her class to say, 
“Wow!” But no one noticed her shoes. Her feet were cold, too. 
 Andrea slumped into her chair. She saw that a few other 
students had pink cards on their desks. She didn’t have one on hers. 
She checked under her desk to see if one had fallen. There was 
nothing there. 
 Just then, her best friend, Emily, came into class. Emily sat at her 
desk. It was two rows over from Andrea. Emily picked up the pink card 
on her desk. It had her name and was sealed shut with a sticker. But 
the teacher started class before Emily opened it. The mystery of the 
pink card would have to wait. 
 At recess, Andrea caught up with Emily in the hallway. 
 “Nice shoes!” Emily said.  
 “Thanks!” Andrea said. She knew her best friend would notice.  
Andrea and Emily walked down the hallway talking about their 
weekends. They stopped.  
 "Do you need new dry socks?" Emily asked as Andrea nodded.  
She opened her bag and dug a pair of socks out of her gym bag. 
 “Here you go,” Emily said handing over the socks. 
 “Thank you!” Andrea said. “Hey, what was in that pink card?” 
she asked. 
 “I dunno. I haven’t opened it yet,” Emily said. 
 Emily pulled the pink card out of her coat pocket. Her name 
was on it in sparkly cursive letters. Emily read the inside of the card. 
“You’re Invited!” it said. 
 “It’s an invitation to Margaret’s birthday party,” she said.  
 “When is it?” Andrea asked. 
 “Friday.” 
 Andrea’s cheeks burned.  She was both sad and angry. Her 
birthday was on Friday. But there was no fancy party planned. There 
were no fancy invitations to give out either.
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ARL: 3.6

 "Well, have fun at her party," Andrea said hotly.  
 Before Emily could say anything, Andrea stormed back to class. 
She left Emily and her pink party invitation trailing far behind. 
 Andrea couldn't focus in class. Margaret was a popular girl. She 
didn't hang out with her or Emily before. So why had Margaret invited 
Emily? Had Andrea done something wrong? Or was she just not cool 
enough? Her birthday was going to be bad.  
 Just then, Margaret came into the room. She walked across the 
classroom. She was so perfect. She had perfect hair and a perfect outfit. 
She sat down next to Emily. 
 Margaret sat down. She began talking to Emily right away. 
Andrea tried to listen in. She couldn't hear. Was Emily going to her party? 
Would Emily ask Margaret to invite her? Or did Emily have a new best 
friend? Andrea felt a knot in her stomach. 
 Mrs. Hamilton began calling her name. Andrea was daydreaming. 
She hadn't been paying attention to class. 
 "Andrea?" Mrs. Hamilton repeated. 
 "I'm sorry, what was the question?" Andrea replied. 
 "I think we'll ask someone who was listening," Mrs. Hamilton said. 
"Margaret?" 
 Margaret was sitting nicely with her legs crossed and her hand 
raised. She lowered her hand and responded. 
 "It was a bunch of secret passageways and safe houses. It helped 
Black enslaved people escape," Margaret said. 
 "But there weren't any underground tunnels," Andrea shouted out.  
 "I didn't say anything about tunnels," Margaret shot back. 
 "You said secret passageways," Andrea snapped. 
 "Yeah, but I didn't mean tunnels. I meant pathways." Margaret 
said. 
 Mrs. Hamilton stepped in. Andrea crossed her arms. She stayed 
silent for the rest of the class. 
 Margaret and Emily walked out at the end of class. Emily didn't 
wait for Andrea. She didn't even look over her shoulder. 
 At lunch, Andrea found Margaret, Emily, and a few other girls. 
They were talking by the playground. Andrea knew everyone, but she 
wasn’t invited to the party. She bet they were all planning what to wear.  
Andrea spent lunch alone. This will be her worst birthday ever. Andrea 
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ARL: 3.6

couldn't wait for the day to be over. But she still had two more classes 
left. 
 Students went back to class after lunch. Andrea sat down at her 
desk. As Margaret walked to her seat, something came over Andrea. 
She stuck her leg out into the aisle and tripped Margaret. 
 "Owww!" Margaret yelped as she fell. 
 "Oh my gosh, I'm so sorry!" Andrea sighed. 
 "You did that on purpose!" Emily said from behind. 
Andrea turned around. 
 "No, I didn't!" Andrea said. 
 "You're such a liar!" Emily shouted. 
Mrs. Hamilton spoke up. "Andrea, Emily, can I see you in the hallway? 
Now?" she commanded 
 They stepped into the empty hallway, and Mrs. Hamilton closed 
the classroom door behind them. 
 "Why are you fighting? You are best friends. What is going on?" 
Mrs. Hamilton asked.  
 "They're bullying me," Andrea blurted out. 
 “If anyone's being bullied, it's Margaret!" Emily said. "Andrea is 
being mean to her. It's because she wasn't invited to her birthday party." 
 "Andrea, is that true?" their teacher asked. 
 Andrea felt too hurt to speak. 
 Just then, Margaret entered the hallway. 
 "I'm sorry I didn't invite you to my party," Margaret said. "And I 
didn't know it was your birthday too.  Not until Emily told me she couldn't 
come." 
 "I can't miss your birthday," Emily added.  
 Andrea felt even worse about what she did. She froze. She 
couldn't admit she was wrong. 
 "People do things without thinking sometimes," Mrs. Hamilton said. 
"And, excluding someone is a form of bullying. The important thing is that 
we fixed this problem."  
 "I'm sorry I tripped you," Andrea told Margaret. "And I'm sorry I 
doubted you," she told Emily. "And I'm sorry for interrupting class," she told 
Mrs. Hamilton. 
 They all forgave her. 
 "I have an idea," Margaret said. "What if we had a joint birthday 
party on Friday?" 
 "Really?" Andrea smiled.
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ARL: 3.6

 Margaret put a pink party card in her hands. Andrea’s name 
was on it. It was written in sparkly cursive letters. 
 “Really!” Margaret said. 
 With everything resolved, the class started again. Andrea went 
back to her seat, smiling. Emily was still her best friend. And Margaret 
was proving to be a pretty good new friend. Maybe it wouldn’t be her 
worst birthday, after all. 



©
	M

ad
ly
	L
ea
rn
in
g	
20
20

The Pink Party Invitation

BRL: 4.2

 It was raining very hard. When Andrea got to class, her feet were 
soaking wet. Her shoes squeaked as she walked down the hallway. 
Andrea noticed that everyone had rain boots on. She felt silly for 
wearing sneakers when she knew it was going to rain. Her mother had 
just bought them for her as an early birthday present. 
 Andrea had imagined coming to school on Monday with her 
sparkling white sneakers. She imagined the popular kids in her class 
giving her props. But when she walked into class that morning, no one 
noticed. Even worse, her feet were freezing cold. 
 Andrea slumped into her chair. As she unzipped her backpack 
and pulled out her homework, she noticed that a few students had 
pink envelopes on their desks. She didn’t have one on hers. She 
checked under her desk to see if one had fallen, but there was nothing 
there. 
 Just then, her best friend, Emily, arrived. Andrea watched as 
Emily sat at her desk a few rows away. Emily picked up her pink 
envelope on her desk. But before she could open it, their teacher, Mrs. 
Hamilton, started class. The mystery of the pink envelope would have 
to wait. 
 At recess, Andrea caught up with Emily in the hallway. 
 “Nice shoes!” Emily said.  
 “Thanks!” Andrea said excitedly. She knew her best friend would 
notice.  
 As they walked down the hall, Andrea told Emily about her 
weekend, from leaving school on Friday to Monday morning. Emily told 
Andrea about her weekend. She dug a pair of spare socks out of her 
gym bag. 
 “Here you go,” Emily said as she gave Andrea clean, dry socks. 
 “Thank you so much!” Andrea said. “Hey, what was in that pink 
envelope?” she asked. 
 “I dunno. I haven’t opened it yet.” Emily said. 
 Emily pulled the pink envelope out of her coat pocket. Her 
name was written on it in sparkling cursive letters. Emily ripped the 
envelope open. Inside was a pink card with colourful flowers. “You’re 
Invited!” it read.  
 “It’s an invitation to Margaret’s birthday party,” she said. Emily 
stood there and read the details inside the card.  
 “When is it?” Andrea asked.
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BRL: 4.2

 “Friday.” 
 Andrea’s cheeks burned.  She was both sad and angry. Her 
birthday was also on Friday, but there was no fancy party planned. There 
were no fancy invitations to give out, either. 
 “Well, have fun at her party,” Andrea said hotly.  
 Before Emily could say anything, Andrea stormed back to class. 
She left Emily and her pink party invitation trailing far behind. 
 Andrea couldn’t focus in class. Her mind was racing. Margaret 
was one of the most popular girls. She had never hung out with her or 
Emily before. So why had Margaret invited only Emily? Had Andrea done 
something wrong? Or was she simply not cool enough? And what about 
her birthday, would it be the worst one ever? 
 Just then, Margaret entered the room. She walked across the 
classroom sporting perfect hair and a perfect outfit. To make matters 
worse, her chair was right beside Emily’s.  
 Margaret sat down and began talking to Emily right away. Andrea 
tried to listen in, but she couldn’t hear them. Was Emily going to her 
party? Would Emily ask Margaret to invite her? Or did Emily have a new 
best friend? Andrea felt a knot in her stomach. 
 Just then, Mrs. Hamilton called her name. Andrea was so caught 
up in her own thoughts. She hadn’t been paying attention to class. 
“Andrea?” Mrs. Hamilton repeated. 
 “I’m sorry, what was the question?” Andrea replied. 
 “I think we’ll ask someone who was listening,” Mrs. Hamilton said. 
“Margaret?” 
 Margaret was sitting nicely with her legs crossed and her hand 
raised. She lowered her hand and responded. 
 “It was a network of secret passageways and safe houses. It 
helped African Americans escape slavery,” Margaret explained. 
 “But there weren’t any underground tunnels,” Andrea shouted 
out. “But they’re totally wrong.” 
 “I didn’t say anything about tunnels,” Margaret shot back. 
 “You said secret passageways,” Andrea snapped. 
 “Yeah, but I didn’t mean tunnels. I meant pathways.” Margaret 
said. 
 Mrs. Hamilton intervened. Andrea crossed her arms and stayed 
silent for the rest of the class. 
 When class was over, Margaret and Emily walked out together. 
Emily didn’t wait for Andrea. She didn’t even look over her shoulder.
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BRL: 4.2

 At lunch, Andrea found Margaret, Emily, and a few other girls.  
They were talking excitedly by the playground. Andrea assumed that 
everyone else had received a pink party invitation. She assumed now 
they were all planning what to wear.  
 For the first time ever, Andrea spent lunch alone. She was sure it 
would be her worst birthday ever. Andrea couldn’t wait for the day to be 
over.  But she still had two more classes left. 
 Students started filing into the classroom after lunch. Andrea sat 
down at her desk. As Margaret went to her seat, something unexpected 
came over Andrea. She stuck her leg out into the aisle and tripped 
Margaret. 
 “Owww!” Margaret yelped as she collided with the floor. 
 “Oh my gosh, I’m so sorry!” Andrea exclaimed. 
 “You did that on purpose!” Emily said from behind. 
 Andrea turned around. 
 “No, I didn’t!” Andrea defended herself. 
 “You’re such a liar!” Emily shouted. 
 Mrs. Hamilton interrupted. “Andrea, Emily, can I see you in the 
hallway? Now?” she said sternly. 
 They stepped into the empty hallway, and Mrs. Hamilton closed 
the classroom door behind them. 
 “You are the last two people I’d expect to have a fight. What is 
going on?” Mrs. Hamilton demanded.  
 “They’re bullying me,” Andrea blurted out. 
 “If anyone’s being bullied, it’s Margaret!” Emily responded. 
“Andrea’s been mean to her ever since she wasn’t invited to her birthday 
party.” 
 “Andrea, is that true?” Mrs. Hamilton asked. 
 Andrea felt too embarrassed and hurt to speak. 
 Just then, Margaret entered the hallway. 
 “I’m sorry I didn’t invite you to my party,” Margaret said. “And I 
didn’t know it was your birthday too. Not until Emily told me she couldn’t 
come.” 
 “There’s no way I would spend your birthday without you,” Emily 
added.  
 Andrea felt even worse about her behaviour. But when it came to 
admitting that she was wrong, she felt frozen. 
 “Sometimes, people react to things or act like bullies without 
meaning to,” Mrs. Hamilton said. “And sometimes, excluding someone is 
a form of bullying. The important thing is that we fixed this problem before 
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BRL: 4.2

it got worse.”  
 “I’m sorry I tripped you,” Andrea told Margaret. “And I’m sorry I 
doubted you,” she told Emily. “And I’m sorry for interrupting class,” she 
told Mrs. Hamilton. 
 They all forgave her. 
 “I have an idea,” Margaret said. “What if we had a joint birthday 
party on Friday?” 
 “Really?” Andrea beamed. 
 Margaret placed a pink party invitation in her hands. Andrea’s 
name had been handwritten on the pink party invitation.  It was written 
in sparkly cursive letters. 
 “Really!” Margaret said. 
 With everything resolved, class resumed. Andrea returned to her 
seat smiling. Emily was still her best friend. And Margaret was proving to 
be a pretty good new friend. Maybe it wouldn’t be her worst birthday, 
after all. 
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 It was raining so hard that when Andrea got to class, her feet 
were soaking wet. Her shoes squeaked as she walked down the hallway. 
Andrea noticed that everyone else had rain boots on. She felt silly for 
wearing the sneakers. Her mother had just bought them as an early 
birthday present. She wore them even though she knew it was going to 
rain. 
 Andrea had daydreamed about going to school that Monday 
with her bright white sneakers. She imagined everyone in her class 
complimenting her. But when she walked into class that morning, no one 
noticed. Even worse, her feet were freezing cold. 
 Andrea walked into class and slumped into her chair. She 
pulled out her book to start reading. Just then, she noticed that a few 
students had pink envelopes on their desks. She didn’t have one on hers. 
She checked under her desk to see if one had fallen but there was 
nothing there. 
 Just then, her best friend Emily arrived. Andrea watched as 
Emily sat at her desk a few rows away. Emily picked up the pink 
envelope on her desk, but before she could open it, their teacher, Mrs 
Hamilton, started class. The mystery of the pink envelope would have to 
wait. 
 At recess, Andrea caught up with Emily in the hallway. 
 “Nice shoes!” Emily said.  
 “Thanks!” Andrea said excitedly. She knew her best friend 
would notice.  
 They walked down the hall together. Andrea told Emily all 
about her weekend.  
 Once they got to their backpacks, Emily reached into her bag 
 “Here you go,” Emily said as she gave Andrea clean, dry 
socks. 
 “Thank you so much!” Andrea responded. “Hey, what was in 
that pink envelope?” she asked.

The Pink Party
Invitation

RL:5.2 C
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 “I dunno. I haven’t opened it yet.” Emily said. 
 Emily pulled the pink envelope out of her coat 
pocket. Her name was written on it in pretty cursive letters. 
Emily ripped the envelope open. Inside, was a pink card with 
colourful flowers. “You’re Invited!” it read.  
 “It’s an invitation to Margaret’s birthday party,” she 
said as she read the details inside the card.  
 “When is it?” Andrea asked. 
 “Friday.” 
 Andrea’s cheeks burned with a mixture of 
embarrassment and anger. Her birthday was also on Friday, 
but there was no fancy party planned. There were no fancy 
invitations to give out either. 
 “Well, have fun at her party,” Andrea said hotly.  
 Before Emily could say anything, Andrea stormed 
back to class. She left Emily and her pink party invitation trailing 
far behind. 
 Andrea couldn’t concentrate in class. Her mind was 
racing. Margaret was one of the most popular girls and had 
never been interested in hanging out with her or Emily before. 
So why had Margaret invited only Emily? Had she done 
something wrong? Or was she just not cool enough? And what 
about her birthday, she just knew Margaret had done this on 
purpose.  
 Just then, Margaret entered the room. She walked 
across the classroom confidently, sporting perfect hair and a 
perfect outfit. To make matters worse, her seat was right beside 
Emily’s.  
 Margaret sat down and began talking to Emily 
immediately. Andrea tried to eavesdrop, but she couldn’t hear 
what they were talking about. Was Emily going to her party? 
Would Emily ask Margaret to invite her? Or did Emily have a 
new best friend? Andrea felt a knot in her stomach. 
 Suddenly, Mrs Hamilton was calling her name. 
Andrea was so caught up in her own thoughts that she hadn’t 
been paying attention to class. 
 “Andrea?” Mrs Hamilton repeated. 
 “I’m sorry, what was the question?” Andrea replied, 
red with embarrassment.

RL:5.2 C
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 “I think we’ll ask someone who was listening,” Mrs Hamilton 
said. “Margaret?” 
 Margaret was sitting nicely with her hand raised. She lowered 
her hand and responded. 
 “The Underground Railroad was a network of secret 
passageways and safe houses. They helped African Americans escape 
slavery,” Margaret explained. 
 “But there weren’t actually underground tunnels,” Andrea 
added without raising her hand. “Sometimes, people think there were 
hidden passageways, but they’re totally wrong. That’s just a myth.” 
 “I didn’t say anything about tunnels,” Margaret shot back.  
 “You said secret passageways,” Andrea snapped.  
 “Yeah, but I didn’t mean tunnels. I meant pathways.” 
Margaret said. 
 Mrs Hamilton intervened. Andrea crossed her arms and 
remained silent for the rest of class. 
 When class was over, Margaret and Emily walked out 
together. Emily didn’t wait for Andrea. She didn’t even look over her 
shoulder. 
 At lunch, Andrea found Margaret, Emily, and a few other girls 
talking excitedly by the playground. Andrea assumed that each had 
received a pink party invitation and were all planning what to wear.  
 For the first time ever, Andrea spent lunch alone. She was sure 
it would be her worst birthday ever. Andrea couldn’t wait for the day to 
be over, but she still had two more classes left. 
 Students started filing into the classroom after lunch. Andrea 
sat down at her desk. As Margaret went to her seat, something 
unexpected came over Andrea. She stuck her leg out into the aisle and 
tripped Margaret. 
 “Owww!” Margaret yelped as she collided with the floor. 
 “Oh my gosh, I’m so sorry!” Andrea exclaimed. 
 “You did that on purpose!” Emily said from behind. 
 Andrea turned around. 
 “No, I didn’t!” Andrea defended herself. 
 “You’re such a liar!” Emily shouted. 
 Mrs Hamilton interrupted. “Andrea, Emily, can I see you in the 
hallway? Now?” she said sternly. 
 They stepped into the empty hallway and  Mrs Hamilton 
closed the classroom door behind them. 

RL:5.2 C
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 “You are the last two people I’d expect to fight. What is 
going on?” Mrs Hamilton demanded.  
 “They’re bullying me,” Andrea blurted out. 
 “If anyone’s being bullied, it’s Margaret!” Emily 
responded. “Andrea’s been mean to her ever since she wasn’t 
invited to her birthday party.” 
 “Andrea, is that true?” Mrs Hamilton asked. 
 Andrea felt too embarrassed and hurt to speak. 
 Just then, Margaret entered the hallway. 
 “I’m sorry I didn’t invite you to my party,” Margaret said. 
“And I didn’t realize it was your birthday until Emily told me she 
couldn’t come.” 
 “There’s no way I would spend your birthday without 
you,” Emily added.  
 Andrea felt even worse about her behaviour. But when it 
came to admitting that she was wrong, she felt frozen. 
 “Sometimes, people react to situations or act like bullies 
without meaning to,” Mrs Hamilton said. “And sometimes, 
excluding someone is a form of bullying. The important thing is 
that the issue is resolved before bullying becomes a cycle.”  
 “I’m sorry I tripped you,” Andrea told Margaret. “And 
I’m sorry I doubted you,” she told Emily. “And I’m sorry for 
interrupting class,” she told Mrs. Hamilton. 
 They all forgave her. 
 “I have an idea,” Margaret said. “What if we had a joint 
birthday party on Friday?” 
 “Really?” Andrea beamed. 
 Margaret placed a pink party invitation in her hands. 
Andrea’s name had been handwritten on the pink party invitation 
in sparkly cursive. 
 “Really!” Margaret said. 
 With everything resolved, class resumed. Andrea 
returned to her seat smiling. Emily was still her best friend and 
Margaret was proving to be a pretty good new friend. Maybe it 
wouldn’t be her worst birthday after all. 

RL:5.2 C
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Once upon a time, a wise monk decided to go on a trip. 
So he packed a small bag and set off. He travelled all 
day. He met no one on his trip. When it was evening, he 
came to a small village. "I think I'll stop here for the 
night," he said to himself.  

Walking through the village surprised him. As he passed 
the village homes, they shuttered their windows and 
shut their doors. The monk could tell the villagers didn't 
trust strangers easily. He watched as neighbours 
passed each other, saying nothing.  
Villagers glared and grimaced as they 
passed by. "What has happened here?" 
he said to himself. "No children are 

playing, no laughter, and little happiness. This village 
does not seem like a fun place to live." 

He walked to the center of the village. He met an older 
woman walking with a small child. So he introduced 
himself. "I'm a simple traveller," he said. "I am looking for 
a safe place to sleep and a hot meal."  

"We'd be glad to offer you a place to sleep," the 
woman told him. "But we have very little food. Our 
crops were very poor this year and there's not much to 
eat in the whole village. Most of us are just getting by."  

"I'm sorry to hear that," the monk said. "Don't worry about feeding me. I 
already have everything I need. In fact, I was thinking of making some 
stone soup. I would like to share it with all of you."  
"Stone soup?" the small child asked. "What's that? I've never heard of 
stone soup."  
"Oh, it's wonderful," said the monk. "Best soup I've ever tasted. If you 
bring me a soup pot and some water, I'll make some for all of us."  

Stone Soup

ARL: 3.0
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And so the old woman rushed back to her home. When she returned, 
she was carrying a large soup pot. Another villager, her large son, was 
with her. He carried the water. A small child and his mother had wood 
for the fire. The monk realized other villagers were looking at the monk. 
They were wondering what was happening. 
The fire was going, and the water was boiling. More villagers were in 
the square watching the monk. The monk took out a small silk pouch 
from his pocket. With great ceremony, he reached in and pulled out a 
smooth, round stone. He dropped the stone into the boiling water. 

“Old man, what are you doing?” one of the men yelled.  
The monk began to slowly stir the pot. He started sniffing the air and 
licking his lips. He was excited about the soup.  
 “I am making stone soup! This kind woman gave me a place to sleep. 

In return, I am making her some soup.”   
“How will you make soup with a stone?” 
another villager cried. 
“I do like a tasty stone soup,” the monk 
said. “Of course, stone soup with 
cabbage—now that’s really special.”  

“I might be able to find a bit of 
cabbage,” one villager said. She went 
to her house. She came back with a 
small cabbage.  
“Wonderful!” said the monk, as he 

added the cabbage to the pot. “This reminds me of another time I 
had stone soup. It had cabbage and a bit of salted beef. It was soooo 
good.”  
After a moment of silence, the village butcher spoke up. “I know where 
there’s a bit of salted beef,” he said. And off he went to his shop to get 
it. When he returned, the monk added the beef to the soup pot and 
continued to stir.  
“Can you imagine what this soup would taste like if we had a bit of 
onion? Or perhaps a few potatoes… and a carrot or two… and some 
mushrooms. Oh, this would be a meal fit for royalty.”  

ARL:3.0
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And before he knew it, the soup pot was filled 
with vegetables of all kinds. There were carrots 
and potatoes, mushrooms and onions, turnips 
and green beans, beets, and celery in the soup. 
All of it brought by the men, women, and 
children of the village. Not only that, but the 
village baker came out with some fresh bread 
and butter. As the soup simmered slowly over 
the fire, it smelled great. They began to relax 
and talk together, sharing songs and stories and 
jokes. When the soup was done, the monk 
ladled it out into bowls. Everyone shared a 
delicious meal together.  

There was more than enough for everyone to eat their fill. The villagers 
all declared that it was the best soup they had ever tasted. The mayor 
of the village asked to talk with the monk alone. Quietly, the mayor 
offered him a lot of money for the magic stone. The monk smiled, but he 
refused to sell it. The next morning, he awoke early and packed up his 
belongings. As he was leaving, he passed some children playing. He 
handed the youngest one the silk pouch containing the stone, and he 
whispered, “It was not the stone that performed the magic. It was all of 
us together.” 
 

ARL: 3.0
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Once upon a time, a wise monk decided to go on a 
journey. So he packed a small bag and set off. He 
travelled all day without meeting anyone. When it was 
evening, he came to a small village. “I think I’ll stop here 
for the night,” he said to himself.  

As he walked through the village towards the centre 
square, he was surprised by what he saw. As he passed 
the village homes, they shuttered their windows and 
shut their doors. The monk could tell the villagers didn’t 
trust strangers easily. He watched as 
neighbours passed each other, saying 
nothing. Only glares and sneers were 
exchanged between them. “What has 

happened here?” he said to himself. “No children are 
playing, no laughter, and little happiness. This village 
does not seem like a fun place to live.” 

Near the centre of the village, he met an older woman 
walking with a small child. So he introduced himself. 
“I’m a simple traveller,” he said, “looking for a safe 
place to sleep and a hot meal.”  

“We’d be glad to offer you a place to sleep,” the 
woman told him, “but we have very little food. Our 
crops were very poor this year, and there’s not much to 
eat in the whole village. Most of us are just barely getting by.”  

“I’m sorry to hear that,” the monk said. “But you needn’t worry about 
feeding me. I already have everything I need. In fact, I was thinking of 
making some stone soup to share with all of you.”  

“Stone soup?” the small child asked. “What’s that? I’ve never heard of 
stone soup.”  

“Oh, it’s wonderful,” said the monk. “Best soup I’ve ever tasted. If you 
bring me a soup pot and some water, I’ll make some for all of us.”  

Stone Soup

ARL:	4.3 B
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And so the old woman rushed back to her home. When she returned, 
she was carrying a large soup pot. With her was another villager, her 
son, who brought water. A small child and his mother had wood for the 
fire. The monk realized that the other villagers were suspiciously looking 
at the centre of the square beyond this little family, wondering what 
this stranger and small family were doing.  

When the fire was going and the water had begun to boil, more and 
more villagers were in the square watching the monk. The monk took 
out a small silk pouch from his pocket. With great ceremony, he 
reached in and pulled out a smooth, round stone. He carefully 
dropped the stone into the boiling water. 

“Old man, what are you doing?” one of the male villagers shouted.  
The monk began to slowly stir the pot, sniffing the aroma and licking his 
lips in anticipation. “I am making stone soup! This kind woman agreed 

to shelter me this evening, and in return, 
I have promised to make stone soup for 
the entire village.”   
“How will you make soup with a stone?” 
another villager cried skeptically. 
“I do like a tasty stone soup,” the monk 
said. “Of course, stone soup with 
cabbage—now that’s really special.”  

“I might be able to find a bit of 
cabbage,” one villager said. And off 
she went to her house, returning with a 

small cabbage she had stored away in her pantry.  
“Wonderful!” said the monk, as he added the cabbage to the pot. 
“This reminds me of the time I had stone soup with cabbage and a bit 
of salted beef. It was unbelievably good.”  
After a moment of silence, the village butcher spoke up. “I know where 
there’s a bit of salted beef,” he said. And off he went to his shop to get 
it. When he returned, the monk added the beef to the soup pot and 
continued to stir.  
“Can you imagine what this soup would taste like if we had a bit of 
onion… and perhaps a few potatoes… and a carrot or two… and 
some mushrooms. Oh, this would be a meal fit for royalty.” 

RL:	4.3 B
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And before he knew it, the soup pot was filled 
with vegetables of all kinds. There were carrots 
and potatoes, mushrooms and onions, turnips 
and green beans, beets, and celery in the soup. 
All of it brought by the men, women, and 
children of the village. Not only that, but the 
village baker came out with some fresh bread 
and butter. As the soup simmered slowly over 
the fire, it smelled great. They began to relax 
and talk together, sharing songs and stories and 
jokes. When the soup was done, the monk 
ladled it out into bowls. Everyone shared a 
delicious meal together.  

There was more than enough for everyone to eat their fill. They all 
declared that it was the best soup they had ever tasted. The mayor of 
the village asked to talk with the monk alone. Quietly, the mayor 
offered him a lot of money for the magic stone. The monk smiled, but he 
refused to sell it. The next morning, he awoke early and packed up his 
belongings. As he was leaving, he passed some children playing. He 
handed the youngest one the silk pouch containing the stone, and he 
whispered, “It was not the stone that performed the magic. It was all of 
us together.” 
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Once upon a time, a wise monk decided to go on a 
journey. So he packed a small bag and set off. He 
traversed the countryside all day without meeting 
anyone. When it was evening, he came to a small, 
quaint village in the valley between two rock and tree-
covered escarpments. “I think I’ll stop here for the 
night,” he expressed to himself.  

As he walked through the village, he headed towards 
the centre square. He was surprised with what he saw.  
As he passed the village homes, they 
eyed him suspiciously as they shuttered 
their windows and shut their doors. The 
monk concluded that the villagers didn’t 

trust strangers easily. He watched as neighbours passed 
each other saying nothing. Only glares and sneers were 
exchanged between them.  “What has happened 
here?” he muttered to himself. “There are no children 
playing, no laughter, and little happiness.  This 
acrimonious little village does not seem like an 
enjoyable place to live.” 

Near the epicentre of the village, he met an elderly 
woman walking with a small child, so he introduced 
himself. “I’m a simple traveller,” he said, “looking for a 
safe place to sleep and a hot meal.”  
“We’d be glad to offer you a place to rest your weary head,” 
the woman told him, “but we have very little food. Our harvest this 
year was unimpressive so there’s not much to eat in the whole village. 
Most of us are just barely getting by.”  
“I’m sorry to hear that,” the monk said. “But you needn’t worry about 
feeding me. I already have everything I need. In fact, I was thinking of 
making some stone soup to share with all of you.”  
“Stone soup?” the small child asked. “What’s that? I’ve never heard of 
stone soup.”

Stone Soup
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“Oh, it’s absolutely delectable,” said the monk. “Best soup I’ve ever 
tasted. If you bring me a soup pot and some water, I’ll make some for 
all of us.”  

And so the old woman rushed back to her home. When she returned, 
she was carrying a large soup pot. With her was another villager and 
her son who brought water. A small child and his mother had wood for 
the fire. The monk realized that other villagers were suspiciously looking 
at the centre of the square beyond this little family, wondering what 
this stranger and small family were doing.  

When the fire was going and the water had begun to boil, more and 
more villagers arrived. They were standing around the perimeter of the 
village square, watching the monk. The monk took out a small silk 
pouch from his pocket. With magnificent pageantry, he reached in 

and delicately removed a smooth, 
round stone from the silken pouch. He 
carefully dropped the stone into the 
boiling water. 

“Old man, what are you doing?” one of 
the male villagers hollered incredulously.  
The monk began to languidly stir the 
pot, sniffing the aroma and licking his 
lips in anticipation. “I am making stone 
soup! This kind woman agreed to shelter 
me this evening. In return, I have 

promised to make stone soup for the entire village.”   
“How will you make soup with a stone?” another villager cried 
skeptically. 
“I do like a tasty stone soup,” the monk said. “Of course, stone soup 
with cabbage—now that’s really special.”  

“I might be able to find a bit of cabbage,” one villager said. And off 
she went to her house, returning with a small cabbage she had stored 
away in her pantry.  
“Wonderful!” said the monk, as he added the cabbage to the pot. “This 
reminds me of the time I had stone soup with cabbage and a bit of 
salted beef. It was unbelievably delicious.”

CRL:	5.1
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After a moment of silence, the village butcher 
spoke up. "I know where there's a bit of salted 
beef," he said. And off he went to his shop to 
get it. When he returned, the monk added the 
beef to the soup pot and continued to stir, 
feigning indifference.  

"Can you imagine what this soup would taste 
like if we had a bit of onion… and perhaps a 
few potatoes… and a carrot or two… and some 
mushrooms." The monk regaled to himself, but 
loud enough so that others could hear. "Oh, this 
would be a meal fit for royalty."  

And before he knew it, the soup pot was filled with vegetables of all 
kinds. There were carrots and potatoes, mushrooms and onions, turnips 
and green beans, beets, and celery in the soup. All of it brought 
voluntarily by the curious men, women, and children of the village. Not 
only that, but the village baker came out with some fresh bread and 
butter. As the soup simmered slowly over the fire, it smelled delectable. 
The villagers began to relax and talk together, sharing songs and stories 
and jokes while waiting for the stone soup to be ready. When the soup 
was done, the monk carefully ladled it out into bowls. Everyone in the 

village shared a delicious meal together.  

There was more than enough for everyone to eat 
their fill. They all declared that it was the best soup 
they had ever tasted. The mayor of the village 
asked to talk with the monk alone. Quietly, the 
mayor offered him a lot of money for the magic 
stone. The monk smiled, but he refused to sell it.  

The next morning, he awoke early and packed up 
his belongings. As he was leaving, he passed 

some children playing along the side of the pathway he was travelling. 
He handed the youngest one the silk pouch containing the stone, and 
he whispered, "It was not the stone that performed the magic. It was 
all of us together." 
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Brass Band Blues

ARL: 3.8

Every year the Loop River High School band put on a spring 
performance at the town fair. This year was no different. There was 
only one more day before this year’s concert, and Curly couldn’t 
wait. Being a French horn, he was a very special member of the 
band. He had a significant part. 
 “I’m so excited, Talullah,” he said to his tuba friend. “Aren’t 
you?” 
 “Sure,” Talullah said, but she didn’t sound that excited. 
 Gladys the trumpet let out a blurp. “It’s just always the same, 
isn’t it?” she asked. 
 “Another fair, another blare,” Sylvester the trombone added. 
 Curly looked at his friends in amazement. All the people that 
lived in Loop River came out to the fair. They loved listening to the 
music. The concert was a very important event. 
 “What’s wrong?’ Curly asked. “You usually all love performing at 
the spring band concert. It’s even better than our winter holiday 
performance.”   
 “I’m just tired of always playing the same notes,” Talullah said 
gloomily. “Oom-pah, oom-pah, oom-pah.”  
 “Yeah, I’m the only one of us that ever gets to play a melody,” 
Gladys piped up, “and that is rare. The woodwinds and strings get all 
the good parts.” 
 “You all look best in the back!” one of the clarinets yelled from 
the other part of the band room. Curly was sure it was Veronica, since 
she was the meanest instrument. “You’re good at backup notes, not 
playing in the front.” She laughed wickedly and the other clarinets 
and flutes all joined in. 
 “Nobody asked you!” Gladys scolded Veronica. 
 Sylvester made a sad sound by moving his slide forward and 
back. 
 “You see?” Talullah said, trying to lower her voice, which was 
hard for a tuba to do. “Brass is for backup and nothing else.”
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 Curly couldn’t believe his ears. He’d never thought about their 
position in the band. The brass instruments were an important part of 
the overall sound, but Talullah was right. They were always put in the 
back at every concert, and during practice, too.  
 “Just once, it’d be nice to show Loop River what I can do,” 
Gladys said, “without having to share the limelight with the first three 
rows of instruments.” 
 All of the instruments settled down for the night to get some rest. 
Curly curled in on himself even more than usual, trying not to cry. He 
no longer felt very special or significant. 
 The day of the fair came. The high school kids came to get all of 
the instruments and take them out in the warm sunshine. The spring 
concert was held right in the middle of the fair. Everyone stopped 
going on rides or buying sugary foods and drinks to listen. 
 They sounded great, just like always, but Curly knew that his 
friends’ hearts weren’t in it. Neither was his heart. He realized that the 
brass instruments were, indeed, just backup. They came in with a 
couple notes here and there, while the woodwinds showed off all their 
skills. Even the percussion got more claps at the end, because they 
played the whole time.  
 Many of the townspeople of Loop River said they wanted more 
concerts than the two they held each year. 
 As the teenagers began packing up the instruments, Curly heard 
the principal talking to his brother. “Remember when we blew the 
socks off of everyone with our brass band, Joe?” he asked. “That was 
the greatest.” 
 “Oh, yes,” Joe said. “With your trumpet and my tuba, we 
sounded amazing.” 
 A brass band? Curly wondered if that meant just brass instruments 
and no others. He asked his friends about it when they were back 
inside the band room, safe and sound.  
 “My great-grandfather used to talk about a brass band he was 
in,” Sylvester said. “They played jazz music.” 
 “I love jazz music!” Gladys said, trumpeting brightly.
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 “I think paradise must be made out of brass, just like us,” Talullah 
dreamed. 
 “I wonder if we can revive the Brass Band of Loop River,” Curly said. 
“Maybe we can prove to the band teacher that we can carry a band 
all by ourselves. Perhaps then he’ll consider starting the brass band 
again.” 
 “Fat chance of that happening,” said Veronica the clarinet. “You 
can’t have a full band with only brass instruments. It would just be a lot 
of bleating and blaring.” All of the woodwinds began laughing again, 
except for one.  
 “I think it’s a great idea,” Axel the Saxophone said. “I’d love to 
hear a jazzy brass band play.” 
 All night, Curly and his friends practiced jazz music. They were so 
loud that the rest of the instruments couldn’t get any sleep.  
 “Would you stop all that honking?” Veronica asked. Talullah oom-
pah-pahed louder to stop her complaining. 

When the band teacher came in the next morning, the brass 
instruments started to jazz it up. Gladys trumpeted high, clear notes, 
while Sylvester the Trombone added a sliding tone. Curly and Talullah 
blasted out a melody. 

“My goodness,” the band teacher said. “What talented brass 
instruments we have. This gives me an idea.” 

During band practice, the teacher asked the students if they’d 
like to start a brass band. “It would only be for brass instruments,” he 
said. “But we could put on more concerts each year.” 

Curly and his friends were happy that everyone thought it was a 
great idea too.  

It took many hours of practice, but the brass instruments didn’t 
mind. Finally, the Brass Band of Loop River was ready for their first 
concert. The townspeople came into the auditorium and quieted down 
to hear the music.  

When the curtain opened, Curly could see everything clearly. No 
one was in front of him! Gladys, Sylvester, and Talullah were in the front 
row with him, too. The first song started, and the brass band blared and
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blasted. The townsfolk jumped up from their seats to dance on their 
feet to the jazzy music.  

After the concert, the principal and his brother shook hands 
with the band teacher. “The brass band sounds amazing!” the 
principal said. 

“It blew off my socks,” added his brother, Joe.  
That evening, Veronica the Clarinet told them she had been 

wrong. “We could hear you all the way backstage,” she said, “and 
the music was terrific. It turns out that brass isn’t just for backup after 
all.” 

“We love playing with all of you,” Glady said to her and the 
other instruments. “But it’s nice to be in the limelight sometimes, too.” 

“You deserve to be,” Axel the Saxophone said. “That was some 
fun jazzy music.” 

“Well, Axel, I think we can make some room for you in the 
band,” Curly said. “After all, you’re mostly made of brass, just like us.” 
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 Every year the Loop River High School band put on a glorious 
spring performance at the town fair, and this year was no different. 
There was only one more day prior to this year’s concert, and Curly 
couldn’t wait. Being a French horn, he was a very special member of 
the band, and had a significant part. 
 “I’m so full of anticipation, Talullah,” he said to his tuba friend. 
“Aren’t you?” 
 “Sure,” Talullah said, but she didn’t sound that excited. 
 Gladys the trumpet let out a blurp. “I empathize with you, Talullah. 
It’s just always the same, isn’t it?” she asked. 
 “Another fair, another blare,” Sylvester the trombone intoned. 
 Curly gawked at his friends in amazement. All the people that 
lived in Loop River came out to the fair, especially to enjoy the music. 
The concert was a very momentous event. 
 “What’s wrong?” Curly asked. “You usually all love performing at 
the spring band concert. It’s even better than our winter holiday 
performance.”   
 “I’m just weary of always playing the same notes,” Talullah said 
gloomily. “Oom-pah, oom-pah, oom-pah.”  
 “Yeah, I’m the only one of us that ever gets to play a melody,” 
Gladys piped up, “and that only happens rarely. The woodwinds and 
strings get all the good parts.” 
 “You all look best in the back!” one of the clarinets yelled from the 
opposite direction in the band room. Curly was sure it was Veronica, 
since she was the cruelest instrument. “You’re good at backup notes, 
not as the main attraction.” She laughed wickedly and the other 
clarinets and flutes all joined in. 
 “Nobody asked you!” Gladys scolded Veronica. 
 Sylvester made a mournful sound by moving his slide forward and 
back. 
 “You see?” Talullah said, trying to lower her voice, which was 
difficult for a tuba to do. “Brass is for backup and nothing else.”

Brass Band Blues

RL:5.0
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 Curly couldn’t believe his ears. He’d never thought so negatively 
about their position in the band. The brass instruments were a crucial 
part of the overall sound, but Talullah was right. They were always 
arranged in the back at every concert—and during practice, too.  
 “Just once, it’d be awesome to show Loop River what I can do,” 
Gladys said. “Without having to share the limelight with the first three 
rows of instruments.” 
 All of the instruments settled down for the night to get some rest. 
Curly curled in on himself even more than usual, trying not to cry. He 
no longer felt very special or significant. 
 The day of the fair arrived and the high school kids came to get 
all of the instruments and take them out into the warm sunshine. The 
spring concert was held right in the middle of the fair and everyone 
stopped going on rides or buying sugary foods and drinks to listen to 
the music. 
 The band sounded remarkable, just like always, but Curly knew 
that his friends’ hearts weren’t in it. Neither was his heart. He had 
come to the realization that the brass instruments were, indeed, just 
backup. They came in with a couple notes here and there while the 
woodwinds ran through all the scales. Even the percussion received 
more appreciation at the end, probably because they played the 
entire time.  
 Several of the townspeople of Loop River discussed how they’d 
love to attend more concerts than the two annual ones. 
 As the teenagers began packing up all the instruments, Curly 
overheard the principal reminiscing with his brother. “Remember 
when we blew the socks off of everyone with our brass band, Joe?” 
he asked. “That was the greatest.” 
 “Oh, indeed,” Joe said. “With your trumpet and my tuba, we 
sounded amazing.” 
 A brass band? Curly wondered if that meant just brass 
instruments and no others. He questioned his friends about it when 
they were returned to the band room, safe and sound.  
 “My great-grandfather used to talk about a brass band he was 
in,” Sylvester said. “They played jazz music.” 
 

RL:5.0
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 “I love jazz music!” Gladys said, trumpeting brightly. 
 “I think paradise must be made out of brass, just like us,” Talullah 
dreamed. 
 “I wonder if we can revive the Brass Band of Loop River,” Curly said. 
“Maybe if we prove to the band teacher that we can carry a band all by 
ourselves, he’ll consider starting it again.” 
 “Fat chance of that happening,” Veronica the Clarinet shrilled from 
the woodwind corner. “You can’t have a full band with only brass 
instruments. It would just be a lot of bleating and blaring.” All of the 
woodwinds began laughing again, except for one.  
 “I think it’s a brilliant idea,” Axel the Saxophone said. “I’d love to 
hear a jazzy brass band play.” 
 All night, Curly and his friends practiced jazz music. They were so 
loud that the rest of the instruments couldn’t get any sleep.  
 “Would you stop all that honking?” Veronica asked. Talullah oom-
pah-pahed louder to drown out her complaining. 

When the band teacher came in the next morning, the brass 
instruments started to jazz it up. Gladys trumpeted high, clear notes while 
Sylvester the Trombone added a sliding tone. Curly and Talullah blasted 
together in a pleasing melody. 

“My goodness,” the band teacher said. “What fine, talented brass 
instruments we have. This gives me an idea.” 

At band practice that day, the teacher asked the students if 
they’d like to launch a brass band. “It would only be for brass 
instruments,” he said, “but we could put on more concerts each year.” 

Curly and his friends were ecstatic that everyone thought it was a 
fabulous idea, too.  

It took an agonizing amount of practice, but eventually the Brass 
Band of Loop River was prepared for their first concert. The townspeople 
entered the auditorium and quieted down to hear the music.  

When the curtain opened, Curly could see everything clearly 
because no one was in front of him! Gladys, Sylvester, and Talullah were 
in the front row with him, too. The first song commenced and the brass 
band blared and blasted. The townsfolk jumped up from their seats to 
dance on their feet to the jazzy music. 
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Afterward, the principal and his brother shook hands with the 
band teacher. “The brass band sounds amazing!” the principal said. 

“It blew off my socks,” added his brother, Joe.  
That evening, Veronica the Clarinet admitted how wrong she 

had been. “We could hear you all the way backstage,” she said, 
“and the music was terrific. It turns out that brass isn’t just for backup, 
after all.” 

“We love playing with all of you,” Glady assured her and the 
other instruments. “But it’s nice to be in the limelight sometimes, too.” 

“You deserve to be,” Axel the Saxophone said. “That was 
some sensational jazzy music.” 

“Well, Axel, I think there’s room for you if you want to join the 
brass band, too,” Curly said. “After all, you’re mostly made of brass, 
just like us.” 
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Brass Band Blues
      Every year the Loop River High School band put on an enchanting 
springtime performance at the annual town fair, and this year was no different. 
There was only one more day prior to this year’s concert, and Curly was bristling 
with anticipation. Being a French horn, he was a very distinguished member of 
the band, and had a significant role in the concert. 
 “I’m so eager and excited, Talullah,” he said to his tuba friend. “Aren’t 
you?” 
 “Sure,” Talullah said, but she didn’t sound enthusiastic in the least. 
 Gladys the trumpet let out a high-pitched blurp. “I empathize with you, 
Talullah. It’s getting monotonous. Every year is always the same, isn’t it?” she 
asked. 
 “Another fair, another blare,” Sylvester the trombone intoned. 
 Curly gawked at his friends in amazement. All the people that resided in 
Loop River came out to the fair, especially to experience the music. The 
concert was a very momentous event. 
 “What’s wrong?” Curly asked. “You usually are all fond of displaying your 
talents at the spring band concert.  It’s even better than our winter holiday 
performance.”   
 “I’m just weary of constantly playing the same notes,” Talullah said 
gloomily. “Oom-pah, oom-pah, oom-pah.”  
 “Yeah, I’m the only one of us that ever gets to play a melody,” Gladys 
piped up, “and that only happens rarely. The woodwinds and strings are given 
most of the favorable parts.” 
 “You all look best in the back!” one of the clarinets yelled from the 
adjacent corner in the band room. Curly was certain it was Veronica, since she 
was the most malicious instrument. “You’re decent at backup notes, but not as 
the main attraction.” She cackled wickedly, and the other clarinets and flutes 
joined in. 
 “Nobody asked you!” Gladys admonished Veronica. 
 Sylvester produced a mournful sound by moving his slide forward and 
back. 
 “You see?” Talullah said, attempting to lower her voice, which was difficult 
for a tuba to do. “Brass is for backup and nothing else.”
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 Curly couldn’t fathom what he was hearing. He’d never thought so 
negatively about their position in the band. The brass instruments were a 
crucial part of the overall sound, but Talullah was right. They were always 
situated in the back at every concert, and during practice, too.  
 “Just once, it’d be awesome to show Loop River what I’m capable 
of,” Gladys said. “Without having to share the limelight with the first three 
rows of instruments.” 
 All of the instruments settled down for the night to get some rest. Curly 
curled in on himself even more than normal, trying not to weep. He no 
longer felt very distinguished or significant. 
 The day of the fair arrived, and the high school kids gathered all of the 
instruments and took them out in the warm sunshine. The spring concert 
was held right in the heart of the fair, and every attendee stopped going 
on rides or buying sugary foods and drinks to listen to the music. 
 The band’s songs reverberated around the fair remarkably, just like 
always, but Curly could tell that his friends’ hearts weren’t in it. Neither was 
his heart. He had come to the realization that the brass instruments were, 
indeed, just back-up. They came in with a couple notes here and there, 
while the woodwinds ran through all the scales. Even the percussion 
received more appreciation at the end, probably because they played 
the entire time.  
 Several of the townspeople of Loop River discussed how they’d love 
to attend more concerts than the two annual ones. 
 As the teenagers began packing up all the instruments, Curly 
overheard the principal reminiscing with his brother. “Remember when we 
blew the socks off of everyone with our brass band, Joe?” he asked. “That 
felt so triumphant.” 
 “Oh, indeed,” Joe said. “With your trumpet and my tuba, we sounded 
unbelievable.” 
 A brass band? Curly pondered if that meant just brass instruments and 
no others. He questioned his friends about it when they were returned to 
the band room, safe and sound.  
 “My great-grandfather used to talk about a brass band he was in,” 
Sylvester said. “They played jazz music.”
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 “I love jazz music!” Gladys said, trumpeting brightly. 
 “I think paradise must be made out of brass, just like us,” Talullah 
dreamed. 
 “I wonder if we can revive the Brass Band of Loop River,” Curly said. 
“Maybe if we prove to the band teacher that we can carry a band all by 
ourselves, he’ll consider starting it again.” 
 “Fat chance of that happening,” Veronica the Clarinet shrilled from 
the woodwind corner. “A band with only brass instruments would sound 
dreadful. It would just be a lot of bleating and blaring.” All of the 
woodwinds began laughing hysterically again, except for one.  
 “I think it’s a brilliant idea,” Axel the Saxophone said. “I’d love to hear 
a jazzy brass band play.” 
 All night, Curly and his friends practiced jazz music. They were so loud 
that the rest of the instruments couldn’t get any sleep.  
 “Would you stop all that honking?” Veronica asked. Talullah oom-
pah-pahed even louder to drown out her complaining. 

When the band teacher came in the next morning, the brass 
instruments started to jazz it up. Gladys trumpeted high, clear notes, while 
Sylvester the Trombone added a sliding tone. Curly and Talullah blasted 
together in an appealing melody. 

“My goodness,” the band teacher said. “What fine, talented brass 
instruments we have. This gives me an idea.” 

At band practice that day, the teacher asked the students if they’d 
like to launch a brass band. “It would only be for brass instruments,” he 
said, “but we could offer more public concerts each year.” 

Curly and his friends were ecstatic that everyone else thought it 
was a fabulous idea, also.  

It took an agonizing amount of practice, but eventually, the Brass 
Band of Loop River was prepared for their first concert. The townspeople 
entered the auditorium and quieted down to hear the music.  

When the curtain opened, Curly could see everything clearly 
because no one was in front of him to block his view. Gladys, Sylvester, 
and Talullah were in the front row with him, too. The first song commenced 
and the brass band blared and blasted. The townsfolk jumped up from 
their seats to dance on their feet to the jazzy music. 
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Afterward, the principal and his brother shook hands with the band 
teacher. “The new brass band sounds amazing!” the principal said. 

“It blew off my socks,” added his brother, Joe. 
That evening, Veronica the Clarinet admitted how wrong she had 

been. “We could hear you all the way backstage,” she said, “and the 
music was tremendous. It turns out that brass isn’t just for backup after all.” 

“We love playing with all of you,” Gladys assured her and the other 
instruments. “But it’s nice to be in the limelight sometimes, too.” 

“You deserve to be,” Axel the Saxophone said. “That was some 
sensational jazzy music.” 

“Well, Axel, I think there’s room for you if you want to join the brass 
band, too,” Curly said. “After all, you’re mostly made of brass, just like us.” 
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