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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

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-W

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

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

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

identified by both colour and letter

Level 
A

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



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



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: ____________________________ 
_______________________________________ 



february Guided  
Reading Texts

A - Grade 3 to 4

B - Grade 4 to 5

C – Grade 5 to 6



Week #1
Mary’s Dhuku
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56.4.1

A

mary’s dhuku

1

“What is that thing on your head?” Mr. Thompson asked.  
Mary was sitting in Mr. Thompson’s third period math class. She was not 
expecting the teacher to be asking about her dhuku. She was expecting 
to take a quiz on multiplying fractions.  
“Umm…” Mary replied. “It’s a dhuku. It’s an African head wrap.” 
“It looks like a hat to me,” Mr. Thompson replied. “And hats are against the 
dress code.” 
“It’s not a hat,” Mary said, but Mr. Thompson did not look at her. He was 
writing on a piece of paper. 
“Here’s a note for Principal Alpine,” Mr. Thompson said. He handed the 
paper to Mary and said, “Take it to his office right now.” 
Mary was shocked. She tried not to cry as she walked to the principal’s 
office. She often wore her dhukus last year at her elementary school. Her 
teachers liked them and never said a bad thing about them. She was 
never sent to the principal’s office for them. In fact, she’d never been sent 
to the principal’s office at all! It seemed like middle school had a whole 
new set of rules.  
Mary didn’t wear a dhuku everyday, but she did a few times per month. 
She loved them because they came from her grandmother. She would 
send them to Mary from her town in Zimbabwe. Women wore dhukus often 
there. Sometimes they would wear them for special celebrations. Other 
times, they would just wear them for fun. For Mary, wearing a dhuku 
connected her to Africa. It also helped her feel closer to her grandparents. 
Mary missed them very much. Wearing a dhuku 
made her feel like her grandmother and 
grandfather were not so far away.   
As Mary walked down the hall, she tried to figure out 
how to say all of this to the principal. But when she 
walked into his office, she didn’t get a chance to 
say anything. Principal Alpine read the note. He then 
told Mary that her head wrap was against the 
school dress code. 
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“You have two options: take that thing off your head or be suspended,” 
Principal Alpine said without any emotion. 
The options surprised Mary. She had never been in trouble before, much 
less suspended. She tried to tell Principal Alpine about the meaning 
behind her dhuku. He just interrupted her and repeated the same 
choices. Mary then tried to explain how the head wrap was from her 
grandmother in Africa. Once again, the principal cut her off. He stated, 
“Take off the hat or you’ll be suspended.” 
“It’s not a hat!” Mary yelled back. The volume of Mary’s voice surprised 
the principal. It surprised Mary as well. But she was not finished. Mary did 
something else that came as a surprise. She looked at the principal and 
said, “Suspend me.” 
Mary didn’t cry until her father picked her up twenty minutes later. Then, 
she sobbed. She apologized in between her loud cries. Her father stayed 
quiet and let his daughter get out all of her tears. When she stopped, long 
after they had reached home, he said, “I’m not mad at you. I’m proud of 
you.” 
Mary’s mother agreed too. When she got home after work, she heard the 
full story.  She smiled at Mary and told her she did the right thing. 
“But how can it be the right thing? I got suspended,” Mary asked. 
“Sometimes doing the right thing means standing up to the rules,” Mary’s 
mother replied. “That’s what you did today. You took a stand. You said 
that learning is more important than what people wear. You said that a 
person’s culture should be allowed to be expressed. You said that listening 
to a student is more important than expelling a student.”  
“I did?” Mary asked with wide eyes. “I really didn’t say much at all.” 
Mary’s father laughed and said, “Well, you may not have said that with 
your words. However, you said it with your actions.”  
“So,” Mary’s mother asked in between bites of dinner. “The question is, 
what do you want to do about it? Do you want to go back to school and 
follow the rule you stood up against today? Or do you want to change 
it?” 
“I want to change the rule, but I don’t know how,” Mary moaned. “The 
principal wouldn’t let me speak when I went to his office. How do I

mary’s   dhuku 

56.4.1

RL:	3.8
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convince him that the dress code is unfair?” 
“The first step is to make people understand your point of view. If the 
principal won’t hear it, maybe the school board will,” Mary’s mother said. 
“I think you start with a letter. Let them know why wearing your dhukus is 
important to you and why the dress code needs to be changed.” 
“It wouldn’t hurt if you got some support as well,” Mary’s father 
interjected. “Can you ask some of your friends to sign the letter?” 
“Sure!” Mary responded. “I even bet some of my other teachers would 
sign it too. Mr. Thompson was harsh, but some of my other teachers are 
really nice.” 
“I think that’s a good first step,” Mary’s father said.  
Mary didn’t want to let the moment pass. She ran upstairs and got some 
paper to start the letter to the school board. Fifteen minutes later, and 
with her parents’ help, the letter was finished. It was thoughtful, well-
reasoned, and had heart. Mary’s letter ended with these words: “When I 
got suspended, I felt like my culture was put down. I felt like my family was 
not worth understanding. I felt unheard. Our school is supposed to be 
open to diversity. It is supposed to listen to its students. However, I was told 
to leave and take my culture with me. That must change.”

56.4.1

RL:	3.8

mary’s   dhuku 
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“What is that thing on your head?” Mr. Thompson asked.  
Mary was sitting in Mr. Thompson’s third period math class. She wasn’t 
expecting the teacher to be asking about her dhuku. She was expecting 
to take a quiz on multiplying fractions.  
“Umm…” Mary replied timidly. “It’s a dhuku. It’s a type of African head 
wrap.” 
“It looks like a hat to me,” Mr. Thompson replied. “And hats are against the 
dress code.” 
“It’s not a hat,” Mary began. However, Mr. Thompson didn’t look up at her. 
He was scribbling on a piece of paper on his desk. 
“Here’s a note for Principal Alpine,” Mr. Thompson said, handing Mary the 
paper. “Take it to the office. I want him to weigh in on this.” 
Mary was shocked and fought back tears as she took the note and made 
her way to the office. She frequently wore her dhukus last year at her 
elementary school. In fact, her teachers liked them and frequently 
complimented her when she wore them. She was never sent to the 
principal’s office for something she was wearing; she’d never been sent to 
the principal’s office at all! However, it seemed as though middle school 
had a whole new set of rules. Plus, she didn’t know any of the teachers or 
the principal well. 
Mary didn’t wear a dhuku everyday, but she liked wearing them a few 
times per month. Her grandmother would often ship them to her from her 
town in Zimbabwe. There, women wore dhukus often, from casual
occasions to special religious celebrations. For Mary, 
wearing a dhuku connected her to her culture. It 
also helped her feel closer to her grandparents who 
lived far away in Africa. 
Mary tried to figure out how to say all of this to the 
principal as she walked down the hall and opened 
the office door. But when she walked into his office, 
she didn’t get much of a chance to say anything. 
Principal Alpine read the note and immediately told

56.4.1

mary’s dhuku
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Mary that her head wrap was against the school dress code.  
“The way I see it, you have two options: take that thing off your head or 
be suspended,” Principal Alpine matter-of-factly uttered. 
The options were startling to Mary. She had never been in trouble before, 
much less suspended. She tried to interject and tell Principal Alpine about 
the cultural meaning behind her dhuku. However, he just interrupted her, 
and repeated the same two choices. Then she tried to explain how the 
head wrap was from her grandmother who lived so far away in Africa. 
Once again, Principal Alpine cut her off and simply stated, “Take off the 
hat or you’ll be suspended.” 
“It’s not a hat!” Mary yelled back. The volume and authority of Mary’s 
voice surprised her as much as Principal Alpine. But Mary did not only 
shock herself at that point; a few seconds later, she heard herself say, 
“Suspend me.” 
Mary didn’t cry until her father came to pick her up twenty minutes later. 
She apologized and tried to justify her actions through her sobs. Her father 
remained quiet, letting his daughter get all the crying out of her system. 
When her weeping stopped, long after they’d reached home, he looked 
his daughter in the eye and said, “I’m not mad at you. I’m proud of you.” 
Mary’s mother agreed too. When she arrived home after work and heard 
the full story of what had happened, she smiled at her daughter and told 
her she did the right thing. 
“But how can it be the right thing if it means I got suspended?” Mary 
asked. 
“Sometimes doing the right thing means standing up to the rules,” Mary’s 
mother replied. “That’s what you did today. You took a stand against a 
rule that tells people what they wear is more important than learning. You 
took a stand against a rule that tells people their own culture isn’t worth 
acknowledging. You took a stand against a rule that would rather expel a 
student than listen to a student.” 
“I did?” Mary asked with wide, surprised eyes. 
Her mother took a deep breath, looked at her daughter with all the 
kindness in the world, and said, “Yes, my sweet girl. You did.” 
“So,” Mary’s father asked in between bites of dinner. “The question is, 

56.4.1
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what do you want to do about it? Do you want to go back to school and 
follow the rule you stood up against today? Or do you want to try to 
change it?” 
“I want to change the rule, but I don’t know how,” Mary moaned. “The 
principal wouldn’t even let me speak when I went to his office. How am I 
supposed to convince him that the dress code is unfair?” 
“Well, the first step is to make people understand your point of view. If the 
principal won’t hear it, perhaps the school board will,” Mary’s mother 
said. “Why don’t you write them a letter, let them know why wearing your 
dhukus is important to you, and why you think the dress code needs to be 
changed.” 
“It wouldn’t hurt if you got some support behind your cause as well,” 
Mary’s father interjected. “Perhaps some of your friends, and maybe 
some of your other teachers, could sign the letter as well.” 
“I guess that’s a good first step,” Mary admitted. She didn’t want to let the 
moment pass; she ran upstairs and got some stationary to start 
composing her letter to the school board. Fifteen minutes later, and with 
her parents’ help, Mary had written a thoughtful and articulate appeal 
that the dress code be changed. In her final paragraph, Mary concluded 
with, “When I was suspended, I felt like my culture was belittled and my 
family’s heritage wasn’t worth understanding. Our school claims to be 
open to diversity and multiculturalism. However, I was told I had to leave 
my culture outside of the school’s walls. This has to change.”

56.4.1

mary’s   dhuku 
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“What is that thing on your head?” Mr. Thompson asked.  
Mary was sitting in Mr. Thompson’s third period math class. She wasn’t 
expecting the teacher to be asking about her dhuku; she was expecting 
to take a quiz on multiplying fractions.  
“Umm…” Mary replied timidly and barely above a whisper. “It’s a dhuku. 
It’s a type of African head wrap.” 
“It looks like a hat to me,” Mr. Thompson sternly replied. “And hats are 
against the dress code.” 
“It’s not a hat,” Mary began, a bit louder this time. However, Mr. Thompson 
didn’t look up at her. He was too busy scribbling on a piece of paper on 
his desk. 
“Here’s a note for Principal Alpine,” Mr. Thompson said, handing Mary the 
paper. “Take it to the office. I want him to weigh in on this.” 
Mary was shocked and fought back tears as she took the note and slowly 
made her way through the halls and towards the office. She frequently 
wore her dhukus last year at her elementary school. In fact, her teachers 
liked them and frequently complimented her when she wore them. She 
was never sent to the principal’s office for something she was wearing; 
she’d never been sent to the principal’s office at all for that matter! 
However, it seemed as though middle school had a whole new set of rules. 
Plus, she didn’t know any of the teachers or the principal well. Perhaps she 
just needed to get to know them a little better and explain why her dhukus 
were important to her.
Mary didn’t wear a dhuku everyday, but she 
enjoyed wearing them a few times per month. Her 
grandmother would often ship them to her from her 
town in Zimbabwe called Kariba. There, women 
wore dhukus often, from casual occasions to special 
religious celebrations. For Mary, wearing a dhuku 
made her feel more connected to her African 
culture. It also helped her feel closer to her 
grandparents who lived far away in Africa. 

56.4.1

mary’s dhuku
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Mary tried to figure out how to say all of this to the principal as she 
approached his office door and lightly knocked on it. But when she 
walked into his office, she didn’t get much of a chance to say anything. 
Principal Alpine quickly took the note from Mary’s hand, read Mr. 
Thompson’s message, and immediately told Mary that her head wrap 
was against the school dress code.  
“The way I see it, you have two options: take that thing off your head or 
be suspended,” Principal Alpine matter-of-factly uttered. 
The options were startling to Mary. She had never been in trouble before, 
much less suspended. She tried to interject and tell Principal Alpine about 
the cultural meaning behind her dhuku. However, he just interrupted her, 
and repeated the same two choices. Then she tried to explain how the 
head wrap was from her grandmother who lived so far away in Africa. 
Once again, Principal Alpine cut her off and simply stated, “Take the hat 
off or you’ll be suspended.” 
Mary felt her face get hot. Her frustration was bubbling into anger until 
she shouted, “It’s not a hat!” back at Principal Alpine. The volume and 
authority of Mary’s voice surprised her as much as it did Principal Alpine. 
But Mary did not only shock herself at that point; only a few seconds later, 
she heard herself say, “Suspend me.” 
Mary didn’t cry until her father came to pick her up from school twenty 
minutes later. She apologized and tried to justify her actions through her 
sobs. Her father remained quiet, letting his daughter get all the crying out 
of her system. When her weeping stopped, long after they’d reached 
home, he looked his daughter in the eye and said, “Mary, I’m not mad at 
you. I’m proud of you.” 
Mary’s mother agreed too. When she arrived home after work and heard 
the full story of what had happened, she smiled at her daughter and told 
her she had done the right thing. 
“But how can it be the right thing if it means I got suspended?” Mary 
asked. 
“Sometimes doing the right thing means standing up to the rules,” Mary’s 
mother replied. “And today, you stood up against a ridiculous rule. You 
took a stand against a rule that tells people what they wear is more 
important than learning. You took a stand against a rule that tells people

56.4.1
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their own culture isn’t worth acknowledging or celebrating. You took a 
stand against a rule that would rather expel a student rather than listen to 
a student.” 
“I did?” Mary asked with wide, surprised eyes. 
Her mother chuckled, looked at her daughter with all the kindness in the 
world, and said, “Yes, my sweet girl. You did.” 
“So,” Mary’s father asked in between bites of his dinner. “The question is, 
what do you want to do about it? Do you want to go back to school and 
follow the rule you stood up against today? Or do you want to try to 
change it?” 
“I want to change the rule, but I don’t know how,” Mary moaned in 
another bout of frustration. “The principal wouldn’t even let me speak 
when I went to his office, so how am I supposed to convince him that the 
dress code is unfair?” 
“Well, the first step is to make people understand your point of view. If the 
principal won’t hear it, perhaps the school board will,” Mary’s mother 
said. “Why don’t you write them a letter, let them know why wearing your 
dhukus is important to you, and why you think the dress code needs to be 
changed.” 
“It wouldn’t hurt if you got some support behind your cause as well,” 
Mary’s father interjected. “Perhaps some of your friends, and maybe 
even a few of your other teachers, could sign the letter as well.” 
“I guess that’s a good first step,” Mary admitted. She started feeling a bit 
more emboldened and didn’t want to let the moment pass; she ran 
upstairs, got some stationary, and immediately began composing her 
letter to the school board.  
Fifteen minutes later, and with her parents’ help, Mary had written a 
thoughtful and articulate appeal that the dress code at Pleasant Valley 
Middle School be changed. In her final paragraph, Mary concluded with 
these powerful words: “When I was suspended, I felt like my culture was 
belittled and my family’s heritage wasn’t worth understanding. Our school 
claims to be open to diversity and multiculturalism, however, I was told I 
had to leave my culture outside of the school’s walls. This has to change.”

56.4.1

mary’s   dhuku 
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Week #2
Jack’s a Jerk!
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Once upon a time, up in the sky, there was a kingdom of giant folk. They 
were much larger than human beings. This kingdom had a huge castle with 
many villages around it. Beyond the villages were mountains with lots of 
trees. In one of these forests lived two brave giants named Monty and 
Patrice. They were a married couple who loved adventures and hunting for 
treasure.  
Monty and Patrice had traveled all over the sky kingdom. They found lost 
artifacts, magical objects, and lovely jewels. They sold most of these items to 
their queen, who had a large treasure room in her castle to store them all. A 
few of the treasures, though, they kept for themselves. Patrice and Monty 
loved the golden harp and magical hen most of all.  
One day, Monty headed to the kingdom to sell the latest treasures he and 
his wife had found. Patrice stayed at home. She looked at maps to see 
where they should go for their next adventure. Patrice had very large ears 
and could hear very well. When there was a soft knock on her door, she got 
up to answer it right away.  
 “Hello, who’s there?” she asked, when she opened the door.  
A very small voice said, “It’s me, Jack!” However, she couldn’t see anyone.  
“Where are you?” she asked.  
“I’m down here!”

1

Jack’s a jerk!

Patrice looked down and saw a tiny little 
boy jumping and waving his arms. She 
picked him up and looked at him closely. 
Was he a fairy? She’d never met a fairy 
named Jack. 
“Hello, there,” she said. “How can I help 
you?” 
“Do you have anything to eat?” Jack 
asked. “I’ve climbed a lot today and I’m 
very hungry.”
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Patrice was a nice giant and invited Jack in for some lunch. After all, he 
was so small and wouldn’t eat much of her bread and cheese. 
“Where did you come from, Jack?” she asked as he began eating. 
Before Jack could answer, she heard some loud thumps. Each thump was 
louder and closer than the last.  
“Jack, my husband is coming home. He does not like teensy little fairies,” 
she said. “Quick, let me hide you until he falls asleep.” With that, she 
grabbed Jack in her hand and stuck him in the oven. 
“Fee-fi-fo-fum, Fee-fi-fo-fum,” Monty sang as he came into the house. 
That was his favorite song, and Patrice was glad he was in such a good 
mood.  
However, that all changed the minute he sniffed.  
“What’s that I smell?” Monty boomed. He had a very large nose and 
could smell very well. So, when he sniffed, he smelled something that 
shouldn’t have been in his house.  
“I don’t know what you mean, dear,” Patrice said. 
“I smell the blood of an Englishman!” Monty said. “Where is he?” 
“An Englishman? What’s that?” Patrice asked. Luckily, her husband forgot 
all about it as soon as he saw the table. 
“Oooh! Bread and cheese!” he exclaimed, and sat down to eat some 
lunch.  
When he was done, he showed Patrice the four bags of gold that the 
queen had given him in exchange for the treasures he’d brought her. 
“That was a great sale,” Patrice said. “It will buy us lots of bread and 
cheese.” 
“And some new shirts,” Monty said, frowning at the rips in his current shirt. 
Then, he asked his harp to sing a lullaby and fell asleep. Patrice opened 
the oven as soon as she heard her husband snoring to let Jack out. 
“Thank you. Goodbye!” said Jack. 
When Monty woke up, he looked down and saw only three bags of gold, 
instead of four. 
“Patrice, did you take a bag of gold to buy me some shirts?” he asked. 

jack’s a jerk!
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“Why no, I didn’t touch the gold,” Patrice said.  
“Someone stole our gold!” Monty shouted.  
“Oh, no! Maybe it was Jack.” 
“Who is Jack?” 
Patrice told him about how a tiny boy named Jack had come to their 
house for some lunch. Monty was quite upset. 
“I knew I smelled something funny. That Jack is a jerk!” Monty and Patrice 
searched the whole kingdom. They asked every giant they knew, but they 
couldn’t find a little guy named Jack. So, they decided to forget about 
him and went on with their lives. 
Six months later, Patrice went outside to care for their magical hen. She 
was bending down to gather the golden eggs it had lain when she heard 
a tiny voice yelling again. 
“Excuse me, ma’am!” 
Turning around, Patrice saw Jack on the ground. 
“What are you doing here?” she asked, putting her hands on her hips. 
“Did you bring back our bag of gold?” 
Jack looked confused. “What bag of gold?” 
“The one you stole!” 
“I didn’t steal anything,” Jack said. “Maybe you misplaced it.” 
Patrice was a fair giant, and the more she thought about it, the more she 
realized Jack probably didn’t steal the gold. He was so small, it would be 
hard for him to carry.  
“Maybe,” she said. 
“I was wondering if you had more bread and cheese,” Jack said. “I’ve 
been climbing all day and I’m very hungry.” 
“Alright, come on,” Patrice said and brought him inside. Just as Jack was 
getting ready to eat, though, she heard some loud thumps, each one 
louder and closer than the last. Once again, Patrice hid Jack in the oven. 
Monty was on his way home again, chanting “Fee-fi-fo-fum.” When he

jack’s a jerk!
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came in the door, he stopped and said, “I smell the blood of an 
Englishman! Where is he?” 
Patrice served him some golden scrambled eggs, and luckily, Monty 
forgot all about it. After her husband ate and fell asleep to his singing 
harp, she let Jack out.  
“Thank you. Goodbye!” Jack said.  
Patrice heard the squawks of their hen soon afterward. She rushed 
outside to see what was the matter. The hen was gone!  
She woke Monty up and they searched the whole kingdom for their 
magical hen, but couldn’t find it.  
“Someone stole our hen!” Monty roared. 
“Oh, no! Maybe it was Jack.” 
“Jack was here again?” Monty was quite upset and Patrice promised she 
wouldn’t let Jack come to their house anymore. She now agreed with her 
husband. Jack was a jerk! Not only was he a thief, he had also lied to her. 
A few months later, Patrice and Monty were enjoying dinner together and 
discussing their next adventure. After they ate, they had their enchanted 
harp sing them a nice lullaby and both of them fell asleep.  
Patrice woke up when she heard the harp screaming, “Help! He’s stealing 
me!” She woke Monty up, and the two of them rushed outside to see a 
little tiny guy running away with their harp.  
“It’s that jerk, Jack!” Monty yelled. He took off running after the boy, and 
saw that Jack began to climb down a huge beanstalk.  
Without even thinking if it would hold him, Monty began to climb down 
the beanstalk as well. However, he didn’t get very far before Patrice 
screamed down to him. “He’s going to cut down the stalk, Monty!” She 
had heard Jack call to his mother to get him an ax.  
Monty trusted his wife’s good hearing, so he began to climb back up 
again. Sure enough, he heard the sounds of chopping. Soon, he could 
also feel the stalk swaying.  
“Grab my hand!” Patrice said, when Monty was almost at the top of the 
stalk. He reached out and grabbed her hand just as the stalk fell from  
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under him. Patrice pulled him up and the two of them sat on the ground 
and looked at each other. 
“Jack is such a jerk,” Patrice grumbled. 
“He is,” Monty agreed. “But now that I know where he lives, I can build a 
ladder to go down and get our treasures back.” 
“And who knows how many other treasures are in his land?” Patrice said, 
smiling.

jack’s a jerk!
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Once upon a time in a land far above the earth, there could be found a 
kingdom of giants. Of course, they weren’t giants to themselves, only to 
human beings. Since a human being is telling this story, these folk will be 
called giants here. 
The kingdom of the giants was up in the sky, and included an enormous 
castle surrounded by several villages. Beyond the villages were mountains 
dotted with trees, and in one of these forests lived two brave giants named 
Monty and Patrice. They were a married couple who loved adventures and 
hunting for treasure.  
Monty and Patrice had traveled all over the sky kingdom, finding lost 
artifacts, magical objects, and beautiful, sparkling jewels. Most of these, they 
sold to their queen, who had a large treasure room in her castle to store 
them all. A few of the treasures, though, they kept for themselves, such as a 
golden harp and a magical hen.  
One day, Monty journeyed to the kingdom with the latest chest of treasures 
he and his wife had found. Patrice stayed at home, studying a map to see 
where they should travel for their next adventure. She had very large ears 
and could hear extremely well. So, when there was a soft knock on her door, 
she got up to answer it right away.  
“Hello, who’s come to visit me?” she asked, opening the door. 

1

A mousy little voice said, “It’s me, Jack!” 
However, she couldn’t see anyone before 
her.  
“Are you invisible, Jack?” she asked, for she 
had met invisible people before during an 
adventure.  
“No, ma’am!” came the voice. “I’m down 
here!” 
Patrice looked down and saw a tiny little 
figure jumping up and down and waving his
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arms. She scooped him up and looked at him closely, thinking that he 
might be a fairy, even though she’d never met a fairy named Jack. 
“Hello, there,” she said politely. “How can I help you?” 
“I wonder if you have anything to eat?” Jack asked. “I’ve climbed a lot 
today and I’m very hungry.” 
Patrice was a gracious giant and invited Jack in for some lunch. After all, 
he was so small that he would barely make a dent in the bread and 
cheese she had.  
“Where did you come from, Jack?” she asked, as the tiny guy began 
nibbling. 
Before Jack could answer, she heard some booming thumps, each one 
louder and closer than the last.  
“Jack, my husband is returning home, and he is not fond of teensy little 
fairies,” she said. “Quick, let me hide you someplace until he falls asleep.” 
With that, she grabbed Jack in her hand and concealed him in the oven. 
“Fee-fi-fo-fum, Fee-fi-fo-fum,” Monty chanted as he came into the house. 
That was his favorite song, and Patrice was glad he was in such a jovial 
mood.  
However, that all changed the minute he inhaled.  
“What’s that I smell?” Monty yelled. He had a very large nose and could 
smell very well, so when he sniffed, he smelled something that shouldn’t 
have been in his house.  
“I don’t know what you’re referring to, dear,” Patrice said. 
“I smell the blood of an Englishman!” Monty boomed. “Where is he?” 
“An Englishman? What’s that?” Patrice wanted to know. Luckily, her 
husband forgot all about it as soon as he saw the table. 
“Oooh! Bread and cheese!” he exclaimed, and plopped down at the 
table to eat some lunch.  
 When he was finished, he showed Patrice the four bags of gold that the 
queen had given him in compensation for the treasures he’d brought her. 
“That was a fantastic sale,” Patrice said. “We can obtain lots of bread
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and cheese with those funds.” 
“And some new shirts,” Monty said, frowning at the rips and tears in his 
current shirt. As usual, he asked his precious harp to sing a lullaby and fell 
asleep. Patrice opened the oven as soon as she heard her husband 
snoring to let Jack out. 
“You have my deepest gratitude for your hospitality. Goodbye!” said 
Jack. 
When Monty awakened, he looked down and spied only three bags of 
gold, instead of four. 
“Patrice, did you take a bag of gold to buy me some shirts?” he asked. 
“Why no, I didn’t touch the gold,” Patrice said.  
“Someone has stolen our gold!” Monty thundered.  
“Oh, no! Perhaps it was Jack.” 
“Who is Jack?” 
Patrice explained to him how a miniscule boy named Jack had come to 
their house for some lunch. Monty was quite perturbed about the 
situation. 
“I knew I smelled something unusual. That Jack is a jerk!” Monty and 
Patrice searched the whole kingdom, and asked every giant they knew, 
but they couldn’t discover the whereabouts of the wee little man named 
Jack. So, they decided to forget about him and kept on adventuring. 
Six months later, Patrice was outside collecting the golden eggs laid by 
their magical hen when she heard a tiny, odd voice yelling again. 
“Excuse me, ma’am!” 
Swiveling around on her toes, Patrice spotted Jack on the ground. 
“What are you doing here?” she asked, placing her hands on her hips. 
“Did you bring back our bag of gold?” 
Jack looked confused. “What bag of gold, if I may ask?” 
“The one you stole from us!” 
“I didn’t steal anything,” Jack said, “because I’m not a thief. Maybe you
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misplaced it.” 
Patrice was a fair giant, and the more she thought about it, the more she 
realized Jack probably didn’t steal the gold. He was so small, it would 
have been mighty difficult for him to carry.  
“Maybe you’re being honest with me after all,” she said. 
“I am, and I was wondering if you had more of that delicious bread and 
cheese,” Jack said. “I’ve been climbing all day and I’m very hungry.” 
“Alright, come on,” Patrice said and brought him inside. Just as Jack was 
preparing to eat, though, she heard some rumbling thumps, each one 
louder and closer than the last. Once again, Patrice harbored Jack in the 
oven. 
Monty was on his way home again, chanting “Fee-fi-fo-fum.” When he 
came in the door, he halted, glared and said, “I smell the blood of an 
Englishman! Where is he?” 
Patrice served her husband some golden scrambled eggs, and luckily, 
Monty forgot all about the odd odor. After her husband ate and dozed 
off to his singing harp, she let Jack out.  
“Thank you. Goodbye!” Jack said.  
Patrice heard the squawks of their magical hen soon afterward and 
rushed outside to see what was the matter. The hen had vanished!  
She woke Monty up and together they searched the whole kingdom for 
their magical hen, but couldn’t find their precious pet.  
“Someone stole our hen!” Monty raged. 
“Oh, goodness gracious! Maybe it was Jack.” 
“Jack was here like before?” Monty was furious and Patrice promised she 
wouldn’t let Jack come to their house again. She now completely agreed 
with her husband. Jack was a jerk! Not only was he a thief, he had also 
been dishonest with her. 
A few months later, Patrice and Monty were enjoying a scrumptious 
dinner together and coming up with strategies for their next adventure. 
After they had emptied their plates, they asked their enchanted harp to 
sing them a gentle lullaby and both of them fell asleep. 
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Patrice jolted awake when she heard the harp screaming, “Help! He’s 
stealing me!” Monty awakened as well, and the two of them dashed 
outside to see a miniature boy running away with their harp.  
“It’s that jerk, Jack!” Monty exploded. He sprinted after the boy, and 
witnessed Jack begin to climb down a huge beanstalk.  
Without even contemplating if it would hold his tons of weight, Monty 
began to climb down the beanstalk, too. However, he didn’t get very far 
before Patrice screamed down to him. “He’s going to cut down the stalk, 
Monty!” She had heard Jack call to his mother to get him an ax.  
Monty trusted his wife’s superb hearing, so he started to climb back up 
again. Sure enough, he soon heard the sounds of chopping, and felt the 
stalk swaying beneath him.  
“Grab my hand!” Patrice commanded, when Monty was nearing the top 
of the stalk. He reached out and grasped her hand, just as the stalk fell 
from under him. Patrice yanked him back up to the land in their giant 
kingdom, and the two of them sat on the ground and gazed at each 
other. 
“Jack is such a jerk,” Patrice said angrily. 
“He is,” Monty agreed. “But now that I know where he lives, I can build a 
ladder to take me down there and get our treasures back.” 
“And who knows how many other treasures are in his land?” Patrice said, 
smiling and thinking about all the adventures that awaited them.  
 

56.4.2

B

jack’s a jerk!

RL:	4.1



©
	M

ad
ly
	L
ea
rn
in
g	
20
20

RL:	4.6

Once upon a time in an enchanted land far above the earth, there could 
be found a grand kingdom of giants. Of course, they weren’t giants to 
themselves, only to human beings, but since a human being is relaying this 
story, these folk will be called giants here. 
The kingdom of the giants was situated up in the sky, and included a 
humongous castle surrounded by several quaint hamlets. Beyond the 
villages were mountains dotted with a multitude of trees, and in one of these 
forests lived two adventurous giants named Monty and Patrice. They were a 
married couple who loved, more than anything, to hunt for treasure.  
Monty and Patrice had journeyed all over the sky kingdom, discovering lost 
artifacts, magical objects, and dazzling jewels. Most of these glorious finds 
they sold to their queen, who had a vast treasure room in her castle where 
she displayed them all. A few of the treasures, though, they kept for 
themselves, such as a golden harp and a magical hen.  
One blustery day, Monty journeyed to the kingdom’s castle with the most 
recent chest of treasures he and his wife had discovered. Patrice remained 
at home, examining a map to estimate where they should travel for their 
next excursion. She had enormous ears and could hear extremely well, so 
when there was a soft knock on her door, she got up to answer it

1

immediately.  
“Hello, who’s come to pay me a visit?” she 
questioned, opening the door and peering 
out.  
A mousy little voice said, “It’s me, Jack!” 
However, she couldn’t see anyone standing 
before her.  
“Are you invisible, Jack?” she asked, for she 
had met invisible people before during one of 
the expeditions she had taken with Monty. 

56.4.2

C

Jack’s a jerk!



©
	M

ad
ly
	L
ea
rn
in
g	
20
20

2

“No, ma’am!” came the voice. “I’m down here!” 
Patrice gawked down at her feet and spied a tiny little figure jumping up 
and down and frantically waving his arms. She scooped him up and 
inspected him closely, musing that he might be a fairy, even though she’d 
never met a fairy named Jack. 
“Well hello, there,” she said politely. “How can I help you?” 
“I wonder if you might have anything to eat?” Jack queried. “I’ve 
climbed a lot today and I’m extraordinarily famished.” 
Patrice was a generous and hospitable giant, and she invited Jack in for 
some lunch. After all, he was so miniscule that he would barely make a 
dent in the bread and cheese she had prepared for herself. 
“Where did you come from, Jack?” she inquired, as the tiny boy began 
nibbling on the vittles. 
Before Jack could answer, she heard some reverberating thumps, each 
one louder and closer than the last.  
“Jack, my husband is returning home, and he is not fond of teensy little 
fairies,” she said. “Quick, let me hide you someplace until he falls asleep.” 
With that, she grabbed Jack in her hand and concealed him in the oven. 
“Fee-fi-fo-fum, Fee-fi-fo-fum,” Monty chanted exuberantly as he came 
into the house. That ditty was his favorite song, and Patrice was pleased 
he was in such a jovial mood.  
However, that all changed the minute he inhaled.  
“What’s that smell invading my nostrils?” Monty bawled. He had a large, 
bulbous nose and a remarkably sensitive sense of smell, so when he 
sniffed, he caught the whiff of something that shouldn’t have been in his 
house.  
“I don’t know what you’re referring to, dear,” Patrice said. 
“I smell the blood of an Englishman!” Monty boomed. “Where is he?” 
“An Englishman? What’s that?” Patrice queried. Luckily, her husband 
forgot all about the odorous stench as soon as he saw the table. 
“Oooh! Bread and cheese!” he exclaimed, and plopped down at the 
table to eat some lunch. 
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When he was finished, he showed Patrice the four bags of gold that the 
queen had given him in compensation for the treasures he’d brought her. 
“That was a sensational sale,” Patrice said. “We can obtain lots of bread 
and cheese with those funds.” 
“And some new shirts,” Monty said, frowning at the rips and tears in his 
current tunic. As usual succeeding his meal, he asked his precious harp to 
sing a lullaby and fell asleep promptly. Patrice opened the oven as soon 
as she heard her husband snoring to let Jack out. 
“You have my deepest gratitude for your hospitality. Goodbye!” said 
Jack. 
When Monty awakened, he looked down and spied only three bags of 
gold, instead of four. 
“Patrice, did you take a bag of gold to buy me some shirts?” he asked. 
“Why no, I didn’t touch the gold,” Patrice responded. 
“Someone must have stolen our gold!” Monty thundered.  
“Oh, no! Perhaps it was Jack.” 
“Who, pray tell, is Jack?” 
Patrice explained to him how a miniscule boy named Jack had arrived at 
their house for some lunch. Monty was quite perturbed about the 
situation. 
“I knew I smelled something unusual earlier. That Jack is a jerk!”  
Monty and Patrice searched the whole kingdom, and asked every giant 
they came across, but they neglected to discover the whereabouts of 
the wee little man named Jack. So, they decided to forget about him 
and went on more adventurous expeditions instead. 
Six months later, Patrice was outside collecting the golden eggs laid by 
their magical hen when she heard a tiny, odd voice yelling again. 
“Excuse me, ma’am!” 
Swiveling around on her toes, Patrice spotted Jack on the ground. 
“What are you doing here?” she asked, grimacing and placing her hands 
on her hips. “Did you bring back our bag of gold?”
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Jack looked befuddled. “What bag of gold, if I may ask?” 
“The one you stole from us!” 
“I didn’t steal anything,” Jack said, “because I’m not an underhanded 
thief. Maybe you misplaced it.” 
Patrice was an equitable and fair giant, and the more she contemplated 
it, the more she realized Jack probably hadn’t stolen the gold. He was so 
small, it would have been mighty difficult for him to carry.  
“Maybe you’re being honest with me after all,” she remarked. 
“I am, and I was wondering if you had more of that delicious bread and 
cheese,” Jack said. “I’ve been climbing all day and I’m absolutely 
voracious.” 
“Alright, come on in,” Patrice sighed and brought him into their hovel. Just 
as Jack was preparing to eat, though, she heard some rumbling thumps, 
each one louder and closer than the last. Once again, Patrice harbored 
Jack in the oven so he would be out of sight. 
Monty was traipsing home again, chanting “Fee-fi-fo-fum.” When burst 
through the door, he halted, glared and said, “I smell the blood of an 
Englishman! Where is he?” 
Patrice then served her husband some golden scrambled eggs, and 
luckily, Monty forgot all about the putrid odor. After her husband ate and 
dozed off to his singing harp, she helped Jack escape.  
“Thank you. Goodbye!” Jack said.  
Patrice heard the squawks of their magical hen soon afterward and 
rushed outside to see what was the matter. The hen had vanished!  
She woke Monty up and together they searched the whole kingdom for 
their magical hen, but neglected to find their precious pet.  
“Someone stole our hen!” Monty raged. 
“Oh, goodness gracious! Maybe it was Jack.” 
“Jack was here another time?” Monty was furious and Patrice promised 
she wouldn’t let Jack come to their house again. She now completely 
agreed with her husband. Jack was a jerk! Not only was he an 
underhanded thief, he had also been dishonest with her.
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A few months later, Patrice and Monty were enjoying a scrumptious 
dinner together and debating about strategies for their next adventure. 
After their bellies were sated and they had cleaned their plates, they 
asked their enchanted harp to sing them a gentle lullaby and both of 
them fell fast asleep.  
However, Patrice jolted awake when she heard the harp emitting an ear-
splitting scream, “Help! He’s stealing me!”  
Monty awakened as well, and the two of them dashed outside to see a 
miniature boy running away with their harp.  
“It’s that jerk, Jack!” Monty exploded. He sprinted after the boy, and 
witnessed Jack begin to climb down a huge beanstalk.  
Without even contemplating if it would hold his tons of weight, Monty 
began to climb down the beanstalk, too. However, he didn’t get very far 
before Patrice shrieked down to him. “He’s going to cut down the stalk, 
Monty!” Her extraordinary ears had heard Jack call to his mother to get 
him an ax.  
Monty trusted his wife’s superb hearing, so he switched gears and started 
to climb back up again. Sure enough, he soon heard the sounds of 
chopping, and felt the stalk swaying beneath him.  
“Grab my hand!” Patrice commanded, when Monty was nearing the top 
of the stalk. He reached out and grasped her hand, just as the stalk fell 
from under him. Patrice yanked him back up to the land in their giant 
kingdom, and the two of them sat on the ground and gazed at each 
other wonderingly. 
“Jack is such a jerk,” Patrice finally said, anger tainting her voice. 
“He is,” Monty agreed. “But now that I know where he lives, I can build a 
ladder to take me down there and get our treasures back.” 
“And who knows how many other treasures are in his land?” Patrice said, 
smiling and thinking about all the adventures that awaited them.  
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Fairy tales have been loved by people for many years. They are 
fun, but they have also educated children and adults. They have 
been read around the globe and have lasted a long time. Most of 
them had been told to family and friends for generations. Finally, 
they were written down and printed in books.  
Jakob and Wilhelm Grimm were two famous people that collected 
fairy tales. They were scholars and authors from Germany. The 
Grimm Brothers went all around Europe. They collected folktales 
from people who told them to their children

1

and grandchildren. Jakob and Wilhelm 
listened to the stories and wrote them 
down. They wanted to make a book of 
fairy tales so others could read them.  
In 1812 they put out the first book. It was 
named Children’s and Household Tales. 
Three years later, the second book was 
printed. Some of the stories in the books 
were Cinderella, Sleeping Beauty, and

A
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Snow White. Little Red Riding Hood, The Frog Prince, and Hansel 
and Gretel were also printed in the books. 
The books were popular in Germany and other countries, too. As 
the years went on, the books became more famous. Many 
different printings of the Grimm tales exist now. Today, people all 
over the world have read the stories. They have inspired other 
writers. They have been made into movies, plays, and cartoons. 
New fairy tales have been written, too. 
Fairy tales are a type of folklore short story. They often contain 
magic and creatures such as fairies, dragons, mermaids, and 
trolls. Fables are another type of story. They are a little different 
from fairy tales. Talking animals are often in fables. There are 
lessons to be learned from both, but a fable has a moral at the 
end.  
Another set of tales is Aesop’s Fables. Aesop was a storyteller 
and enslaved person from Ancient Greece. He told many 
fables. At first, the fables were for adults. They had life lessons, so 
they were later used to teach children. Aesop’s fables were not 
written down until three hundred years after he died. However, 
they are famous and still told today. Even other fables were 
added to his collection that he most likely didn’t tell. 
Both fairy tales and fables have inspired other art. Movies, tv 
shows, comic books, and much more are based on the stories. 
Many of them are part of our culture. Sometimes people forget 
their origin. However, now you know to thank Aesop for his 
fables. The Grimm Brothers can be thanked for collecting fairy 
tales. 
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Fairy tales have been enjoyed by people for hundreds of years. 
They enchant and educate children and adults around the globe. 
The wide appeal of fairy tales may be a reason why they lasted so 
long. Most of them had been passed down by mouth long before 
they were ever written down or printed in books.  
Jakob and Wilhelm Grimm helped to make sure several European 
fairy tales survived. They were scholars and authors from Germany. 
The Grimm Brothers traveled around their country, as well as 
Europe. They collected folktales from people who had

1

passed them down to their children and 
grandchildren. Jakob and Wilhelm 
listened to the stories and wrote them 
down. They wanted to make a book of 
fairy tales for everyone to enjoy.  
In 1812 they published the first volume. It 
was titled Children’s and Household Tales. 
Three years later, the second volume was 
printed. Among the stories they collected
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were Cinderella, Sleeping Beauty, Snow White, Little Red Riding 
Hood, The Frog Prince, Hansel and Gretel, and Rumpelstiltsken. 
The books were popular, not just in Germany, but in other 
countries too. Their fame grew more wide-spread as the years 
went on. Many different printings of the Grimm tales have been 
published. Today, people all over the world are familiar with the 
stories. Other storytellers have been inspired by them. The tales 
have been made into movies, plays, and cartoons. New fairy 
tales have been written based on the originals.  
 As you may know, fairy tales are a type of folklore that is in short 
story form. They usually contain magic and mythical creatures, 
such as fairies, dragons, mermaids, trolls, etc. Fables are similar to 
fairy tales. Talking animals are often in fables. Although there are 
lessons to be learned from both, a fable contains a specific 
moral at the end.  
Another collection of tales is Aesop’s Fables. Aesop was a 
storyteller and enslaved person from Ancient Greece. He told 
many fables during his life. At first, the fables were geared 
toward adults. Since they had life lessons, they were later used 
to educate children. Aesop’s fables were not written down until 
three hundred years after his death. However, they have grown 
famous and are still told today. In fact, several other fables were 
added to his collection that he most likely didn’t invent. 
Both fairy tales and fables have inspired lots of other creations. 
Art, film, television, comic books, and much more have been 
adapted from the stories. Many of them have become an 
important part of modern culture. Sometimes people forget their 
origin. However, now you know to thank Aesop for his fables and 
the Grimm Brothers for collecting fairy tales.
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Fairy tales have enchanted and educated people of all ages for 
hundreds of years. They are widely known around the globe and have 
been told and retold for many generations. Their universal appeal may 
be a factor that contributes to their vast longevity. In fact, most fairy 
tales were around long before they were ever written down or printed 
in books.  
Jakob and Wilhelm Grimm were instrumental in ensuring the survival of 
several European fairy tales. They were scholars, lawyers, linguists, and 
authors from Germany. The Grimm Brothers

1

traveled around their country, as well as 
Europe in general, collecting folktales from 
people who had passed them down to their 
children and grandchildren for many years. 
They listened to the stories and wrote them 
down so that they could make a book of 
fairy tales for everyone to enjoy.  
In 1812 they published the first volume
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of Children’s and Household Tales, and three years later, the second 
volume was printed. Among the stories they collected and wrote 
down were Cinderella, Sleeping Beauty, Snow White, Little Red 
Riding Hood, The Frog Prince, Hansel and Gretel, and 
Rumpelstiltsken. 
The books were popular, not just in Germany, but in other countries 
as well. They only enjoyed more wide-spread appreciation as the 
years went on. Many different printings of the Grimms tales have 
been published and people all over the world have read the tales. 
Other storytellers have been inspired by the stories, too. The tales 
have been made into movies, plays, and cartoons, and new fairy 
tales have been written based on the originals.  
As you may know, fairy tales are a type of folklore that is in short story 
form and usually contains magic and mythical creatures, such as 
fairies, dragons, mermaids, trolls, etc. Fables are a genre cousin to 
fairy tales, and talking animals are often the most prominent 
characters in fables. Although there are lessons to be learned from 
both categories of story, a fable is distinct because it contains a 
moral at the end.  
Aesop’s Fables are another famous collection of tales. They are 
credited to Aesop, a storyteller and enslaved person from Ancient 
Greece. Originally, the fables were geared toward adults, but 
because of their life lessons, they were used to educate children. 
Aesop’s fables were not written down until three hundred years after 
his death, but they have endured into the present day. In fact, 
several other fables were added to his collection, even though it is 
certain he didn’t invent the later ones. 
Both fairy tales and fables have inspired multiple adaptations. They 
are referenced in art, film, television, comic books, and much more. 
Many of them have become such a recognizable part of modern 
culture, that we have forgotten their origin. 
However, now you know to thank Aesop for his fables and the Grimm 
Brothers for collecting fairy tales and making them accessible 
worldwide. 
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“Keep reading, everyone” Mrs. Lawrence announced, standing up from 
her desk. “I need to go across the hall to have a quick chat with Mr. 
Reynolds.” 
As Mrs. Lawrence exited the classroom, Brett leaned over to Sarah and 
said, “Now’s your chance! I’m telling you, it’ll be fine. Plus, it will be 
hilarious!” 
Sarah was still reluctant. Ever since Brett saw her cartoon of Mrs. Lawrence, 
he’d been begging her to draw it on the chalkboard for the entire class to 
see. He was convinced that everyone would love it. Sarah wasn’t so sure. 
She drew the cartoon for a laugh and happened to show it to Brett on the 
bus. She didn’t have any intention of sharing it with others. However, Brett 
said it was too funny to keep to herself.  
Sarah knew she was a great cartoonist. She knew sneaking up to the board 
to draw a caricature of Mrs. Lawrence would make the rest of her class 
laugh. Plus, as soon as she was done, she could simply erase it. No real 
harm would be done, especially with the teacher out of the classroom. 
Also, she really wanted to show off her artistic skills. Drawing was typically

something Sarah kept to herself, but she 
was becoming more and more 
confident. She was ready to let other 
people see her work. 
“Sarah,” Brett urged. “If you wait much 
longer, it’ll be too late. Do it!” 
Sarah reluctantly stood up from her 
desk and slowly made her way to the 
chalkboard at the front of the
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classroom. As she picked up the white chalk from the tray, she suddenly 
froze. Something in her body prevented her hand from rising up to the 
board. She blinked slowly, still unable to move. Finally, some energy came 
back into her body. Sarah put down the chalk and turned away from the 
blackboard. As she faced her classmates, she saw several of them staring 
at her with confused looks on their faces. Brett looked up at her with 
frustration. Sarah quickly grabbed a tissue from the box on Mrs. 
Lawrence’s desk and dabbed her nose, trying to act casual. Then she 
walked back to her seat. 
Just as Sarah reached her desk, Mrs. Lawrence came back into the room. 
Seeing that Sarah had gotten up, she asked, “Sarah, is everything ok?” 
“Oh, yes,” Sarah said, startled. “I just needed a tissue.” 
“Ok,” Mrs. Lawrence said with some skepticism. “Keep reading for a few 
more minutes.” 
Sarah put her face deep into her book, however she could feel Brett still 
staring at her. She finally turned his way where he mouthed ‘chicken’ with 
an annoyed look on his face. Sarah stared back down at the pages in 
front of her, trying to forget that she had ever thought about walking up 
to the board in the first place.  
Later on the playground during recess, Sarah tried to ignore Brett but he 
cornered her on the swings and asked, “Why did you chicken out?” 
“I don’t know, Brett,” Sarah said, looking down at her feet. “I got up there 
and something just didn’t feel right.” 
“I think you were just scared you were going to get caught,” Brett said 
with a huff. 
“No, it wasn’t that,” Sarah tried to explain. “When I stood up there, a 
whole bunch of thoughts went through my mind. Even though Mrs. 
Lawrence wasn’t there, and even though my cartoon of her was funny, I 
felt bad. I didn’t want the class to laugh at her.” 
“But they wouldn’t be laughing at her,” Brett explained. “They would be 
laughing at your drawing. And didn’t you say you wanted to show more 
people your cartoons?” 
“I do, but not like that,” Sarah said. “I want to show people in a way that 
doesn’t feel like I’m sneaking around. Plus, I want to show them drawings I
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don’t feel like I have to erase right after making them.” 
“Fine, but I still think it’s your loss,” Brett said. “Everyone would have 
cracked up.” 
“It’s ok,” Sarah replied. “The laughs would have felt ok for a while. 
However, I would have felt terrible for the rest of the day. It wouldn’t have 
been worth it.” 
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“Keep reading, everyone” Mrs. Lawrence announced, standing up from her 
desk. “I need to go across the hall to have a quick chat with Mr. Reynolds.” 
As Mrs. Lawrence exited the classroom, Brett leaned over to Sarah and said, 
“Now’s your chance! I’m telling you, it’ll be fine. Plus, it will be absolutely 
hilarious!” 
Sarah was still reluctant. Ever since Brett saw her cartoon of Mrs. Lawrence, 
he’d been begging her to draw it on the chalkboard for the entire class to 
see. He was convinced that everyone would love it, but Sarah wasn’t so 
sure. She drew the cartoon for a laugh and happened to show it to Brett on 
the bus, however she didn’t have any intention of sharing it with others. Brett, 
on the other hand, said it was too funny to keep to herself.  
Sarah knew she was a great cartoonist. She also knew sneaking up to the 
board to draw a caricature of Mrs. Lawrence would make the rest of her 
class laugh. Plus, as soon as she was done, she could simply erase it and no 
real harm would be done, especially with the teacher out of the classroom. 
Also, she really wanted to show off her artistic skills. Drawing was typically 
something Sarah kept to herself, but she was becoming more and more

1

confident and was ready to let other 
people see her work. 
“Sarah,” Brett urged. “If you wait much 
longer, it’ll be too late. Do it!” 
Sarah reluctantly stood up from her 
desk and slowly made her way to the 
chalkboard at the front of the 
classroom. As she picked up the white 
chalk from the tray, she suddenly and
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unexpectedly froze. Something in her body physically prevented her 
hand from rising up to the board. She blinked slowly, still unable to move 
until, finally, some energy came back into her body. Sarah put down the 
chalk and turned away from the blackboard. As she faced her 
classmates, she saw several of them staring at her with confused looks on 
their faces. Brett looked up at her with frustration. Sarah quickly grabbed 
a tissue from the box on Mrs. Lawrence’s desk and dabbed her nose, 
trying to act casual. Then she walked back to her seat. 
Just as Sarah reached her desk, Mrs. Lawrence came back into the room 
and, seeing that Sarah had gotten up, she asked, “Sarah, is everything 
ok?” 
“Oh, yes,” Sarah said, startled. “I just needed a tissue.” 
“Ok,” Mrs. Lawrence said with some skepticism. “Keep reading for a few 
more minutes.” 
Sarah put her face deep into her book, however she could feel Brett still 
staring at her. She finally turned his way where he mouthed ‘chicken’ with 
an annoyed look on his face. Sarah stared back down at the pages in 
front of her, trying to forget that she had ever thought about walking up 
to the board in the first place.  
Later on the playground during recess, Sarah tried her best to ignore Brett 
but he cornered her on the swings and asked, “Why did you chicken 
out?” 
“I don’t know, Brett,” Sarah replied softly, looking down at her feet. “I got 
up there and something just didn’t feel right.” 
“I think you were just scared you were going to get caught,” Brett said 
with a frustrated huff. 
“No, it wasn’t that,” Sarah tried to explain. “When I stood up there, a 
whole bunch of complicated thoughts went through my mind. Even 
though Mrs. Lawrence wasn’t there, and even though my cartoon of her 
was pretty funny, I still felt bad. I didn’t want the class to laugh at her.” 
“But they wouldn’t be laughing at her,” Brett explained. “They would be 
laughing at your drawing. And didn’t you say you wanted to show more 
people your cartoons?” 
“I do, but not like that,” Sarah said. “I want to show people in a way
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that doesn’t feel like I’m sneaking around. Plus, I want to show them 
drawings I don’t feel like I have to erase right after making them.” 
“Fine, but I still think it’s your loss,” Brett said. “Everyone would have 
cracked up.” 
“It’s ok,” Sarah replied. “The laughs would have felt ok for a while. 
However, I would have felt terrible for the rest of the day. It wouldn’t have 
been worth it.” 
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“Please keep reading, everyone” Mrs. Lawrence announced, suddenly 
standing up from her desk at the front corner of the classroom. “I need to go 
across the hall to have a quick chat with Mr. Reynolds before we begin our 
history lesson.” 
As Mrs. Lawrence exited the classroom, Brett leaned over to Sarah and 
whispered in a barely audible voice, “This is your chance! I’m telling you, it’ll 
be fine. Plus, it will be absolutely, positively hilarious!” 
Sarah was still reluctant to go through with Brett’s scheme. Ever since Brett 
saw her cartoon of Mrs. Lawrence, he’d been begging her to draw it on the 
chalkboard for the entire class to see. He was convinced that everyone 
would love it, but Sarah wasn’t so sure. She only drew the cartoon for a 
laugh and happened to show it to Brett on the bus, however she didn’t have 
any intention of sharing it with others. Brett, on the other hand, said it was too 
funny to keep to herself.  
Sarah knew she was a great cartoonist and also knew that sneaking up to 
the board to draw a caricature of Mrs. Lawrence would make the rest of her 
class laugh. Plus, as soon as she was done, she could simply erase it and

1

no real harm would be done, especially 
with the teacher out of the classroom. 
Also, she really wanted to show off her 
artistic skills for once. Drawing was 
typically something Sarah kept to 
herself, but she was becoming more 
and more confident and was ready to 
let other people see her work. 
“Sarah,” Brett urged. “If you wait much 
longer, it’ll be too late. It's now or 
never!”
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Sarah reluctantly stood up from her desk and made her way to the 
chalkboard at the front of the classroom at a snail's pace. As she picked 
up the fresh white chalk from the tray, she suddenly and unexpectedly 
froze as something in her body physically prevented her hand from rising 
up to the board. She blinked slowly, still unable to move until, finally, some 
energy came back into her body. Then, Sarah slowly put the chalk back 
down into the tray and timidly turned away from the blackboard. As she 
faced her classmates, she saw several of them staring at her with utter 
confusion on their faces. Brett, however, stared daggers at her with 
frustration. Sarah thought fast and quickly grabbed a tissue from the box 
on Mrs. Lawrence’s desk. She dabbed her nose, trying to act casual and 
then walked back to her seat. 
Just as Sarah reached her desk, Mrs. Lawrence reentered the room and, 
seeing that Sarah had gotten up, asked, “Sarah, is everything ok?” 
“Oh, yes,” Sarah said, startled. “I just needed a tissue.” 
“Ok,” Mrs. Lawrence said with some skepticism. “Keep reading for a few 
more minutes.” 
Sarah put her face deep into her book, trying to hide from everyone’s 
eyes. However, she could feel Brett’s gaze burning into the side of her 
face. She finally turned his way where he mouthed ‘chicken’ with an 
expression of deep annoyance. Sarah stared back down at the pages in 
front of her, trying to forget that she had ever thought about walking up 
to the board in the first place.  
Later on the playground during recess, Sarah tried her best to ignore Brett 
but he finally cornered her on the swings and asked, “Why did you 
chicken out?” 
“I don’t know, Brett,” Sarah replied softly, staring down at her feet. “I got 
up there and something just didn’t feel right.” 
“I think you were just scared you were going to get caught,” Brett said 
with a frustrated huff. 
“No, Brett. I'm telling you, it wasn’t that,” Sarah tried her best to explain. 
“When I stood up there, a ton of complicated thoughts went through my 
mind. Even though Mrs. Lawrence wasn’t there, and even though my 
cartoon of her was pretty funny, I still felt terrible and I didn’t want the 
class to laugh at her.”
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“But they wouldn’t be laughing at her,” Brett explained. “They would be 
laughing at your drawing..which is what you wanted, right? Didn’t you say 
you finally wanted to show more people your cartoons?” 
“That's true, Brett, and I do...but not like that,” Sarah responded. “But I 
want to show people in a way that doesn’t feel like I’m sneaking around 
behind someone's back. Plus, I want to show them drawings I don’t feel 
like I have to erase right after creating them.” 
“Fine," Brett said. "It's your talent and you can do whatever you want with 
it, but I still think you missed your golden opportunity today,” Brett said. 
“Everyone would have cracked up, Sarah. You would have been the star 
of our class.” 
“I know you think that, Brett. But, I'm telling you, it’s ok,” Sarah replied. 
“The laughs would have felt just fine for a while. However, I would have 
felt terrible for the rest of the day and probably even longer. I'm telling 
you, it wouldn’t have been worth it.” 
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