
Name




   
  Vocabulary 4-1

A Story, A Story

	Word Bank - Fill in the blanks with words from the word bank.

	defenseless

descendants

flamboyant

furious 

tatter

outwit
	gourd

calabash

yam

frond

latex gum


Why Rats Have Straight Whiskers

Max was a mouse. A simple, weak, 




(adj) mouse. Not like his 






(adj) cousins, the rats, with their showy ways and their curled whiskers and ink-dipped tails. He did love to eat and occasional sweet 



(noun) and to sleep quietly at night – and most of the day, too, if you must know – curled in the security of his large, leafy palm



(noun). In fact, Max loved his peace and quiet so much that he sometimes hid in a large 




(noun), a bowl he’d carefully nibbled, scooped out, and shaped from an old dried 




(noun) that one of his cousins had carelessly dropped to the ground. He liked to hide whenever his pushy larger cousins came to play. They scampered around his palm tree hoe, calling, “Come on out and play! You can’t hide from us for long! You think you can 





(verb) us – just try! You can’t fool us!”


Ahh, but could fool them! They knew it too, and it made them 



(adj), so angry they started to threaten him. He could hear them shout, “Come out come out to play, don’t fear! Come out to play or we’ll 




(verb) your ear!” Which, of course, was exactly why he didn’t want to play with them. 


One day, he decided to put an end to the constant torment. At night, while his cousins slept, he nibbled at the bark of a rubber tree until the sticky sap began to drip out slowly. He watched it drip most of the night, and then, when the sap had become a ball of 


  

(noun) just about as big as himself, he set to work.


Max was a sculptor, you see, and he created a very lifelike statue of himself from the sticky sap.  The next morning, when his cousins came to play, they found Max sitting at the bottom of the palm tree. A strangely silent, sticky Max. They sniffed Max, just to see if it was really him, but their whiskers stuck to the sap. They tugged and tugged to free themselves, and when at last they did, their whiskers were straight. They looked at each other in amazement, then sadness when they realized they had been

tricked. And ever after, all their 




(noun) have had straight whiskers.
Answer key


                  Vocabulary 4-1

A Story, A Story

	Word Bank - Fill in the blanks with words from the word bank.

	defenseless

descendants

flamboyant

furious 

tatter

outwit
	gourd

calabash

yam

frond

latex gum


Why Rats Have Straight Whiskers

Max was a mouse. A simple, weak, 

defenseless

(adj) mouse. Not like his 


flamboyant


(adj) cousins, the rats, with their showy ways and their curled whiskers and ink-dipped tails. He did love to eat and occasional sweet 

yam

(noun) and to sleep quietly at night – and most of the day, too, if you must know – curled in the security of his large, leafy palm
frond


(noun). In fact, Max loved his peace and quiet so much that he sometimes hid in a large 

calabash


(noun), a bowl he’d carefully nibbled, scooped out, and shaped from an old dried 

gourd

(noun) that one of his cousins had carelessly dropped to the ground. He liked to hide whenever his pushy larger cousins came to play. They scampered around his palm tree hoe, calling, “Come on out and play! You can’t hide from us for long! You think you can 


outwit

(verb) us – just try! You can’t fool us!”


Ahh, but could fool them! They knew it too, and it made them 
furious

(adj), so angry they started to threaten him. He could hear them shout, “Come out come out to play, don’t fear! Come out to play or we’ll 

tatter

(verb) your ear!” Which, of course, was exactly why he didn’t want to play with them. 


One day, he decided to put an end to the constant torment. At night, while his cousins slept, he nibbled at the bark of a rubber tree until the sticky sap began to drip out slowly. He watched it drip most of the night, and then, when the sap had become a ball of 
latex
  
gum
(noun) just about as big as himself, he set to work.


Max was a sculptor, you see, and he created a very lifelike statue of himself from the sticky sap.  The next morning, when his cousins came to play, they found Max sitting at the bottom of the palm tree. A strangely silent, sticky Max. They sniffed Max, just to see if it was really him, but their whiskers stuck to the sap. They tugged and tugged to free themselves, and when at last they did, their whiskers were straight. They looked at each other in amazement, then sadness when they realized they had been

tricked. And ever after, all their 

descendants

(noun) have had straight whiskers.

Answer key
  



Vocabulary 4-2

A Tale of the Brothers Grimm

	Word Bank - Fill in the blanks with words from the word bank.

	conquer

disturbing

patriotic

eventually

fascinated
	medieval

manuscripts

generation

barter

genuine



Once upon a time, a long time ago, King Arthur lived in a land called Camelot where the sun shone brightly every day, and the rain fell only at night. Life was good in the little kingdom. In fact, King Arthur’s only problem was the dragon who ruled the land bordering Camelot. The dragon was



fascinated
(adj) with King Arthur’s collection of 
manuscripts
(noun), books that had been written by hand in 
medieval

(adj) times, hundreds of years ago. The dragon had offered King Arthur a huge chest of gold for the book, and when that failed, he tried to 


barter

(verb) for the books by offering his beautiful firstborn daughter in trade. When that also failed to persuade King Arthur, the dragon decided to 

conquer
(verb) Camelot. He was sure that defeating King Arthur in battle would 
eventually
(adv) bring him the prize he wanted!


Word of the dragon’s plan reached King Arthur as he was eating breakfast one day.  “That is 


disturbing

(adj) news, to be sure!” he exclaimed. “The whole kingdom will be upset about this when they find out. Well, Sir Dragon will have a fight on his hands if he dares to attack us! The people in my kingdom are the most 

patriotic
(adj) people I’ve ever known. I am sure that they will want to defend the kingdom to save our precious books – and their lives, of course.”

His trusted assistant, Sir Lancelot The Knight, cleared his throat. “Ahem, uh, King Arthur, I have a plan that can save our books without danger to our loyal citizens.” King Arthur looked up in surprise. “You mean, we don’t have to fight the dragon?” he asked. “But that’s the way it always happens in stories!” Sir Lancelot sighed. “Well, we don’t have to follow the plot of the stories,” he said patiently. “We can make our own plot if we want to. “Ahh,” said King Arthur. “I see… what is your plan?”

“First we ask all the people in the kingdom to come here, to the castle,” Sir Lancelot began. “then we give them all pens and paper. They will copy the books, and we will bind them and make them look old. Then we’ll sell the copies to Sir Dragon. He’ll never know they aren’t 
genuine
(adj) and we will get the gold and we can save the real books for the next 
generation

(noun) — for all our sons and daughters.”
Fantastic!” exclaimed King Arthur. “I love it! A way to end the dispute with the dragon next door and no one has to fight or die. They all just have to write. And write. And write. Good plan, my noble knight!”
Name





  Vocabulary 4-2

A Tale of the Brothers Grimm

	Word Bank - Fill in the blanks with words from the word bank.

	conquer

disturbing

patriotic

eventually

fascinated
	medieval

manuscripts

generation

barter

genuine



Once upon a time, a long time ago, King Arthur lived in a land called Camelot where the sun shone brightly every day, and the rain fell only at night. Life was good in the little kingdom. In fact, King Arthur’s only problem was the dragon who ruled the land bordering Camelot. The dragon was





 (adj) with King Arthur’s collection of 


(noun), books that had been written by hand in 


(adj) times, hundreds of years ago. The dragon had offered King Arthur a huge chest of gold for the book, and when that failed, he tried to 


(verb) for the books by offering his beautiful firstborn daughter in trade. When that also failed to persuade King Arthur, the dragon decided to 


(verb) Camelot. He was sure that defeating King Arthur in battle would 


(adv) bring him the prize he wanted!


Word of the dragon’s plan reached King Arthur as he was eating breakfast one day.  “That is 





(adj) news, to be sure!” he exclaimed. “The whole kingdom will be upset about this when they find out. Well, Sir Dragon will have a fight on his hands if he dares to attack us! The people in my kingdom are the most 



(adj) people I’ve ever known. I am sure that they will want to defend the kingdom to save our precious books – and their lives, of course.”

His trusted assistant, Sir Lancelot The Knight, cleared his throat. “Ahem, uh, King Arthur, I have a plan that can save our books without danger to our loyal citizens.” King Arthur looked up in surprise. “You mean, we don’t have to fight the dragon?” he asked. “But that’s the way it always happens in stories!” Sir Lancelot sighed. “Well, we don’t have to follow the plot of the stories,” he said patiently. “We can make our own plot if we want to. “Ahh,” said King Arthur. “I see… what is your plan?”

“First we ask all the people in the kingdom to come here, to the castle,” Sir Lancelot began. “then we give them all pens and paper. They will copy the books, and we will bind them and make them look old. Then we’ll sell the copies to Sir Dragon. He’ll never know they aren’t 



(adj) and we will get the gold and we can save the real books for the next 



(noun) — for all our sons and daughters.”
Fantastic!” exclaimed King Arthur. “I love it! A way to end the dispute with the dragon next door and no one has to fight or die. They all just have to write. And write. And write. Good plan, my noble knight!”
Name




  Vocabulary - Carving the Pole

	Word Bank - Fill in the blanks with words from the word bank.

	generation

totem

totem pole

myths

trickster
	reservation

speaker stick

adze

dorsal

traditions


In my family, there are ways we do things. No one knows why, but our 

            
(noun) have been passed to each 




(noun), from father to son, from mother to daughter. Each year, on the days when day and night are the same length, our family gathers to tell stories. We sit in a circle, and grandfather always begins to tell the 



(noun) of our people, stories that explain why things are the way they are. Grandfather begins the story. “Once, Raven was a simple bird. He was happy in the forest until Snake began to give Raven ideas. “Look at the people in the village,” Snake hissed. They are carving a 


  

(2 word noun) but look at it! Thunderbird is at the top, not you. You brought light to the people. You should be on the top of the pole, not at the bottom. And Thunderbird has wings! Your wings are much prettier. They should carve wings for you, not him!” Raven began to believe Snake. Raven said thoughtfully, “It’s true. I should be on the top of the pole. And you, Snake, you should be a 


(noun) too. You should be the symbol of a great clan because of everything you have done for the people.” “Yess,” hissed Snake. “Let’ss ssneak into the 




(noun), where the Indians live tonight, and change the carving on the pole! You will be on the top of the pole, and I will take your place in the middle!” when night fell, Snake and Raven gathered their tools: hammer, chisel, and 

(noun), and quietly crept into the village. They set to work. Snake changed the Thunderbird figure to resemble Raven, adding 


(adj) wings to his back. But Raven didn’t want to work so hard. He just cut away the wood where Raven’s figure used to be so only a thin sliver of wood remained. “I look more like a 


  

(2 word noun) than a handssome sssnake!” complained Snake. “No, it’s beautiful!” cried Raven. “All the other animals will be jealous of you when they see you holding up the entire pole.” In the morning the people woke to find their months of work had been ruined. Thunderbird, the figure who brought good luck to their village, had been changed into Raven with strange winds on his back. And where Raven had been, nearly all the wood had been carved away. When they tried to stand the pole upright, the pole snapped. “Raven did this!” the people cried. Snake and Raven were watching from a nearby tree. Snake was furious when he saw what happened to his image. “You are nothing but a 



“,(noun) he shouted. The people heard Snake. And to this day, everyone is afraid Raven will find a way to fool them. No one trusts Raven. He flies through the skies with a sad “Caw!” 

Answer key


  Vocabulary - Carving the Pole

	Word Bank - Fill in the blanks with words from the word bank.

	generation

totem

totem pole

myths

trickster
	reservation

speaker stick

adze

dorsal

traditions


In my family, there are ways we do things. No one knows why, but our 
          traditions          
(noun) have been passed to each 

generation
(noun), from father to son, from mother to daughter. Each year, on the days when day and night are the same length, our family gathers to tell stories. We sit in a circle, and grandfather always begins to tell the 
myths
(noun) of our people, stories that explain why things are the way they are. Grandfather begins the story. “Once, Raven was a simple bird. He was happy in the forest until Snake began to give Raven ideas. “Look at the people in the village,” Snake hissed. They are carving a 
totem 
  
pole
(2 word noun) but look at it! Thunderbird is at the top, not you. You brought light to the people. You should be on the top of the pole, not at the bottom. And Thunderbird has wings! Your wings are much prettier. They should carve wings for you, not him!” Raven began to believe Snake. Raven said thoughtfully, “It’s true. I should be on the top of the pole. And you, Snake, you should be a 
totem
(noun) too. You should be the symbol of a great clan because of everything you have done for the people.” “Yess,” hissed Snake. “Let’ss ssneak into the 
reservation
(noun), where the Indians live tonight, and change the carving on the pole! You will be on the top of the pole, and I will take your place in the middle!” when night fell, Snake and Raven gathered their tools: hammer, chisel, and 
adze
(noun), and quietly crept into the village. They set to work. Snake changed the Thunderbird figure to resemble Raven, adding dorsal
__(adj) wings to his back. But Raven didn’t want to work so hard. He just cut away the wood where Raven’s figure used to be so only a thin sliver of wood remained. “I look more like a 
speaker  stick
(2 word noun) than a handssome sssnake!” complained Snake. “No, it’s beautiful!”

 cried Raven. “All the other animals will be jealous of you when they see you holding up the entire pole.” In the morning the people woke to find their months of work had been ruined. Thunderbird, the figure who brought good luck to their village, had been changed into Raven with strange winds on his back. And where Raven had been, nearly all the wood had been carved away. When they tried to stand the pole upright, the pole snapped. “Raven did this!” 

the people cried. Snake and Raven were watching from a nearby tree. Snake was furious when he saw what happened to his image. “You are nothing but a 
trickster
“,(noun) he shouted. The people heard Snake. And to this day, everyone is afraid Raven will find a way to fool them. No one trusts Raven. He flies through the skies with a sad “Caw!”

Name




  Vocabulary – Oral History

	Word Bank - Fill in the blanks with words from the word bank.

	folklore

thrives

griot
	recite

oral

inherit


In a small village hidden in the rain forest lived The People. “The People” is what they called themselves, for they never knew of any other people. The People did not write. The forest gave them all they needed to live, so they had no need for writing, except – ahh, that is the story, my friends. Except.


You see, there were very few of The People left in the village. Many of the young ones had left, but no one knew why. The old people in the village wondered what would happen to their customs, their beliefs, and most of all, the stories that they wanted to pass down to the new generation. “What will become of our  





(noun)?” they asked each other. “Without young people to remember our traditions and myths, the ancient things, the important things will be forgotten.”


At the top of the village on the slope of the mountain lived the village 


(noun). His job was to remember the history of all the families in the village, to remember it and to recite the history, to tell the traditional stories on special feast days. He also taught the young people in the village the ways of the ancient ones. Always, he watched their faces, looking for the special child who could be trained to take his place. The child had to be one who remembered the lessons well, for as we said, there was no writing. The child would need to learn thousands of years of The People’s 




(adj) history, and then 




(verb) the stories without mistakes, telling them and retelling them every year for ten years. Only then would the child be ready to 




(verb) the job of guarding the traditions and remembering the history of The People, to take over the job and the honored home of the village storyteller when he died. But the storyteller grew older, and no child was able to remember the stories and the history of The People. The storyteller was worried. “When a village has children,” he said, “it grows. It not only survives, it 





(verb). Who is taking our children away? Where do they go?


That question was answered in a most surprising way. On the next feast day at dawn as The People slept, strangers crept into the village. Silently, they slipped among the houses as if looking for something.

Finish the story. Who are the strangers? What are they looking for? Will The People learn to write or will they keep to their old ways? Will they ever find the village children?

Answer key


  Vocabulary – Oral History

	Word Bank - Fill in the blanks with words from the word bank.

	folklore

thrives

griot
	recite

oral

inherit


In a small village hidden in the rain forest lived The People. “The People” is what they called themselves, for they never knew of any other people. The People did not write. The forest gave them all they needed to live, so they had no need for writing, except – ahh, that is the story, my friends. Except.


You see, there were very few of The People left in the village. Many of the young ones had left, but no one knew why. The old people in the village wondered what would happen to their customs, their beliefs, and most of all, the stories that they wanted to pass down to the new generation. “What will become of our  



folklore
(noun)?” they asked each other. “Without young people to remember our traditions and myths, the ancient things, the important things will be forgotten.”


At the top of the village on the slope of the mountain lived the village 
griot
(noun). His job was to remember the history of all the families in the village, to remember it and to recite the history, to tell the traditional stories on special feast days. He also taught the young people in the village the ways of the ancient ones. Always, he watched their faces, looking for the special child who could be trained to take his place. The child had to be one who remembered the lessons well, for as we said, there was no writing. The child would need to learn thousands of years of The People’s 


oral
(adj) history, and then 

recite

(verb) the stories without mistakes, telling them and retelling them every year for ten years. Only then would the child be ready to 


inherit

(verb) the job of guarding the traditions and remembering the history of The People, to take over the job and the honored home of the village storyteller when he died. But the storyteller grew older, and no child was able to remember the stories and the history of The People. The storyteller was worried. “When a village has children,” he said, “it grows. It not only survives, it 


thrives

(verb). Who is taking our children away? Where do they go?


That question was answered in a most surprising way. On the next feast day at dawn as The People slept, strangers crept into the village. Silently, they slipped among the houses as if looking for something.

Finish the story. Who are the strangers? What are they looking for? Will The People learn to write or will they keep to their old ways? Will they ever find the village children?

Name


 Vocabulary – The Keeping Quilt and Home Place
	Word Bank - Fill in the blanks with words from the word bank.

	artificial

bouquet

hauling

whether
	delicately

listless

trumpet 

foundation



As I was carrying a big sack of soda cans to the store, 




(verb) them to the recycling center so I could get a little money, I had a sudden and terrifying thought. Mother’s Day! It was almost Mother’s Day and I had completely forgotten! I had no gift for my mother, no money to buy a gift, and no idea what I was going to do. I had to show my mom how much I loved her. But how could I do it?


I walked along in misery, the cans clanking in the sack, wondering 



(conj) she’d notice that I didn’t have anything for her. I knew she would love me no matter what, but mom was so wonderful that I had to find a way to get her a gift. I was so sad I could only look down at the 

sidewalk, and there right near the base of a house, next to the 




(noun), was a perfect little yellow flower peeking out from under the bricks. An idea began to take shape in my 

mind. What if I picked all the flowers I could find, and then gave mom a big 



(noun) of flowers? Bu no, I couldn’t do that. It would be stealing and mom wouldn’t like that.


I reached the recycling center and watched as the recyclers weighed my sack of cans. Twenty-five pounds of cans! They counted out three dollars. I couldn’t get much of anything for mom with just three dollars. I walked slowly down the street until I came to a little shop that had three steps leading up to the door. I sat down heavily on the bottom step and sighed. I was completely 





(adj). I had no energy to do anything, and I nearly cried. As I sat on the steps thinking, I thought I heard a quiet “meow.” I looked up, and there in the window of the shop was a tiny calico kitten with soft, fluffy, black, orange, and white fur. She walked along the windowsill carefully and 






(adv) and seemed to want to rub my hand. I got up and went into the shop, and behind the counter, a woman was carefully gluing silk petals together to make an 






(adj) flower. “Please, may I pat your kitten?” I asked politely. “Of course!” she replied. The little kitten cuddled into my lap and purred happily. “I have to find a home for her,” said the shopkeeper. “She came into the shop last night, but she can’t stay here.” A home for the kitten! Of course! “I could give her a home,” I suggested. My mom loves cats and I know she’s been wanting one, and tomorrow is Mother’s day. I could give you three dollars for her.”


I couldn’t take money for her,” the shopkeeper said. “Suppose you take her home and see if you mom really wants a kitten. If she doesn’t, bring her back, and I’ll find another home for her.” Bursting with joy, I put the kitten in a basket and carefully carried her home. I was so happy I wanted to 





(verb) the new to the whole world, but I didn’t want to scare the kitten. Mom was going to have a wonderful Mother’s Day gift after all!



Answer key
 Vocabulary – The Keeping Quilt and Home Place
	Word Bank - Fill in the blanks with words from the word bank.

	artificial

bouquet

hauling

whether
	delicately

listless

trumpet 

foundation



As I was carrying a big sack of soda cans to the store, 

hauling


(verb) them to the recycling center so I could get a little money, I had a sudden and terrifying thought. Mother’s Day! It was almost Mother’s Day and I had completely forgotten! I had no gift for my mother, no money to buy a gift, and no idea what I was going to do. I had to show my mom how much I loved her. But how could I do it?


I walked along in misery, the cans clanking in the sack, wondering 
whether

(conj) she’d notice that I didn’t have anything for her. I knew she would love me no matter what, but mom was so wonderful that I had to find a way to get her a gift. I was so sad I could only look down at the 

sidewalk, and there right near the base of a house, next to the 
foundation

(noun), was a perfect little yellow flower peeking out from under the bricks. An idea began to take shape in my 

mind. What if I picked all the flowers I could find, and then gave mom a big 

bouquet
(noun) of flowers? Bu no, I couldn’t do that. It would be stealing and mom wouldn’t like that.


I reached the recycling center and watched as the recyclers weighed my sack of cans. Twenty-five pounds of cans! They counted out three dollars. I couldn’t get much of anything for mom with just three dollars. I walked slowly down the street until I came to a little shop that had three steps leading up to the door. I sat down heavily on the bottom step and sighed. I was completely 


listless

(adj). I had no energy to do anything, and I nearly cried. As I sat on the steps thinking, I thought I heard a quiet “meow.” I looked up, and there in the window of the shop was a tiny calico kitten with soft, fluffy, black, orange, and white fur. She walked along the windowsill carefully and 



delicately
(adv) and seemed to want to rub my hand. I got up and went into the shop, and behind the counter, a woman was carefully gluing silk petals together to make an 



artificial

(adj) flower. “Please, may I pat your kitten?” I asked politely. “Of course!” she replied. The little kitten cuddled into my lap and purred happily. “I have to find a home for her,” said the shopkeeper. “She came into the shop last night, but she can’t stay here.” A home for the kitten! Of course! “I could give her a home,” I suggested. My mom loves cats and I know she’s been wanting one, and tomorrow is Mother’s day. I could give you three dollars for her.”


I couldn’t take money for her,” the shopkeeper said. “Suppose you take her home and see if you mom really wants a kitten. If she doesn’t, bring her back, and I’ll find another home for her.” Bursting with joy, I put the kitten in a basket and carefully carried her home. I was so happy I wanted to 


trumpet
(verb) the new to the whole world, but I didn’t want to scare the kitten. Mom was going to have a wonderful Mother’s Day gift after all!
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