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The dog is bad.

He bit the cat.

The cat ran fast.

The dog set his leg on a box.

The big lazy dog jumped on the long log.

He looked at the little ant.

The quick ant ran across the hill.

It was carrying a pack of nuts.

The ant was very strong.

The girl has a pretty little cat.

The girl is Ann.

The cat’s name is Muff.

Muff is white.

Father is in the yard with Mother.

Father works very hard cutting trees.

Ann’s brother has a large green bull frog.

The huge frog has big black beady eyes.

The big frog says, “Croak!” loudly at night.

The noisy frog jumped over the brown log.

The frog made the big yellow dog bark.

The boy laughed at the barking dog and the frog.

Ann is just twelve years old.

Her brother Matt is fifteen, almost sixteen.

They go to different schools three blocks apart.

Ann is in Grade Seven.

She loves her morning class in baking the best.

Matt is now in Grade Nine.

Although he enjoys all his school work,

Matt likes his pottery class best.

The little town has houses,

Two churches and a store,

A school and service station-

There isn’t room for more.

Close around the houses,

The hills stand green and bright.

They guard the little town by day

And tuck it in at night.

“Little is a Town” by Dorothy Hall Smith. Excerpted from Happiness Hill, A Beka Book Publications, Box 18000, Pensacola, Florida 32523,©1966 by Charles E. Merrill Books, Inc. and Western Publishing company, Inc.


One day two men were at work in a yard where ships are built. 

They were preparing a small piece of timber to put into the ship. They found in it a little worm not more than half an inch long. 


“This piece of wood is wormy,” said one of the men. “Shall we put it in?”


“Yes, I think so,” said the other. “No one will ever see it.”


“It may be that no one will see it, but perhaps there are other worms in it. By and by they may destroy the ship.”


“No, I think not. It is true this little piece of timber is not worth much, but I do not wish to lose it. Let us put it in; we have seen only one worm.”


The ship was made and launched. For ten years it did well. But at last it began to grow weak, as its timbers were very much worm-eaten.


The ship sprang a leak. It filled slowly with water until it sank. The rich cargo and all the lives on the ship were lost. 

Adapted from “A Little Piece of Wood” by L. H. Jones, Hidden Treasure, edited by Laurel Hicks. A Beka Book Publications, Box 18000, Pensacola, Florida 32523. ©1974

The boy and the girl were working in the house. First they made their beds. Then they fed the dog. Next they put the bread in a bread box to keep it soft. To help Mother, the two of them played with the baby. At last they were ready for the dinner party tonight. 

Baby Tim is just two years old. He can walk and run and say many words. The other day, he ate his first red apple. He spit most of it out on the wooden floor. Then he put much of the food and some cold water on the dog. After the dog licked it off, the little boy played with the green ball in the house. The ball hit many book shelves in that place. Then Tim tried to ride the huge dog. The house was soon a terrible mess. 

Mother had been on the phone talking with her old friend. She did not know what a mess there was. She made Tim get off the dog. Then they washed the floor and picked up the books and toys. Only five minutes later, the door bell rang three times. Tim ran to the door to see men standing there. He was glad to see that one of them was Dad! 

Once there was a poor farmer. He lived with his wife in a little red house. 

The little house had only two tiny rooms, and a tiny porch on the side. The farmer and his wife thought the house just the right size. Then one morning the farmer’s wife made extra long noodles. The kitchen was extra short. She fussed for a bigger house. 


The poor farmer told his trouble to Grandpa Wiseman. 


“If you will do just what I tell you, then everything will turn out all right.”


“Indeed I will,” said the farmer.


“First, you must bring your hen into the house. Then you must bring in your goat. Then you must bring in your pig. Last you must bring in your cow,” said Grandpa.


The animals did not know how to behave. They jumped on the table. They ate the food. They made messes on the floor. At last the farmer and his wife could stand it no longer. He kicked all the animals out of the house.


And do you know what? The house was much bigger!

Adapted from “A Cow in the House”, Happiness Hill, A Beka Book Publications, ©1966 by Charles E. Merrill Books, Inc. and Western Publishing Company. Inc.

One day Matt fell off his skate board and hurt his collar bone. Mother drove him to the hospital for X-rays. It turned out that he had broken his collar bone. The doctor put his arm in a sling and Matt was required to rest his arm for six weeks.

Many years ago, the Pony Express made sure we got our mail. A rider would get on a fresh horse. He rode as fast as he could. He rode to the next post in the west. There he would get another horse. Very soon the horse and man would reach the next mail station. 

If the rider was tired, another rider would take the mail pouch. He would ride a fresh horse and let the old rider rest. When the first rider was rested, it was his turn again. Then he would dash across the land. The Pony Express worked hard to help everyone get their mail.
Matt and Ann’s dog was in trouble again. He knocked over the rabbit’s cage. Then he chased the rabbit away. Matt and Ann scolded him. He stuck his tail between his legs. Then they decided that what he needed was a friend. They got another dog.

Nearby is a wide stream. Raccoons love to make their homes near water. They are able to find plenty of good food in or near the stream. Fish, crayfish, and frogs are a raccoon’s delight. 


Mrs. Raccoon sticks her paw into the water and overturns small rocks. Raccoons use their front paws like we use our hands. They are even able to untie knots and turn door knobs with the fingers of their front paws. They also have very sharp claws. So it is easy for Mrs. Raccoon to turn over stones. 

Tonight Mrs. Raccoon finds a crayfish. With both paws, she cracks it open; then she swishes it up and down in the water. Most raccoons like to “dunk” their food in water. Food is easier for them to swallow when it is wet.

“Supper’s Ready,” All Kinds of Animals edited by Laurel Hicks, ©1978, A Beka Book Publications

Ann likes to play checkers. She likes to play the game with her grandpa. Grandpa likes to sit on the porch on a warm day and sip tea while he is playing with Ann. Ann likes to drink chocolate milk. They enjoy their time together.


While Matt was getting better, he decided to write a newspaper. He talked to the neighbors to get their news. He typed their stories with one hand. A few neighbors gave him their business cards for ads. He even drew a cartoon. He pasted all the pieces on a sheet of paper, copied it twenty times, and sold each issue for a dime.


Matt had a difficult problem with his weight. He always took the biggest cookie. He insisted on taking the biggest piece of pie. He scarfed up the leftover food at school that other students didn’t want. He ate twice as much as he required. Matt decided to say “No” to extra food and to eat more slowly. He lost 15 pounds which was a tremendous amount of weight for him. He also grew a little taller. Then he looked and felt extremely better.


But Child of Water was not yet ready to dance and rejoice.

“Mother,” he said, “I must go and kill the Monster Elk. It has been killing and eating the People for a long time.”

Then Child of Water took his bow and arrows and set out. It was easy to find the trail of the Monster Elk. It was so huge and its hooves were so sharp that it left tracks in the stone. Some of those tracks can still be found in the stones to this day. Child of Water’s plan was simple. He would shoot the great elk with his arrows. But when he stopped to sit down, he noticed that he had stepped close to a gopher hole and filled its entrance with dirt.

“Grandmother,” child of Water said, speaking to the gopher as an elder, “forgive me for blocking the door to your house.” He leaned over and cleaned the dirt from the entrance to the gopher hole. When he had finished, the gopher stuck her head out of the hole.

“Grandson,” said the gopher, “you have shown me great respect by clearing the doorway of my house and speaking to me as your grandmother. So I wish to warn you....

Flying with the Eagle, Racing the Great Bear: Stories from Native North America by Joseph Bruchac. Troll Communications, 1995.
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Ann and Matt knew a secret. They heard Father 

planning a surprise over the phone. He ordered flowers

for Mother’s birthday. When the flowers arrived, 

Mother answered the door bell. What beautiful flowers

she saw! The card attached to the flowers said, “From 

a secret admirer.” She was glad that Father was so thoughtful.

In Florida, there are many big storms called hurricanes. When we heard that one was coming, we usually had at least twenty-four hours to get ready. We filled the bathtub with water so that we would have extra drinking and bathing water.  Then we filled all the water pitchers and empty milk jugs with water too. We stood in long lines at the store and bought food and supplies. Some of the supplies were candles and matches. Next we taped our windows so the glass wouldn’t go everywhere if it broke. Finally, we drove to the hurricane shelter. It was a sturdy large brick building. We camped out in a section of a room.

The summer after the burn incident, school became my only hope of escape. Except for the short duration of a fishing trip, things with Mother were touch and go, or smash and dash—she would smash me, and I would dash to the solitude of the basement/garage. The month of September brought school and bliss. I had new clothes and a shiny, new lunch pail. Because Mother had me wear the same clothes week after week, by October my clothes had become weathered, torn and smelly. She hardly bothered to cover my bruises on my face and arms. When asked, I had my ready-made excuses Mother brainwashed into me. 


A Child Called “It”: One Child’s Courage to Survive by Dave Pelzer. Published by Orion. United Kingdom. 2000, p. 47.
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