
5th Grade Bulletin #22 
Week 5-Class News 

Khan Academy: This week in math we will be continuing our coordinate plane 

module (6). Our new topic coordinate planes, as well as plotting points on a graph. 

Being able to connect plotted points and evaluating a graph is a key skill to start 

learning now. Please let me know if you have trouble connecting on Khan. 
 

Distance Learning Packets: Our packets this week include a Reading Menu #22, 

cursive practice writing either their graphic organizer or reading menu in 

cursive. Also graphic organizer for practicing the reading focus skill, a leveled 

reader and a Daze passage. 
 

Fluency Practice: This means repeated reading out loud of the first section of the 

text. Please read out loud with your student each day from the leveled reader, 

pages two through five. Repeated reading of the same passage builds reading 

fluency.  
 

Skill Practice: This week we are practicing figurative language, and the author's 

word choice in the story. Please support your student with completing the story 

map identifying the story elements you find in the leveled reader, “text 

evidence”. 

Homework 

1. Khan Academy math assignments 

2. Read leveled reader pages 3-6 each day out loud 

3. Finish leveled reader at least twice  

4. Complete graphic organizer "Story Structure: Story Map" 

5. Reading Menu 22 (answer 2 questions this week if you finish all other parts). 

6. Daze #11 

7. Cursive practice- write your reading menu or graphic organizer in cursive! 

8. Read at least 20 minutes each day 

9. Vocabulary Spelling city word practice 

10. There is always Moby Max practice and Epic! 



*The school website has so many art, and other activities &resources.  

 

 



K-5 PE 
Week May 4th-8th 

The physical activity log will allow you to record specific physical activities of your 
choosing throughout the week. The duration of these activities will count towards your 
weekly physical education minutes (30 minutes a day). Please use the physical activity 

log below or come up with one on your own. Write your activities and total 
minutes/hours every day. Examples of these activities can include biking, basketball, 

jumping on the trampoline, walks, runs, soccer, etc. 

 
Physical Education Activity Log 

 
Date Description of Activity Duration 
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“Tell me the story of when the first white man came to the 
Cheyenne, Grandfather Wolf.”

“It was long ago, Lean Bear, before I was born. Old Bark, my 
first teacher, knew of him. It was during our nomadic life when 
the tribe traveled with the seasons and hunted the bison and 
antelope on horseback using strong bows and feathered arrows.”

 “Why was your teacher called Old Bark, Grandfather?”
“Because his skin was the color of an ancient tree, one that 

has grown tall and strong, one that has withstood the frozen 
winters and sweltering summers on the edge of the Great Plains.”

“Was he really old?”
“Old Bark had lived many years when I became his appren-

tice. I was ten, and I wanted to be a medicine man, just like him.”
“What is a medicine man?”
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“One who helps others by traveling between the human 
and spirit worlds.”

“Did you become a medicine man, Grandfather?”
“No, Lean Bear, it wasn’t my path after all.”
“Why?”
“You ask many questions, Lean Bear. Listen, and I’ll tell 

you the story.”

Old Bark was just a boy like you, Lean Bear, when the first 
white man arrived. We Cheyenne lived in the Wyoming 
Territory in the early 1800s. We still fished the rivers and lakes 
and dug wild root vegetables from the ground. Our homes were 
as they are now, portable tepees made of tall, upright poles and 
covered with painted animal skins. The Great Spirit was good 
to us, and we were grateful. 

Old Bark said that our people made camp near a swift-
moving river during the time of leaves changing color and 
falling to the ground. One of the braves, a man called Arrow, 
woke up early one morning to find a stranger lying outside his 
tepee. Arrow was astonished to see his pale skin and thought 
the stranger might be a ghost. He had long red hair and was 
dressed in animal skins that showed much wear. He was so thin 
and weak that he couldn’t get up from the ground. 

Arrow asked him if he was a man or a spirit. His reply 
sounded like the turkey calling her young ones down from a 
high tree branch. The sounds made no sense. It was the first 
time a Cheyenne heard the white man’s language.







Word quickly spread throughout the encampment that 
the stranger was dangerous and would bring misfortune to the 
People. Many said that he should be killed. 

“No,” Arrow said. “We must feed him and help him heal. 
The Great Spirit would have us teach him the way of the 
Cheyenne.”

The stranger lived with Arrow and his wife during the 
time of ice and snow. They called him Red Hair. He ate buffalo 
and antelope stew and grew strong once again. He taught 
himself our words and signs and began to learn our ways.

One night, during a council of the elders, Red Hair told 
his story. He came from a place of many white-skinned people 
who lived in houses made of brick and wood. It was in the East 
and had the name of St. Louis. Red Hair traveled west with 
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two other men to trap beaver. White people prized the warm, 
soft fur and used it to make hats. A man could grow rich if 
he returned to St. Louis with many pelts. The three trappers 
traveled on horseback across the land and paddled a birch-bark 
canoe on the rivers.

One day, they entered the place of many rapids, lost their 
paddles, and smashed into the jagged rocks. The canoe was torn 
in half, and Red Hair’s two friends drowned. Red Hair made it 
to shore but lost his food, traps, and weapons to the river. He 
walked across our land for many days and survived by eating 
roots and berries. He grew weak and was near death from 
starvation when he wandered into our camp and collapsed 
outside Arrow’s tepee. 

Red Hair left the Cheyenne camp when the snow melted 
and the bears awoke in their caves from their long sleep. Then, 
after the moon shone full and round 13 times, he returned with 
many gifts, gifts that changed the way we lived. 

Red Hair told the People, “You saved my life, and I 
watched and learned the way you live. Your women use sticks 
to make fire and porcupine quills to sew clothing and skins for 
tepees. Your men hunt with arrowheads and knives made of 
sharpened stone. You work hard to survive. I bring you gifts 
from my people—flint to make fire and sharp needles made of 
metal to make sewing easier. I bring iron axes to down trees 
and shape the tall poles for your tepees, and sharp knives that 
keep their edge and cut with ease.”
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The People were pleased beyond measure. They collected 
many beaver skins for Red Hair to take back to St. Louis. And 
that is how the first white man came to the Cheyenne.

Many more strangers came after Red Hair. They traveled 
in wagons pulled by oxen and horses, passing through the heart 
of our territory, on their way west to the Rocky Mountains and 
beyond. They brought more good things—iron pots and pans 
and clothing made of cotton. They also caused envy among the 
People with their rifles, bullets, and the black powder that made 
killing animals and enemies too easy. Old Bark, my teacher, 
reasoned that it was the guns that made the Great Spirit angry, 
and as a result, new kinds of disease came to us.
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Old Bark taught me many things when I became his 
apprentice. He often said, “Notice the little things, Wolf, 
for they have the most to teach.” 

He also said that if I worked hard and learned fast, that 
I too would be called a medicine man when I turned 20. I was 
eager to learn. 

Two years later, when I was 12, my mentor started the 
black coughing. He lay on his bed for two weeks, coughing up 
dark spit and blood. He grew weak, and I didn’t know enough 
to help him. I prayed to the Great Spirit every morning and 
night to heal Old Bark and let him live. I sat at his side and held 
his aged hand when he took his final breath, just before the 
rising of the day star. I cried silent tears and wiped my face 
clean before telling the elders that Old Bark had gone to live 
in the land beyond. 

The People were saddened for many days to follow. My 
apprenticeship ended. I would not be allowed to follow in Old 
Bark’s footsteps. 

I turned 13 soon after and was becoming a man. My 
father, Four Bears, gave me a pinto pony caught on the 
plains. He said that if I couldn’t be a medicine man, I would 
be a hunter, like him. I was pleased. Elk Woman, your great-
grandmother, gave me a blanket and bridle. My older sister, 
Star Woman, sewed new leather leggings for me, and my 
little brother, Sheep, made two feathered arrows for my bow.
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My happiness turned sour the next day. Father joined 
a hunting party and told me I couldn’t go with them. 

“Your horse isn’t ready for the hunt, Wolf. You will go 
with us next time. Ride and train her every day while I’m gone. 
We’ll return by the quarter moon.”

I felt deserted, watching the hunting party ride beyond 
the margins of the large camp.

Late that night, Father’s older brother, Antelope, arrived. 
He approached our tepee and called out for Four Bears. His 
voice was weak and I listened hard to hear him. I crawled out 
of my sleeping robes and stepped outside into the darkness. 

“Greetings, Uncle,” I said. “Your brother, Four Bears, 
has joined the hunting party. Come inside and say hello to Elk 
Woman, Star Woman, and 
Sheep.”

“I need help, Wolf,” he 
whispered. “There is an evil 
spirit inside me. I hurt all 
over.”
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I took Antelope by the arm and asked, “Where have you 
come from, Uncle?”

“Fort Laramie,” he said. “There are too many people there. 
Food is scarce and there is no room to sleep. I had to leave.”

“You are welcome here,” I said. 
I helped Antelope inside the tepee and placed him on my 

robes. He groaned as he lay down, and I noticed that he smelled 
bad. Elk Woman placed a handful of kindling on the hot 
embers and started a small blaze. Star Woman opened the jug 
with the bark to make tea. Sheep, who always had difficulty 
waking up, sat up slowly and surveyed the situation. 

“Hello, Uncle,” he said. “I hope you feel better in the morn-
ing.” Then Sheep lay back down and was soon snoring again.

“Why were you at the fort, Uncle?” I asked.
“Trading beaver pelts,” he said. 
“How long were you there?” my mother asked.
“Ten days,” Antelope whispered. “I started to feel bad four 

days ago. I thought I would get better, but I didn’t. I left early 
this morning and walked all day to get here.”

“Here is your tea, Uncle,” said Star Woman. “Drink deep. 
It will help you to heal.”

I took a burning stick from the fire and held it close 
to Antelope’s face as he drank the bark tea. He tried to wave 
it away, but his arm held no strength. His hand flopped to 
his side.
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Elk Woman asked, “What are you doing, Wolf?”
“Trying to see Uncle’s color. His skin is dark, darker 

than Father’s. This troubles me.”
Uncle’s head drooped low, and the hand holding the cup 

fell open, spilling the hot tea onto his leg. He moaned and 
began to fall back onto the sleeping robe. I put my arm around 
his shoulder, holding him up, as I needed more knowledge of 
his condition. 

Old Bark had taught me to ask important questions of 
those who suffer and to listen closely to the answers. He also 
had said a man’s tongue can tell lies, but his body is a 
truth-teller. 

The body never lies, Wolf. Remember that. The body will always 

tell you what is so.

Uncle’s eyes closed. He was losing consciousness.
“Antelope,” I shouted. “Do you itch? Tell me, Uncle.”
His eyes opened halfway, and he spoke so quietly that I had 

to put my ear close to his mouth.
“All over,” he said. “I itch badly… everywhere.”
His eyes closed again, and I helped him to lie down. He 

didn’t move. I hoped Antelope had fallen asleep, but I feared 
that he was now unconscious. I opened his white man’s shirt 
with the buttons made of bone, and held the fire stick close. 
A dark red and purplish rash covered his chest.

“What is it, Son?” asked Elk Woman. “What do you see?”
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“It is not good, Mother,” I answered. “Uncle is very sick.”
“Will he get better?”
“I don’t know. Old Bark told me that the fur trappers and 

wagon trains brought new kinds of sickness with them. I think 
Uncle has caught one, but it’s not the black coughing kind. You 
and Star Woman should sleep. I’ll sit with Antelope and try to 
remember all that Old Bark taught me.”

It was a long night. My uncle didn’t stir even once. His 
breathing was ragged and shallow. I held his hand in mine and 
prayed, “Help me remember, Great Spirit. Help me see. I don’t 
know enough. Antelope is a good man. He deserves to live.”

Still sitting, I dozed off sometime during the last hours of 
darkness but awoke with a start as the first light of day crept 
into our tepee. I heard the voice of Old Bark in my head.

Little things, Wolf. Pay attention to the little things.

I picked up Antelope’s hand. It was cold. I listened for his 
breath and heard nothing. I nearly lost my nerve before placing 
my hand on his chest. His heart beat no longer, and I knew that 
he had crossed over to the land beyond with the dawn of the 
new day. 

“Oh, Uncle,” I said with sorrow. “I have failed you.”
Little things, I heard once more in my head.
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I leaped to my feet and threw open the entry flap to our 
tepee. Bright light poured in, illuminating my uncle’s body. I 
ran my hand over the purple rash on his cold chest and held it 
up to the light. I held my fingers close to my face and saw 
nothing but the dirt under my nails. I turned Antelope’s body 
over and yanked the shirt up from his back. It too was covered 
with the mottled rash. My eyes surveyed every inch of flesh, 
and beyond the strange color, I saw nothing unusual. I moved 
my hand up to his neck, then his head. I parted his long black 
hair with my fingers. It was then that I spied a “little thing,” 
and it was alive. It was a louse. I looked even closer and saw 
several more little things. The lice were so tiny and well hidden 
in his hair that I would have missed them altogether if I hadn’t 
been seeking them out. Old Bark had not actually seen them 
before he died, but he had told me about the white man’s disease 
caused by too many people living together in unclean places. 
It is spread by the louse from one person to the next, and no 
one nearby is spared.

 Antelope had said there were too many trappers and 
soldiers staying at Fort Laramie. By leaving, he unknowingly 
carried the sickness to our dwelling. We were now infested, and 
I was frightened more than I had ever been in my young life.

“Wake up! Everyone wake up!” I yelled.
Startled, Elk Woman and Star Woman leaped from their 

sleeping robes.
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“Outside, now!” I said, grabbing up my sleeping little 
brother. I carried him outside and set him on the ground. My 
mother and sister followed. 

“Wolf?” my mother asked anxiously.
“Uncle crossed over in the night. It’s one of the diseases 

Old Bark described to me.” 
“No!” wailed Star Woman. 
“What do we do, Son?” asked Elk Woman.
I rubbed my hand over my face, thinking, thinking, what 

did Old Bark say about the louse? Banish them. Yes, that’s what 
he said. We must banish them.

“First, we deal with Antelope’s body. He must be wrapped 
in cloth and buried in the old way. Then we will kill the disease 
carriers.”

Our neighbors helped with the body. Tears were shed, and 
prayers were sent to the sun and stars. Then it was time for me 
to act.

I told my mother and sister to carry my brother down to 
the river and bathe with the strong soap made from lye that we 
traded a beaver pelt for the month before. 

“Wash your hair and body with the soap three times,” 
I explained. “Take clean clothes with you to wear after you’ve 
washed. Leave the clothes you’re wearing now on the riverbank. 
I’ll deal with them later.”
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Once they were gone, I entered our dwelling and went to 
work. I dragged all of our sleeping robes outside and piled them 
a long distance from the tepee. I searched for everything 
Antelope came into contact with, and if it was made of fur or 
hair, it had to be removed. Sheep’s favorite toy, a sheep made of 
buffalo hide, was placed on the pile. The tepee itself was made 
of hide, but all the hair had been removed before the skins were 
sewed together, thus making it safe. 

I built a large fire and when the flames licked high in the 
afternoon air, I burned each of the sleeping robes, including my 
father’s. I ran down to the river and retrieved my family’s 
clothing and tossed all of it on the fire. I took off my own 
clothes and threw them into the flames.
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Last to be placed in the smoldering ashes was my brother’s 
toy sheep. He would cry over the loss, but I knew that my sister 
would make him another. I vowed that my first bison kill would 
provide the hide for his new toy.

I washed in the river with the strong soap and dressed in clean 
clothes. My family gathered together in our nearly empty tepee. 
Suddenly, there was a polite cough at the entrance. I opened the 
flap. Several neighbors had come, each with a buffalo robe in hand. 
Elk Woman stepped outside and welcomed them.

“Please take this old hide, Sister,” said Little Bobtail. “It 
takes up too much room in my tepee. You will do me a kindness 
by taking it off my hands.”

“And this, too,” said another neighbor. “I have one too many.”
“The nights are not so cold that my son needs two sleeping 

robes,” said a woman from the far side of the camp. “This is 
for your youngest boy.”

And so it went. Our robes were replaced, thanks to the 
kindness of our extended family, and each of us slept warm that 
night and for many nights to come.

Four Bears returned five days later. The hunt was success-
ful, and many bison and antelope were brought into camp. 
Hearing of his brother’s death, my father bared his soul with 
a high-pitched yell and leaped onto his swift horse to ride far 
beyond the encampment. Fathers do not let their sons see 
them weep.

When Four Bears returned later that day, he asked, 
“What is this thing that hides in hair and you call a louse?”
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I used a stick to draw a picture in the dirt. “It looks like 
this, Father. And it’s so small that it’s very hard to see.”

“Old Bark taught you this?”
“He did, Father.”
“And you burned my favorite sleeping robe?”
“Yes, Father.”
He thought for a while and said, “You did well, Wolf.”
I still smile when I remember my father’s words, even after 

all these years.




I knew my grandson had listened well when he asked, 
“Did the little louse kill Antelope, Grandfather?”

“It carried the sickness called typhus, Lean Bear.”
“Are you sad that you didn’t become a medicine man, 

Grandfather Wolf?”
“No, I’m not sad. It takes many years of training to be a 

genuine medicine man. I was Old Bark’s apprentice for only two 
years. If I hadn’t become a hunter, I would never have met your 
grandmother. We were on a hunt far from our winter camp 
when we found her village. I fell in love with Yellow Horse 
Woman the first time I saw her. I was so happy when she agreed 
to marry me.”

“Do you miss Old Bark, Grandfather?”
“Yes, Lean Bear. He was a 

good teacher. Many times I have 
remembered his wisdom, 
that we often learn most from 
the little things.”
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Epilogue

Almost half a million settlers traveled west between 
the 1840s and the 1870s, carrying with them nearly every 
disease known to humankind. Tuberculosis was common 
among older people, causing a deep, hacking cough. Most 
people suffered from influenza, measles, and mumps at 
some time in their lives. Typhus, cholera, typhoid fever, 
and smallpox were among the major causes of death.

Native Americans had no immunity to most diseases 
carried by the European settlers. Diseases that were minor 
for white settlers were often deadly for Native Americans. 

Even worse, the emigrants had little understanding 
of how the diseases spread from one person to another. 
Epidemics, temporary but widespread outbreaks of disease, 
wiped out entire Native American villages. Sadly, due 
in large part to the spread of disease, the entire Native 
American population dropped from approximately two 
million prior to the arrival of settlers, down to 250,000 
by the late 1800s.
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Detail
Wolf remembers 
that Old Bark 
told him to pay 
attention to 
“little things.”

Responding
 TARGET SKILL  Theme  What do Wolf’s 

thoughts and actions tell  you about the theme 

of the story? What text details support your 

conclusion? Copy and complete the chart below.

Write About It

Text To Text Think of another story you have read 

about a character like Old Bark, who passed on 

knowledge to others. Write several paragraphs 

comparing and contrasting Old Bark with the 

character you have chosen.

Detail
?

Detail
?

Theme
?
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lice

louse

mottled 

rash

tuberculosis

typhus

astonished

banish

bared

deserted

envy

margins

nerve

reasoned

spared

upright

 TARGET VOCABULARY

EXPAND YOUR VOCABULARY

 TARGET SKILL  Theme  Examine characters’ qualities, 

motives, and actions to recognize the theme of the story.

 TARGET STRATEGY  Infer/Predict Use text clues to 

figure out what the author means or what might happen 

in the future.

GENRE Historical Fiction is a story whose characters 

and events are set in a real period of history.
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Inference Map: 
Title or Topic 

Detail Detail Detail

Theme
People from different cultures often have much to learn 
from each other.
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1. 
What type of 
person would 

enjoy reading your 
story? Why? 

2. 
How has the main 

character changed 
throughout the 

story? Give 
evidence from the 

text. 
 

3. 
What questions do 
you still have about 

your story? 
Explain your 

answer. 
 

4. 
How is this story 

different than the 
stories you usually 

read? Explain. 

5. 
If you have not 
read the ending, 

how do you 
predict the 

problem will be 
solved? 

 

6. 
Choose two 

characters from 
the story and 
explain their 

relationship. How 
do they feel about 

one another? 

7. 
What was the 

main idea of the 
chapter that you 
just read? How do 
the details help to 
support the main 

idea? 

8. 
What text feature 

did you use while 
reading? How did it 
help you to better 

understand the 
text? 

 

9. 
Do you agree with 
the author’s point 
of view? Why or 

why not? 
 

!  I answered the entire question that I chose.  
!  I wrote in complete sentences. 
!  I used evidence and examples from the text to support 

my answer. 
!  I edited my work to make sure that it makes sense. 

Self Check  

After reading, choose 1 question and circle it. 
Questions 1-6 are best for fiction stories and 
questions 7-9 are best for nonfiction books. Record 
your answer to the question in complete sentences.  

Not  So  Wimpy  Teacher  
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Progress Monitoring

STOP

Practice 1

After playing in the dirt, Sam went  
home
summer 
was

  to wash her hands.

Practice 2

On her way home, she  
chair
sleep 
saw

  an ice cream truck.

Name: _______________________________________________________________________________________________________

C: __________________________

 I: __________________________

 AS: __________________________
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Park Rangers

The National Park System was founded to make sure that the most beautiful land in the U.S.

would be preserved for the use of park visitors. The government created parks open to the
able
public
getting

on

land with mountain ranges, wild
away
tools
rivers

, forests, and other natural features. However, this
can
was
public

only

the first step in making a
park
stories
ago

system.

The park workers built roads and
trails
well
aid

so that people could easily travel through the
areas
wild
many

land. They needed to make sure that the
there
animals
arrive

as well as the vegetation living within the
dwellings
parks
go

were protected. One way to do this
was
rivers
centers

by teaching visitors about the land and the
first
founded
creatures

that

lived there. Park rangers were
show
duties
hired

to do this job. Rangers are
women
sure
more

and men who work in the

National Parks,
night
use
far

away from towns and cities. Many
so
live
may

in or near the park where they

work
see
protected

to avoid a lengthy commute.

Rangers
enjoy
teaching
dress

in uniforms to help visitors find them.
Helping
Fit
Found

people learn more about the

National Parks
work
helps
is

one of the rangers' primary duties.
Rangers
Dress
One

also police and protect the parks.
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They
camping
enforce
lengthy

the speed limits on the roads that
exhibits
go
men

through the parks and assign camping

spots
responsibility
how

to visitors who want to stay the
night
hired
best

. They even make certain that the
fungi
visitors
help

know

how to control their campfires.
If
Charge
However

a forest fire does start, park
rangers
vegetation
be

help keep the fire

from getting
most
spots
bigger

. If a person is sick or
workers
system
injured

in the park, rangers perform first
aid
would
center

.

Park rangers love the land where they
often
work
lead

. Many of them studied wildlife biology in

pottery
stay
college

. This helps them teach visitors about the
created
park's
parks

plants and animals. Rangers lead nature

bigger
park
walks

around many parks. They tell visitors the
were
names
if

of plants, fungi, and animals that they

park's
find
easily

along the trail.

Visitors can learn about the
park's
assign
pieces

history from park rangers. The rangers
step
uniforms
often

share

stories about people who lived
college
feel
there

many years ago. Rangers may also
people
land
be

able to show

visitors ancient dwellings,
lived
nature
tools

, or pottery.

Many visitors' centers have
exhibits
travel
other

that tell people about the natural
certain
years
features

that are found
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STOP

in the park. These
plants
centers
injured

often show photos of the plants and
fire
only
animals

that live there. Most people

go to the
avoid
believe
visitors'

center when they first arrive at the
park
could
do

. The rangers are in charge of

these
fragile
cities
centers

.

Park rangers do their best to
forests
help
goal

visitors enjoy the land that was
preserved
way
learn

for them. They

believe that they
must
primary
government

teach the visitors how delicate the
parks
share
want

are. Their goal is to help

making
people
delicate

see how the many pieces of the National Parks
creatures
all
live

fit together. This helps visitors feel

a
ranges
make
greater

sense of responsibility when enjoying these
sense
fragile
tell

areas.
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