
 

 

 

 

 

5th Grade English 

April 13 – April 17, 2020 

 

Student Name: 

 

_________________ 

  



English Instructions 

 
Monday  

1. Look over the anchor chart about SETTING and read the story “Ana”. Highlight 

unknown words in pink and find the definition of the word on 

https://kids.britannica.com/kids/browse/dictionary and write the 

definition on the side of the page.   

Tuesday 

1. Reread Chapter 2, “Ana”. 

2. Observe the “Settings” annotations made by the teacher in paragraphs 1-3 of the text. 

3. Make your own “Settings” annotations in paragraphs 4-7 on the unmarked copy of the 

text. 

Wednesday 

1. Review the anchor chart about Tone included in this packet. 

2. Read Ch. 3, “Wendell”. Highlight unknown words in pink and find the definition of 

the word on https://kids.britannica.com/kids/browse/dictionary and write 

the definition on the side of the page.   

Thursday - Friday 

1. Review the anchor chart about TONE. 

2. Answer the three questions in the Reading Notes about TONE. 

3. Observe the “Tone” annotations made by the teacher in paragraphs 1-3 of the text. 

4. Make your own “Settings” annotations in paragraphs 4-7 on the unmarked copy of the 

text.  

 

 

*If you have questions about the assignments you can email or message your 

teacher any time, or check-in on Teams during office hours, 10:00 a.m – 11:00 a.m., 

Monday through Friday.* 

  

https://kids.britannica.com/kids/browse/dictionary
https://kids.britannica.com/kids/browse/dictionary


 

 

 

 



CHAPTER 2: Ana 

I do love to sit and look out the window. Why do I need TV when I have forty-eight apartment windows to watch across 

the vacant lot, and a sliver of Lake Erie? I’ve seen history out this window. So much. I was four when we moved here in 

1919. The Fruit-sellers’ carts and coal wagons were pulled and coal wagons were pulled down the street by horses back 

then. I used to stand just here and watch the coal brought up by the handsome lad form Groza, the village my parents 

were born in. Gibb Street was mainly Rumanians back then. It was “Adio”-“Goody-bye”- in all the shops when you left. 

Then the Rumanians started leaving. They weren’t the first, or the last. This has always been a working-class 

neighborhood. It’s like a cheap hotel-you stay until you’ve got enough money to leave. A lot of Slovaks and Italians 

moved in next. Then Negro families in the Depression. Gibb Street became the line between the blacks and the whites, 

like a border between countries. I watched it happen, through this very window.  

  

I lived over in Cleveland Heights for eighteen years, then I moved back in to take care of my parents. That border moved 

too. Most all the whites left. Then the steel mills and factories closed and everybody left, like rats. Buildings abandoned. 

Men with no work drinking from nine to five instead, down there in the lot. Always the sirens, people killing each other. 

Now I see families from Mexico and Cambodia and countries I don’t know, twelve people sometimes in one apartment. 

New languages in the shops and on the street. These new people leave when they can, like the others. I’m the only one 

staying. It’s so. Staying and staring out this same window.  

  

This spring I looked out and I saw something strange. Down in the lot, a little black-haired girl, hiding behind that 

refrigerator. She was working at the dirt and looking around suspiciously all the time. Then I realized. She was burying 

something. I never had children of my own, but I’ve seen enough in that lot to know she was mixed up in something she 

shouldn’t be. And after twenty years typing for the Parole department, I just about knew what she’d buried. Drugs most 

likely, or money, or a gun. The next moment, she disappeared like a rabbit.  

  

I thought of calling up the police. Then I saw her there the next morning, and I decided I’d solve this case myself. We had 

a long spell of rain then. I didn’t set eyes on her once. Then the weather turned warm and I saw her twice more, always 

in the morning, on her way to school. She was crouched down with her back to me so I couldn’t see just what she was 

doing. My curiosity was like a fever inside me. Then one morning she was there, glancing about, and she looked straight 

up at this window. I pulled my head back behind the curtain. I wasn’t sure if she’d seen me. If she had, she wouldn’t 

leave her treasure buried long. Then I knew I’d have to dig it up before she did.  

I waited an hour after she left. Then I took an old butter knife and my cane and hobbled down all three flights of stairs. I 

worked my way through that awful jungle of junk and finally came to her spot. I stooped down. It was wet there and 

easy digging. I hacked and jug, but didn’t find anything, except for a large white bean. I tried a new spot and found 

another, then a third. Then the truth of it slapped me full in the face. I said to myself, “ what have you done?” Two 

beans had roots. I knew I’d done them harm. I felt like I’d read through her secret diary and had ripped out a page 

without meaning to. I laid those beans right back in the ground, as gently as sleeping babies. Then I patted the soil as 

smooth as could be.   

  

The next morning she was back. I peeked around the curtain. She didn’t look up here or give any sign that she noticed 

something wrong. I could see her clearly this time. She reached a hand into her schoolbag. Then she pulled out a jar, 

unscrewed the lid, and poured out water onto the ground.  

  

That morning I bought some binoculars.   

 

 

 



 

 

Annotating Guide:   

Color Coding   

  

1. Highlight unknown words in pink—   

 
  

o Look up the word in the dictionary and leave a 

comment to explain what the word 

means. https://kids.britannica.com/kids/browse/dictio

nary   

o Add a comment by double clicking in margins (blank 

space to the right of the text) a comment box will 

appear.   

 
  

o Type in your comment, it will automatically save  

https://kids.britannica.com/kids/browse/dictionary
https://kids.britannica.com/kids/browse/dictionary


  

2. Claim: Write the claim at the top of 

the reading passage in green.  

 

  
  

  

3. Evidence: Highlight evidence for your claim in blue.   
  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Elements of a Narrative: Setting Worksheet 

 

Directions: Read the short story “Ana,” annotate for evidence of a setting, write a claim and 
pull evidence from the text.  
Claim (green): What is the major setting (location/environment/background/time) of this 
story?   
   
Evidence (blue): Provide evidence from the text by quoting the part you read that proves this 
is the setting.  
For example, “ ” ().  
 

Student Practice: Kim paragraphs 4-7 

Claim (green): What is the major setting (location/environment/background/time) 

in this part of the text?  

 

Evidence (blue): Provide evidence from the text by quoting the part you read that 

proves this is the setting. 

For example, “ ” (). 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Claim: The setting for the text is springtime in an apartment on Gibb street, near Lake Eerie. It takes 

place in a neighborhood where people don’t have a lot of money, and it takes place after the Great 

Depression, and once t.v. has been invented.   

CHAPTER 2: Ana 

I do love to sit and look out the window. Why do I need TV when I have forty-eight apartment windows to watch across 

the vacant lot, and a sliver of Lake Erie? I’ve seen history out this window. So much. I was four when we moved here in 

1919. The Fruit-sellers’ carts and coal wagons were pulled down the street by horses back then. I used to stand just here 

and watch the coal brought up by the handsome lad form Groza, the village my parents were born in. Gibb Street was 

mainly Rumanians back then. It was “Adio”-“Goody-bye”- in all the shops when you left. Then the Rumanians started 

leaving. They weren’t the first, or the last. This has always been a working-class neighborhood. It’s like a cheap hotel-you 

stay until you’ve got enough money to leave. A lot of Slovaks and Italians moved in next. Then Negro families in the 

Depression. Gibb Street became the line between the blacks and the whites, like a border between countries. I watched 

it happen, through this very window.  

  

I lived over in Cleveland Heights for eighteen years, then I moved back in to take care of my parents. That border moved 

too. Most all the whites left. Then the steel mills and factories closed and everybody left, like rats. Buildings abandoned. 

Men with no work drinking from nine to five instead, down there in the lot. Always the sirens, people killing each other. 

Now I see families from Mexico and Cambodia and countries I don’t know, twelve people sometimes in one apartment. 

New languages in the shops and on the street. These new people leave when they can, like the others. I’m the only one 

staying. It’s so. Staying and staring out this same window.  

  

This spring I looked out and I saw something strange. Down in the lot, a little black-haired girl, hiding behind that 

refrigerator. She was working at the dirt and looking around suspiciously all the time. Then I realized. She was burying 

something. I never had children of my own, but I’ve seen enough in that lot to know she was mixed up in something she 

shouldn’t be. And after twenty years typing for the Parole department, I just about knew what she’d buried. Drugs most 

likely, or money, or a gun. The next moment, she disappeared like a rabbit.  

  

I thought of calling up the police. Then I saw her there the next morning, and I decided I’d solve this case myself. We had 

a long spell of rain then. I didn’t set eyes on her once. Then the weather turned warm and I saw her twice more, always 

in the morning, on her way to school. She was crouched down with her back to me so I couldn’t see just what she was 

doing. My curiosity was like a fever inside me. Then one morning she was there, glancing about, and she looked straight 

up at this window. I pulled my head back behind the curtain. I wasn’t sure if she’d seen me. If she had, she wouldn’t 

leave her treasure buried long. Then I knew I’d have to dig it up before she did.  

I waited an hour after she left. Then I took an old butter knife and my cane and hobbled down all three flights of stairs. I 

worked my way through that awful jungle of junk and finally came to her spot. I stooped down. It was wet there and 

easy digging. I hacked and jug, but didn’t find anything, except for a large white bean. I tried a new spot and found 

another, then a third. Then the truth of it slapped me full in the face. I said to myself, “ what have you done?” Two 

beans had roots. I knew I’d done them harm. I felt like I’d read through her secret diary and had ripped out a page 

without meaning to. I laid those beans right back in the ground, as gently as sleeping babies. Then I patted the soil as 

smooth as could be.   

  

The next morning she was back. I peeked around the curtain. She didn’t look up here or give any sign that she noticed 

something wrong. I could see her clearly this time. She reached a hand into her schoolbag. Then she pulled out a jar, 

unscrewed the lid, and poured out water onto the ground.  

  

That morning I bought some binoculars.   

 



Tone  
` 
 

The way that feelings are expressed.  
The authors attitude and choice of words  

 

Tone helps the reader understand what the character is feeling, and 

helps the reader feel what the character is feeling. 

 

Words that describe Tone:  

Amused                                   Angry  

Cheerful                                  Horror  

Formal                                    Gloomy  

Humorous                                Ironic  

Light                                       Matter of fact  

Pessimistic                              Playful  

Sad                                         Serious  

Suspicious                               Witty  

 

  



CHAPTER 3: Wendell 

My phone doesn’t ring much, which suits me fine. That’s how I got the news about our boy, shot dead like a dog in the 
street. And the word, last year, about my wife’s car wreck. I can’t hear a phone and not jerk inside. When Ana called I 
was still asleep. Phone calls that wake me up are the worst.   
  
“Get up here quick!” she says. I live on the ground floor and watch out for her a little. We’re the only white people left in 
the building. I ran up the stairs. I could tell it was serious. I prayed I wouldn’t find her dead. When I got there, she looked 
perfectly fine. She dragged me over to the window. “Look down there!” she says. “They’re dying!”  
  
”What?” I yelled back.  
  
“The plants!” she says. I was mad. She gave me some binoculars and told me all about the Chinese girl. I found the 
plants and got them in focus. There were four of them in a row, still little. They were wilted. Leaves flopped flat on the 
ground.  
  
“What are they?” she asked.  
  
“Some kind of beans.” I grew up on a little farm in Kentucky. “ But she planted ‘em way too early. She’s lucky those 
seeds even came up.”  
  
“But they did,” said Ana. “And it’s up to us to save them.”  
  
It was a weekend in May and hot. You’d have thought that those beans were hers. They needed water, especially in that 
heat. She said the girl hadn’t come in four days-sick, probably, or gone out of town. Ana had twisted her ankle and 
couldn’t manage the stairs. She pointed to a pitcher. “Fill that up and soak them good. Quick now.  
  
School janitors take too much bossing all week to listen to an extra helping on weekends. I stared at her one long 
moment, then took my time about filling the pitcher.  
  
I walked down the stairs and into the lot and found the girl’s plants. You don’t plant beans till the weather’s hot. Then I 
was what had kept her seed from freezing. The refrigerator in front of them had bounced the sunlight back on the soil, 
heating it up like an oven. I bent down and gave the dirt a feel. It was hard packed and light colored. I studied the plants. 
Leaves shaped like spades in a deck of cards. Definitely beans. I scraped up a ring of dirt around the first plant, to hold 
the water and any rain that fell. I picked up the pitcher and poured the water slowly. Then I heard something move and 
spun around. The girl was there, stone-still, ten feet away, holding her own water jar.   
  
She hadn’t seen me behind the refrigerator. She looked afraid for her life. Maybe she thought I’d jump up and grab her. I 
gave her a smile and showed her that I was just giving her plants some water. This made her eyes go even bigger. I stood 
up slowly and backed away. I smiled again. She watched me leave. We never spoke one word.  
  
I walked back there that evening and checked on the beans. They’d picked themselves up and were looking fine. I saw 
that she’d made a circle of dirt around the other three plants. Out of nowhere the words form the Bible came into 
my head, ”And a little child shall lead them.” I didn’t know way at first. Then I did. There’s plenty about my life I can’t 
change. Can’t bring the dead back to life on this earth. Can’t change myself into a millionaire. But a patch of ground in 
this trashy lot-I can change that. Can change it big. Better to put my time into that than moaning about the other all day. 
That little grammar-school girl showed me that.   
  
The lot had buildings on three sides. I walked around and picked myself out a spot that wouldn’t be shaded too much. I 
dragged the garbage off to the side and tossed out the biggest pieces of broken glass. I looked over my plot, squatted 
down, and fingered the soil awhile.  
  
That Monday I brought a shovel home from work.   



Elements of a Narrative: Tone (Word Choice) Worksheet  
Monday Notes  
What is tone (word choice)?   
   
What is the importance of tone (word choice) in a narrative?   
   
How do we find tone (word choice) in a narrative?   
   
Teacher Example: Wendell paragraphs 1-3  
Claim (green): what is the tone (the attitude the author holds towards the story, character, or scene) that the author 
creates in this part of the text through word choice and figurative language?   
First decide if it is positive, negative or neutral.                                 
Underline one:   negative    neutral    positive  
   
Evidence (blue): Provide evidence from the text by quoting the part you read that proves this is the tone (word choice).  
For example, “ ” ().  
Student Practice: Wendell paragraphs 4-7  
Claim (green): what is the tone (the attitude the author holds towards the story, character, or scene) that the author 
creates in this part of the text through word choice and figurative language?   
First decide if it is positive, negative or neutral.                               Underline one:   negative    neutral    positive  
   
Evidence (blue): Provide evidence from the text by quoting the part you read that proves this is the tone (word choice).  
For example, “ ” ().  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER 3: Wendell 

Claim: The tone of the first three paragraphs is anxious and lonely. The character in this story is alone, has experienced a 
lot of sadness, and he is anxious and fearful because of his experiences. 
 
My phone doesn’t ring much, which suits me fine. That’s how I got the news about our boy, shot dead like a dog in the 
street. And the word, last year, about my wife’s car wreck. I can’t hear a phone and not jerk inside. When Ana called I 
was still asleep. Phone calls that wake me up are the worst.   
  
“Get up here quick!” she says. I live on the ground floor and watch out for her a little. We’re the only white people left in 
the building. I ran up the stairs. I could tell it was serious. I prayed I wouldn’t find her dead. When I got there, she looked 
perfectly fine. She dragged me over to the window. “Look down there!” she says. “They’re dying!”  
  
”What?” I yelled back.  
  
“The plants!” she says. I was mad. She gave me some binoculars and told me all about the Chinese girl. I found the 
plants and got them in focus. There were four of them in a row, still little. They were wilted. Leaves flopped flat on the 
ground.  
  
“What are they?” she asked.  
  
“Some kind of beans.” I grew up on a little farm in Kentucky. “ But she planted ‘em was too early. She’s lucky those 
seeds even came up.”  
  
“But they did,” said Ana. “And it’s up to us to save them.”  
  
It was a weekend in May and hot. You’d have thought that those beans were hers. They needed water, especially in that 
heat. She said the girl hadn’t come in four days-sick, probably, or gone out of town. Ana had twisted her ankle and 
couldn’t manage the stairs. She pointed to a pitcher. “Fill that up and soak them good. Quick now.  
  
School janitors take too much bossing all week to listen to an extra helping on weekends. I stared at her one long 
moment, then took my time about filling the pitcher.  
  
I walked down the stairs and into the lot and found the girl’s plants. You don’t plant beans till the weather’s hot. Then I 
was what had kept her seed from freezing. The refrigerator in front of them had bounced the sunlight back on the soil, 
heating it up like an oven. I bent down and gave the dirt a feel. It was hard packed and light colored. I studied the plants. 
Leaves shaped like spades in a deck of cards. Definitely beans. I scraped up a ring of dirt around the first plant, to hold 
the water and any rain that fell. I picked up the pitcher and poured the water slowly. Then I heard something move and 
spun around. The girl was there, stone-still, ten feet away, holding her own water jar.   
  
She hadn’t seen me behind the refrigerator. She looked afraid for her life. Maybe she thought I’d jump up and grab her. I 
gave her a smile and showed her that I was just giving her plants some water. This made her eyes go even bigger. I stood 
up slowly and backed away. I smiled again. She watched me leave. We never spoke one word.  
  
I walked back there that evening and checked on the beans. They’d picked themselves up and were looking fine. I saw 
that she’d made a circle of dirt around the other three plants. Out of nowhere the words form the Bible came into 
my head:”And a little child shall lead them.” I didn’t know way at first. Then I did. There’s plenty about my life I can’t 
change. Can’t bring the dead back to life on this earth. Can’t change myself into a millionaire. But a patch of ground in 
this trashy lot-I can change that. Can change it big. Better to put my time into that than moaning about the other all day. 
That little grammar-school girl showed me that.   
  
The lot had buildings on three sides. I walked around and picked myself out a spot that wouldn’t be shaded too much. I 
dragged the garbage off to the side and tossed out the biggest pieces of broken glass. I looked over my plot, squatted 



down, and fingered the soil awhile.  
  
That Monday I brought a shovel home from work.   

 

 



 

 

 

5th Grade Social Studies 

April 13 – April 17, 2020 

 

Student Name: 

 

_________________  



Social Studies Instructions 

 
Monday - Tuesday 

1. If you can, watch the following videos: 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=OBjqrKyfRnA 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=brqIER2KHbE 

2. Read the article “New England Colonies – Religion and Government”. 

3. Complete the text-based questions using full sentences.  

Wednesday 

1. Complete the “Inference in History” activity.  

Thursday – Friday 

1. If you can, watch the following video: 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9EZNCuQkWNU 

2. Read the article “New England Colonies – Relationships with the Native 

Americans”. 

3. Complete the fill-in-the-blank activity. 

 

*If you have questions about the assignments you can email your teacher or 

check-in on Teams during office hours, 10:00 a.m – 12:00 p.m., Monday through 

Friday.* 

 

 

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=OBjqrKyfRnA
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=brqIER2KHbE
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9EZNCuQkWNU


New England Colonies – Religion and Government 

 

 

 Duck for cover! The high winds just blew over the sail and the storms are making 
our ship rock back and forth. That is what happened to my family on the Mayflower 
back in 1620. My parents had to find ways to protect themselves during bad weather. 
They also had to live on slated beef, dried biscuits called "hard tack," and other dried 
vegetables until they were able to cook on the deck. It took over two months to sail 
from England to the New World.   

We were lucky, though. There were over a hundred of us, and only one death 
occurred. There was also one baby born on our journey. It was me! I was born on the 
Mayflower My parents named me Oceanus Hopkins.  Some of us on board were 
Separatists, or Pilgrims. We were coming to the New World for religious freedom. In 
England, you had to belong to the Church of England. We wanted to separate ourselves 
from the Church of England and worship in our way. That is how our adventure began.   
  We planned to settle close to Jamestown, Virginia since they have had an 
established settlement for thirteen years. Then the storm hit and caused our ship to get 
off course. We landed in Cape Cod instead. This was much farther north! We traveled 
across Massachusetts Bay to a rocky harbor called Plymouth. There was a humungous 
rock that we named Plymouth Rock that still sits there today! We decided to stay and 
establish our own colony.  
  Since our colony was not within the jurisdiction of Jamestown, we decided to 
create a self-government. We took a majority vote and later had town meetings and 
elected representatives. We had a Meeting House in the center of town for church and 
meetings. My parents signed the Mayflower Compact. This was a way to keep order 
and develop laws for the new colony. It showed our loyalty to the King and it was the 
very first written constitution and the beginning of democracy in the New World.   

 

 (c) P. Olivieri {Rockin' Resources}   

 



New England Colonies – Religion and Government 

Answer the text-based questions using full sentences.  
  

    

1. Why were the Pilgrims making the journey from Europe to the New World on 
the Mayflower? 
 

 
___________________________________________________________________ 

 

 
___________________________________________________________________ 
 
2. Where was the Mayflower supposed to land? Why did it not land there and 
where did it end up instead? 
 
 

 
___________________________________________________________________ 

 

 
___________________________________________________________________ 
 
3. What effect did landing far from Jamestown have on the government of the 
Mayflower settlers? 
 
 

 
___________________________________________________________________ 

 

 
___________________________________________________________________ 
 

(c) P. Olivieri {Rockin' Resources}   



Inference in History 

 
Answer the following questions using complete sentences on the lines provided.  

1. Why do you think the baby born on the Mayflower was named Oceanus? 

 

___________________________________________________________________ 

___________________________________________________________________ 

___________________________________________________________________ 

___________________________________________________________________ 

___________________________________________________________________ 

 

2. What do you think was the consequence of the Mayflower landing much 

farther north than planned? How do you think this affected the settlers? 

 

 
___________________________________________________________________ 

 

 
___________________________________________________________________ 
 

  



The New England Colonies – Relationships 

with the Native Americans 

 

 
Living in this New World was a very tough adjustment. Half of our friends died from the 
harsh weather, starvation, and disease. Then a miracle happened! A Native American 
named Samoset showed up and spoke English! He later brought Squanto and they 
became our first Native American friends.  

Squanto taught us how to hunt local animals, gather shellfish, extract sap from 
maple trees, and grow crops like beans, corn, and squash. Even with our rocky soil, he 
showed ups how to keep the crops alive by fertilizing with dead fish! We would have 
never thought to do that! He also taught us which plants were poisonous and helped us 
form an alliance with the local Wampanoag tribe.   

The Wampanoag people occupied this area for thousands of years. They were a 
sophisticated society with their own government, religious beliefs, knowledge system, 
and culture. They were familiar with the world around them.  They knew weather 
patterns, animal behaviors, cycles of plant life, water supply, and the seasons. This deep 
understanding of the environment helped them become very successful hunters, 
farmers, and fishermen. Giving thanks was a part of their daily life.  

With the abundance of food and no longer starving, we celebrated our 
first Thanksgiving in our colony. Since we were a religious community, Thanksgiving was 
a term we used for prayer and fasting (not eating). We were grateful to be alive and for 
Squanto's generosity. After our first successful harvest in the fall of 1621, Governor 



William Bradford held a celebration feast. We wanted to share our harvest of food, so 
we invited Squanto, Chief Massasoit, and 0- Wampanoag people. They brought food 
too. Our celebration lasted three days! This began a tradition in America that you 
call Thanksgiving!   

Along with our colony, Massachusetts Bay, more colonies were starting to be 
established in New England. They were Connecticut, Rhode Island, and New Hampshire. 
Our economy mostly thrived on ship building, fur trading, fishing, and whale hunting. 
We were fortunate to have ocean waters, fertile soil, forests, and rivers that ran fast 
to make power for the mills.   

I like hearing my parents tell the story of my birth on the Mayflower. They were 
so brave to come to this New World to make a better place for me. They had to start 
from scratch to build up such a productive settlement. Now, hundreds of years later, it is 
still thriving!  
  

(c) P. Olivieri {Rockin' Resources}   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The New England Colonies 
Fill in the blanks with the correct word from the word bank.  
  

Mayflower Compact  disease  Samoset  Poor living conditions  

Pilgrims  Oceanus  Cold weather      Squanto  

Mayflower  Cape Cod               

  

In 1620, _________________ came to the New World in search of religious  
  
freedom. They crowded over 100 people into a small ship called the   
  
________________. A baby named _______________ was born on the voyage   
  
Storms took them off course and instead of landing in Jamestown, they landed   
  
father north at ___________________. They chose to settle in a rocky harbor   
  
called ___________________. There were no laws so they made a plan of   
  
government called the __________________. In the first three months, half of   
  
them died because of ______________, ____________________, and   
  
______________. Then __________ came and welcomed them. This began a   
  
period of friendly relations with Native Americans. Another Native American   
  
named _________________ showed them how to hunt, fish, and grow crops in   
  
the New World.  
  
Inference: What do you think would have happened if Squanto hadn't come to their 
settlement?  
________________________________________________________________________ 

________________________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________________________ 
(c) P. Olivieri {Rockin' Resources}   
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Personal Hygiene (PE 5 - Monday) 
 

What does personal hygiene mean? Personal hygiene is a collection of habits that people perform to 
keep themselves clean and their bodies healthy. These habits are important for everyone because 
they help you stay clean and avoid becoming sick.  

Tips for Good Hygiene 

• Showering: Daily showering should happen everyday. Make sure to wash your face, hands, 
feet, underarms, groin and bottom. Washing your face twice a day is essential in helping to 
prevent acne.  

• Washing Hair: You may prefer to skip a day or two to prevent your hair from drying out. 
Some may wash their hair daily if they have oily hair, which can both look greasy and 
irritate acne. Either way, washing your hair at least once a week, is recommended. 

• Wearing Deodorant: Wearing deodorant is important every day. Everyone sweats, and it is 
perfectly normal; however you may not be aware of how much you sweat. A lot of bodies 
smell (body odor or BO) comes from the bacteria feeding on the oils in sweat under the 
arms or groin area. This sweat gets onto the clothes we wear and if we don't wash and wear 
deodorant, the smell can get stronger. 

• Wear Clean Clothes Regularly: If you wash your body and wear clean clothes regularly, 
especially after exercising, it will help to reduce the build-up of bacteria and avoid Body 
Odor. Changing underwear everyday is especially important because underwear collects all 
sorts of bacteria in our bodies, including dead skin cells, sweat and body fluids, which causes 
body odor. 

• Maintaining Good Oral Health: Sometimes brushing your teeth is the last thing you might 
think of at night and in the morning; but it is important for your health and social life. We 
usually sleep with our mouths closed, which can lead to bad breath. Sugary foods can cause 
tooth decay, which causes bad breath. Bad oral hygiene leads to bad breath -- and that's 
something that no one wants. Make sure you do it 2 times a day! 
 

More Tips 
• Keep your nails trimmed and clean. Trim you nails straight across to prevent ingrown 

nails. Clean out the dirt or food that hides behind nails.  
 
 

Things to do daily:  
Shower, wash your hair, wear deodorant, put clean clothes on, brush your teeth 2 times a day, 

 
 

QUIZ 
1. How often do you need to shower? _________________________________  
2. How often should you brush your teeth? _____________________________  
3. How often should you wear deodorant? ______________________________ 
4. How often should you change underwear? ____________________________  
5. Once a week, or more, is the number of times you wash what? _____________ 
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Activity and Log (PE 5 - Wednesday and Friday) 
   

Directions: Choose 4 or more activities or pick your own. After completing the activities, update 
your log below.  Look at the example listed below to complete log entry. 

   

Activity Options  
10 Minute Walk 10 Minute Jog 

20 Burpees 20 Push-Ups 
30 Squats 30 Lunges 
40 Jumping Jacks 40 X-Jumps (Jump like an X in the air) 
2 Minute plank 1 Minute side plank on each side (2 minutes total) 

10 Burpees and 10 lunges (Do both) 10 Push-ups and 10 Squats (Do both) 
20 Alternating Leg Swings (From the warm-up) 20 RDL’s (From the warm-up) 
30 Sharkies (Please don’t eat me Mr. Shark!!!) 30 Curl-ups 

40 Shoulder Taps 40 Raise the Roofs 

Day  Activity 1  Activity 2  Activity 3  Activity 4 
EXAMPLE: 3/16/2020  40 Jumping Jacks  Jog (10 mins.)  30 Squats 20 Push-ups 

     

             

  
  
 





















Fifth Grade Science 

Work from Home Week”” 

April 13 – April 17, 2020 

Instructor: Mrs. Schmidig 

email: sally.schmidig@ablecharter.com 

cell/text: 209-969-4152 

Monday: 

• Read “Chemical Change in Matter” Underline the “bold” words.  Write the 

definitions on a sheet of paper. 

• Read “Changes: Temperature, Melting, & More!” Underline the “bold” 

words.  Write the definitions on a sheet of paper. 

Tuesday: 

• Complete “Phase Changes in Temperature” worksheet 

• Complete the “All About Matter” worksheet 

Wednesday: 

• Read “Mixtures” Underline the “bold” words.  Write the definitions on a 

sheet of paper. 

Thursday: 

• Read “Metals, Non-metals, and metalloids Underline the “bold” words.  

Write the definitions on a sheet of paper. 

• Complete the “Metals, Non-metals, and Metalloids” hand out. 

Friday: 

• Complete “All About Matter: Part 2” 

• Read “Elements and Compounds” Underline the “bold” words.  Write the 

definitions on a sheet of paper. 

mailto:sally.schmidig@ablecharter.com

