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Elements of Fiction Cards
(Vocabulary)

The individuals in a story

Place and time of story

Sequence of events in a story, including a
problem faced by the character and how it is
solved

A novel or short story that is imagined by
the author

Words authors use in a story to create
mental images in their readers’ minds

The speech and conversation of characters
in a story

The individuals in a story

Place and time of story

Sequence of events in a story, including a
problem faced by the character and how it is
solved

A novel or short story that is imagined by
the author

Words authors use in a story to create
mental images in their readers’ minds

The speech and conversation of characters
in a story
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“Making Candles, Colonial Style”

3

“Making Candles, Colonial Style”

“Making Candles, Colonial Style” by Rebecca S. Fisher, first published in Highlights for Children, September 2004. Copyright ©2004
Highlights for Children, Inc., Columbus, Ohio. All rights reserved. Used by permission.
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“Joshua’s Gold”
Joshua Carlisle, a man grown at 16, was three days on the trail and high in the Rocky
Mountains when he began panning for gold. It was early January 1859 and the gold in the creeks
around Denver City had played out. Mr. Schermerhorn had been right.
“Come spring,” the old store keeper had told him, “every prospector’s gonna rush up in them
mountains. You want gold, Josh, you gotta be first.”
Now, at every stream, Josh filled his flat-rimmed pan with ice-cold silt and water. He stirred it,
letting the lighter sand float up and wash over the rim, then looked carefully for gold. The heavier gold
particles and nuggets were supposed to stick to the bottom of the pan, but Josh found nothing.
“Where are you, gold?” Josh shouted, his lonely voice echoing from snow-covered peaks. After
a week he had nothing to show for his hard work but cold, chapped hands and a sore back.
A quiet snow began to fall.
“I’ll give it another day,” he told himself one night, “Then I head for Denver City and get my old
job back at Schermerhorn’s.”
About noon the next day, Josh, atop his horse and pulling a pack mule, reached a mountain
pass and looked into the valley beyond. A wide, shallow creek meandered through it.
“Perfect,” Josh muttered.
He rode down into the valley to the creek, dismounted and stuck his hand into the cold wet
sand. As the sand trickled through his fingers it glittered.
“Gold,” he whispered, then shouted: “G-O-O-O-O-O-O-L-D!”
He heard his voice echoing around the mountains, and froze. He wanted no prospectors,
outlaws or Ute Indians finding him or his gold.
“No noise,” he whispered. “From now on we stay quiet.”
Josh unloaded his pack mule and horse, rubbed them down and picketed them near water.
Then he cleared snow from a patch of grass where they could graze. Chores done, Josh went back to
the stream.
Each pan yielded gold in tiny grains. By evening he had half a pouch full, about $100 or a year’s
wages working at Schermerhorn’s.
The winter wind blew sharply. Josh shivered as he built a fire.
“Tomorrow I’ll find a better camp.”
Next morning Josh explored the valley and found a cave that would shelter him and the
animals. He chopped wood and killed a deer for its warm hide to use as a winter blanket and for meat
to feed him through the harsh season. With camp secured, he went for the gold.
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“Joshua’s Gold”
The short winter days settled quickly into routine. Up before dawn, Josh built a small fire,
cooked breakfast and cared for his animals. He panned all day, with only a short lunch break. After
supper he measured and weighed his gold dust, storing it in small leather pouches.
Then one morning the routine changed.
“Look at that,” Josh whispered, holding a small gold nugget up to the sun. “Imagine. Twentyfive dollars in one little pebble.”
Pan after pan produced more nuggets.
“Fifty-two nuggets, boys,” he told the animals at supper. “About $2,500. Not a bad day’s work,
I’d say!”
For 34 days, Josh worked the stream and filled pouches with gold dust and nuggets. Finally, in
March, with supplies about gone, he headed to Denver City. Hidden in his packs was $27,000 in gold.
Denver City was booming. As Josh rode slowly down Main Street toward Schermerhorn’s
General Store, he could hear an old piano in one tent. Raucous laughter filled the night air. A chair
crashed through the swinging doors as a fistfight spilled out of one establishment. Prospectors and
drifters watched as he rode by.
“They’re wonderin’ ‘bout my luck,” he thought.
Suddenly Josh realized that he couldn’t use his gold in Denver City if he wanted to keep the
strike a secret. But how could he buy new supplies or ship the gold without using it? He needed a
plan.
Mr. Schermerhorn came out to the porch of his store and greeted Josh as he dismounted.
“Look who finally showed up! You look a bit down on your luck, son. You’re welcome to bed
down in the storeroom again, if you want.”
“Thank you, sir,” Josh said, with relief. “I’ll need a job too.”
“No gold, huh?”
Josh shrugged his shoulders, not wanting to speak a lie. “Got to eat and sleep,” he said, “and
buy more supplies.” This was no lie.
“Well, come into the Honey Hut when you’re settled. We’ll talk.”
Soon Josh joined Mr. Schermerhorn in his workroom. He started helping pour honey into large
gallon crocks and sealing them with wax.
“Everybody’s building, so carpenters are in demand,” Mr. Schermerhorn said as they worked.
“People will remember you buildin’ this workroom onto the store last fall.
I’ll spread the word.”
“Sounds good. Thanks.”
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“Joshua’s Gold”
“Yep, Denver City’s growin’, all right. It’s ‘cause of Gregory’s strike up at Clear Creek.
Happened in January, just after you left, and now the gold rush is on again. We’re getting a
newspaper in April and a telegraph office opened last week.”
Mr. Schermerhorn began searching his pockets. “Just plum forgetful, Josh. You got a letter.
Come in February from Texas. Here she is.”
Josh opened the letter, began reading, then chuckled.
“It’s from my brother, Baker. Remember the crock of honey I sent home last fall? Baker says to
send more. His wife, Sarah, is expectin’ a baby and cravin’ your honey. Says he can sell honey to the
neighbors too.”
“Looks like you’re in business, Josh. Better than huntin’ for gold.” Mr. Schermerhorn looked
thoughtful for a minute, then said, “Tell you what. You help me in the Honey Hut and I’ll go partners
with you. We’ll ship your brother as many crocks as we can and split the cost and profits. A
carpenter’s job can pay for your supplies. What do you say?”
“I say shake, partner, and thanks.”
Josh could barely believe his luck. That honey will be golden, he thought. Pure golden!
While working out his plan, however, Josh discovered two obstacles: first, keeping the gold and
honey separate; second, deciding how much gold to put into each crock. If the crocks were too heavy
his secret would be out.
After several nights of experimenting, the formula was set. Josh fit four small glass jars of gold,
sealed with wax, into each crock, then filled the crocks with honey and sealed them.
He packed 27 crocks into hay-cushioned crates, tucked a letter explaining the gold to his
brother inside one crate, then helped load them carefully onto Wells Fargo freight wagons. As he
watched the wagon train pull out, he crossed his fingers. Robbery or one cracked crock could foil his
plan, and he began worrying whether he should have sent all the gold at once.
Before heading back to his carpenter’s job, Josh sent a telegraph message to Baker. 27 CROCKS
GOLDEN HONEY SHIPPED. SCHERMERHORN NOW PARTNER. READ LETTER FIRST. J.
Two weeks later, Josh bought supplies, said goodbye to his partner and headed for the
mountains, careful no one followed.
First day back in his valley, Josh began walking upstream, searching for clues.
“Those last nuggets I found were rough. They can’t have washed very far down stream. The
source has to be close by.”
Five days into the search Josh spotted an old rock slide that had spilled into the stream.
Scrambling up the slide, he found a wall of glistening quartz laced with gold.
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“Joshua’s Gold”

“It’s a jewelry store,” Josh murmured. The old quartz broke apart easily, leaving only nuggetsized gold in his hands. “Could be the strike of a lifetime or just a pocket, but it will do!”
After two months Josh returned to Denver City with four times the gold as before. A telegram
waited: SELLING HONEY IN SMALL JARS. JUST GOLDEN. SEND MORE. BAKER.
The gold had arrived.
Twice more Joshua went into the mountains and came out with gold. Each time his secret
remained safe. Then in early October, Josh set out again. By noon he knew he was being followed.
“Three men, no pack animals,” he muttered, watching the distant riders follow his trail. “They
want my gold, they’ll have to find me first!”
For a week Josh led the chase through valleys, over mountains, changing directions, marking
false trails. Finally, he doubled back and watched. The riders had lost his tracks and their way.
Satisfied, Josh followed an ancient trail over the next ridge and headed for his valley.
He also made a decision. With one last shipment he would go home. $200,000 in gold was
enough.
In late November, Joshua headed for Texas. He left one crock for Mr. Schermerhorn. That
crock contained a jar of nuggets, a letter and a map.
In the spring, Wells Fargo delivered a crate to the now greatly expanded Carlisle Brothers
Ranch Inc. Inside josh found a crock of honey, a jar of nuggets and a note: “We’ll call it The Honey
Plot Mine. Schermerhorn.”
Carlisle & Schermerhorn, a partnership based on trust and the ability to keep a secret,
prospered – a sweet deal if there ever was one.

“Joshua’s Gold” by Mary Lois Sanders, first published in Boys’ Life Magazine, Volume 89, Issue 11, November 1999, pages 28-31.
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Exit Ticket
Learning Target: I can determine the characteristics of historical fiction by analyzing examples.
Directions: Read the first page of “Joshua’s Gold” by Mary Lois Sanders. Answer the following
question: “Is this text a piece of historical fiction? Why or why not?” Use at least three details from the
text to support your answer.
My answer:
My evidence:
1.
2.
3.
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Performance Task Prompt
After researching informational texts on trades in Colonial America, write a historical fiction narrative
that describes how a craftsperson in your trade helps a family newly arrived from England to adjust to
life in a colonial New York town. The family has a mother, father, 5-year-old girl, and a 12-year-old
boy.
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Historical Fiction Narrative Rubric
Learning Target: I can write a historical fiction narrative set in Colonial America. (W.4.3)
Criteria

Meets

Partially Meets
Ideas

I can create a
historically accurate
narrative based on facts
and details from my
research. (W.4.2a,
W.4.2b, W.4.3a,
W.4.3b)
I can use vocabulary
from my research on
colonial times to write
historically accurate
descriptions in my
narrative. (W.4.2d,
W.4.3d)
I can use transitional
words and phrases to
show the sequence of
events in my narrative.
(W.4.3c)
I can organize events in
an order that makes
sense in my narrative.
(W.4.3a)
I can write a beginning
that introduces the
characters, setting, and
plot of my narrative.
(W.4.3a)
I can write an ending
that summarizes the
events of my narrative
and brings it to a close.
(W.4.3e)
I can use conventions
to send a clear message
to my reader. (L.4.2)

Word Choice

Organization

Organization
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Does Not Meet

Character Profile Graphic Organizer
Name:
Date:

The Basics
Trade:

Name:

Age:

Gender:

Family Members:

Location: A small town in New York
Sources:
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Character Profile Graphic Organizer
Descriptors

His appearance and
personality:

Sources:

Community
Connections

My character’s friends/associates (Who depended on my character, and who did my
character depend on?):

Sources:
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Common Colonial Names List

Males

Females

John Nathaniel
Roger
Benjamin
Samuel
George
Peter
Henry
Philip
Thomas
William
Charles
Benedict
Arthur
Anthony
Louis
Robert
Alexander
Richard
Matthew
David
Caleb
Nathan
Augustus
Edward
Lemuel
Enoch
James

Abigail
Elizabeth
Anne
Jane
Martha
Mary
Molly
Harriet
Hattie
Abby
Liza
Katherine
Kitty
Cecily
Patience
Joy
Candace
Sarah
Charlotte
Lottie
Edith
Judith
Esther
Georgine
Isabella
Ellen
Ettie
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Analyzing a Historical Fiction Plot Note-catcher
Name:
Date:

Introduction and Rising Action

The Problem

Introducing the character, setting, and major
event (rising action):

What problem does the character face?

Details:
• Who is the character?

Details:
•

•

When is it set?

•

•

Where is it set?

•

•

What is happening?

The Solution

The Conclusion

What does the character do?

What is the result of the character’s actions?

Details:
•

How does the story end?

•
•
•
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Narrative Four-Square Graphic Organizer
Name:
Date:

Introductory Paragraph
Introducing the character, setting, and major
event (rising action):

Detail Paragraph 1
What problem arises?

Details:
• Who is the character?

Details:
•

•

When is it set?

•

•

Where is it set?

•

•

What is happening?

Vocabulary from
my research to be
used:
Detail Paragraph 2
How does my character help solve the problem?

Conclusion Paragraph
What is the result of the character’s actions?

Details:
•

How does the story end?

•
•
•

My Sources: List
any research you
used in planning
your narrative.
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Practice Narrative Writing Sheet: The Wheelwright
Name:
Date:

In the winter of 1695 in the colony of New York, a wheelwright named John was working in his shop.
He made wheels for carts and wagons throughout town. He was proud of his work. His hands were
rough from working with wood every day. On this day he was making the hub, which is the center of a
wheel. He was shaping it using a tool called a lathe. His apprentice was turning the crank of the lathe
so that the hub spun around. This tool helped him to carve a nice round shape. Through the noise of
the turning lathe he almost didn’t hear the knock at his door. He wondered who would be visiting his
shop on such a cold dark day. He got up from his stooped position and rubbed his sore muscular
shoulders. When he opened the door he was surprised to see the face of his friend Adam, the
blacksmith.
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Practice Narrative Writing Sheet:
The Wheelwright
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Narrative Four- Square Graphic Organizer
Name:
Date:

Introductory Paragraph
Introducing the character, setting, and major
event (rising action):

Detail Paragraph 1
What problem arises?

Details:
• Who is the character?

Details:
•

•

When is it set?

•

•

Where is it set?

•

•

What is happening?

Vocabulary from
my research to be
used:
Detail Paragraph 2
How does my character help solve the problem?

Conclusion Paragraph
What is the result of the character’s actions?

Details:
•

How does the story end?

•
•
•

My Sources:
List any research
you used in
planning your
narrative.
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Comic Strip Homework
Directions:
Create a comic strip based on your plans for your historical fiction narrative. Your strip should have
an illustration and a caption for each part of your story.
The purpose of your comic strip is just to help you keep thinking about the sequence of events for your
narrative before you start your draft. Drawing pictures in your comic also will help you to visualize
what you want to describe in your writing.
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Mid-Unit 3 Assessment:
Best First Draft of Historical Fiction Narrative
(based on Performance Task Prompt)
Name:
Date:

After researching informational texts on trades in Colonial America, write a historical fiction narrative
that describes how a craftsperson in your trade helps a family newly arrived from England to adjust to
life in a colonial New York town. The family has a mother, father, 5-year old girl, and a 12-year old boy.
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Tracking My Progress, Mid-Unit 3
Name:
Date:

Learning Target: I can write a draft of my narrative with historically accurate characters, events, and
description in an order that makes sense to my reader.

1. The target in my own words is:

2. How am I doing? Circle one.
I need more help
to learn this.

I understand
some of this.

3. The evidence to support my self-assessment is:
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I am on my way!

Narrative Feedback Recording Form:
(Front)
Name:

Date:
Focus of Critique:

Partner

My partner liked…
My partner suggested…
My next step(s)…

Date:
Focus of Critique:

Partner

My partner liked…
My partner suggested…
My next step(s)…
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Narrative Feedback Recording Form:
(Back)
Name:

Date:
Focus of Critique:

Partner

My partner liked…
My partner suggested…
My next step(s)…

Date:
Focus of Critique:

Partner

My partner liked…
My partner suggested…
My next step(s)…
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Model Introductory Paragraph
from the Wheelright Narrative
In the winter of 1695 in the colony of New York, a wheelwright named John was working in his
shop. He made wheels for carts and wagons throughout town. He was proud of his work. His hands
were rough from working with wood every day. On this day he was making the hub, which is the
center of a wheel. He was shaping it using a tool called a lathe. His apprentice was turning the crank
of the lathe so that the hub spun around. This tool helped him to carve a nice round shape. Through
the noise of the turning lathe he almost didn’t hear the knock at his door. He wondered who would be
visiting his shop on such a cold dark day. He got up from his stooped position and rubbed his sore
muscular shoulders. When he opened the door he was surprised to see the face of his friend Adam, the
blacksmith.
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“School of Freedom”
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“School of Freedom”
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“School of Freedom”
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“School of Freedom”
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“School of Freedom”
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“School of Freedom”
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“School of Freedom”

Reprinted by permission of SPIDER Magazine, 2010, February, Vol. 17., No. 2, copyright, © 2010 by Beverly Letchworth.
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GRADE 4: MODULE 2A: UNIT 3: LESSON 11

“Mystery of the Deep”
George clamped down on his cap as the wind whipped the waters of Lake Ontario even higher.
The line of black clouds on the horizon was racing toward the little boat.
“We need to get back, fast!” said George’s grandfather as he rowed hard for shore, the fun of
their early-morning fishing expedition forgotten.
George could just barely see the three ships he’d been watching for hours in the distance, now
being rocked by the storm. Out front was the Picton – he could tell the schooner by its two tall masts.
Just as the first raindrops started to pelt down, George’s grandfather pulled the rowboat on
shore. George turned to check on the three boats battling the waves. “Grandpa,” he gasped, “the
Picton is gone!”
His grandfather straightened up and peered into the distance. “Not another one!” He took off his
hat in respect for the lost ship. “June 29, 1900. The Picton lost, probably with all hands.”
George still couldn’t believe it. “I know the weather’s bad, but how could a ship just disappear
like that?”
They walked back to the farmhouse in silence, shoulders hunched against the slanting rain.
The moment, they opened the door, George’s grandmother pounced. “Finally! George get out of
those wet things and into bed. I’ll bring you some tea.”
As he started to protest, she pointed upstairs. “I don’t care if you are 12 years old. March!”
Well, they had been up awfully early, thought George, as he changed into dry clothes. Maybe he’d
just lie down for a moment …
The next thing he heard was his grandparents talking in the kitchen. How long had he been
asleep?
“Albert Walker said the Anne Minnes was right behind the Picton. Sailed past a mess of wood
and barrels, but didn’t see a single soul,” said George’s grandfather. “It’s eerie.”
“Don’t start with all that nonsense,” said his wife. “Rough water and lots of rocks – that’s why so
many ships sink off Prince Edward County.”
“Well, I still say it’s unnatural, and so do lots of other people,” George’s grandfather said. “The
Olive Branch, the Comet, the Eliza Quinlan. It’s a ship’s graveyard out there!”
They hadn’t heard George coming down the stairs. “What do you think caused all those wrecks?”
he asked.
“Too much rum and not enough attention to maps, if you ask me,” snapped his grandmother.
George’s grandfather ignored her. “I’m not trying to frighten you, George, but there are too
many tales to ignore. And some are downright weird. Like the Bavaria.
“It was May 1889, and there was a terrible storm – worse than today. The Bavaria was driven
around on Galloo Island. When the weather calmed and someone went to have a look, the ship was
sitting upright and everything on board was peaceful as could be.

Copyright © 2012 Canada’s National History Society. Used by permission and not subject
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“Mystery of the Deep”
“There was even bread in the oven ready to be baked. But the crew had just … vanished.”
George’s grandmother rolled her eyes. “So they abandoned ship – no mystery there!”
“Then why were they never found?” retorted George’s grandfather. “And why was all that money
and the captain’s papers still in his room? A captain never abandons ship without taking his papers.”
“That’s enough for now,” said George’s grandmother, clearing away the mugs and spoons. “The
storm has eased off, George. Time to go and collect the eggs.”
But George didn’t hear a word. He was gazing out at the moody lake, and it wasn’t offering any
answers.
Lake Ontario’s Mystery Zone
It’s sometimes called Canada’s Bermuda triangle. There are said to be so many shipwrecks in the
area known as the Marysburgh Vortex on the eastern tip of Lake Ontario that some people think there
must be mysterious, even supernatural causes. Ship after ship has gone to its grave here, and few
survivors are ever found. In modern times, strange glowing balls of light have been spotted over the
area.
So what’s going on?
The wind usually blows from the southwest up into this region, making it like a tunnel for water
heading into the St. Lawrence River and out to sea. That means that debris from many wrecks on the
lake gets pushed into the Marysburgh Vortex, and survivors would often end up washing on shore
here to tell their stories.
Many sailors came to this part of Ontario having only ever sailed on the sea. Conditions on the
Great Lakes are very different – steeper, closer waves; unexpected snowstorms; sudden dense fog; not
to mention rocky shorelines and shoals hidden all around. It must have seemed eerie indeed to those
not used to it.
As for those crews that apparently disappeared, well, the wind and waves likely swept them
overboard and dragged their bodies where they’d never be found. And the worst wrecks happened
before the Internet or even telephones, so the stories probably got taller and more unbelievable as
they were told and retold.
Oh, and those mysterious balls of light? Let’s just say that Canadian Forces Base Trenton is
nearby, with lots of airplanes taking off and landing at all hours …

.

Copyright © 2012 Canada’s National History Society. Used by permission and not subject
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“Bringing Home the Gold”

Copyright © 2011 Fun for Kidz Magazine. Used by permission and not subject to Creative
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“Bringing Home the Gold”

Copyright © 2011 Fun for Kidz Magazine. Used by permission and not subject to Creative
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“Bringing Home the Gold”

Home
by
n, Fun
e,

Copyright © 2011 Fun for Kidz Magazine. Used by permission and not subject to Creative
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Narrative Feedback Recording Form
(Front)
Name:

Date:
Focus of Critique:

Partner

My partner liked…
My partner suggested…
My next step(s)…

Date:
Focus of Critique:

Partner

My partner liked…
My partner suggested…
My next step(s)…
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Narrative Feedback Recording Form
(Back)
Name:

Date:
Focus of Critique:

Partner

My partner liked…
My partner suggested…
My next step(s)…

Date:
Focus of Critique:

Partner

My partner liked…
My partner suggested…
My next step(s)…
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End of Unit 3 Assessment:
On-Demand New Historical Fiction Narrative

Name:
Date:
Directions:
1. Read the prompt below.
2. Review your research.
3. Review the Historical Fiction Narrative rubric.
4. Plan a short historical fiction narrative for the prompt using the graphic organizer.
5. Write your narrative on a separate sheet of lined paper.
6. Reread your narrative and make any needed revisions based on the rubric.
Prompt:
After researching informational texts on Colonial America, write a historical fiction narrative that
describes how a young boy or girl decides to become an apprentice for a specific trade.
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Writer’s Gallery and End of Unit 3 Assessment:
On-Demand New Historical Fiction Narrative
Name:
Date:

Introductory Paragraph
Introducing the character, setting, and major
event (rising action):

Detail Paragraph 1
What problem arises?

Details:
• Who is the character?

Details:
•

•

When is it set?

•

•

Where is it set?

•

•

What is happening?

Vocabulary from
my research to be
used:
Detail Paragraph 2
How does my character help solve the problem?

Conclusion Paragraph
What is the result of the character’s actions?

Details:
•

How does the story end?

•
•
•
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Tracking My Progress, End of Unit 3
Name:
Date:

Learning Target: I can write a historical fiction narrative set in Colonial America.
1. The target in my own words is:

2. How am I doing? Circle one.
I need more help
to learn this.

I understand
some of this.

3. The evidence to support my self-assessment is:
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I am on my way!

Learning Resources
CoSer 501
Educational Media
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