Two versions for each game board are included, color
and black ink only. I recommend sliding the printed
game boards into page protectors. This not only protects
the game boards from messy fingers, but makes for easy
storage.

Setting Up the Game for Play

This game may be played with two to four players.

The Object of the Game

To be the last person to cover a sentence in the center of the game board.

Rules for Playing

1. Roll a die or spin a spinner to determine which player goes first.

2. When it is a player’s turn, s/he rolls the die and moves the indicated number of
spaces. The player then reads the word. Students find the sentence in the
center of the game that the word will complete and cover the sentence with a
marker. If the sentence is already covered, the player simply does nothing until
his/her next turn.

. If a player lands on a “Free Space,” s/he may cover any sentence. If a student
lands on a picture space, s/he does nothing.

. Play continues until all the sentences in the center of the game board are
covered. The person to cover the last sentence is the winner.
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Answer Key

Game #1 - Chapters 1-12

Game #2 - Chapters 13-23

Game #3 - Chapters 24-44

They didn’t eat meat, and they
didn’t use butter. They were very
much concerned with cholesterol.

Phoebe reluctantly got dressed,
pulling a wrinkled blouse and skirt
from the closet.

“"We're gonna see Old Faithful,” she
said, over and over. “"We'll just
watch that old geyser blow and
then we'll hit the road.”

He was still standing there with his
hands in his pockets staring
mournfully at Phoebe’s house.

Then she sheared off the tops of
the hedge that borders Phoebe’s
yard. She moved on to a
rhododendron bush, which she
was poking and prodding when a
car pulled into her driveway.

I looked carefully at each of the
boys. Alex was gazing
nonchalantly at Mr. Birkway.

I have seen her chop down trees
and lug the remains clear across
her backyard.

I pulled my arm back and tossed
the rock straight at the tree. One
edge embedded itself in the
knothole.

Phoebe mentioned that she was
getting a headache. It might even
be a migraine.

He pounded and pounded on that
wall with a chisel and a hammer.

My mother was not a fragile, sickly
woman.

She is too coming back. You don’t
know what you're talking about.
You're being horrid.

We ran all the way to Mary Lou’s.
Phoebe was certain that the young
man was going to ambush us.

Phoebe imagined that every noise
was the lunatic sneaking in or the
message-leaver creeping up to drop
off another anonymous note.

Dinner at the Finneys’ was an
experience. Phoebe whispered, "I
am not too optimistic about the
possibilities of this meal.”

I looked over to where Ben was
standing, but he and Mary Lou were
busy rummaging around in the
chocolate bars.

Besides, I was too busy throwing
the most colossal temper
tantrums.

I asked Phoebe if she wanted to
spend the weekend at my house.
I'm not sure why I did this. It was
an impulse.

When I mentioned about Ben
asking where my mother was and
my saying that she was in
Lewiston, but that I didn't want to
elaborate, Gram and Gramps
looked at each other.

She looked up malinger and read
the definition: MTo pretend to be ill
in order to escape duty or work."

Pandora was not supposed to open
the box...Inside the box were all the
evils in the world, such as hatred,
envy, plagues, sickness, and
cholesterol.

Sometimes I am as ornery and
stubborn as an old donkey.

Maybe she got knocked on the head
and had amnesia and was
wandering around Lewiston, not
knowing who she really was, or
thinking she was someone else.

In English class, everyone
badgered Mr. Birkway to finish
reading the journal entry that he
had begun yesterday, the one
about Mrs. Corpse and the body,
but Mr. Birkway did not read any
more journals.

“No, he does not look fifty-two. He
looks thirty-eight.” She was very
defensive about her father.

Right smack in the middle of flat
plains were jagged peaks and steep
gorges.

I tried remaining completely still for
several consecutive minutes, and
during those minutes, I detected
Ben leaning slightly toward me
several times.

A thick, gnarled cane with a
handle carved in the shape of a
cobra’s head lay across her knees.

He was worried about Gram, but
less about her leg than her raspy
breathing.

But I kept thinking of seeing them
together the day before, and
besides, Mrs. Winterbottom looked
too terrific to have been held
captive.

My mother said that Grandmother
Pickford’s one act of defiance in
her whole life as a Pickford was in
naming her.

“Deprived child,” he said. “You
didn’t have a chance to write a
journal.”

Your momma sent us a postcard
from Coeur d’Alene, and on it was a
bountiful blue lake.

Don't judge a man until you've
walked two moons in his
moccasins.

He flung himself up and down the
aisles, receiving the journals as if
they were manna from heaven.

Gram flopped down on the bed and
giggled. She rolled into the middle.
I lay down next to her, and Gramps
tentatively sat down on the other
side.
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