Name Date

The Winter Market

Read the story.

10

Level 3 - 454 words

The Saturday before the holidays, the town square was a snow globe that someone had just
shaken. Flakes drifted down over rows of white tents, and strings of lights glowed like a
thousand tiny lanterns. The air smelled of roasted nuts, pine branches, and woodsmoke.

Lucia stood behind the table at her uncle’s stall, stamping her boots to keep her toes alive. Tio
Andrés kept bees on the hill behind his farm, and every winter he sold jars of honey and candles
made from beeswax. This year, for the first time, he had trusted Lucia to run the table by herself
while he unloaded boxes from the truck.

For the first hour, nobody stopped. People flowed past the stall like a river around a rock. They
paused at the cocoa stand next door and the woodcarver across the way, but they barely
glanced at the honey. Lucia’s smile felt frozen in place, as stiff as the icicles hanging from the
tent.

“Maybe people don’t like honey in winter,” she told Tio Andrés when he came back.

Her uncle set down a box and studied the crowd. “Or maybe they don’t know what’s special
about it yet,” he said. “A jar is just a jar until someone tells its story.”

Lucia thought about that. She knew the story better than almost anyone. Last summer, she had
worn the white suit and the veiled hat and stood beside her uncle while thousands of bees
hummed around them like a living cloud. She had learned that one bee makes only about a
twelfth of a teaspoon of honey in its whole life. She had watched the wax caps scraped from the
honeycomb and melted into golden pools that would become candles.

When a woman in a red scarf slowed down near the table, Lucia took a breath and held a jar up
to the light. “Did you know,” she said, “that it takes about twelve bees their whole lives to make
one teaspoon of this?”

The woman stopped. Lucia told her about the hives on the hill, the clover fields, and the day a
bee had strolled across her glove as if it owned the place. The woman laughed and bought two
jars and a candle. Then a man who had been listening bought one, too.

By late afternoon, a small crowd had gathered. Lucia’s cheeks were burning with cold, but inside
she felt as warm as a kitchen on baking day. Tio Andrés leaned against the truck, grinning, and
let her do the talking.

When the market closed, the table was nearly bare. Lucia held up the last candle and breathed
in its soft, sweet smell. It smelled like summer, folded up and saved for winter.
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Name Date

The Winter Market: Questions

Answer the questions about the story.

@ The square “was a snow globe that someone had just shaken.” What kind of comparison is
this?

a simile a metaphor a rhyme
@ What does “A jar is just a jar until someone tells its story” mean?
a. Jars need labels. b. Gifts need wrapping. c. Stories add value.

@ In paragraph 9, Lucia “felt as warm as a kitchen on baking day.” How does she feel?

a. happy and proud b. sick and feverish c. hungry and tired

@ Find a word in paragraph 2 that names a material used for candles.

Explain the last sentence: the candle “smelled like summer, folded up and saved for
winter.”
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Answer key For the teacher or parent

The Winter Market: Questions

Answer the questions about the story.

@ The square “was a snow globe that someone had just shaken.” What kind of comparison is
this?

a simile a rhyme

@ What does “A jar is just a jar until someone tells its story” mean?

a. Jars need labels. b. Gifts need wrapping.  (c. Stories add value.)

@ In paragraph 9, Lucia “felt as warm as a kitchen on baking day.” How does she feel?

(a. happy and proud)  b. sick and feverish c. hungry and tired

@ Find a word in paragraph 2 that names a material used for candles.

beeswax

@ How does Lucia respond to the empty stall? Quote a sentence that shows what she does.

Explain the last sentence: the candle “smelled like summer, folded up and saved for
winter.”

had been packed away inside it to open in the cold.
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