



 Name(s) ___________________________

___________________________
___________________________
___________________________

___________________________





Date 
      ___________________ Per. ____
Writing  Questions for Costa’s Levels of Thinking

Directions:  Using Costa’s Levels of Thinking handout, read the familiar story on the right and write level one, two, and three questions for the story on the left.

LITTLE  RED RIDING HOOD

Once there was a little village maiden, the prettiest ever seen.  Her mother was foolishly fond of her and her grandmother likewise.  The old woman made for her a little hood, which became the damsel so well, that ever after she went by the name of Little Red-Riding-Hood.  One day, when her mother was making cakes, she said, “My child, you shall go and see your grandmother, for I hear she is not well; and you shall take her some of these cakes, and a pot of butter.”
Little   Red-Riding-Hood was delighted to go, though it was a long walk; but she was a good child, and fond of her kind grandmother.  Passing through a wood, she met a great wolf, who was most eager to eat her up, but dared not, because of a woodcutter who was busy hard by.  So he only came and asked her politely where she was going.  The poor child, who did not know how dangerous it is to stop and speak to wolves, replied, “I am going to see my grandmother, and to take her a cake and a pot of butter, which my mother has sent her.”

“Is it very far from here?” asked the wolf.

“Oh yes, it is just above the mill which you may see up there--the first house you come to in the village.”

“Well,” said the wolf, “I will go there also, to inquire after your excellent grandmother. I will go one way, and you the other, and we will see who can be there first.”
So he ran as fast as ever he could, taking the shortest road, but the little maiden took the longest; for she stopped to pluck roses in the wood, to chase butterflies, and gather nosegays of the prettiest flowers she could find--she was such a happy and innocent little soul.

The wolf was not long in reaching the grandmother’s door.  He knocked, Toc--toc, and the grandmother said, “Who is there?”

“It is your child, Little Red-Riding-Hood,” replied the wicked beast, imitating the girl’s voice; “I bring you a cake and a pot of butter, which my mother has sent you.”

The grandmother, who was ill in her bed, said, “Very well, my dear, pull the string and the latch will open.”  The wolf pulled the string--the door flew open; he leaped in, fell upon the poor old woman, and ate her up in less than no time, tough as she was, for he had not tasted anything for more than three days.  Then he carefully shut the door, and laying himself down snugly in the bed, waited for Little Red-Riding-Hood, who was not long before she came and knocked, Toc-toc, at the door.

“Who is there?” said the wolf; and the little maiden, hearing his gruff voice, felt sure that her poor grandmother must have caught a bad cold and be very ill indeed.

So she answered cheerfully, “It is your child, Little-Red-Riding-Hood, who brings you a cake and a pot of butter that my mother has sent you.”
Then the wolf, softening his voice as much as he could, said, “Pull the string, and the latch will open.”
So Little Red-Riding-Hood pulled the string and the door opened.  The wolf, seeing her enter, hid himself as much as he could under the coverlet of the bed, and said in a whisper, “Put the cake and the pot of butter on the shelf, and then make haste and come to bed, for it is very late.”

Little Red-Riding-Hood did not think so; but to please her grandmother, she took off her cloak and began to get ready for bed, when she was very much astonished to find how different the old woman looked from ordinary.
“Grandmother, what great arms you have!”
“That is to hug you the better, my dear.”

“Grandmother, what great ears you have!”

“That is to hear you the better, my dear.”

“Grandmother, what great eyes you have!”

“That is to see you the better, my dear.”

“Grandmother, what great teeth you have!”

“That is to eat you up,” cried the wicked wolf; and he immediately fell upon poor  Little Red-Riding-Hood, and ate her up in a moment.
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GOLDILOCKS AND THE THREE BEARS

Once upon a time there were three bears who lived in a great forest: a papa bear, a mama bear, and a baby bear.  They lived in a small cottage in the heart of the forest.  
One day, mama bear had made  her usual porridge for the family’s breakfast before their morning walk.  She dished up the porridge into papa bear’s large bowl, her own medium-sized bowl, and baby bear’s little bowl, but she realized the porridge was just too hot to eat.  She called papa and baby bear and said, “Our porridge is much too hot to eat just now--why don’t we take our walk and when we return, the porridge should be just cooled enough.”  Papa and baby bear agreed, and the bear family set off into the forest.

Meanwhile, at the edge of the forest, a little girl with golden hair was just setting out for a walk of her own.  Her hair was so golden that she was even called Goldilocks.  Now Goldilocks was a terribly curious little child, and she was forever in trouble for getting into things she should not.  So when she came upon the little cottage in the woods, Goldilocks forgot her mother’s warning about not going into strange places, and she opened the door of the little cottage and went inside.

Once inside the cottage, Goldilocks began to look around.  She first came to the large wooden table on which sat the three bowls of porridge.  Goldilocks was very hungry, so she sat first at papa’s big bowl and took a taste. “This porridge is too cold,” she said.  Next she sat down at mama’s medium-sized bowl and tasted her porridge.  Goldilocks dropped the spoon and said, “This porridge is too HOT!”  She moved over to baby bear’s bowl and took a taste.  “Ummmm, this porridge is just right,” and she ate it all up.  

After eating, Goldilocks wanted to sit down for just a bit, so she moved into the den, where the bear’s had their chairs close to the fireplace for warmth.  Goldilocks first ran to the great chair closest to the fire.  “This chair is too hard,” she complained.  Goldilocks then tried the flowered chair in the middle.  “This chair is too soft!” she said, as she moved to the next chair, a small wooden chair next to a small table.  “This chair feels just right!” Goldilocks exclaimed, and plopped down on it so hard that it broke.  

Afraid, Goldilocks ran upstairs into the bedroom where she saw three lovely beds.  “Oh, I am rather tired,” Goldilocks said, and she ran to the biggest bed of all.  Lying down, she said, “This bed is too hard.”  She moved to the bed with the pretty pink cover.  “This bed is too soft!” Goldilocks exclaimed, moving over to the small bed with toys printed on its cover.  “Ahhhhh! This bed is just right,” she said, and fell fast asleep.

A short while later, the three bears returned from their walk to find their front door standing open.  

“Who left this door open?” Papa bear asked gruffly.  

“Not I,” Mama bear said.  

“Not I,” Baby bear said in a tiny voice.  

“We must be more careful,” Papa said gruffly in his big voice.

When the bear family sat down to eat at last, Papa bear couldn’t believe his eyes.  “Someone has been eating my porridge!’ he roared.

“Someone has been eating MY porridge,” mama bear said.

“Someone has been eating MY porridge, and they ate it all up!” said baby bear in his squeaky little voice.

The bear family decided to look around their cottage and came upon their  chairs.  “Someone has been sitting in my chair!” Papa bear bellowed.

“Someone has been sitting in MY chair,” Mama bear said.

“Someone has been sitting in MY chair, and they broke it to pieces!” Baby bear squeaked.

Heading upstairs, Papa bear went to his bed and saw that it was mussed.  “Someone’s been lying in my bed!”  he yelled.

“Someone’s been lying in MY bed,” Mama bear said.

“Someone’s been lying in MY bed and she’s still here!” Baby bear yelped.

At just this moment, Goldilocks heard the bears and jumped up from the bed, running down the stairs and out of the house with the bear family hot on her trail.  They growled and tried to slash her with their claws, but Goldilocks ran much faster and made it to the safety of her house just in time.  And from that time to this, Goldilocks never let her curiosity get the better of her again, to the great relief of her mother and father.

