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The following activity is a read-aloud, followed by teacher-led discussion. 

 

[TEACHER, TELL THE STUDENT(S): Listen carefully as I read a story about a little girl and her 

family. When I’m done, I will ask you some questions about the story. 

 

After reading the story, ask the student(s) the questions below.] 
 

 

1. Where does this story take place? When does the story take place? 

 

 
 

2. What does the author say in the story that tells you that the story happened there? At 

that time? 

 

 
 

From Little House in the Big Woods by Laura Ingalls Wilder 

 

Once upon a time, [many, many] years ago, a little girl lived in the Big Woods of Wisconsin, 

in a little gray house made of logs. The great, dark trees of the Big Woods stood all around 
the house, and beyond them were other trees and beyond them were more trees. As far as a 

man could go to the north in a day, or a week, or a whole month, there was nothing but 

woods. There were no houses. There were no roads. There were no people. There were only 

trees and the wild animals who had their homes among them. 

 

Wolves lived in the Big Woods, and bears, and huge wild cats. Muskrats and mink and otter 
lived by the streams. Foxes had dens in the hills and deer roamed everywhere.  

 

To the east of the little log house, and to the west, there were miles upon miles of trees, and 

only a few little log houses scattered far apart in the edge of the Big Woods.  

 
So far as the little girl could see, there was only the one little house where she lived with her 

Father and Mother, her sister Mary and baby sister Carrie. A wagon track ran before the 

house, turning and twisting out of sight in the woods where the wild animals lived, but the 

little girl did not know where it went, nor what might be at the end of it. The little girl was 

named Laura and she called her father, Pa, and her mother, Ma. In those days and in that 
place, children did not say Father and Mother, nor Mamma and Papa, as they do now. 

 

At night, when Laura lay awake in the trundle bed, she listened and could not hear anything 

at all but the sound of the trees whispering together. Sometimes, far away in the night, a 

wolf howled. 

 
 






	Blank Page



