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Question Block 7. Zeta Content
7.1. Can my student fluently add, subtract, multiply, and divide decimals (decimal frac-
tions)?

Example: Would they be able to solve 16.51 ÷ 2.54?

7.2. Can my student correctly convert between fractions, decimal fractions, and percent-
ages?

Example: Would they be able to convert ½ to 0.5 to 50%?

7.3. Can my student confidently solve word problems involving decimal fractions?

Example: Elijah worked 22.5 hours each week for three weeks and 15.75 hours 
the fourth week. How many hours did he work total?

If you answered “Not Yet” to any of the questions in this block your student is ready to 
begin Zeta. 

Important: There are skills taught in prior levels that are reviewed or assessed in Zeta that are assumed 
your student has mastered. Take time to review the list of these skills to see if your student may  need addi-
tional practice or instruction prior to beginning Zeta.

Concepts taught in Zeta not assessed:
In addition to the skills already assessed, the following skills were taught in previous levels of Math-U-See 
and are assumed by review problems and/or tests in Zeta. You will want to make sure your student has 
mastered these skills before beginning Zeta.

• Customary measures and conversions between units (for example, converting miles to yards or 
pounds to ounces, comparing units of measure)

• Working with money (converting between coins and dollars, making change, adding amounts of 
money)

• Finding the volume of a rectangular solid
• Determining the area and perimeter for squares, rectangles, parallelograms and triangles
• Finding the fraction of a number (for example, ½ of 30)
• Roman numerals (convert to Arabic numerals and vice versa)

STOP here for math and and move on to the Thinking Skills portion.

If you answered “Yes” to all questions please proceed to the next block of questions.

Please work through the following blocks of questions assessing your student’s math abilities. Unsure 
what we’re asking? You may refer to the online placement test at timberdoodle.mathusee.com/place-
ment-test for a more in-depth assessment.



Question Block 8. Pre-Algebra Content
8.1. Can my student describe the difference between negative and positive numbers 
using concrete examples?

Example: Would they be able to explain that -22.5 meters above sea level is the same 
as 22.5 meters below sea level?

8.2. Can my student fluently add, subtract, multiply, and divide both positive and nega-
tive numbers (including fractions)?

Example: Would they be able to multiply (³⁄5) (-54⁄5)? 

  Would they also be able to divide -3.48 by 0.6?

8.3. Can my student evaluate positive whole-number exponents, and does my student 
understand that the exponent represents the number of times the base is used as a fac-
tor?

Example: Would they be able to express 54 as 5 x 5 x 5 x 5 = 625?

8.4. Can my student explain the relationship between radicals (square roots) and expo-
nents, and can they work with expressions containing radicals?

Would they be able to explain √25 = 5 because 52 = 25?

8.5. Is my student proficient in solving one-variable equations that may include applying 
the order of operations to expressions with multiple operations, exponenets, and group-
ings?

Would they be able to solve 2x(-8 – 4) + 32 = -5x(23) – 7 for x and explain each step?

Question Block 8 continued on the next page.



Question Block 8. Pre-Algebra Content (continued)
If you answered “Not Yet” to any of the questions in this block your student is ready to 
begin Pre-Algebra. 

Important: There are skills taught in prior levels that are reviewed or assessed in Pre-Al-
gebra that are assumed your student has mastered. Take time to review the list of these 
skills to see if your student may  need additional practice or instruction prior to beginning 
Pre-Algebra.

Concepts taught in Pre-Algebra not assessed:
In addition to the skills already assessed, the following skills were taught in previous lev-
els of Math-U-See and are assumed by review problems and/or tests in Pre-Algebra. You 
will want to make sure your student has mastered these skills before beginning Pre-Alge-
bra.

• Find the mean, median, and mode for a set of data
• Find the area and perimeter for squares, rectangles, parallelograms, and triangles
• Identify and define basic geometric terms (point, line, line segment, plane, ray, 

angle)
• Classify angles (right, acute, or obtuse)
• Determine the outcome to a simple probability problem
• Recall and apply the order or operations

STOP here for math and and move on to the Thinking Skills portion.

If you answered “Yes” to all questions please proceed to the next block of questions.



Question Block 9. Algebra 1 Content
9.1. Can my student represent linear equations on a graph?

Example: Would they be able to accurately graph the linear equation 2x – y = -8?

9.2. Can my student identify the slope and intercept of a linear equation?

Example: Given the linear equation 2x – y = -8, would they be able to identify the 
slope as 2 and the y-intercept as 8?

9.3. Can my student write the linear equation represented by a line on a graph?

Example: Given this graph, would they be able to identify the slope as -3, the y-inter-
cept as 2, and generate the equation y = -3x +2?

9.4. Can my student solve two-variable systems of equations (simultaneous equations)?

Example: Would they be able to accurately solve x – y = 5 and 2x + y = 7 for both x 
and y by graphing, substitution, and elimination?

9.5. Can my student solve quadratic equations with rational roots by factoring?

Example: Would they be able to solve 2x2 + 9x + 20 = 16 for x?

9.6. Can my student perform basic arithmetic with binomial and quadratic expressions?

Example: Would they be able to divide (4x2 – 4x – 3) by (2x + 1) and find 2x – 3?

Question Block 9 continued on the next page.



Question Block 9. Algebra 1 Content (continued)
If you answered “Not Yet” to any of the questions in this block your student is ready to 
begin Algebra 1. 

Important: There are skills taught in prior levels that are reviewed or assessed in Alge-
bra 1 that are assumed your student has mastered. Take time to review the list of these 
skills to see if your student may  need additional practice or instruction prior to beginning 
Algebra 1.

Concepts taught in Algebra 1 not assessed:
In addition to the skills already assessed, the following skills were taught in previous 
levels of Math-U-See and are assumed by review problems and/or tests in Algebra 1. You 
will want to make sure your student has mastered these skills before beginning Algebra 1.

• Compute unit rates (ex., 45 miles in 3 hours equals 15 miles per hour)
• Find the prime factors of a number
• Determine the Greatest Common Factor (GCF) and Least Common Multiple (LCM) 

of two or more numbers

If you answered “Yes” to all questions please proceed to the next block of questions 
(included in the High School Placement Test or online at timberdoodle.mathusee.com/
placement-test).

Math-U-See Placement Test used by permission.



Thinking Skills

Critical & Creative sample used by permission.

Sample of 6th Grade Thinking Skills:

The following samples of the thinking skills activities included in each grade aren’t meant to be place-
ment tests, but rather just to give you an idea of what each level looks like. You can find additional 
sample pages on our website.



Thinking Skills

The Basics of Critical Thinking sample used by permission.

Sample of 7th Grade Thinking Skills:



Thinking Skills

Building Thinking Skills sample used by permission.

Sample of 8th Grade Thinking Skills:



The earthquake in San Francisco 
shook down hundreds of thousands of 
dollars worth of walls and chimneys. 
But the fires that followed burned up 
hundreds of millions of dollars worth of 
property. There is no estimating within 
hundreds of millions the actual damage 
caused.

Not in history has a modern, majestic 
city been so completely destroyed. San 
Francisco is gone. Nothing remains of 
it but memories and a fringe of houses 
on its outskirts. Its industrial section is 
wiped out. Its business section is wiped 
out. The factories and warehouses, the 
great stores and newspaper buildings, 
the hotels and the palaces of the wealthy 
people are all gone. There remains only 
the fringe of houses on the outskirts of 
what was once San Francisco.

Within an hour after the earthquake 
shock, the smoke of San Francisco 
burning was a vivid tower that could 
be seen a hundred miles away. And for 
three days and nights, this strangely 
bright tower swayed in the sky, 
reddening the sun, darkening the day, 
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and filling the land with smoke.
It was on Wednesday morning at 

quarter past five that the earthquake 
came. A minute later the flames were 
leaping upward. In a dozen different 
neighborhoods south of Market Street, 
in the working class section and in 
the factories, fires started. There was 
no stopping the flames. There was no 
organization, no communications—all 
the great advancements of a twentieth-
century city had been smashed by the 
earthquake. The streets were humped 
into ridges and craters and piled with 
the wreckage of fallen walls. The steel 
rails were twisted into perpendicular 
and horizontal angles. The telephone 
and telegraph systems were disrupted. 
And the water main pipes had burst. All 
the clever inventions and safeguards 
of mankind had been ruined by thirty 
seconds’ of twitching of the earth’s crust.

By Wednesday afternoon, just twelve 
hours after the quake, half the center 
of the city was gone. At that time I 
watched the burning flames from out 
on the bay. It was dead calm. Not a 

Mosdos Literature - Pearl Level
The following is a sample story from Mosdos Pearl, which is included in our 6th Grade Curriculum Kit. Please have your stu-
dent read the story and answer the review questions. 

Earthquake: The Story of an Eyewitness
by Jack London
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flicker of wind blew. Yet from every side 
wind was pouring in upon the city. East, 
west, north, and south, strong winds 
were blowing upon the doomed city. 
The heated air rising sucked everything 
into itself. In this way the fire built its 
own gigantic chimney through the 
atmosphere. Day and night this dead 
calm continued, and yet near the flames, 
the wind was impossibly strong, and its 
sucking force was deadly.

On Wednesday night the very heart 
of the city was destroyed. Dynamite 
was abundantly used to demolish the 
buildings in an attempt to stop the fire, 
and many of San Francisco’s proudest 
structures were crumbled by man himself 
into ruins. But there was no holding 
back the onrush of the flames. Time and 
again the firefighters were successful, 
and every time the flames surrounded on 
either side, or came up from behind and 
turned the hard won victory to defeat.

An enumeration of the buildings 
destroyed would read like a telephone 
directory of San Francisco. An 
enumeration of the buildings left 
undestroyed would be a short list of 
addresses. An enumeration of the acts of 
heroism performed would stock a library. 
An enumeration of the dead—will never 
be made, because all traces of them were 
destroyed by the flames. The number of 
those killed by the earthquake will never 
be known. South of Market Street, which 

was first to catch fire, the loss of life was 
particularly great.

Remarkable as it may seem, 
Wednesday night was a quiet night, 
while the whole city crashed and roared 
into ruin. There were no crowds. There 
was no shouting and yelling. There 
was no panic, no disorder. I passed 
Wednesday night in the path of the 
advancing flames, and in all those terrible 
hours I did not see one woman who 
wept, not one man who was excited, not 
one person who was hysterical.

Throughout the night, tens of 
thousands of homeless people fled 
from the flames. Some were wrapped 
in blankets. Others carried bundles 
of bedding and precious household 
treasures. Sometimes a whole family 
was harnessed to a carriage or delivery 
wagon that was weighed down with their 
possessions. Baby-buggies, toy wagons 
and go-carts were used as trucks, while 
every other person was dragging a 
suitcase. Yet everybody was gracious and 
polite. The most perfect courtesy was 
maintained. Never, in all San Francisco’s 
history, were her people so kind and 
courteous as on this night of terror.

All night these tens of thousands fled 
before the flames. Many of them, the 
poor people from the labor quarter, had 
fled all day as well. They had left their 
homes weighed down with possessions. 
Now and again they lightened up, 
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throwing clothing and treasures they had 
dragged for miles, out into the streets.

They held on longest to their 
suitcases, and over these trunks many 
a strong man broke his heart that night. 
The hills of San Francisco are steep, and 
up these hills, mile after mile, were the 
trunks dragged. Everywhere were trunks, 
with their exhausted owners, men and 
women, lying across them. Rows of 
soldiers were flung before the marching 
of the flames, and a block at a time, 
as the flames advanced, these troops 
retreated. One of their tasks was to keep 
the trunk-pullers moving. The exhausted 
creatures, urged on by the threat of 
bayonets would arise and struggle up the 
steep pavement, pausing from weakness 
every five or ten feet.

Often, after reaching the top of a 
heart-breaking hill, they would find 
another wall of flames advancing upon 
them from the other direction and were 
forced to change the line of their retreat. 
In the end, completely drained, after 
toiling for a dozen hours like giants, 
thousands of them were compelled to 
abandon their trunks. The workingmen 
dug holes in empty lots and backyards 
and buried their suitcases, but the 
weaker middle-class refugees could not 
manage this.

At nine o’clock Wednesday evening, 
I walked down through the very heart 
of the city. I walked through miles and 

miles of magnificent buildings and 
towering skyscrapers. There was no fire 
here. All was in perfect order. The police 
patrolled the streets. Every building had 
its watchman at the door. And yet it was 
doomed, all of it. There was no water. 
The dynamite was running out. And at 
right angles two different blazes were 
sweeping down upon it.

At one o’clock in the morning I 
walked down through the same section. 
Everything still stood intact. There was 
no fire. And yet there was a change. A 
rain of ashes was falling. The watchmen 
at the doors were gone. The police had 
withdrawn. There were no firemen, 
no fire engines, no men fighting with 
dynamite. The neighborhood had been 
absolutely abandoned.

I stood at the corner of Kearney and 
Market, in the very innermost heart 
of San Francisco. Kearney Street was 
deserted. Half a dozen blocks away it 
was burning on both sides—the street 
was a wall of flame. And against this 
wall of flame, silhouetted sharply, were 
two United States cavalrymen sitting 
on their horses, calmly watching. That 
was all. Not another person was in sight. 
In the undamaged heart of the city 
two troopers sat on their horses and 
watched.

Surrender was complete. There 
was no water. The sewers had long 
since been pumped dry. There was no 
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dynamite. Another fire had broken out 
farther uptown, and now from three 
sides flames were sweeping down. The 
fourth side had been burned earlier 
in the day. In that direction stood the 
teetering walls of various important 
buildings, the smoking ruins of the 
Grand Hotel, and the burnt, destroyed, 
dynamited Palace Hotel.

The following scenario will 
demonstrate the sweep of the flames 
and the inability of men to calculate 
their spread. At eight o’clock Wednesday 
evening I passed through Union Square. 
It was packed with refugees. Thousands 
of them had gone to bed on the grass. 
Government tents had been set up, 
supper was being cooked, and the 
refugees were lining up for free meals.

At half past one in the morning three 
sides of Union Square were in flames. 
The fourth side, where the great St. 
Francis Hotel stood, was still holding out. 
An hour later, lit up from top and sides, 
the St. Francis was flaming heavenward. 
Union Square, heaped high with 
mountains of suitcases, was deserted. 
Troops, refugees, and all had fled.

It was at Union Square that I saw 
a man offering a thousand dollars for 
a team of horses. He was in charge of 
a truck piled high with suitcases from 
some hotel. It had been brought here 
into what was considered safety and 
the horses had been taken out. Now the 

flames were on three sides of the Square 
and there were no horses.

Also, at this time, standing beside the 
truck, I urged a man to run for safety. He 
was all but trapped by several fires. He 
was an old man on crutches. He told me, 
“Today is my birthday. Last night I was 
worth thirty thousand dollars. I bought 
five bottles of wine, some delicate fish, 
and other things for my birthday dinner. 
I have had no dinner, and all I own are 
these crutches.”

I convinced him of his danger and 
started him limping on his way. An hour 
later, from a distance, I saw the truckload 
of suitcases burning merrily in the middle 
of the street.

On Thursday morning, at quarter past 
five, just twenty four hours after the 
earthquake, I sat on the steps of a small 
house on Nob Hill, where the palaces 
of those who had found wealth in the 
California gold rush were built. With 
me sat Japanese, Italians, Chinese, and 
Negroes—just a small sampling of the 
various nationalities and peoples who 
had been left homeless by the quake. 
The flames had struck at everyone, 
regardless of race, background, or 
financial position. And so I sat, with rich 
people, poor people, from all over the 
world, all of us left ruined by the vicious 
flames.

I went inside with the owner of the 
house on whose steps I now sat. He 
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than this. Most of the stone had been 
shaken from the great dome, leaving 
the naked framework of steel standing 
alone. Market Street was piled high with 
the wreckage, and across the rubble lay 
the overthrown pillars of the City Hall 
smashed crosswise into short pieces.

This section of the city, except for the 
Mint and the Post Office, was already 
a waste of smoking ruins. Here and 
there, occasional men and women crept 
cautiously under the shadows of shaky 
walls, coming out of the smoke. It was 
like the handful of survivors meeting 
after the day the world ended.

On Mission Street lay a dozen cows, 
in a neat row stretching across the street, 
just as they had been struck down by the 
flying wreckage of the earthquake. The 
fire had passed through them afterward 
and roasted them. The human dead had 
been carried away before the fire came. 
At another place on Mission Street I saw 
a milk wagon. A steel telegraph pole had 
smashed down right through the driver’s 
seat and crushed the front wheels and 
the milk cans lay scattered around.

All day Thursday and Thursday night, 
all day Friday and Friday night, the flames 
still burned. Friday night saw the flames 
finally conquered, though not until 
Russian Hill and Telegraph Hill had been 
swept away and three-quarters of a mile 
of wharves and docks had been licked 
up.

was cool and cheerful and hospitable. 
“Yesterday morning,” he said, “I was 
worth six hundred thousand dollars. This 
morning this house is all I have left. It 
will go in fifteen minutes.” He pointed 
to a large cabinet. “That is my wife’s 
collection of china. This rug upon which 
we stand is a present. It cost fifteen 
hundred dollars. Try that piano. Listen to 
its tone. There are few like it. There are 
no horses. The flames will be in here in 
fifteen minutes.”

Outside, an old, beautiful mansion 
was just catching fire. The soldiers were 
fleeing and chasing the refugees in 
front of them. From every side came the 
roaring of flames, the crashing of walls, 
and the explosion of dynamite.

I walked out of the house. Day was 
trying to dawn through the smoke 
clouds. A pale light was creeping over 
the face of things. Only once the sun 
broke through the smoke-cloud, blood-
red and showing a quarter of its usual 
size. The smoke-cloud itself, viewed 
from underneath, was a rose color that 
thumped and fluttered with shades of 
lavender. Then it turned to a purplish-
blue and yellow and gray-brown. There 
was no sun. And so dawned the second 
day on wretched San Francisco.

An hour later I was creeping past 
the shattered dome of the City Hall. 
There was no better display of the 
destructive force of the earthquake 
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The great victory of the firefighters 
was won Thursday night on Van Ness 
Avenue. Had they failed, the relatively 
few remaining houses of the city would 
have been burnt down. These were the 
magnificent mansions of the second 
generation of San Francisco gold kings, 
and these, in a single large area, were 
dynamited down across the path of the 
fire. Here and there, the flames leaped 
over the boundary but these few fires 
were beaten out, mostly by wet blankets 
and rugs.

San Francisco, as it looks right now, is 
like the crater of a volcano, with tens of 
thousands of refugees camped around 
it. At the Presidio alone are at least 

Review Questions

1. When did the San Francisco earthquake occur?

2. What possession did the people hold on to the longest?

3. How long did the fires burn?

4. How did the people leave the city?

Assess whether this is a comfortable level for reading and comprehension. For a more in-depth assessment you may down-
load sample pages at https://timberdoodle.com/products/mosdos-press-literature-pearl-6th-grade. 

If your student struggles with the Pearl level you may want to consider Mosdos Coral level instead. If the Pearl level seems 
pretty easy for your student, have them try the sample from Mosdos Jade. 

twenty thousand. All the surrounding 
cities and towns are jammed full with 
the homeless ones, where they are being 
cared for by the relief agencies. The 
refuges were carried free-of-charge by 
the railroads to any place they wished 
to go, and it is estimated that over 
one hundred thousand have left the 
peninsula on which San Francisco stood. 
The government now has the situation in 
hand, and thanks to the immediate help 
given by the entire United States, it is 
now time for smoking San Francisco to 
rebuild herself again.
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The policeman on the beat moved 
up the avenue impressively. The 
impressiveness was habitual and not for 
show, for spectators were few. The time 
was barely ten o’clock at night, but chilly 
gusts of wind with a taste of rain in them 
had well nigh depeopled the streets.

Trying doors as he went, twirling 
his club with many intricate and artful 
movements, turning now and then to 
cast his watchful eye down the pacific 
thoroughfare, the officer, with his 
stalwart form and slight swagger, made 
a fine picture of a guardian of the peace. 
The vicinity was one that kept early 
hours. Now and then you might see the 
lights of a cigar store or of an all-night 
lunch counter; but the majority of the 
doors belonged to business places that 
had long since been closed.

When about midway of a certain 
block, the policeman suddenly slowed 
his walk. In the doorway of a darkened 
hardware store a man leaned, with an 
unlighted cigar in his mouth. As the 
policeman walked up to him, the man 
spoke up quickly.

Mosdos Literature - Jade Level
The following is a sample story from Mosdos Jade which is included in our 7th Grade Curriculum Kit. Please have your stu-
dent read the story and answer the review questions. 

After Twenty Years
by O. Henry

“It’s all right, Officer,” he said, 
reassuringly. “I’m just waiting for a friend. 
It’s an appointment made twenty years 
ago. Sounds a little funny to you, doesn’t 
it? Well, I’ll explain if you’d like to make 
certain it’s all straight. About that long 
ago there used to be a restaurant where 
this store stands—‘Big Joe’ Brady’s 
restaurant.”

“Until five years ago,” said the 
policeman. “It was torn down then.”

The man in the doorway struck a 
match and lit his cigar. The light showed 
a pale, square-jawed face with keen 
eyes, and a little white scar near his 
right eyebrow. His scarfpin was a large 
diamond, oddly set.

“Twenty years ago tonight,” said the 
man. “I dined here at ‘Big Joe’ Brady’s 
with Jimmy Wells, my best chum, and the 
finest chap in the world. He and I were 
raised here in New York, just like two 
brothers, together. I was eighteen and 
Jimmy was twenty. The next morning I 
was to start for the West to make my 
fortune. You couldn’t have dragged 
Jimmy out of New York, he thought it 
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was the only place on earth. Well, we 
agreed that night that we would meet 
here again exactly twenty years from 
that date and time, no matter what 
our conditions might be or from what 
distance we might have to come. We 
figured that in twenty years each of us 
ought to have our destiny worked out 
and our fortunes made, whatever they 
were going to be.”

“It sounds pretty interesting,” said the 
policeman. “Rather a long time between 
meets, though, it seems to me. Haven’t 
you heard from your friend since you 
left?”

“Well, yes, for a time we 
corresponded,” said the other. “But 
after a year or two we lost track of each 
other. You see, the West is a pretty big 
proposition, and I kept hustling around 
over it pretty lively. But I know Jimmy 
will meet me here if he’s still alive, for 
he always was the truest, staunchest old 
chap in the world. He’ll never forget. I 
came a thousand miles to stand in this 
door tonight, and it’s worth it if my old 
partner turns up.”

The waiting man pulled out a 
handsome watch, the lids of it set with 
small diamonds.

“Three minutes to ten,” he announced. 
“It was exactly ten o’clock when we 
parted here at the restaurant door.”

“Did pretty well out West, didn’t you?” 
asked the policeman.

“You bet! I hope Jimmy has done 
half as well. He was a kind of plodder, 
though, good fellow as he was. I’ve had 
to compete with some of the sharpest 
wits going to get my pile. A man gets in a 
groove in New York. It takes the West to 
put a razor-edge on him.”

The policeman twirled his club and 
took a step or two.

“I’ll be on my way. Hope your friend 
comes around all right. Going to call time 
on him sharp?”

“I should say not!” said the other. “I’ll 
give him half an hour at least. If Jimmy is 
alive on earth he’ll be here by that time. 
So long, Officer.”

“Good-night, sir,” said the policeman, 
passing on along his beat, trying doors as 
he went.

There was now a fine, cold drizzle 
falling, and the wind had risen from its 
uncertain puffs into a steady blow. The 
few foot passengers astir in that quarter 
hurried dismally and silently along with 
coat collars turned high and pocketed 
hands. And in the door of the hardware 
store the man who had come a thousand 
miles to fill an appointment, uncertain 
almost to absurdity, with the friend of his 
youth, smoked his cigar and waited.

About twenty minutes he waited, and 
then a tall man in a long overcoat, with 
a collar turned up to ears, hurried across 
from the opposite side of the street. He 
went directly to the waiting man.



“Is that you, Bob?” he asked 
doubtfully.

“Is that you, Jimmy Wells?” cried the 
man in the door.

“Bless my heart!” exclaimed the new 
arrival, grasping both the other’s hands 
with his own. “It’s Bob, sure as fate. I was 
certain I’d find you here if you were still 
in existence. Well, well, well!—twenty 
years is a long time. The old restaurant’s 
gone, Bob; I wish it had lasted, so we 
could have had another dinner there. 
How has the West treated you, old 
man?”

“Bully; it’s given me everything I asked 
it for. You’ve changed lots, Jimmy. I never 
thought you were so tall by two or three 
inches.”

“Oh, I grew a bit after I was twenty.”
“Doing well in New York, Jimmy?”
“Moderately. I have a position in one 

of the city’s departments. Come on, Bob; 
we’ll go around to a place I know of, and 
have a good long talk about old times.”

The two men started up the street, 
arm in arm. The man from the West, 
his egotism enlarged by success, was 
beginning to outline the history of his 
career. The other, submerged in his 
overcoat, listened with interest.

At the corner stood a drugstore, 
brilliant with electric lights. When they 
came into this glare each of them turned 
simultaneously to gaze upon the other’s 
face.
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The man from the West stopped 
suddenly and released his arm.

“You’re not Jimmy Wells,” he snapped. 
“Twenty years is a long time, but not long 
enough to change a man’s nose from a 
Roman to a pug.”

“It sometimes changes a good man 
into a bad one,” said the tall man. “You’ve 
been under arrest for ten minutes, 
‘Silky’ Bob. Chicago thinks you may have 
dropped over our way and wires us she 
wants to have a chat with you. Going 
quietly, are you? That’s sensible. Now, 
before we go to the station here’s a note 
I was asked to hand you. You may read it 
here at the window. It’s from Patrolman 
Wells.”

The man from the West unfolded 
the little piece of paper handed him. His 
hand was steady when he began to read, 
but it trembled a little by the time he had 
finished. The note was rather short.

Bob:
I was at the appointed place on time. 

When you struck the match to light your 
cigar I saw it was the face of the man wanted 
in Chicago. Somehow I couldn’t do it myself, 
so I went around and got a plainclothesman 
to do the job.

Jimmy
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Review Questions

1. Whom does the policeman find as he walks down the street? What does the man 
tell him?

2. Does the Westerner think Jimmy will keep the agreement?

3. According to the Westerner, how can a person’s environment influence them?

4. When does the Westerner realize that the person who claims to be Jimmy Wells is 
really someone else?

5. In actuality, who is the man pretending to be Jimmy Wells and who is the West-
erner?

Assess whether this is a comfortable level for reading and comprehension. For a more in-depth assessment please down-
load the sample pages of the Jade level at https://timberdoodle.com/products/mosdos-press-literature-jade-7th-grade. 

If Jade seems too difficult, Pearl will probably be the best fit. If Jade seems easy, have your student try the sample from 
Mosdos Gold. 
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Mosdos Literature - Gold Level
The following is a sample story from Mosdos Gold which is included in our 8th Grade Curriculum Kit. Please have your stu-
dent read the story and answer the review questions orally. 

The Piece of String
by Guy de Maupassant

Along all the roads around Goderville 
the peasants and their wives were coming 
toward the burgh because it was market 
day. The men were proceeding with slow 
steps, the whole body bent forward at 
each movement of their long twisted legs; 
deformed by their hard work, by the weight 
on the plow which, at the same time, raised 
the left shoulder and swerved the figure; 
by the reaping of the wheat which made 
the knees spread to make a firm “purchase,” 
by all the slow and painful labors of the 
country. Their blouses, blue, “stiff-starched,” 
shining as if varnished, ornamented with a 
little design in white at the neck and wrists, 
puffed about their bony bodies, seemed 
like balloons ready to carry them off. From 
each of them a head, two arms and two feet 
protruded.

Some led a cow or a calf by a cord, and 
their wives, walking behind the animal, 
whipped its haunches with a leafy branch 
to hasten its progress. They carried large 
baskets on their arms from which, in some 
cases, chickens and, in others, ducks thrust 
out their heads. And they walked with a 

quicker, livelier step than their husbands. 
Their spare straight figures were wrapped in 
a scanty little pinned shawl, and their heads 
were enveloped in a white cloth glued to 
the hair and surmounted by a cap.

Then a wagon passed at the jerky trot 
of a nag, shaking strangely, two men seated 
side by side and a woman in the bottom of 
the vehicle, the latter holding onto the sides 
to lessen the hard jolts.

In the public square of Goderville there 
was a crowd, a throng of human beings 
and animals mixed together. The horns of 
the cattle, the tall hats, with long nap, of 
the rich peasant and the headgear of the 
peasant women rose above the surface of 
the assembly.

And the clamorous shrill, screaming 
voices made a continuous and savage din 
which sometimes was dominated by the 
robust lungs of some countryman’s laugh or 
the long lowing of a cow tied to the wall of 
a house.

All that smacked of the stable, the dairy 
and the dirt heap, hay and sweat, giving 
forth that unpleasant odor, human and 
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animal, peculiar to the people of the field.
Maître Hauchecome of Breaute had just 

arrived at Goderville, and he was directing 
his steps toward the public square when 
he perceived upon the ground a little piece 
of string. Maître Hauchecome, economical 
like a true Norman, thought that everything 
useful ought to be picked up, and he bent 
painfully, for he suffered from rheumatism. 
He took the bit of thin cord from the 
ground and began to roll it carefully when 
he noticed Maître Malandain, the harness 
maker, on the threshold of his door, looking 
at him. They had heretofore had business 
together on the subject of a halter, and 
they were on bad terms, both being good 
haters. Maître Hauchecome was seized 
with a sort of shame to be seen thus by his 
enemy, picking a bit of string out of the dirt. 
He concealed his “find” quickly under his 
blouse, then in his trousers’ pocket; then he 
pretended to be still looking on the ground 
for something which he did not find, and he 
went toward the market, his head forward, 
bent double by his pains.

He was soon lost in the noisy and 
slowly moving crowd which was busy with 
interminable bargainings. The peasants 
milled, went and came, perplexed, always in 
fear of being cheated, not daring to decide, 
watching the vender’s eye, ever trying to 
find the trick in the man and the flaw in the 
beast.

The women, having placed their great 
baskets at their feet, had taken out the 

poultry which lay upon the ground, tied 
together by the feet, with terrified eyes and 
scarlet crests. 

They heard offers, stated their prices 
with a dry air and impassive face, or 
perhaps, suddenly deciding on some 
proposed reduction, shouted to the 
customer who was slowly going away: “All 
right, Maître Authirne, I’ll give it to you for 
that.”

Then little by little the square was 
deserted, and the ringing at noon, those 
who had stayed too long scattered to their 
shops.

At Jourdain’s the great room was full of 
people eating, as the big court was full of 
vehicles of all kinds, carts, gigs, wagons, 
dumpcarts, yellow with dirt, mended and 
patched, raising their shafts to the sky like 
two arms or perhaps with their shafts in the 
ground and their backs in the air.

Just opposite the diners seated at the 
table the immense fireplace, filled with 
bright flames, cast a lively heat on the backs 
of the row on the right. Three spits were 
turning on which were chickens, pigeons 
and legs of mutton, and an appetizing 
odor of roast beef and gravy dripping over 
the nicely browned skin rose from the 
hearth, increased the jovialness and made 
everybody’s mouth water.

All the aristocracy of the plow ate there 
at Maître Jourdain’s, tavern keeper and 
horse dealer, a rascal who had money.

The dishes were passed and emptied, as 
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were the jugs of yellow cider.
Everyone told his affairs, his purchases 

and sales. They discussed the crops. The 
weather was favorable for the green things 
but not for the wheat.

Suddenly the drum beat in the court 
before the house. Everybody rose, except a 
few indifferent persons, and ran to the door 
or to the windows, their mouths still full and 
napkins in their hands.

After the public crier had ceased his 
drumbeating he called out in a jerky voice, 
speaking his phrases irregularly: “It is 
hereby made known to the inhabitants of 
Goderville, and in general to all persons 
present at the market, that there was lost 
this morning on the road to Benzeville, 
between nine and ten, a black leather 
pocket-book containing five hundred francs 
and some business papers. The finder is 
requested to return same with all haste 
to the mayor’s office or to Maître Fortune 
Houlbreque of Manneville; there will be 
twenty francs reward.”

Then the man went away. The heavy roll 
of the drum and the crier’s voice were again 
heard at a distance.

Then they began to talk of the event, 
discussing the chances that Maître 
Houlbreque had of finding or not finding his 
pocketbook.

And the meal concluded. They were 
finishing their coffee when a chief of the 
gendarmes appeared upon the threshold.

He inquired:

“Is Maître Hauchecome of Breaute 
here?”

Maître Hauchecome, seated at the other 
end of the table, replied:

“Here I am.”
And the officer resumed:
“Maître Hauchecome, will you have the 

goodness to accompany me to the mayor’s 
office? The mayor would like to talk to you.”

The peasant, surprised and disturbed, 
swallowed at a draught his tiny glass of 
brandy, rose and, even more bent than 
in the morning, for the first steps after 
each rest were specially difficult, set out, 
repeating: “Here I am, here I am.”

The mayor was awaiting him, seated 
on an armchair. He was the notary of the 
vicinity, a stout, serious man with pompous 
phrases.

“Maître Hauchecome,” said he, “you were 
seen this morning to pick up, on the road to 
Benzeville, the pocketbook lost by Maître 
Houlbreque of Manneville.”

The countryman, astounded, looked at 
the mayor, already terrified by this suspicion 
resting on him without his knowing why.

“Me? Me? Me pick up the pocketbook?”
“Yes, you yourself.”
“Word of honor, I never heard of it.”
“But you were seen.”
“I was seen, me? Who says he saw me?”
“Monsieur Malandain, the harness 

maker.”
The old man remembered, understood 

and flushed with anger.



Mosdos

“Ah, he saw me, the clodhopper, he 
saw me pick up this string here, M’sieu the 
Mayor.” And rummaging in his pocket, he 
drew out the little piece of string.

But the mayor, incredulous, shook his 
head.

“You will not make me believe, Maître 
Hauchecome, that Monsieur Malandain, 
who is a man worthy of credence, mistook 
this cord for a pocketbook.”

The peasant, furious, lifted his hand, spat 
at one side to attest his honor, repeating:

“It is nevertheless the truth of the good 
G-d, the sacred truth, M’sieu the Mayor.”

The mayor resumed:
“After picking up the object you stood 

like a stilt, looking a long while in the mud 
to see if any piece of money had fallen out.” 
The good old man choked with indignation 
and fear.

“How anyone can tell--how anyone can 
tell--such lies to take away an honest man’s 
reputation! How can anyone--”

There was no use in his protesting; 
nobody believed him. He was confronted 
with Monsieur Malandain, who repeated 
and maintained his affirmation. They abused 
each other for an hour. At his own request  
was searched; nothing was found on him.

Finally the mayor, very much perplexed, 
discharged him with the warning that he 
would consult the public prosecutor and ask 
for further orders.

The news had spread. As he left the 
mayor’s office the old man was surrounded 

and questioned with a serious or bantering 
curiosity in which there was no indignation. 
He began to tell the story of the string. No 
one believed him. They laughed at him.

He went along, stopping his friends, 
beginning endlessly his statement and his 
protestations, showing his pockets turned 
inside out to prove that he had nothing.

They said:
“Old rascal, get out!”
And he grew angry, becoming 

exasperated, hot and distressed at not 
being believed, not knowing what to do and 
always repeating himself.

Night came. He must depart. He started 
on his way with three neighbors to whom 
he pointed out the place where he had 
picked up the bit of string, and all along the 
road he spoke of his adventure.

In the evening he took a turn in the 
village of Breaute in order to tell it to 
everybody. He only met with incredulity.

It made him ill at night.
The next day about one o’clock in the 

afternoon Marius Paumelle, a hired man in 
the employ of Maître Breton, husbandman 
at Ymanville, returned the pocketbook 
and its contents to Maître Houlbreque of 
Manneville.

The man claimed to have found the 
object in the road, but not knowing how 
to read, he had carried it to the house and 
given it to his employer.

The news spread through the 
neighborhood. Maître Hauchecome was 
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informed of it. He immediately went the 
circuit and began to recount his story 
completed by the happy climax. He was in 
triumph.

“What grieved me so much was not the 
thing itself as the lying. There is nothing so 
shameful as to be placed under a cloud on 
account of a lie.”

He talked of his adventure all day long; 
he told it on the highway to people who 
were passing by, and in the wineshop 
to people who were drinking there. He 
stopped strangers to tell them about it. He 
was calm now, and yet something disturbed 
him without his knowing exactly what it 
was. People had the air of joking while they 
listened. They did not seem convinced. He 
seemed to feel that remarks were being 
made behind his back.

On Tuesday of the next week he went to 
the market at Goderville, urged soley by the 
necessity he felt of discussing the case.

Malandain, standing at his door, began to 
laugh on seeing him pass. Why?

He approached a farmer from Crequetot 
who did not let him finish and, giving him a 
thump in the stomach, said to his face:

“You big rascal.”
Then he turned his back on him.
Maître Hauchecome was confused; why 

was he called a big rascal?
When he was seated at the table in 

Jourdain’s tavern he commenced to explain 
“the affair.”

A horse dealer from Montvilliers called 

to him:
“Come, come, old sharper, that’s an old 

trick; I know all about your piece of string!”
Hauchecome stammered:
“But since the pocketbook was found.”
But the other man replied:
“Quiet, papa, there is one that finds and 

there is one that reports. At any rate you are 
mixed with it.”

The peasant stood choking. He 
understood. They accused him of having 
had the pocketbook returned by a 
confederate, by an accomplice.

He tried to protest. All the table began 
to laugh. He could not finish his dinner and 
went away in the midst of jeers.

He went home ashamed and indignant, 
choking with anger and confusion. He 
was dejected by the thought that they 
considered him capable, with his Norman 
cunning, of doing what they had accused 
him of and even boasting about it. His 
innoncence to him, in a confused way, was 
impossible to prove, as his sharpness was 
known. And he was stricken in the heart by 
the injustice of the suspicion.

Then he began to recount the 
adventures again, prolonging his history 
every day, adding each time new reasons, 
more energetic protestations, which he 
imagined and prepared in his hours of 
solitude, his whole mind given up to the 
story of the string. He was believed so 
much the less as his defense was more 
complicated and his arguing more subtile.
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“Those are lying excuses,” they said 
behind his back.

He felt it, consumed his heart over it and 
wore himself out with useless efforts. He 
wasted away before their very eyes.

The wags now made him tell about the 
string to amuse them, as they make a solider 
who has been on a campaign tell about his 
battles. His mind, touched to the depth, 

Review Questions

1. Is the market scene calm and orderly? Note specific descriptive passages.

2. Why, according to the narrator, does Maître Hauchecome pretend to look around 
for something he has lost?

3. Is Maître Hauchecome effective in protesting his innocence to the mayor? What 
are some of the phrases used?

4. What finally “consumes [Maître Hauchecome’s] heart” and causes him to waste 
away and die?

Assess whether this is a comfortable level for reading and comprehension. For a more in-depth assessment please down-
load the sample pages of the Gold level at https://timberdoodle.com/products/mosdos-press-literature-gold-8th-grade. 

Mosdos samples used by permission.

began to weaken.
Toward the end of December he took to 

his bed.
He died in the first days of January, and 

in the delirium of his death struggles he kept 
claiming his innocence, reiterating:

“A piece of string, a piece of string--look-
-here it is, M’sieu the Mayor.”





Spelling You See Placement Test used by permission.



Easy Grammar

Sample of Easy Grammar Plus (included in our 7th grade curriculum kits):

The following samples of Easy Grammar aren’t meant to be placement tests, but rather just to give you 
an idea of what each level looks like. You can find more sample pages on our website.



Easy Grammar

Sample of Easy Grammar Ultimate - Grade 8:



Word Roots

Sample of Word Roots Level 1 (included in our 7th grade curriculum kits):

The following samples of Word Roots aren’t meant to be placement tests, but rather just to give you an 
idea of what each level looks like. You can find more sample pages on our website.
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Sample of Word Roots Level 2 (included in our 8th grade curriculum kits):



Science and History
Science and History aren’t as dependent on the student’s abilities as some of the other subjects, so 
placement isn’t as critical. This chart shows the main science and history texts included in our curricu-
lum kits along with the appropriate age range and the subject matter covered. As long as your child is 
within the suggested age range you may choose the level that most closely corresponds to your child’s 
placement in other subjects.

Subject Grade Age 
Range 

Main Text Covers 

Science 6 (Religious) 
 

6-12 Exploring Creation 
with Human Anatomy 
and Physiology 

human anatomy and 
physiology 

 6 (Non-Religious) 10-13 Building Blocks of 
Science 6 

chemistry, biology, physics, 
astronomy, geology 

 7 (Religious) 5-12 Exploring Creation 
with Chemistry and 
Physics 

chemistry and physics 

 7 (Non-Religious) 11-14 
 

Building Blocks of 
Science 7 

chemistry, biology, physics, 
astronomy, geology 

 8  
 

12-15 
 

Friendly Physical 
Science 

physical science 

History 6 (Religious) 
 

10-14 Uncle Sam and You U.S. civics 

 6 (Non-Religious) 10-14 A History of US, Books 
6-10 

modern American history 

 7 (Religious) 8-18 
 

The Mystery of 
History, Volume 1 

ancient world history 
 

 7 (Non-Religious) 10-18 
 

World History 
Detective 

world history 
 

 8 (Religious) 
 

10-18 The Mystery of 
History, Volume 2 

early church history through 
the middle ages 

 8 (Non-Religious) 13-18 People, Places, and 
Principles of America 1 

early American history 

 


