Grandma Ruth
Grade 4 Smarter Balanced Literacy Passage
Last night I learned that my grandma was named after Babe Ruth, the greatest baseball player of
all time. I learned this six hours too late.
Yesterday I wanted to work on throwing a baseball. I needed a baseball, since my brother
wouldn’t let me borrow his. Unfortunately, I knew right where one was.
I tiptoed into my grandma’s bedroom. Sunlight from the late morning sun filtered in through the
leaves of the dogwood tree outside the open window. I moved slowly through my favorite room
in the house, which belonged to my favorite person in the world, my grandma.
I reached into the back of her closet and pulled out a shoebox full of old baseballs wrapped in
tissue paper. I shoved my hand in and grabbed the first one I touched. I threw off the paper and
ran out into the yard with our dog, Bowie, who would always play a game of catch with me.
We had a spectacular game of catch. By the end of our session I was throwing straight as an
arrow and Bowie was bringing it back as fast as he could. It was perfect.
I went back into my grandma’s room and wrapped the ball back up in paper, just like I’d found
it. Except now it looked dirty and used, like a good baseball should.
At dinner, though, I heard the story.
“Have I ever told you that I’m named after the greatest baseball player who ever lived?”
Grandma asked suddenly.
James and I shook our heads. We leaned forward to listen. It isn’t often we hear new stories from
her.
My grandmother stood up and walked into her bedroom. She came back with the shoebox in her
hands. She sat down and started her story.
“So, your great grandfather was the dentist for the Detroit Tigers back in the 1920. His favorite
player was Ty Cobb, the best player the Tigers have ever had. When Ty found out that your
great-grandparents were going to have a baby, he brought your great-grandfather a big package
full of baseballs signed by the best-known players of the time. He said, ‘Doc, you can have these
under one condition: name your daughter Tyrina. After me. ‘And my father, too excited to say
no, agreed.
“When my mother heard about this she told my father to go to Ty Cobb and give him back the
baseballs, because she had her own ideas for names. Ty just laughed when he heard this. He said

to my father, ‘Doc, I’ll tell you what: keep the baseballs but name her after my good friend Babe
Ruth.’
My father smiled and said, ‘I’ll see what I can do. Keep these from me until then.’
“It turned out my mother loved the name Ruth. That’s how I got my name and how my father got
these: he let Ty Cobb name me after Babe Ruth.”
I tried to swallow but couldn’t. I hoped that she wasn’t going to say what I thought she was
going to say.
Then she said it.
“Inside this shoebox are the ten baseballs Ty Cobb gave my father. They are signed by some of
the most famous ballplayers in history, including one that has one single signature on it: Babe
Ruth’s.”
My grandma pulled the ball out, unwrapped it, and held it out for us to see. The ball was scarred
almost beyond recognition. It had dog bite marks, dirt scuffs, and fraying seams. Right in the
middle was a big signature in black ink that I had somehow overlooked. It was smudged now and
faded, but still clearly said “Babe Ruth.” I began to shake inside.
But my grandma just looked at the ball and smiled sweetly. She said softly, “Even though it
doesn’t look like much, this ball has brought our family a lot of joy in its time. I remembered
when I was your age, Naomi, I almost rubbed the signature right off from tossing it up and down
all the time. You see, I’ve always felt that a baseball should be used for a lot more than looking.
My dad, your great-grandfather, used to say the same thing.”
She lowered her hand and gently tossed the ball toward Bowie, sleeping be the door. It rolled in a
perfectly straight line and came to rest softly between the dog’s paws. A perfect throw.
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The Pet Sitter
Grade 4 PAWS Reading Passage
My friend Lily Crumpet was taking a trip.
She would be gone for a week and a day.
“Would you watch my puppy?” she called me to ask.
I said, “Sure!” What else could I say?
A puppy, to me, is a small fluffy creature,
With a tiny, wet nose and bright eyes.
I thought I would make a small bed for the pet—
A shoebox should be the right size!
With the box in my hand, I knocked on the door,
And her front door opened wide.
That’s when I received the surprise of my life—
“Down, Boomer, down!” Lily cried.
In the next instant, I was flat on my back,
With a giant brown dog on my chest.
As it licked at my face—and my ears and my hair—
I decided that silence was best.
Trying hard not to laugh, but without much success,
Lily ordered her dog to obey:
“Heel, Boomer, heel! I mean it!” she said.
Nevertheless, Boomer continued to play.
The dog—if that is indeed what it was—
Grabbed the box and ran off with its treat.
I took a minute to dry off my face,
And carefully got to my feet.
“Look, Lily . . .” I started, but she did not hear,
As she tackled Boomer with ease like a pro.
“I’ll put on his leash,” she said to me then,
“And he’ll almost be ready to go.”
She gave me a bag with his food and his toys,
Then gave Boomer a big hug goodbye.
“I’m so glad he likes you!” said Lily to me.
“I was worried because he’s so shy.”
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