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Small Number is a 5-year-old boy who gets into a lot of mischief.  He lives with his 
Grandma and Grandpa, who patiently put up with his antics, in a small settlement 
with 7 tipis arranged in a circle.  One-day Small Number wanders out into the woods 
and sees a beautiful black cat with a long white stripe down its back.  Wanting to 
take the cat home to show Grandma, he tries to catch it and learns that the black cat 
is really a skunk. 

Smelling strongly from the skunk spray, he runs home to Grandma, who quickly 
takes him out to wash the smell off him.  As hard as she scrubs him down, she can’t 
quite get rid of all the bad smell.   

Grandma doesn’t want Small Number spending time in their tipi until he smells 
better, so she decides to set him a task she thinks will take him a long time.  She 
knows Small Number can count to 100.  She tells him to start at their tipi, which is 
right beside the entrance to the settlement at the east point of the circle, and to walk 
around the circle of tipis by first heading south.  His task is to count the tipis going 
round and round until he can tell her which tipi he gets to when he reaches 100. 

Small Number starts walking around the circle counting.  He starts at 1 at his tipi, 
and when he gets back there, he has counted to 8.  When he gets to 15 and is back 
at his own tipi, he stops and sits down. He counts on his fingers for a while, and then 
runs in to see his Grandma and yells: “It is Auntie Rena’s tipi!” which is one tipi south 
of his grandparents’.   

Question:  How did Small Number know that the 100th tipi is the one just south of his 
grandparents’ tipi without actually counting them? 
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Small Number is a five 5-year-old boy who gets into a lot of mischief.  He lives with 
his Grandma and Grandpa, who patiently put up with his antics most of the time.  
Today, Grandpa needs to finish carving a feast dish and decides that Small Number 
should go out and play with his friends.  It is a beautiful, sunny, spring day, and the 
boys run down to play near the water.  Everything they see sparks a new game, and 
Small Number’s friend Big Circle suggests they see who can make a stone skip the 
farthest on the surface of the water.  The boys quickly learn that for a stone to go far 
it needs to be smooth, flat, and oval shaped. 

Small Number wanders far along the shore looking for a winning stone.  He 
scrambles through tall grass and trips over something, falling headfirst into an old 
canoe hidden in the grass.  Small Number stands up, rubbing his forehead as he 
looks around at the canoe.  Even though his head hurts, he is very excited at his 
discovery and he calls out to his friends, who come running. 

The boys stand around the canoe, running their hands along its smooth shape.  It 
looks very old and very big to them.  Small Number asks, “How many people do you 
think it could hold?” Big Circle asks, “How many generations ago was it built?”  The 
boys forget their previous game and spend a long time talking about the canoe and 
who might have used it.    

As they are talking, Big Circle’s tummy starts to growl.  “I’m hungry.  Let’s go eat,” he 
says to his friends. The other boys realize they are hungry too, and they all run back 
to the village. 

Small Number races home, where Grandpa is carving the surface of a huge wooden 
dish.  Small Number is shouting excitedly and Grandpa looks up.  He sees the bruise 
on Small Number’s forehead.  “What happened?!” Grandpa asks.  Small Number 
has forgotten that he bumped his head and starts to tell Grandpa about finding the 
canoe, “I found an old canoe down on the beach!  It must be at least a hundred 
years old!” 

Grandpa smiles.  “I know that canoe.  It was once the fastest canoe in our village.  It 
was built by my father and two of his brothers.”  Grandpa proudly continues, “All the 
sons of my grandfather were known as great wood carvers.  You know those three 
old totem poles in front of the longhouse?  Each of them was built by one of my 
uncles. “ 
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That evening, just before falling asleep, Small Number thought, "I'd like to build 
canoes and totem poles just like my ancestors. I have to ask Grandpa tomorrow how 
many brothers his father had. Two, three, four, five or more..." 

Question: Why did Small Number think that his great-grandpa might have two, three, 
four, five or more brothers? 
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Small Number is a young boy who gets into a lot of mischief.  He lives in a big city 
with his mother and his older sister Perfect Number.  Twice a week, after school, he 
goes with his friends to the Aboriginal Friendship Centre. There the boys first have a 
snack and then they do mathematics for a half of an hour. Sometimes they do 
algebra in their workbooks, but usually they just play mathematical games. Small 
Number’s favorite game is “Set”. He enjoys finding patterns faster than anybody 
else!  

What the boys like the most is to play basketball in Centre’s gym.  There are four 
basketball hoops in the gym, which allows each group of players to use just a 
fraction of the court. Small Number is the shortest guy in his group, but he is very 
fast. He is trying hard to be as good a player as his best friend Big Circle, who is the 
biggest guy on the team. 

A big half-court basketball tournament will happen on Aboriginal Day and the boys 
want to enter it.  Each team must have six players, but only three players are 
allowed on the court at one time.  There are only five boys in Small Number’s group 
of friends. The boys start talking about whom they might get to be their sixth player.  
Big Circle says, “We need somebody who is tall, fast, and a good shooter!” All the 
boys agree, but they can’t think of anyone to join their team. 

When Small Number comes home, his mom notices that he is quieter than usual. 
“What happened?” she asks. After listening to Small Number’s explanation, mom 
smiles: “Good?  Tall? Fast? And a good shooter? I think we both know a person like 
that!” She looks at Small Number’s sister Perfect Number, who is just finishing her 
math homework.  “I love you, mom!” yells Small Number and he hugs his mom 
tightly. Perfect Number looks at them, very puzzled.  

The following day Small Number says to his friends, “why not ask my sister, Perfect 
Number?”  “But she is a girl!” says Big Circle, feeling his heart beating a bit faster. 
“Yes, she is a girl but she is also tall, fast, and a good shooter!” respond the rest of 
the boys in one voice.  

“With Perfect Number playing with us,” continues Small Number, “we can have 
twenty different teams on the court and nobody is ever going to get tired!”  
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Big Circle scratches his head and says: “How can you calculate things like that? 
And, since I’m the best player, I have to play all the time!”  

“In that case, we can have ten different teams on the court… And she likes you too!” 
says Small Number as he runs away from a very angry Big Circle while their friends 
start laughing.  

Question: How does Small Number know that if Perfect Number were to play with 
him and his friends, then they would be able to have twenty different teams on the 
court during the tournament? 
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Small Number is a young boy who gets into a lot of mischief.  He lives in a big city 
with his mother and his older sister Perfect Number.  Every Sunday afternoon, Small 
Number does his math homework.  When he is unsure how to solve a math problem, 
he usually asks his sister for help. But this Sunday he has a geometry problem that 
looks very difficult and he decides to ask his cousin, Full Angle, who studies 
mathematics at the university. 

When Full Angle walks through the door, he leans his skateboard against the wall, 
and walks over to give his aunt a hug.  Small Number eyes the brightly painted 
skateboard. 

Full Angle looks at Small Number’s homework problem and smiles. “I love geometry 
problems!”  Small Number frowns: “What is geometry good for?”  Full Angle looks 
around the room and spies a rug that their grandmother had made hanging on the 
wall. He points at it and says to Small Number: “Look at all the shapes in Grandma’s 
rug.  She was able to see those geometric shapes and patterns in her head and then 
figure out how to weave them so beautifully into the rug.  She must have been an 
excellent geometer!” “Well, maybe I like that kind of geometry,” says Small Number.  

Full Angle doesn’t give Small Number the answer to the problem, but starts asking 
him questions instead.  At the beginning, Small Number is not sure where it is all 
going, but after a while, he sees that Full Angle’s questions helped him to fully 
understand the problem.  When Small Number writes down the final answer, he 
jumps up and shouts: “Wow!  I did it!”  

As Full Angle is congratulating Small Number on his success, Perfect Number 
comes in to greet her cousin: “Are you still skateboarding, Full Angle?”  “Yes.  I want 
to be good enough to compete at the All Nations Skate Jam!  I was just heading out 
to practice when Small Number called me.  Would you and Small Number like to 
come to the skateboard park near the Friendship Centre?”  “Sure!” both Perfect 
Number and Small Number shout together. 

As they head to the skateboard park, Full Angle starts talking about the tricks he can 
do on his skateboard.  “I can do a 360 and a 720,” he says.  Small Number looks 
quizzical, “What’s a 360 and a 720?”  By now, they have reached the skateboard 
park, “Let me show you.” 
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Full Angle points to two ramps that are the same height, but different shapes.  One is 
flat, and the other is curved like the inside of a cylinder.  “I’ll show you a 720.”  He 
hops on his skateboard and heads for one of the ramps, building up a lot of speed.  
As the front of his board comes off the ramp, he grabs it and spins around fully two 
times before letting go and landing perfectly!  Small Number and Perfect Number are 
amazed and start jumping up and down.  “I want to learn to do that!” says Small 
Number.  “Well, Small Number, then you better be ready to learn some geometry!  
You will have to learn to do a 360 first.”  Full Angle says, smiling at his cousin.   

Question:  How did Full Angle know which ramp to choose in order to have enough 
time in the air to spin around twice before landing? 
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Small Number is a young boy who gets into a lot of mischief.  He lives in a small 
village by the water with his mother and father. It is a crisp autumn day and Small 
Number is helping his father to prepare the nets for tomorrow’s salmon harvest. 
“There is a school of salmon by Straight Line Beach.  We need to set our net in the 
morning while the tide is still high,” says Small Number’s father. It is the first time that 
Small Number will go with his father to catch salmon and he has many questions. 
“Why are these round pebbles on one side and those pieces of cedar on the other 
side of the net? Why do we need those two big rocks? What is the weight of those 
pebbles? How far apart are they? Why are the pieces of cedar cut in this shape? 
How long is the net? How deep is the net? “ 

“Be patient, Small Number, you will learn all tomorrow,” smiles his father. “Now run 
and tell your grandfather and your uncle that the net is ready and that they should be 
at our beach before dawn!” 

Small Number is very excited about his new adventure and when he finally gets to 
sleep, he dreams about a big salmon jumping out of the water and falling back with a 
splash. 

 “Wake up, Small Number. Your dad is already down at our beach,” Small Number 
hears his mom’s gentle voice. When he steps outside, Small Number stops and 
looks around. He sees dark sharp peaks of mountains to the north and hears the 
sound of waves and the squawks of seagulls.  

Down on the beach, Small Number sees a group of men and starts running towards 
them as fast as he can. “Just on time, Small Number,” says his grandfather hugging 
him. “Our canoes are loaded with nets and baskets and we are ready to go.” 

When they arrive at Straight Line Beach, Small Number’s grandpa and uncle pull 
their canoe out of the water.  Small Number and his father stay in their canoe and 
pass the ends of the net lines to Grandfather. Small Number paddles away from the 
beach while his dad continues to pay out the net lines. When they reach the 
beginning of the net, they turn the canoe parallel to the beach and dad throws a big 
rock that is attached to the net into the water. “This anchor will hold the net in place,” 
he says to Small Number. “Oh, I see,” yells Small Number, “the pebbles will keep 
one edge of the net on the bottom and the pieces of cedar will float and keep the 
other edge of the net on the surface!”  
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Small Number sees how a large group of salmon have drifted inshore with the 
incoming tide. He looks at their large smooth bodies and feels his heartbeat fasten. 
“How strong and beautiful these fish are!” 

The anchor secures the other end of the net and Small Number turns the canoe 
towards the beach where his dad passes the net lines to Small Number’s uncle.  

While his dad pulls the canoe out of water, Small Numbers asks, “How many salmon 
will we catch today? How are we going to divide the salmon among our families? Will 
there be enough for everybody? How do we know that the salmon will come back?” 
“We have our ways,” answers his father. “Now, you stay here to help your uncle pull 
on the net lines. I’m going to help grandpa.” 

They start hauling in the net. Small Number sees that all fish within the area between 
the beach and the net are captured and says to his uncle, “Good that we came 
during the high tide. If the tide were low, we wouldn’t catch this many fish. Our ways 
are good!” 

Question: Why did Small Number think that during a low tide the catch would be 
much smaller? 
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Small Number is a young boy who gets into a lot of mischief.  With his sister Perfect 
Number, he visits their Grandma who lives in a small village on their Nation’s 
traditional territory.  

Small Number likes to wander around grandma’s house because whenever he visits 
he discovers something new and exciting there. This time he finds an old woven 
basket. “Look how beautiful these patterns are,” says Small Number while touching 
the smooth surface of the basket. “It was made by my great aunt,” Small Number 
hears Grandma’s gentle voice. “Do you know that this basket was made from cedar 
roots?”  

Grandma looks at Small Number’s puzzled face, and says, “You and Perfect 
Number will go with me tomorrow to help me gather cedar roots. Now let us eat and 
I’ll tell you why cedar is a sacred plant for our people and how it can be used in 
many different ways. “ 

“I try to gather my roots in the fall after the rains and before the frost. That way I 
make sure that I have enough supply for the winter to make my baskets,” says 
Grandma to Small Number and Perfect Number when they entered the forest.  
 
It is a misty morning and Small Number can smell the sweet scent of the forest. He 
hears how the birds sing to each other somewhere high in the trees. “What is behind 
those big trunks?” thinks Small Number and starts walking over the coarse woody 
debris on the forest floor. He moves between fallen dead trees and the remains of 
large branches until he reaches the group of trees standing by a creek bank.  Small 
Number gets close to one of the trees and looks up, “How straight this trunk is! This 
tree must be at least 50 meters tall!” Then he looks down at the creek. Small 
Number’s eyes widen and the beating of his heart fastens when he realizes that the 
creek is full of spawning salmon. “There must be thousands of fish here.”  
 
Small Number lifts his head and quickly steps back behind the tree. After a few 
moments, gathering all his courage, he peeks out at the other bank of the creek. 
There he sees a huge cedar tree and a black bear with her three cubs just under it. 
“So it is true that bears eat salmon,” whispers Small Number. “This is the most 
exciting day of my life!”  
 
“I told you to stay with me all the time, Small Number! “ Small Number hears his 
grandma’s quiet voice, coming just from behind him. He turns around and hugs 
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grandma very tightly. “I love you so much, grandma!” “I love you very much too, but 
please don’t scare me like this again!” replies grandma. 
 
During dinner back at grandma’s house, Small Number cannot stop telling grandma 
and Perfect Number about his adventure. “I saw bears eating salmon under the 
biggest tree ever. The trunk of the tree was so big that I would need at least eight of 
my friends to hold their hands to get around it. I’ll call it the Bear Tree!” 
 
“Just don’t tell Mom that I wandered through the forest on my own.” 
 
Question: How wide was the Bear Tree? 
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My name is Small Number. This is a story that I’ve heard from my grandmother and 
that she heard from her grandmother. It is about an old totem pole built by my 
ancestors on a beach close to our village.  

One day, the eagle was looking for food. He spotted a huge salmon just below the 
surface of the water, he plummeted to the river and caught the salmon with his 
mighty talons. But, the salmon was so big that even eagle’s strong wings could only 
lift the fish just a bit above the surface of the water. 

“Help! Help!” – screeched the eagle.  

The raven heard eagle’s cry, so he flew down and pierced his beak into the salmon’s 
body.  

The eagle and the raven were pulling the salmon together, but the fish was so big 
that they only moved the salmon just a little bit closer to the shore.  

“Help! Help!” – screeched the eagle again.  

The bear heard the eagle’s piercing shrill, ran out of forest, stood up and grabbed 
the eagle with his huge paws. 

The bear was pulling the eagle, and the eagle and the raven were pulling the 
salmon, but the fish was so big that they could only move the salmon just a little bit 
closer to the shore. 

“Help! Help!” – roared the bear. 

The wolf heard the bear’s call, ran out of forest, stood up and grabbed the bear with 
his long front legs. 

The wolf was pulling the bear, the bear was pulling the eagle, the eagle and the 
raven were pulling the salmon, but the fish was so big that they could only move the 
salmon just a little bit closer to the shore. 

“Help! Help!” – howled the wolf. 
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The beaver heard wolf’s whimpering, ran out of the river, and grabbed the wolf with 
her hands. 

The beaver was pulling the wolf, the wolf was pulling the bear, the bear was pulling 
the eagle, the eagle and the raven were pulling the salmon, but the fish was so big 
that they could only move the salmon just a little bit closer to the shore. 

“Help! Help!” – the beaver cried as she slapped the water with her tail. 

The frog heard beaver’s call, ran out of the river, and grabbed the beaver with his 
legs. 

The frog was pulling the beaver, the beaver was pulling the wolf, the wolf was pulling 
the bear, the bear was pulling the eagle, the eagle and the raven were pulling the 
salmon, and together they heaved the salmon on to the shore. 

Question: Why did the eagle, the raven, the bear, the wolf, and the beaver need help 
from a little frog to pull the salmon on to the shore? 
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The full moon rose over the horizon and lit up the grasslands, which had a light 
dusting from the winter snow that had fallen the day before.  Moonlight streamed in 
through the front window and lit up the room where Small Number, his sister Perfect 
Number, and their cousins were sitting around the fireplace talking about the new 
pair of kit foxes that had been settled that day near the rocks beside the creek way 
out by the furthest edge of their grandparents' ranch.  Grandpa sat quietly in his 
chair in the corner, not showing his own excitement at the return of kit foxes to the 
area, where they had not been seen since his father was a young man.  Grandma 
came in and closed the curtains, causing the children to look up from their game as 
the room darkened.  The children knew it would soon be time for them to go to bed, 
and so they excitedly started pestering their grandmother with questions about the 
kit foxes to distract her. 
 
"Pleeeeease, Grandma!  Tell us about the kit foxes!  Please!" they all pleaded in 
unison. "When will they have babies?" 
 
Grandpa had a sparkle in his eye as he took up their cause and played along:  "Yes, 
Grandma, tell us about the kit foxes." 
 
Grandma gave Grandpa a stern look that would have frozen water in mid-summer 
before it dissolved into a soft smile as she sat in her chair and looked down at the 
children who had gathered at her feet.  She didn't start speaking right away, but 
waited patiently until the fidgeting children settled down and stopped poking and 
teasing each other. 
 
"Young kit foxes always obey their parents.  Always."  Small Number blushed when 
he realized his grandmother was looking directly at him.  He tried hard to believe that 
a slight turn of a smile appeared on her face before she released him from her gaze 
and went back to her story. 
 
"The kit fox likes to come out late into the night, just before the first light of the dawn.  
You will not likely see her during the day.  When the wind blows, she will hide from it 
in her den and only come out when it stops.  When she is going to have pups, she 
gets her den ready for them by covering the floor with prairie grass.  Once the pups 
are born, she will stay in the den with them and go out only to hunt regularly so she 
can continue to nurse her pups." 
 
Small Number interrupted her:  "Does she hunt every day?" 
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"No, not everyday, " she replied.  "When she goes hunting, they will stay behind in 
the den and wait for her.  They know not to leave the den when she is gone.  The 
pups won't come out of the den at all until they are old enough."   
 
"But what about the boy kit fox, Grandma?  Doesn't he love the girl kit fox and want 
to stay with her?" interrupted Perfect Number.  Small Number rolled his eyes.  His 
sister always seemed to talk about boys lately. 
 
Before Grandma could answer, Grandpa spoke softly:  "The boy kit fox loves the girl 
kit fox and wants to be with her." He looked at Grandma as he said this, and she 
nodded her head, her eyes smiling at him. 
 
"Yes, Perfect Number, the boy kit fox wants to stay with his mate for all time, and 
she wants him to be near her.  They will sit under the moonlight tonight and feel the 
happiness of returning home to this territory.  They belong here in the grasslands.  
The buffalo knows this and will feel contentment that the kit foxes are making their 
home near her.  She will visit them tonight to welcome them home." 
 
"But when will they have babies, Grandma?"  Perfect Number asked plaintively. 
 
"Soon. The den where she lives is not big enough to have the boy kit fox in it, too, 
when she has their pups, so he will live nearby and want to see her as often as he 
can.  But she will only come out to hunt, and so he must be patient."  She looked 
over at Grandpa, who smiled and nodded his head. 
 
"He will want to see her again under the full moon to share their remembrance of the 
joy of this day, the day they have returned home. He knows how many days he must 
wait and he makes a scratch in the wall of his den for each day that passes so that 
he can keep track of the time." 
 
"When will that be, Grandma?" asked Perfect Number. 
 
Grandma looked down and said nothing for a while.  She was thinking for a long 
time.  The children started fidgeting, but stopped when she looked up.   
 
"They will get to see each other when she comes up to hunt under the light of the full 
moon twelve quarter moons from now," Grandma said with certainty. 
 
Small Number cocked his head and looked puzzled:  "How do you know that, 
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Grandma?" 
 
"I know how often kit fox will come up to hunt," said Grandma. 
 
"How often is that, Grandma?" the children said in unison. 
 
She did not say anything because she saw the children were trying to work out the 
answer.   
 
"I know! I know!"  shouted Perfect Number.   She jumped up, ran to Grandma, and 
climbed onto her lap.  She whispered something in Grandma's ear so only she could 
hear her. 
 
Grandma smiled.  "You are clever, Perfect Number!" 
 
Question:  If kit fox leaves her den at a regular intervals, how often does the kit fox 
leave her pups to come up to hunt? 
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Small Number is a young boy who gets into a lot of mischief.  He lives with his 
parents in a small village on their Nation’s traditional territory while his sister Perfect 
Number lives in the city where she attends university.  

It is summer time and Small Number and his friend Big Circle spend every day 
playing and exploring the surroundings of their village. A few days ago, they tripped 
over an old canoe buried in the sand; yesterday they found the biggest cedar tree 
that they had ever seen; and today they discovered a beach with an ancient totem 
pole in the middle of it. “I wonder how many more discoveries we will make this 
summer! “said Small Number to Big Circle while the boys rode their bikes towards 
the village.  

“Just in time for dinner,” said Small Number’s Mother, smiling. “Hurry up, wash your 
hands, and come to the table. Your sister has just arrived and we are all eager to 
hear what she is going to do over the next few weeks.” 

“I’ll be joining a group of my professors and friends from school who are digging on 
Straight Line Beach. We will look for artifacts that will help us better understand how 
our culture has changed through time. We are interested in what our ancestors ate, 
where they harvested food, and how they prepared their food. We would like to know 
more about what tools our ancestors used and what those tools were made from.” 

Small Number looked puzzled: “How can you tell if something is a hundred or two 
hundred years old?” Perfect Number smiled, “We measure and calculate. Those 
artifacts are precious and belong to all of our people, so you and Big Circle shouldn’t 
start digging around!” 

The next morning, Small Number rode to Big Circle’s house. “There are people 
digging on Straight Line Beach. Let’s hide in the bushes on the hill above the beach 
and watch what they are doing!”   

“These bushes are too thick,” whispered Small Number. “Let me try to get a bit 
closer.” He squeezed between the two bushes, tripped over a stone, and suddenly 
found himself rolling down the hill! 

When he finally stopped spinning, Small Number opened his eyes and yelped. He 
was looking into the eyes of a man’s face that appeared stuck in the ground!  
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Then he heard the voice of a very angry Perfect Number, “Small Number, how did 
you get here? When mom and dad hear about this you will be in real trouble!” 

“Wait, Perfect Number,” said the man who was kneeling in the huge hole and whose 
eyes reached just above its edge. “Check if Small Number is OK and then show him 
around. Maybe you can show him the old bone and stone tools that we found this 
morning.”  

“We learned that a long time ago our ancestors hunted seals and sea lions,” Perfect 
Number told her brother while they walked towards a tent.  

“I've seen seals and sea lions.” Small Number quietly replied, still feeling a bit dizzy 
from rolling down the hill. “They are such large animals and it must have been very 
hard to catch them.” 

“Yes, but when you catch one you get a lot of meat. In any case, we think that our 
ancestors at one point switched to eating shellfish and fish. “ 

Once under the tent, Perfect Number pointed to something on the table that looked 
like a polished stone. “This is a ground slate point. It was probably used as the head 
of an arrow.” She took the stone and very gently started rotating it in her hand. “Very 
few people can say that they have held an object that was used by our ancestors 
thousands of years ago.” Small Number barely heard his sister’s voice as he looked 
at the spinning arrow head with his eyes wide open. 

“Big Circle must be still hiding in that bush,” Small Number, slapping his forehead. “I 
have to run. See you at home!” He hugged his sister tightly and started running 
towards the hill. 

Perfect Number shook her head smiling and whispered, “I love you too, my little 
brother…” 

Question: How can an artifact reveal its age? 
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Small Number and the Four Rabbit Holes  
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My name is Small Number. This is a story that I heard from my grandmother and that 
she heard from her grandmother. It is about a coyote, a raven, a rabbit, and the four 
rabbit holes. 

Every day Coyote goes hunting. Coyote leaves his den in the early morning, makes 
a big circle through the forest and comes back to the den in the evening.  

At the very edge of the forest there are four rabbit holes in a straight line, a few steps 
apart from each other. Since Coyote is very hungry in the morning, he always 
checks only one rabbit hole before entering the forest. “This rabbit is very smart, but 
I will catch him one day,” says Coyote. But, many days have passed and Coyote 
couldn’t catch the rabbit.  

One morning, when once again Coyote couldn’t find the rabbit, he heard Raven 
laughing from the top of the tree, “Cr-r-ruck, Cr-r-ruck, Coyote! The rabbit is smarter 
than you are! Cr-r-ruck, Cr-r-ruck!”   

Coyote was very hungry that morning and Raven’s words made him angry, “Maybe 
the rabbit is smarter than I am, but I am much smarter than you are!”  

“Cr-r-ruck, Cr-r-ruck,” laughed Raven. “You are an old, hungry, and angry Coyote 
who cannot catch the rabbit.” 

“Let me see how smart you are. If I tell you that every night, the rabbit sleeps in the 
hole that is next to the hole where he slept the previous night and if you keep 
checking only one hole every morning, in how many days will you catch the rabbit?” 

Coyote looked at Raven, then looked at the rabbit holes, and then looked up at 
Raven again. “Raven, you think that you can trick everyone, but you just told me how 
to catch the rabbit,” said Coyote and slowly entered to the forest.  

Question: In how many days will Coyote catch the rabbit? 
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Small Number and the Red Kangaroo  
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Small Number pulled the train brake, jumped through the window and started 
running towards the kangaroo. Even from a distance, he could see clearly that the 
kangaroo was completely red. Very far away there was a troop of kangaroos. Small 
Number was almost certain that all of them were red.  
 
“It looks like that there are many red kangaroos in this country. I wonder if there are 
kangaroos that are not red,” said Small Number to his grandma and sister when he 
returned to the train. 
 
Grandma hugged him and said proudly, “When you grow up, you will be a great 
experimental mathematician.” 
 
Question: Why did Grandma say: “In this country there is at least one kangaroo with 
at least one red side!”? 
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Small Number and the Abandoned Pit House 
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Small Number is a young boy who gets into a lot of mischief.   

It is summer time and Small Number visits his Grandpa who lives on their Nation’s 
traditional territory in a small village near the river. 

For Small Number his Grandpa is the wisest man that has ever lived. Grandpa 
knows so many interesting stories and somehow, they are often related to the 
mischiefs that Small Number has done or is planning to do.   

This afternoon Grandpa is meeting with a group of elders and a visitor from a 
university. Every week they get together so that the visitor can record the stories that 
the elders tell in their mother tongue. Even Small Number understands only a few 
words, he enjoys listening his Grandpa when he speaks in the language of their 
people. “I’ll ask Grandpa to teach me all stories that he knows, so that one day I can 
tell them to my children and grandchildren,” thinks Small Number. 

Just when he and Grandpa were ready to leave the house, Small Number got a 
message, “Come, we are playing at the river bank.”  

“Grandpa, I have to run to the river bank to say hi to Big Circle! I’ll meet you in the 
village!”  

Grandpa smiled and shook his head, “Nowadays, young people have to do 
everything at once.” Then he stopped and looked at the sky, “Did I hear the same 
words from my mother?” 

Small Number ran across the field and decided to jump over an old fence to get to 
the river bank quicker. Small Number was puzzled, “Why would anyone fence the 
middle of an empty …” 

“Aaaa,” screamed Small Number while falling through a hole in the ground.  

“Where am I?”, asked Small Number loudly while still laying on the ground. He could 
see the sky through the hole way above him, but the space around was very dark. 
He could feel how his heart was beating faster. He was scared.  
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Small Number took his cell phone from a pocket and turned the flashlight on. His 
wide-open eyes followed the beam of light. “Wow,” said Small Number looking at a 
vertical pole that was supporting the wooden dome like structure above him.  

With his courage back and excited about his discovery, Small Number made a few 
steps towards the dark side of the room. He could see that the short poles at the 
edge of the floor and the ends of the long poles that were part of the roof formed a 
circular ring like shape. “There must be hundreds of poles used to build this room,” 
though Small Number. 

Small Number’s cell phone started ringing. 

It was Grandpa: “Where are you, Small Number?”  

“I fell into a huge underground teepee,” replied Small Number. “I’ll be there right 
away,” said Grandpa.  

Soon Small Number could hear the sound of Grandpa’s truck coming closer and 
closer. It was very quiet when that sound stopped. Small Number was worried: “I 
hope that Grandpa will not be angry at me.” 

Suddenly, the sunlight came into the room from an opening in in the side of the roof. When 
Grandpa entered the room, Small Number ran towards him and hugged him very tightly. “I love you 
so much, Grandpa!” “I love you very much too, but don’t scare me like this again! You were very 
lucky that you didn’t get injured. The hole must be at least three meters above the ground,” replied 
Grandpa. 
 
“This is an abandoned pit house built by our ancestors,” explained Grandpa. “Our people would 
live in a house like this during the winter months. This is not a very big house, maybe it has only 8 
meters across. Chief's pit house could be twice as large.” 

Grandpa continued: “Everyone would help building the house. Some would dig the pit and remove 
soil, others would gather and prepare other building materials. Removed soil would be used for the 
roof covering. Later, people would feast in the house that they built together.” 

“So, those posts are about five meters long,” quietly said Small Number pointing to the roof. “I 
wonder how our ancestors knew how many posts they needed to build the roof.” 
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“Our people had their ways,” answered Grandpa, a bit puzzled with Small Number’s question. “And 
now let us hurry back to the village because I would like to tell our visitor a story about the 
abandoned pit house.” 

Question: Why did Small Number think that the post used to build the roof were about five meters 
long? 
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