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THANK YOU

Thank you for downloading the
“St. Patrick’s Day Holiday Unit Study!”

We love learning about the history of holidays and hope that
you, too, will share in that love.

Now for the legal stuff...

DO.:

Share our website with your friends
http://www.generationhomeschool.weebly.com
Download this product for personal use
Post a link to our site on your social media

Please DO NOT:
Share this product with others
Sell, host, or store this product to any cloud-based storage,
website, or other devices
Link directly to this product

Fonts by Kat’s Fun Fonts

Graphics by Creative Clips

“CREATIVE-

- Clips:
KRISTA WALLDEN o ®



http://www.generationhomeschool.weebly.com/
http://www.fontspace.com/kats-fun-fonts
https://www.teacherspayteachers.com/Store/Krista-Wallden

Week at a Glance
Day 1

Complete the vocabulary activities
Read the story
Discuss the themes
Take the quiz
Day 2
Play the Shamrock game
Play the Leprechaun game
e Watch the video about Shamrocks
Watch the video about Leprechauns
Answer the questions about the videos
Day 3
Complete the Science Projects
DAY 4
Copy work (K-3)
Writing Prompt (4-9)
Day 5
Irish Meal



DAY 1

e Review the vocabulary for the story.
e Crossword for vocabulary practice.
e Understanding the terms in context.

Huppen anp Dubben anDp DonalD O’Neary

Courtesy of Apples4theteachers.com

Audio by Librivox

There was once upon a time two farmers, and their names
were Hudden and Dudden. They had poultry in their yards,
sheep on the uplands, and scores of cattle in the meadowland
alongside the river. But for all that they weren't happy. For just
between their two farms there lived a poor man by the name
of Donald O'Neary. He had a hovel over his head and a strip
of grass that was barely enough to keep his one cow, Daisy,
from starving, and, though she did her best, it was but seldom
that Donald got a drink of milk or a roll of butter from Daisy.
You would think there was little here to make Hudden and Dudden jealous, but so it is, the
more one has the more one wants, and Donald's neighbours lay awake of nights
scheming how they might get hold of his little strip of grass-land. Daisy, poor thing, they
never thought of - she was just a bag of bones.

One day Hudden met Dudden, and they were soon grumbling as usual, and all to the tune
of "If only we could get that vagabond Donald O'Neary out of the country."

“Let's kill Daisy," said Hudden at last. "if that doesn't make him clear out, nothing will."

No sooner said than agreed, and it wasn't dark before Hudden and Dudden crept up to the
little shed where lay poor Daisy trying her best to chew the cud, though she hadn't had as
much grass in the day as would cover your hand. And when Donald came to see if Daisy
was all snug for the night, the poor beast had only time to lick his hand once before she
died.

Well, Donald was a shrewd fellow, and downhearted though he was, began to think if he
could get any good out of Daisy's death. He thought and he thought, and the next day you
could have seen him trudging off early to the fair, Daisy's hide over his shoulder, every
penny he had jingling in his pockets. Just before he got to the fair, he made several slits in
the hide, put a penny in each slit, walked into the best inn of the town as bold as if it
belonged to him, and, hanging the hide up to a nail in the wall, sat down.

"Some of your best whisky," says he to the landlord.


http://xpressenglish.com/wp-content/uploads/Exercises/Hudden-and-Dudden/Vocabulary-Match.html
http://xpressenglish.com/wp-content/uploads/Exercises/Hudden-and-Dudden/Vocabulary-Crossword.html
http://xpressenglish.com/wp-content/uploads/Exercises/Hudden-and-Dudden/Vocabulary-Close.html
http://ia800302.us.archive.org/11/items/celtic_folk_1206_librivox/celticfolkandfairytales_06_jacobs.mp3

But the landlord didn't like his looks. "Is it fearing | won't pay you, you are?" says Donald.
"why | have a hide here that gives me all the money | want." And with that he hit it a whack
with his stick and out hopped a penny. The landlord opened his eyes, as you may fancy.

"What'll you take for that hide?"
"It's not for sale, my good man."
"Will you take a gold piece?"

"It's not for sale, | tell you. Hasn't it kept me and mine for years?" and with that Donald hit
the hide another whack and out jumped a second penny.

Well, the long and the short of it was that Donald let the hide go, and, that very evening,
who but he should walk up to Hudden's door?

"Good-evening, Hudden. Will you lend me your best pair of scales?"
Hudden stared and Hudden scratched his head, but he lent the scales.

When Donald was safe at home, he pulled out his pocketful of bright gold and began to
weigh each piece in the scales. But Hudden had put a lump of butter at the bottom, and so
the last piece of gold stuck fast to the scales when he took them back to Hudden.

If Hudden had stared before, he stared ten times more now, and no sooner was Donald's
back turned, than he was of as hard as he could pelt to Dudden's.

"Good-evening, Dudden. That vagabond, bad luck to him--"

"You mean Donald O'Neary?"

"And who else should | mean? He's back here weighing out sackfuls of gold."

"How do you know that?"

"Here are my scales that he borrowed, and here's a gold piece still sticking to them."

Off they went together, and they came to Donald's door. Donald had finished making the
last pile of ten gold pieces. And he couldn't finish because a piece had stuck to the scales.

In they walked without an "If you please" or "By your leave."
"Well, | never!" that was all they could say.

"Good-evening, Hudden. good-evening, Dudden. Ah! you thought you had played me a
fine trick, but you never did me a better turn in all your lives. When | found poor Daisy
dead, | thought to myself, 'Well, her hide may fetch something - ' and it did. Hides are
worth their weight in gold in the market just now."



Hudden nudged Dudden, and Dudden winked at Hudden.
"Good-evening, Donald O'Neary."
"Good-evening, kind friends."

The next day there wasn't a cow or a calf that belonged to Hudden or Dudden but her hide
was going to the fair in Hudden's biggest cart drawn by Dudden's strongest pair of horses.

When they came to the fair, each one took a hide over his arm, and there they were
walking through the fair, bawling out at the top of their voices: "Hides to sell! hides to sell!"

Out came the tanner:

"How much for your hides, my good men?"

"Their weight in gold."

"It's early in the day to come out of the tavern."

That was all the tanner said, and back he went to his yard.
"Hides to sell! Fine fresh hides to sell!"

Out came the cobbler.

"How much for your hides, my men?"

"Their weight in gold."

"Is it making game of me you are! Take that for your pains,” and the cobbler dealt Hudden
a blow that made him stagger.

Up the people came running from one end of the fair to the other. "What's the matter?
What's the matter?" cried they.

"Here are a couple of vagabonds selling hides at their weight in gold," said the cobbler.

"Hold 'em fast - hold 'em fast!" bawled the innkeeper, who was the last to come up, he
was so fat. "I'll wager it's one of the rogues who tricked me out of thirty gold pieces
yesterday for a wretched hide."

It was more kicks than halfpence that Hudden and Dudden got before they were well on
their way home again, and they didn't run the slower because all the dogs of the town
were at their heels.

Well, as you may fancy, if they loved Donald little before, they loved him less now.



"What's the matter, friends?" said he, as he saw them tearing along, their hats knocked in,
and their coats torn off, and their faces black and blue. "Is it fighting you've been? or
mayhap you met the police, ill luck to them?"

"We'll police you, you vagabond. It's mighty smart you thought yourself, deluding us with
your lying tales."

"Who deluded you? Didn't you see the gold with your own two eyes?"

But it was no use talking. Pay for it he must, and should. There was a meal-sack handy,
and into it Hudden and Dudden popped Donald O'Neary, tied him up tight, ran a pole
through the knot, and off they started for the Brown Lake of the Bog, each with a pole-end
on his shoulder, and Donald O'Neary between.

But the Brown Lake was far, the road was dusty, Hudden and Dudden were sore and
weary, and parched with thirst. There was an inn by the roadside.

"Let's go in," said Hudden, "I'm dead beat. It's heavy he is for the little he had to eat."

If Hudden was willing, so was Dudden. As for Donald, you may be sure his leave wasn't
asked, but he was lumped down at the inn door for all the world as if he had been a sack
of potatoes.

"Sit still, you vagabond," said Dudden, "if we don't mind waiting, you needn't."

Donald held his peace, but after a while he heard the glasses clink, and Hudden singing
away at the top of his voice.

"I won't have her, | tell you - | won't have her!" said Donald. But nobody heeded what he
said.

"I won't have her, | tell you - | won't have her!" said Donald, and this time he said it louder -
but nobody heeded what he said.

"I won't have her, | tell you - | won't have her!" said Donald, and this time he said it as loud
as he could.

"And who won't you have, may | be so bold as to ask?" said a farmer, who had just come
up with a drove of cattle, and was turning in for a glass.

"It's the king's daughter. They are bothering the life out of me to marry her."
"You're the lucky fellow. I'd give something to be in your shoes."

"Do you see that now! Wouldn't it be a fine thing for a farmer to be marrying a princess, all
dressed in gold and jewels?"



"Jewels, do you say? Ah, now, couldn't you take me with you?"

"Well, you're an honest fellow, and as | don't care for the king's daughter, though she's as
beautiful as the day, and is covered with jewels from top to toe, you shall have her. Just
undo the cord, and let me out, they tied me up tight, as they knew I'd run away from her."

Out crawled Donald - in crept the farmer.

"Now lie still, and don't mind the shaking - it's only rumbling over the palace steps you'll
be. And maybe they'll abuse you for a vagabond, who won't have the king's daughter - but
you needn't mind that. Ah! it's a deal I'm giving up for you, sure as it is that | don't care for
the princess."

"Take my cattle in exchange," said the farmer - and you may guess it wasn't long before
Donald was at their tails driving them homewards.

Out came Hudden and Dudden, and the one took one end of the pole, and the other the
other.

"I'm thinking he's heavier," said Hudden.

"Ah, never mind," said Dudden, "it's only a step now to the Brown Lake."

"Il have her now! I'll have her now!" bawled the farmer, from inside the sack.

"By my faith, and you shall though," said Hudden, and he laid his stick across the sack.
"I'l have her! I'll have her!" bawled the farmer, louder than ever.

"Well, here you are," said Dudden, for they were now come to the Brown Lake, and,
unslinging the sack, they pitched it plump into the lake.

"You'll not be playing your tricks on us any longer," said Hudden.

“True for you," said Dudden. "Ah, Donald, my boy, it was an ill day when you borrowed my
scales.”

Off they went, with a light step and an easy heart, but when they were near home, who
should they see but Donald O'Neary, and all around him the cows were grazing, and the
calves were kicking up their heels and butting their heads together.

"Is it you, Donald?" said Dudden. "Faith, you've been quicker than we have."

"True for you, Dudden, and let me thank you kindly - the turn was good, if the will was ill.
You'll have heard, like me, that the Brown Lake leads to the Land of Promise. | always put
it down as lies, but it is just as true as my word. Look at the cattle."



Hudden stared, and Dudden gaped - but they couldn't get over the cattle - fine fat cattle
they were too.

"It's only the worst | could bring up with me," said Donald O'Neary - "the others were so
fat, there was no driving them. Faith, too, it's little wonder they didn't care to leave, with
grass as far as you could see, and as sweet and juicy as fresh butter."

"Ah, now, Donald, we haven't always been friends," said Dudden, "but, as | was just
saying, you were ever a decent lad, and you'll show us the way, won't you?"

"l don't see that I'm called upon to do that - there is a power more cattle down there. Why
shouldn't | have them all to myself?"

"Faith, they may well say, the richer you get, the harder the heart. You always were a
neighbourly lad, Donald. You wouldn't wish to keep the luck all to yourself?"

"True for you, Hudden, though ‘'tis a bad example you set me. But I'll not be thinking of old
times. There is plenty for all there, so come along with me."

Off they trudged, with a light heart and an eager step. When they came to the Brown
Lake, the sky was full of little white clouds, and, if the sky was full, the lake was as full.

"Ah! now, look, there they are," cried Donald, as he pointed to the clouds in the lake.

"Where? where?" cried Hudden, and "Don't be greedy!" cried Dudden, as he jumped his
hardest to be up first with the fat cattle. But if he jumped first, Hudden wasn't long behind.

They never came back. Maybe they got too fat, like the cattle. As for Donald O'Neary, he
had cattle and sheep all his days to his heart's content.

Discussion:

The message of the story can best be summed up in the English proverb: “The more you
get, the more you want.” As usually happens in folktales, the greedy villains (Hudden and
Dudden) come to a bad end. However, there is an interesting twist in this story. Donald
O’Neary is clearly the protagonist and “winner” in the story, but he is hardly a hero.

He rises from poverty to riches through trickery. First, he tricks a greedy man into buying a
worthless cow-skin for a bag of gold. Next, he tricks Hudden and Dudden into
unnecessarily killing all of their cows and getting a beating when they take the skins to
market. Then, he tricks another greedy farmer into taking his place as Hudden and
Dudden are carrying him away to be killed. And finally, he tricks Hudden and Dudden into
jumping to their deaths in a lake.

[Source: xpressenglish.com]

Take the Quiz



http://xpressenglish.com/our-stories/hudden-dudden/general-quiz/

DAY 2

Play Shamrock Shatter

Play Leprechaun Coins

Watch the video about Shamrocks (1 min)

Watch the video about Leprechauns (2 mins)



http://www.akidsheart.com/holidays/stpat/shamshatter.htm
http://www.akidsheart.com/holidays/stpat/lepcoins.html

Answer the following questions

1. According to the video, the shamrock is completely associated with luck.
a. True
b. False
2. The shamrock became associated with luck in Ireland because the Irish were always
so lucky.
a. True
b. False
3. The shamrock originally held great religious ties, but over time, has become
commercialized and has lost much of its religious meaning.
a. True
b. False
4. According to the video, there are two types of leprechauns, the Irish American view
and Traditional Irish view.
a. True
b. False
5. The Traditional Irish leprechaun is more frivolous and funny.
a. True
b. False
6. The Irish American leprechaun is part of a much older folklore.
a. True
b. False
7. The Traditional Irish leprechaun is part of a folklore that is connected to Celtic
religions that predate Christianity.
a. True
b. False
8. The Irish dressed nicely prior to coming to America following the Potato Famine.
a. True
b. False



Day 3
Complete the science project (K-5)

“Candy Rainbow”

e Using a white saucer or plate, arrange Skittles in a
rainbow color scheme around the outer bottom
portion, creating a ring.

e Boil water and pour into a small glass measuring cup

e Gently pour water in the center of the saucer, just until it reaches the outermost side
of the candy

e Watch the magic happen!

Complete the science project (6-9) (Credit: http://www.coffeecupsandcrayons.com)
“Walking Rainbow”

e 3 clear empty glasses

e Water

e Food coloring

e Paper towels

1. Choose the colors you want to mix.
recommend blue and yellow for the best
differential.

2. Fill a jar with water for each color. Leave one
jar empty.

3. Cut a paper towel in half and then fold it into quarters lengthwise. Stick one end of
the paper towel in the colored water and one in the empty jar. Repeat with the other
jar. At this point you should have three jars, two with water, one without, and in the
one without water, you should have two ends of paper towels, one from each color
of water.

4. The paper towels serve as veins and capillaries and allows the water to move up the
paper towel and into the empty jar.

a. Make a prediction. How far will the water go in the empty jar?
b. What color will the water be when the water comes into the jar?




Day 4
Copy work - Grades 2 through 5

1. May you have love that never ends, lots of money and lots of friends. Health be yours,
whatever you do and may God send many blessings to you.

2. May the strength of God pilot us, may the wisdom of God instruct us, may the hand of

God protect us, may the word of God direct us. Be always ours this day and for

evermore. - St. Patrick

A kind word never broke anyone's mouth.

4. If I have any worth, it is to live my life for God so as to teach these peoples; even though
some of them still look down on me. ~ Saint Patrick

5. May your blessings outnumber the Shamrocks that grow, and may trouble avoid you,
wherever you go.

W

Copywork - Grades 4 through 6
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Writing Prompt - Grades K through 5

Pretend you are in a meadow or forest. You see a leprechaun at the end of a beautiful
rainbow. What would you say or do?

Draw a picture showing what you see.




Writing Prompt - Grades 4 through 9

On a warm and sunny March day, I happened to be walking in the meadow. I was whistling a
happy tune as the birds flew overhead. As I walked, I noticed something scurrying in the tall
grass, but I couldn’t really tell what it was. Thinking it was just a rabbit, I continued my way.
Suddenly, I heard a voice - a different voice - that I couldn’t place. I stopped whistling. Then |
stopped walking. I couldn’t believe my eyes! A leprechaun stood right in front of me, flipping
a coin with his thumb and finger. He spoke. “Top o’ the mornin to ya! I've lost me odds and
need a spot of help. I'm knackered from last night’s hooley. Pull your socks up and fine me
odds!”

A) Write a short story that continues the conversation and events, OR B) Write what you
think the leprechaun was saying to the whistling character, then make up your own Irish
phrase or saying using words a leprechaun might say.




Day 5
Use today to create a traditional Irish Meal. While there are many to choose from, I found

it hard to pick just one, so I will list some ideas here and you can decide what you'’d like to

prepare. The recipes for these dishes can all be found online.

Appetizer
e Shrimp and Cucumber Rounds
e Rueben Dip and Toasted Soda Bread

e Smoked Salmon New Potatoes

Entrée
e Beeffillet
e Porkand Mushroom Pie
e Spring Lamb
e (Corned Beef and Cabbage

Dessert
e Eton Mess
e Apple Tarte Tatin

e Irish Lemon Pudding




Answers
Video questions

1. False, Marion Casey from Glucksman Ireland hose of NYU states there is no reason
to associate shamrocks with luck.

False, the Irish were very unlucky

True

True

False, the Irish American is more frivolous and funny.

False, the Traditional Irish is part of a much older folklore

True

8. False, the Irish wore second hand clothes prior to coming to America.

Nk W

Writing prompt definitions for words spoken by the leprechaun

...He spoke. “Good morning! I've lost my coins and need some help. I'm tired from last
night’s celebration. Get to work and help me find my coins!”



