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It all began one morning at the breakfast table. Donovan was staring at the back of a cereal 

box when he noticed the word NUTRITION.                                                                                                   

“Nuuu-tri-tion,” he said slowly. And then he said it again. “Nuuuu-trri-tion.” He liked the 

way the word slid down his tongue and rolled off his lips. This was a word he had never 

noticed before, and the word made him smile.                                                                                                                                                       

“Mom,” Donovan said, watching his mother pack his lunch. “Do you like the word nuu-tri-

tion?”                                                                                                                                                                 

“I don’t know, I never though about it before,” she answered, dropping a packet of raisins 

into his lunch bag.                                                                                                                                                                            

“Me neither, but guess what? I am going to start paying extra attention to words from now 

on. I bet there are trillions of words out there, words I’ve never noticed.”                                                                                               

On his way to school that morning, Donovan discovered the word BALLYHOO blazing across 

a billboard. “Wow! Was that there all the time?” He asked himself. And that same 

afternoon, he noticed the word BOUTIQUE written on the window of his mother’s favourite 

shop. “Gee, new words are everywhere,” Donovan said. “Maybe I should start writing them 

down. I don’t want to forget any of them.”                                                                                                                                                              

That evening, while he was digging around in his father’s tool chest, Donovan saw the words 

PINCERS written on a wooden handle. He pulled a strange-looking tool from the chest. It 

looked like a crab claw, and he laughed.                                                                                                                                                            

“This tool looks just like its name,” Donovan said. “I wonder what it is used for. P-I-N-C-E-R-

S,” he spelled the word aloud to himself several times so that he would not forget how to 

spell it. Donovan went up the stairs and into his room, pulled his big dictionary from the 

shelf, and looked for the words PINCERS. “It does look like a giant crab claw,” Donovan said 

aloud as he looked at the page. “And just like a claw it can be used to grip things. This is 

great! From now on I am going to write my words down and keep them.”                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                       

And so, Donovan began to collect words. He wrote his words in purple ink on yellow slips of 

paper. At the end of each day, he put the slips in a large, round glass jar.  


