






















Itzel picked some smooth yellow leaves and dropped


them into her basket. A spider monkey jumped out at


her. Its mouth was full of berries and its paws were full


of leaves.


“Stop thief!” Itzel laughed. “Leave my leaves alone!”










Itzel and her grandmother were gathering plants deep in the


forest. Grandmother was the best healer in the great Mayan


city of Tikal. She had learned how to make people feel better


from her own grandmother. Now she was teaching Itzel.










“Itzel! We’re not here to play with monkeys!” said Grandmother,


shaking her head. “Those yellow leaves will heal bruises, but


we’re looking for a plant with red, spiky leaves and yellow



















