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NOTES TO TEACHERS
Thank you so much for purchasing and downloading these 
differentiated readings.  These were created to support 
teachers who have students at a variety of levels in their 
classroom.  

To differentiate between the different levels the sentence 
structure and word choice increase or decrease to meet the 
needs of each reading level.  See the chart on the next page 
to identify the reading band for each text.  

These texts can be used for a variety of purposes.  
• Used for guided reading time with the teacher.  The teacher 

plans the lesson once and then can use the same story 
written at multiple levels.  This allows you to teach once and 
then implement with most of the students in your classroom.   

• Used for independent reading.  Students can read the 
version of the text that best matches their independent 
reading level then complete whatever activity the teachers 
chooses to meet each classroom learning goals.   

• Partner reading to a whole class discussion.  Since the stories 
are the same between the versions.  You can have partners 
with the same level read it together then discuss this as a 
whole group.  

Specific lesson plans are not included in this resource to allow 
teachers to integrate into their own plans as needed.   

However these readings form the guided reading component of 
my Ignited Literacy series.  Within that program there are lessons 
that correspond with each reading along with all of your other 
activities that may be needed to support your language arts 

program.  



Reading Conversion Chart

IL Level AGE Grade DRA F&P Lexile

A 
3.0-4.0 8-9 3-4 30-44 N-Q 550-770

B 
4.0-5.5 9-10 4-5 40-50 Q-T 770-850

C 
5.0-6.9 10-11 5-6 50-60 U-W 850-950

* There is some overlap in the levels due to the topic of the text and needed complexity of academic 
vocabulary 

* Age range also reflects the maturity level of the student.

For each reading provided there are three versions.  
The three versions represent three different levels.  
Each text is colour coded and the specific label is 

identified by both colour and letter

Level 
A

This level is for students that are in grades 3 and 
4.  The reading use simpler sentences and less 

complex words. 

Level 
B

This level is for students that are reading at a 
grade 4-5 grade level.  These passages have a 

both simple and complex sentence structure with 
vocabulary words appropriate for students at this 

level. 

Level  
C

This level is ideal for students reading at a grade 
5-6 level.  These passages use more complex 

sentences and expanded vocabulary.



How To:
How to structure your guided reading groups

1
Assess students reading level using a standardized reading assessment such as 
DRA or CASI.  You can also informally assess the students reading level by 
having them read one of the three sample texts and based on their fluency, 
decoding and comprehension skills.

2
Group students into guided reading groups based on their reading levels.  You 
should aim to have four to five groups with 5-6 students per guided reading 
group.  

3
Create a schedule in your language arts class which groups you will meet with 
on what days.  Schedule yourself time each day to meet with at least one guided 
reading group. You also may want to give students the guided reading text prior 
to the guided reading time so they have a chance to pre-read it.  This may save 
time with your group if you need to spend more time focusing on comprehension. 

4
Preview the Text - Teacher Planning
Read the text prior to the week beginning.  Based on your current focus or 
learning goal in writing or reading determine which comprehension and meaning 
strategies you want to focus on for this text.  Highlight your text and make notes 
in your blank lesson plan template. Determine questions that assess literal and 
critical thinking questions.  (see chart on next page)

5
Getting Started - Activating Knowledge/Make Predictions
Introduce the text and ask students to read the first paragraph to themselves in a 
whisper voice.  Once they are done reading ask them to make a prediction about 
what they think the rest of the story will be about. 

6
Reading Check Ins - Listen to Reading
Ask the students to continue to read the text in a whisper voice.  Lean into one 
student and signal to them that you want them to read slightly louder than a 
whisper voice.  Record your observations of their reading skills (fluency, 
decoding) on the recording page. 

7
After Reading - Comprehension
Ask student to identify their understanding of the text. Use the learning goals and 
the questions that you preplanned to ask students.   
Eg. Main Idea: Who is the main character, what is the problem, what is this story 
mostly about. 

8 Assessment
Make notes on each student in relation to their reading behaviour.  



Questioning Stems
LEVEL COMPREHENSION 

STRATEGIES QUESTION STEMS

Remember
Recall of facts 

and details

• Name 
• List 
• Definitions 
• Order 
• Retell

• Who is _____? 
• Where does the story take place? 
• Why did _______? 
• List the _____ in order 
• How did ____ happen? 
• Who said _____? 
• Define the word _____?

Understand
Explain ideas 
and concepts

• Main idea 
• Classifying 
• Comparing 
• Inferring

• Can you describe the main character? 
• What was the main idea? 
• What inference can you make 
• Can you compare ____ to _____? 
• Describe what happens before/after (text event)? 
• Can you paraphrase this paragraph? 
• What facts or ideas support/show ____?

Apply
Focus on the 

parts and how 
they contribute 

to the whole

• Connections 
• Compare to real 

life 

• What connections can you make? 
• How would you change____? 
• How would you solve ___? 
• How could you apply what you have learned to ___? 
• Imagine this character in another story what would 

happen? 
• What questions would you ask the character/author in an 

interview?

Analyze
Look at the 

whole text and 
draw 

conclusions

• Drawing 
conclusions 

• Identifying 
themes 

• Compare and 
contrast 

• Summarize 
• Point of View

• Which events are most important? 
• How does the _____ help you to? 
• How would this event be different if we looked at it form 

someone else’s perspective 
• If you were the character how would you have reacted to 

this event? 
• How is ____ related to _____? 
• Select the parts of the story that are the saddest/funniest

Evaluate
Make 

judgements 
based on 

criteria

• Identify opinion 
• Critique 
• Using evidence 

• How would you improve? 
• What conclusions can you draw about ___? 
• How would you rate this text and why? 
• Which character would you like to be friends with? 
• Would it be better if__? 
• What is your opinion of__?

Create
Take the 

information and 
use it in 
another 
context.

• Make 
• Produce 
• Create 
• Perform

• How could you use what you have read to create 
somehting new? 

• Plan a short lesson to share your knowledge with 
someone.  

• Could you tell this in a different way 
• What would be a better title for the story/article?



©
	M

ad
ly
	L
ea
rn
in
g	
20
20

Guided Reading PLAN

Guided Reading Guide

Getting	Started:		
Activating	
Knowledge	and	
Make	Predictions

Literal	
Comprehension:	
Do	students	
understand	main	
idea	and	details	
of	the	story

Extending	
Understanding:	
Analyze,	Evaluate	
or	create

Ta r g e t e d  S k i l ls
A - Reading for  

Meaning
B - Understanding 

Form and Style
C - Reading with 

Fluency D - Reflecting
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G u i d e d  R e a di n g
text-based assessment tool
Guided Reading Group 1 2 3 4 5 6

Weekly Guided Reading Text ___________________________________

T a r g e t e d  S k i l l s
A - Reading for  

meaning
B - Understanding 

form and style
C - Reading with 

fluency
D - Reflecting

Purpose 
Comprehension strategy 
___________________ 
Analyzing 
Responding to texts 
Point of view

Text forms 
Text patterns 
Text features 
Style

Reading familiar words 
Reading unfamiliar 
words 
Reading fluently

Metacognition 
Interconnected skills 
Goal setting

Student: ________________    RL: ______
Targets   A:____  B: ____   C: ____  D:____ 
Observations: __________________________ 
_______________________________________
_______________________________________ 
Next Steps: ____________________________ 
_______________________________________ 

Student: ________________    RL: ______
Targets   A:____  B: ____   C: ____  D:____ 
Observations: __________________________ 
_______________________________________
_______________________________________ 
Next Steps: ____________________________ 
_______________________________________ 

Student: ________________    RL: ______
Targets   A:____  B: ____   C: ____  D:____ 
Observations: __________________________ 
_______________________________________
_______________________________________ 
Next Steps: ____________________________ 
_______________________________________ 

Student: ________________    RL: ______
Targets   A:____  B: ____   C: ____  D:____ 
Observations: __________________________ 
_______________________________________
_______________________________________ 
Next Steps: ____________________________ 
_______________________________________ 

Student: ________________    RL: ______
Targets   A:____  B: ____   C: ____  D:____ 
Observations: __________________________ 
_______________________________________
_______________________________________ 
Next Steps: ____________________________ 
_______________________________________ 

Student: ________________    RL: ______
Targets   A:____  B: ____   C: ____  D:____ 
Observations: __________________________ 
_______________________________________
_______________________________________ 
Next Steps: ____________________________ 
_______________________________________ 



Week #1
The Haudenosaunee
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A

The Haudenosaunee are also known as 
the Six Nations.  They are a group of 
Indigenous people. They are often called 
the Iroquois, but this is a bad name. It 
should not be used.  In 1500 C.E. people of 
the Six Nations lived in what is now 
Northern New York State. After a war in the 
USA, many moved to reserve lands in 
what is now Southern Ontario.  

The Six Nations is a group of six different 
Nations.  They include The Mohawk, the Onondaga, the Oneida, the 
Cayuga, Seneca, and later the Tuscarora. This is why they are called 

the Six Nations.  The people of the Six 
Nations value family.  The Nations 
that make up this group have lived 
on this land for many hundreds of 
years.  This is why they are an early 
society.  As an early society, they 
were resourceful farmers, and 
successful hunters. They also had 
(and continue to have) strong 

leadership.  The Six Nations people are an important 
early society in North America. They are a community 
that continues to thrive today.   

Homes 
The traditional homes were special places for the 
families.  They lived in homes called longhouses.  They 
got this name because they were long rectangular 
homes.  Many families lived in the longhouse.  These 
families were related and shared a common female 
ancestor.  Today this would be like living with all of 
your mom’s family in one longhouse.  

The Haudenosaunee
People of the longhouse

RL: 4.8
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Clothing 
In 1500 C.E., there were no shopping malls to buy 
clothing like today. The Haudenosaunee made their 
own clothing. To make clothing, they used things 
found in nature.  Men hunted for their food. They 
also used other animal parts, like the pelts (skin and 
fur), for clothing.  They took the pelts and turned 
them into leather for clothing.  They used beading, 
feathers, and porcupine quills to decorate their 
clothing, too.  The clothing worn by men was 
different from women.  

Leadership and Government 
The Six Nations had a strong system of leadership.  They 
gave important roles to both men and women of their 
families.  Families were at the center of society.  The family was 
based on a female ancestor.  Each family formed a clan. There were 
a total of nine clans.  These included the wolf, bear, turtle, sandpiper, 
deer, beaver, heron, and eel.  

Each family clan had a clan mother.  This role was passed down to 
sisters and daughters of the clan mother.  The clan mother had a 
special role in the family. She was well-respected by all family 
members.  She was responsible for settling village disputes.  When 

married, traditionally the husband 
went to live with his wife’s family 
in their longhouse.   

The Haudenosaunee
People of the longhouse

RL: 4.8
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Beliefs 
The beliefs of Six Nations people were rooted in nature. They believed 
that the earth was created when the Great Spirit sent his daughter 
down to this world. The Great Turtle lifted the land for her to stand on.  
When she gave birth to twins, she became the sun, moon, and stars. 
One twin became the good spirit. The other twin was the evil spirit. The 
good spirit created man out of red clay. But everything the good spirit 
did, the evil spirit tried to undo.  

Food 
Pre-contact Six Nations people ate food that they could grow, hunt, or 
gather. They made some great farming decisions. This helped them to 
be very good at growing corn, beans, and squash. They called these 
plants the three sisters. The Six Nations planted the corn, which grew 
very tall. The beans, when planted, used the tall corn stalks to wrap 
around for support.  Finally, the squash leaves gave the soil shade. The 
big leaves also helped keep the water in the soil. Using this method of 
planting was good for the soil.  They could use this good soil year after 
year for a decade.  The three sisters vegetables were used to make 
stews and bannok.   

Everyone in the tribe had a role in farming. Clearing the fields, 
preparing the seeds, and planting the seeds were key jobs. But they 

also needed to keep birds and other animals away. 
Not all food was planted and harvested.  Some was 
hunted or gathered from the area around where they 
lived. They gathered berries, seeds, roots, and other 
edible plants. These helped to maintain a healthier 
diet.  

We have much to learn from the strong and resilient 
Haudenosaunee people.   

  

The Haudenosaunee
People of the longhouse

RL: 4.8
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The Haudenosaunee are also known as the 
Six Nations. They are a group of Indigenous 
people. They are often called the Iroquois, 
but this is a derogatory name. It should not be 
used. The people of the Six Nations first lived 
in what is now Northern New York State. After 
the American Revolution, many moved to 
reserve lands in what is now Southern 
Ontario.  

The Six Nations are a group of six different 
Nations.  They include The Mohawk, the Onondaga, the Oneida, the 
Cayuga, Seneca, and later the Tuscarora. This is why they are called the Six 
Nations.  Family and traditions are important to the people of the Six 

Nations.  The Nations that make up this 
group have lived on this land for many 
hundreds of years.  This is why they are 
considered an early society.  As an 
early society, they were resourceful 
farmers and successful hunters. They 
also had (and continue to have) an 
organized system of leadership.  The Six 
Nations people are an important early 

society in North America. They are a community that continues to thrive 
today.   

Homes 
The traditional homes of the Haudenosaunee people 
were special places for the family.  They lived in homes 
called longhouses.  They were called longhouses 
because they were long rectangular homes.  Many 
families lied in the longhouse.  These families were related 
and shared a common female ancestor.  Today this 
would be like living with all of your mom’s family and 
grandma’s family in a longhouse.   

The Haudenosaunee
People of the longhouse

RL: 5.7



B

©
	M

adly	Learning	2020

Clothing 
In 1500 C.E., there were no shopping malls to buy 
clothing like today.  To make clothing, the 
Haudenosaunee relied on materials that they could 
find in nature.  Men hunted for their food. They also 
used other animal parts, like the pelts (skin and fur), 
for clothing.  They took the pelts and turned them 
into leather for clothing.  They also used beading, 
feathers, and porcupine quills to decorate their 
clothing.  The clothing choices were different for 
men and women.  

Social Organization and Government 
The Six Nations had a strong system of leadership.  They 
gave important roles to both men and women of their families.  
Families were at the center of society.  This family was based on a 
female ancestor.  Each family formed a clan. There were a total of 
nine clans.  These included the wolf, bear, turtle, sandpiper, deer, 
beaver, heron, and eel.  

Each family clan had a clan mother.  This role was passed down to 
sisters and daughters of the clan mother.  The clan mother had a 
special role in the family. She was well-respected by all family 

members.  She was responsible 
for settling village disputes.  When 
married, traditionally the husband 
went to live with his wife’s family.   

The Haudenosaunee
People of the longhouse

RL: 5.7
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Beliefs 
The beliefs of Six Nations people were rooted in nature. They believed that 
the earth was created when the Great Spirit sent his daughter down to this 
world.  The Great Turtle lifted the land for her to stand on. When she gave 
birth to twins, she became the sun, moon, and stars. One twin became the 
good spirit and the other the evil spirit. The good spirit created man out of 
red clay. Everything the good spirit did, the evil spirit would try to undo.  

Food 
Early Six Nations societies relied on the food that they grew, hunted, or 
gathered to eat.  They made some smart agricultural decisions. This helped 
them to be very good at growing corn, beans, and squash.  They called 
these plants the three sisters. The Six Nations planted corn, which grew very 
tall.  The beans, when planted, used the tall corn stalks to wrap around for 
support.  Finally, the squash leaves gave the soil shade. The big squash  
leaves also helped keep water in the soil. Using this method of planting was 
good for the soil.  They could use this good soil of the land year after year, 
for about a decade.  These vegetables were used to make stews and 
cornbread.   
Everyone had a role in farming.  Clearing the fields, preparing the seeds, 

and planting the seeds were all important jobs.  But they 
also needed to keep birds and other animals away. Not 
all food was planted and harvested.  Some food was 
hunted or gathered from the area they lived. They 
gathered berries, seeds, roots, and other edible plants.  
These helped maintain a healthy diet.  

We have much to learn from the strong and resilient 
Haudenosaunee people.   

The Haudenosaunee
People of the longhouse

RL: 5.7



C

©
	M

adly	Learning	2020

The Haudenosaunee, also known as 
the Iroquois, are groups of First Nations 
people that originally lived in what is 
now Northern New York State.  The 
Haudenosaunee had six Nations: the 
Mohawk, the Onondaga, the 
Oneida, the Cayuga, Seneca, and 
later the Tuscarora.  
These Nations formed together and 
were know at first as the Iroquois 
confederacy, and now as the Six Nations.  Family and traditions were 

important to the Haudenosaunee 
people.  They were resourceful  
farmers, successful hunters, and 
were also well-organized.  The 
Haudenosaunee people are an 
important civilization in North 
America.  

Homes 
The homes of the Haudenosaunee were important 
places for the family.  They lived in homes called 
longhouses.  They were called this because they were 
long rectangular homes.  Many families lived together 
in the longhouse.  The families were related and shared 
a common female ancestor.  Today, this would be like 
living with all of your mom’s family and grandma’s 
family in one longhouse.  

The Haudenosaunee
People of the longhouse

RL: 6.8
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Clothing 
In 1500 C.E., there were no shopping malls to buy 
clothing like today. They relied on materials that they 
could find in nature.  Men of the Haudenosaunee 
hunted for their food, but they also used other parts of 
the animal, like the pelts (skin and fur), for clothing. 
They took the pelts and turned them into leather for 
clothing.  The Haudenosaunee also used beading, 
feathers, and porcupine quills to decorate their 
clothing.  The clothing choices were different for men 
and women 

Social Organization and Government 
The Haudensaunee organized and governed themselves in 
ways that gave important roles to both men and women of their 
families.  Families were at the center of the Haudensaunee people. 
Each family was based on a female ancestor, which formed a clan. 
There were a total of nine clans including the wolf, bear, turtle, 
sandpiper, deer, beaver, heron, and eel.  

Each family clan had a clan mother.  This role was passed down to 
sisters and daughters of the clan mother.  The clan mother held an 
important role in the family and was well-respected by all family 

members.  She was often 
responsible for settling village 
disputes. When the Haudensaunee 
people married, the husband went 
to live with his new wife’s family.  

The Haudenosaunee
People of the longhouse

RL: 6.8
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Beliefs 
Nature was at the center of the beliefs of the Haudensaunee people.  
They believed that the earth was created when the Great Spirit sent his 
daughter down to this world.  The Great Turtle lifted up the land for her to 
stand on.  When she gave birth to twins she became the sun, moon, and 
stars; one twin became the good spirit and the other the evil spirit.  The 
good spirit created man out of red clay. Everything the good spirit did, the 
evil spirit would try to undo.  

Food 
The Haudensaunee relied on the food that they could 
grow, hunt, or gather to eat.  They made some very smart 
agricultural decisions that helped them to be very good 
at growing corn, beans, and squash.  They called these 
plants the three sisters. The Haudensaunee planted corn 
which grew very tall.  The beans that they planted used the tall corn stalks 
to wrap around for support.  Finally, the squash leaves provided the soil 
with shade which helped to keep water in the soil.  Using this method of 
planting meant that they could use the good soil of the land year after 
year, for about a decade.  They often used these vegetables to make 
stews and bannok.   
Everyone in the tribe had a role in farming.  Clearing the fields, preparing 
the seeds, planting the seeds, keeping birds and other animals away were 
all jobs that the Haudensaunee did to take care of their harvest.  The 
Haudensaunee also farmed and gathered their food.  They gathered 
berries, seeds, roots, and other edible plants.  These helped to maintain a 
healthy diet.  
We have much to learn from the strong and resilient Haudenosaunee 
people. 

The Haudenosaunee
People of the longhouse

RL: 6.8
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Children of War
the worldwide impact

War hurts many kids around the world. One in five children are hurt by 
war.   In the last ten years there have been wars in many countries.  The 
wars have hurt many children.  

These children have seen many bad things. Many kids in 
the USA and Canada do not know what 
war is like.  Sometimes these children even 
play pretend war games or war video 
games.  But war is not fun. People get hurt 
in wars.  Children of war are scared and 
sometimes they die. 

War happens for many reasons. Wars have 
started because of different beliefs, over power, or hate. Soldiers fight 
in wars. Most people hurt in war are people who have no part in it.  
These people are in a war by accident. 

Many of these people are children. When a war starts, kids and their 
families are scared.  They are scared of being hurt every day.  

Sometimes families try to run for safety.  
They go to another country where there is 
no war. When the family gets to the new 
country, they are called refugees.  
Refugees are people that are looking for 
safety in a new country.  Sometimes there 
are not enough homes for them.  When 
that happens, they live in tent cities, called 

refugee camps.   

Other times, families are not able to run away. They are trapped. They 
can’t go to school and won't go to the hospital. These places are not 
safe. Kids need to help their families survive instead of going to school.   

RL: 3.6
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Children of War
the worldwide impact

In times of war, food and water become hard to find.  The food 
markets are gone.  Fresh water is hard to find and drinking water 
becomes dirty.  Waste and garbage can get into the water.  Dirty 
water can make you sick.  Food is hard to find. Many people 
need help to meet their basic needs.  

This help comes from international aid organizations.  The United 
Nations or Save the Children come to help these families.  They 
help by giving food, water, and medical care to people.  Helping 
give aid is unsafe work, and there are never enough supplies.  
However, it is good to help the people who are stuck in these 
areas.   

So, what can we do?  First, know that war is not a game.  It is 
never fun.  Refugees are strong and brave in order to survive. 
Soldiers and aid workers who go into these places are heroes.   
They risk their lives to protect people.  
Risking your life to save others is not 
fun.   

In a war, people die.  These people 
might be a child's family, friend, or 
neighbour.  War is terrifying and 
horrific.  Think about this when you play war with your friends. 
Or, think before you play that video game.  War might seem like a 
game to you, but it isn’t.  In reality, it is scary.  Something too many 
children deal with around the world.  

 

“Toy Soldier” Signal Studios

RL: 3.6



B

©
	M

adly	Learning	2020

Children of War
the worldwide impact

War hurts many children around the world. Did you know that one in 
five children are hurt by war around the world?  In the last ten years, 
there have been wars in many countries.  The wars in Sudan, Uganda, 
Congo, Syria, Iraq, and Afghanistan have hurt many children.  

These children have seen many awful 
things. Many North American children do 
not know what this is like.  Children of war 
suffer from a lot of fear and loss during their 
lives.   

War happens for many reasons.  Wars have 
been started over religion, power, and 
hate. Sometimes the war is fought by soldiers or groups of fighters.  
However, most people who are hurt in war are innocent people.  These 
people are just like you and me, but they get stuck in the middle. 

Many of these people are children. When a war starts, children and 
their families begin to live in fear.  They have a fear of being attacked 

every day.  Many times, families attempt to 
flee to safety.  They flee to another country 
where there is no war. When these people 
get to the new country, they are refugees.  
Refugees are people who are seeking 
safety in a new country.  Sometimes, there 
is not enough housing for the newcomers.  
So, they live in short-term housing, like tents, 

called refugee camps.   

Other times, families are unable to escape.  These families are trapped. 
Many don’t go to school and won't even go to the hospital.  These 
places are all too unsafe. Children need to help their families survive 
instead of going to school.   

RL: 4.8
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Children of War
the worldwide impact

“Toy Soldier” Signal Studios

In times of conflict, food and water become scarce.  The food 
markets are all but gone, and fresh water is hard to find.  Drinking 
water becomes dirty.  Dirty water can make you sick.  Food is 
hard to find. Many people need help to meet their basic needs.  

This help comes from international aid organizations.  The United 
Nations or Save the Children come to help these families.  They 
help by providing food, water, and medical care to civilians.  It is 
hazardous work.  Also, there is never enough aid to help everyone 
who needs it.  However, it is necessary to help people trapped in 
these areas.   

So, what can we do?  First, understand that war is not a game.  It 
is never fun.  Soldiers and aid workers that go into these regions 
are heroes.   They risk their lives to protect innocent people.  
Risking your life to save others is not fun.   

In a war, people die.  These people might be a 
child's family, friend, or neighbour.  War is 
terrifying and horrific.  Think about this the next 
time you play war with your friends. Or, think 
before you turn on that video game.  When 
you shoot someone or blow something up, 
should you cheer?  Remember, war might seem 
like a game to you, but it isn’t.  In reality, it is a 
terrifying experience.  Something millions of 
children experience around the world.  

RL: 4.8
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Children of War
the worldwide impact

War impacts many children around the world.  In fact, one out of 
every five children worldwide is hurt by war.  In the last decade, 
wars have impacted many children in places like Sudan, 
Uganda, Congo Syria, Iraq, and Afghanistan.  

These children have seen many awful 
things. Many North American children 
struggle to grasp this idea.  Children of 
war suffer an enormous amount of fear 
and loss during their lives.   

War happens for many reasons.  It could be for different beliefs or 
to gain power.  Most people in these areas are innocent civilians. 
They get stuck in the middle. 

Many of these civilians are children. When a conflict starts, 
children and their families begin to live 
in fear.  They have a fear of being 
attacked every day.  Many times, 
families attempt to flee to safety.  They 
become refugees in other 
neighbouring countries. They live in 
temporary housing, called refugee 
camps.   

Other times, families are unable to escape.  These families are 
trapped. Many don’t go to school and won't even go to the 
hospital.  These places are all too unsafe. Children need to help 
their families survive instead of going to school.   
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Children of War
the worldwide impact

“Toy Soldier” Signal Studios

In times of conflict, food and water become scarce.  The food 
markets are all but gone, and fresh water is hard to find.  Drinking 
water becomes dirty.  Dirty water can make you sick.  Food is 
hard to find. Many people need help to meet their basic needs.  

This help comes from international aid organizations.  The United 
Nations or Save the Children come to help these families.  They 
help by providing food, water, and medical care to civilians.  It is 
hazardous work.  Also, there is never enough aid to help everyone 
who needs it.  However, it is necessary to help the people 
trapped in these areas.   

So, what can we do?  First, understand that war is not a game.  It 
is never fun.  Soldiers and aid workers that go into these regions 
are heroes.   They risk their lives to protect innocent people.  
Risking your life to save others is not fun.   

In a war, people die.  These people might be a 
child's family, friend, or neighbour.  War is 
terrifying and horrific.  Think about this the next 
time you play war with your friends. Or, think 
before you turn on that video game.  When 
you shoot someone or blow something up, 
should you cheer?  Remember, war might seem 
like a game to you, but it isn’t.  In reality, it is a 
terrifying experience.  Something millions of 
children experience around the world.  
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The Ugly Duckling By Hans Christian Anderson
Adapted by Tricia Bea

Living in the country was nice.  It was summertime. The grass was bright 
green in the meadows.  Around the fields and meadows in the beautiful 
country, there were large forests. Within them were ponds of all shapes and 
sizes. They were connected by rivers and streams.  Tall grasses surrounded 
the banks of the ponds.  It was within the tall grasses that Mother Duck made 
her nest.  She sat, waiting for her eggs to hatch.  She waited day in and day 
out, and grew quite bored.  Only a few of her duck friends came to visit the 
thick grasses. They preferred to paddle around the pond.   

At last, one egg after another cracked, and said: "Pip! Pip!" All the eggs had 
come to life. The ducklings were poking their heads out of their newly 
cracked shells. 

"Quack, quack!" said she. They said it too, as well as they could.  Mother 
Duck looked down at her beautiful yellow and black ducklings.  They were 
busily quacking away amongst the leaves, grasses, and down in her nest.  
She was so happy they were finally here.  Then she saw, under the fluff in the 
nest, that the big egg had not cracked.  She was frustrated. Her egg-sitting 
days were not over yet.  So Mother Duck sat down again.  She hoped the 
egg would hatch quickly.  

Just then, an old grandpa duck came waddling past.   

“Well, hello, Mother Duck.  I see your ducklings have hatched.  Hooray to 
you! But why are you still sitting? Shouldn’t you teach these little ones to 
swim?” he asked. 

“I would, Grandpa Duck, but I have one egg that still needs to hatch,” 
Mother Duck replied. 

“Ahhh.  Will you let me look? I have seen many eggs in my day.  Maybe I 
can help,” he offered. 

“Ok, if you insist,” Mother Duck replied. 

Grandfather Duck inspected the unhatched egg. He hummed and
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harrumphed and tapped his old webbed foot.  He turned to Mother Duck 
and said, “I think it is a dud. Just leave it be and teach these little ducks to 
swim.”  

Mother Duck thanked Grandfather Duck for his help. She decided to 
ignore his advice.  She wanted to wait a few more days to see if the egg 
would still hatch.   

A few days passed and the big egg began to open. "Pip! Pip!" said the 
young one, scrambling out. Mother duck gasped! He was huge and ugly. 
Unlike her other ducklings, this one was big, grey, and fuzzy.  “Hmmm,” 
Mother Duck wondered. “This one is quite different from the others. But he 
will need to learn to swim just like the rest of them.  Tomorrow we will all 
learn to swim together."   

The next day, the weather was a perfect day to swim.  Splash! Into the 
water she went. "Quack, quack!" she said, and one duckling after another 
plopped in. The water went over their heads.  But they were up again in a 
moment and swam beautifully. Their legs worked by themselves. Now they 
were all out in the water. Even the ugly grey one was swimming with them. 
“Hmmm, he looks different from my other children but he swims beautifully.  
He’s my child,” she said to herself. “Just keep swimming little ones,” Mother 
Duck instructed.  She led them to the shore on the other side of the pond 
where the mature ducks lived.  

They arrived, but the other ducks around them were shocked. The ducks 
looked at them and said, quite loudly, "Look there! What an ugly duckling 
that big one is! We can't stand him!” A larger duck rushed at the ugly 
duckling and bit him in the neck. 

"Let him be," said his mother. "He isn't doing any harm."  

"Yes, but he's too big and odd altogether," said the duck who had bitten 
him. 

"Those are pretty ducklings that mother has," said the old duck with a rag 
on her leg. "All quite pretty except that one. He hasn't been a success. She 
should leave him for the foxes.” 

"That can't be done, your grace," said Mother Duck. "He's not handsome, 
but he is my duckling.  He swims nicely, better than the others.  I believe he
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will grow handsome.” She picked at her ugly duckling’s neck and 
smoothed down his fluffy feathers. 

"Well the other ducklings are gorgeous," said the old lady.  

That was the first day, and as time went on it got worse and worse. He was 
chased by the ducks and pecked by the hens on the shoreline. Even his 
own sisters were unkind to him. His mother grew more and more distant. 
Soon she just stopped defending her ugly son. 

So, he ran away and flew over the fence. The little birds in the bushes shot 
up in the air in a fright. "It's because I'm so ugly," the duckling thought. He 
shut his eyes but ran on, all the same. He ran out into the wide marsh 
where the wild ducks lived. There he lay all night, for he was very tired and 
very unhappy. 

In the morning the wild ducks flew up and caught sight of their new 
comrade. "What kind of bird are you?" they asked. The duckling turned to 
this side and that, and greeted them as well as he could.  

"You're not a pretty little bird,” said the wild ducks, "but that doesn't matter 
to us. Join us!"  

“Okay," said the ugly duckling. The wild ducks took off, flying high into the 
sky. Bang! Bang! BANG! The sound of gunfire was deafening. The duckling 
watched his new friends fall from the sky. The latest victim of the hunters 
hidden in the marsh.   

The duckling made his home alone in the marsh. He avoided the other 
birds, hiding from the hunters and their dogs. It was a lonely life in the 
marsh. But he grew to accept the fate of being an ugly duckling.  

Autumn came and the leaves of the wood turned brown and yellow. The 
wind caught the leaves and made them dance about. Above, the sky 
looked cold as the clouds hung heavy with hail and snow.  It would be 
very cold soon.  

One evening,  a whole flock of beautiful great birds rose out of the bushes. 
The duckling had never seen any so handsome. They were bright white, 
with long agile necks. They uttered a strange sound and spread their 
splendid long wings.  They flew far away from the cold region to warmer 
lands, and unfrozen lakes. The ugly duckling stared in awe. The moment
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they were out of sight, he dived right down to the bottom of the water.  
When he came up again, he was filled with joy. He didn't know what the 
birds were called, but he felt a strange connection with them.  If only a 
group of birds would accept such an ugly duckling into their group.  
The winter grew very very cold. The ducking survived by finding shelter in 
some bushes beyond the marsh.  

After a long winter, the sun began to shine, and the water began to warm. 
He hid among the reeds in the marsh. It was a beautiful spring day. Then 
all at once, he lifted his wings and they rustled more strongly than before. 
He noticed the group of beautiful birds. They were the same birds he had 
seen fly south last fall. They were swimming along the shore on the other 
side of the marsh.  

"I must fly to them!" He didn't understand his draw to be near these 
beautiful birds.  He was ugly and he knew they might peck him to death. 
"They will be mean, just like the other ducks, because I am so ugly. How do 
I even dare to go to them?” he questioned. "But it doesn't matter. I must 
do it.  It's better to be killed by them than to be snapped at by the ducks."  

So he flew out into the open water and swam toward the stately birds. As 
he got closer, he was ready for their ridicule. He bowed his head down to 
the water and waited. But what did he see in the clear water? He saw his 
reflection. It was no longer that of a clumsy, dark grey bird: ugly and 
repulsive.  

He looked just the same as the birds he wanted 
to meet. He was beautiful. 

The great birds swam round him and caressed  
him with their bills.  

"Who am I?" he asked them.  

"You are a swan. You are one of us." 

All of this new attention made him uneasy. He covered his head with his 
wings. He was called names his whole life. He was attacked and he 
believed he was ugly. He felt unworthy of another's love; yet now he heard 
everyone saying he was the most beautiful. He raised his slender neck, 
and from his heart he said joyfully, "Such happiness I never dreamed of 
when I was the Ugly Duckling." 
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The Ugly Duckling By Hans Christian Anderson
Adapted by Tricia Bea

Out in the country was a   pleasant place to be.   It was summertime. The 
grass was bright green in the meadows, and a stork walked about on his 
long legs. Around the fields and meadows in the beautiful country, there 
were large forests. Within them, ponds of all shapes and sizes were 
connected by rivers and streams.   Tall grasses surrounded the banks of the 
ponds.   It was within these tall grasses that Mother Duck made her nest.  
She sat patiently, waiting for her eggs to hatch.  She waited day in and day 
out, and grew quite bored.  Only a few of her duck friends came to visit the 
thick grasses because they preferred to paddle around the pond.   

At last, one egg after another cracked, and said, "Pip! pip!" All the eggs 
had come to life and were poking their heads out of their newly-cracked 
shells. 

"Quack, quack!" said she. They said it too, as well as they could.   Mother 
Duck peered down at her beautiful yellow and black ducklings quacking 
away amongst the leaves, grasses, and down in her nest.   She was so 
happy they were finally here.   Then she noticed under some of the fluff of 
her down, that the largest of her eggs still had not cracked.  Frustrated that 
her egg-sitting days were not over yet, Mother Duck sat down again.   She 
hoped the egg would hatch quickly.  

Just then, an old grandpa duck came waddling past.   

“Well, hello, Mother Duck.   I see your ducklings have hatched.  
Congratulations to you! But why are you still sitting? Shouldn’t you teach 
these little ones to swim?” he asked 

“I would Grandpa Duck, but I have one egg that still needs to hatch,” 
Mother duck replied 

“Ahhh.   Will you let me look? I have seen many eggs in my day.   Maybe I 
can help,” he offered. 

“Ok, if you insist,” Mother duck replied. 

Grandfather Duck inspected the unhatched egg and hummed and 
harrumphed and tapped his old webbed foot.   He turned to Mother Duck 
and said, “I think it is a dud. Just leave it be and teach these little ducks to 
swim.” 
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Mother Duck thanked Grandfather Duck for his help, but decided to ignore 
his advice.   She decided to wait a few more days to see if the egg would 
still hatch.   

At last, the big egg opened. "Pip! Pip!" said the young one, scrambling out. 
He was huge and ugly. Unlike her other ducklings, this one was big, grey, 
and fuzzy.   “Hmmm,” Mother Duck wondered. “This one is quite different 
from the others, but he will need to learn to swim just like the rest of them.  
Tomorrow we will all learn to swim together.”   

The next day, the weather was a perfect day to swim.   Splash! Into the 
water she went. "Quack, quack!" she said, and one duckling after another 
plopped in. The water went over their heads, but they were up again in a 
moment and swam beautifully. Their legs worked by themselves, and now 
they were all out in the water. Even the ugly grey one was swimming with 
them. “Hmmm. He looks different from my other children but he swims 
beautifully.   He’s my child!” she said to herself. “Just keep swimming little 
ones,” Mother Duck instructed as she led them to their home on the 
shoreline.  

So they did, but the other ducks around them looked at them and said, 
quite loudly, "Look there! What an ugly duckling that big one is! We can't 
stand him!”   A larger duck rushed at the ugly duckling and bit him on the 
neck. 

"Let him be," said his mother. "He isn't doing any harm."  

"Yes, but he's too big and odd altogether," said the duck who had bitten 
him. 

"Those are pretty ducklings that mother has," said the old duck with a rag 
on her leg. "All quite pretty, except that one. He hasn't been a success; she 
should leave him for the foxes.” 

"That can't be done, your grace," said Mother Duck. "He's not handsome, 
but he is my duckling and he swims as nicely as any of the rest, even 
better.   I believe he will grow to be handsome.” She picked at her ugly 
duckling’s neck and smoothed down his fluffy feathers. "Besides, he's a 
drake," she went on, "so it doesn't matter quite so much. I believe he will win 
in the end." 
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“Well your other ducklings are gorgeous," said the old lady.  

That was the first day, and as time went on it got worse and worse. He was 
chased by the ducks and pecked by the hens on the shoreline. Even his 
own sisters were unkind to him. His mother grew more and more distant and 
eventually just stopped defending her ugly son. 

So he ran away and flew over the fence. The little birds in the bushes shot 
up in the air in a fright. "That's because I'm so ugly," the duckling thought. He 
shut his eyes but ran on, all the same, till he got out into the wide marsh 
where the wild ducks lived. There he lay all night because he was very tired 
and very unhappy. 

In the morning, the wild ducks flew up and caught sight of their new 
comrade. "What kind of bird are you?" they asked. The duckling turned to 
this side and that, and greeted them as well as he could.  

"You're not a pretty little bird,” said the wild ducks, "but that doesn't matter 
to us. Join us!"  

"Okay" said the ugly duckling. The wild ducks took off flying high into the sky.  
Bang! Bang! BANG! The sound of gunfire was deafening. The duckling 
watched his new friends fall from the sky.  They were the latest victims of the 
hunters hidden in the marsh.   

The duckling made his home in the marsh, avoiding the other birds and  
hiding from the hunters and their dogs.  It was a lonely life in the marsh, but 
he grew to accept the fate of being an ugly duckling.  

Autumn now came and the leaves of the wood turned brown and yellow, 
the wind caught them and made them dance about. Above, the sky 
looked cold where the clouds hung heavy with hail and snow. On the 
crooked tree branch, the raven perched and cried "Caw! Caw!" for the 
mere cold.  

One evening, when there was a lovely sunset, a whole flock of beautiful 
great birds rose out of the bushes. The duckling had never seen any so 
handsome. They were brilliantly white, with long supple necks. They were 
swans. They uttered a strange sound as they spread their splendid long 
wings and flew far away from the cold region to warmer lands and 
unfrozen lakes. The ugly duckling stared in awe. The moment they were out 
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of sight, he dived right down to the bottom of the water, and when he 
came up again he was filled with joy. He didn't know what the birds were 
called but he felt a strange connection with them.   If only a group of birds 
would accept such an ugly duckling into their group. 

The winter grew very, very cold. The ducking survived by finding shelter in 
some bushes beyond the marsh.  

When the sun began once more to shine out warm, the larks began to sing. 
He was lying among the reeds in the marsh. It was a beautiful spring day. All 
at once, he lifted his wings and they rustled more strongly than before. He 
noticed the group of beautiful birds he had seen fly south last fall. They 
were swimming along the shore on the other side of the marsh.  

"I will fly to them, these royal birds, and they will peck me to death because 
I, who am so ugly, dare to approach them. But it doesn't matter. It's better 
to be killed by them than to be snapped at by the ducks and pecked at by 
hens." So he flew out into the open water and swam toward the stately 
swans. As he approached, ready for their ridicule, he bowed his head 
down to the water and waited. But what did he see in the clear water? He 
saw his reflection. It was no longer the reflection of a clumsy, dark grey bird: 
ugly and repulsive. He was a swan himself. 

He was beautiful.  

The great swans swam round him and caressed 
him with their bills. All of this new attention made 
him uncomfortable so he covered his head with 
his wings.  

“What am I?” he asked.  

“Why, you are a swan!” they replied.  

He had been called names for his whole life. He had been attacked and  
he believed he was ugly and unworthy of another's love; yet now he heard 
everyone saying he was the most beautiful of all beautiful birds. He raised 
his slender neck, and from his heart he said joyfully, "Such happiness I never 
dreamed of when I was the Ugly Duckling.” 
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The Ugly Duckling By Hans Christian Anderson
Adapted by Tricia Bea

Out in the country was a pleasant place to be.  It was summertime. The 
grass was bright green in the meadows, and a stork walked about on his 
long legs.  Around the fields and meadows in the beautiful country, there 
were large forests. Within them, ponds of all shapes and sizes were 
connected by rivers and streams.  Tall grasses surrounded the banks of the 
ponds.  It was within these tall grasses that Mother Duck made her nest.  She 
sat patiently, waiting for her eggs to hatch.  She waited day in and day out, 
and grew quite lonely and bored since only a few of her duck friends came 
to visit the thick grasses. The other ducks preferred to paddle around the 
pond or mingle on the shore with the other ducks.   

At last, after so much sitting, one egg after another began to crack open.  
"Pip! Pip!" she heard the delightfully perfect squeak of her tiny hatchlings. 

The perfectly formed eggs were crumbling as the little ducklings began 
stretching their necks beyond the confines of their shells. 

"Quack, quack!" said she, with elation to welcome her new ducks to the 
world.  They, too, attempted to communicate back to Mother Duck, as well 
as they could.  Mother Duck peered down in admiration of her beautiful 
yellow and black ducklings quacking away amongst the leaves, grasses, 
and down in her nest.  She was elated that they were finally here and 
relieved that she could stop sitting all day long.  Then she noticed, under 
some of the fluff of her down-filled nest, that the largest of her eggs still had 
not cracked.  Frustrated that her egg-sitting days were not over yet, Mother 
Duck gingerly sat down again.  She hoped the egg would hatch quickly.  

Just then, an old grandpa duck, with his distinct hobble, came waddling 
past.   

“Well, hello, Mother Duck.  I see your beautiful little ducklings have finally 
hatched.  Congratulations to you! But why are you still sitting?” He asked. 
“You can get up from your nest now, deerie. You should take the 
responsibility to teach these little ones to swim more seriously instead of 
sitting on your cloaca.” 

“I would Grandpa Duck, but I have one egg that still needs to hatch,” 
Mother Duck replied 

“Ahhh, my mistake my dear.  Will you let me look? I have seen so many 
eggs in my day, you will want my assistance,” he proffered. 

“Ok, if you insist” Mother duck replied feeling quite coerced. 
Grandfather Duck inspected the unhatched egg and hummed and 

harrumphed and tapped it with his old webbed foot.  He turned to Mother
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Duck with a perplexed look that slowly turned to determination, as he 
stated confidently, “I think it is a dud. Just leave it be and teach these little 
ducks to swim.”  

Mother Duck thanked Grandfather Duck for his help as he arrogantly 
hobbled away, but Mother Duck promptly decided to ignore his advice.  
She decided to patiently wait a few more days to see if the remaining egg 
would eventually hatch.   

After a few more days, the oversized remaining egg began to open. "Pip! 
Pip!" said the young one, scrambling out. He was huge but ugly. This one 
was considerably larger than her other hatchlings, and unlike her other 
ducklings, had silvery grey, fuzzy down.  “Hmmm,”Mother Duck pondered, 
“This one is quite different from the others, but he will need to learn to swim 
just like the rest of them. Tomorrow we will all learn to swim together,” she 
told herself.   

The next day, the weather was a perfect day to swim.  Splash! Into the 
water she went, turning quickly to look back encouragingly at her ducklings. 
"Quack, quack!" she said, and one duckling after another plopped into the 
fresh water for the first time. The water went over their heads, but they 
quickly surfaced and swam beautifully as it was in their nature. Their legs 
worked by themselves, and now they were all out in the water. Even the 
ugly grey one was swimming with them. “Hmmm he looks different from my 
other children but he swims beautifully. He is my child!” she said to herself. 
“Just keep swimming little ones,” Mother Duck instructed. She led them to 
their home along the shore, opposite of the nesting grounds with the 
community of ducks from the pond.  

As they waddled out of the water, the other ducks on the shore took quick 
notice of the new arrivals. The other ducks around them surveyed the new 
arrivals and exclaimed, quite loudly, "Look there! What an ugly duckling that 
big one is! EEEWWW We can't stand him!”  A larger duck rushed at the ugly 
duckling, as ducks often do, and bit him in the neck. 

"Let him be," said his mother. "He isn't doing anyone any harm."  
"Yes, but he's too big and odd altogether," said the duck who had bitten 

him. 
"Those are pretty ducklings that mother has," said the old duck with a rag 

on her leg. "All quite pretty, except that one. He hasn't been a success. She 
should leave him for the foxes" 

Astonished, Mother Duck loudly announced to the old duck and her herd 
"That can't be done, your grace. He's not handsome, but he is my duckling 
and he swims as nicely as any of the rest, even better.  I believe he will grow 
to be handsome.” She picked at her ugly duckling’s neck and smoothed 
down his fluffy feathers. "Besides, he will be a beautiful drake one day," she 
went on, "so it doesn't matter quite so much now what he looks like, he will 
win in the end."
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"Well the other ducklings are gorgeous," repeated the old lady as she 
sauntered off, laughing loudly, leading her raft of ducklings with her.  

That was the first day, and as time went on it got worse and worse. The ugly 
duckling was chased by the ducks, pecked by the hens, and ridiculed by the 
drakes.  Even his own sisters began to be unkind to him.  His mother, tired of 
defending her ugly duckling, grew more and more distant and eventually just 
stopped protecting her ugly son from the ridicule. 

So, angry and betrayed, he ran away and flew over the fence that divided 
the shore with the field beyond. The little birds in the bushes shot up in the air 
in a fright.  

"That's because I'm so ugly," the duckling thought as he shut his eyes. He 
ran on all the same, till he got out into the wide marsh where the wild ducks 
lived; and there he lay all night because he was very tired and very 
unhappy. 

In the morning, the wild ducks flew up and caught sight of their new 
comrade.  

"What kind of bird are you?" they asked. The duckling turned to this side 
and that, greeting them as well as he could.  

"You're not a pretty little bird" said the wild ducks, "but that doesn't matter 
to us. Join us!"  

“Okay," said the ugly duckling. The wild ducks took off flying high into the 
sky.  Bang! Bang! BANG! The sound of gunfire was deafening. The duckling 
watched his new friends fall from the sky.  They were the latest victims of the 
hunters hidden in the marsh.   

The duckling made his home in the marsh, avoiding the other birds and 
hiding from the hunters and their dogs.  It was a lonely life in the marsh, but 
he grew to accept the fate of being an ugly duckling.  

Autumn came and the leaves of the wood turned brown and yellow. The 
wind caught them and made them dance about. Above, the sky looked 
cold where the clouds hung heavy with hail and snow. On the crooked tree 
branch, the raven perched and cried "Caw! Caw!" for the mere cold.  

One evening, when there was a lovely sunset, a whole flock of beautiful 
great birds rose out of the bushes. The duckling had never seen any so 
handsome. They were brilliantly white, with long, supple necks. They were 
swans. They uttered a strange sound as they spread their splendid, long wings 
and flew far away from the cold region to warmer lands and unfrozen lakes. 
The ugly duckling stared in awe. The moment they were out of sight he dived 
right down to the bottom of the water, and when he came up again he was 
filled with joy. He didn't know what the birds were called but he felt a strange 
connection with them.  If only a group of birds would accept such an ugly 
duckling into their group.
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The winter grew very cold. The ducking survived by finding shelter in some 
bushes beyond the marsh within the estuaries.  

When the sun began once more to shine out and warm the water, the 
larks began to sing. He was lying among the reeds in the marsh. It was a 
beautiful spring day. Then all at once, he lifted his wings and they rustled 
stronger than before. He noticed the group of beautiful birds he had seen fly 
south last fall swimming along the shore on the other side of the marsh.  

"I will fly to them, these royal birds, and they will peck me to death 
because I, who am so ugly, dare to approach them; but it doesn't matter. 
It’s better to be killed by them than to be snapped at by the ducks and 
pecked at by hens." So he flew out into the open water and swam toward 
the stately birds. As he approached, ready for their ridicule, he bowed his 
head down to the water and waited. But what did he see in the clear 
water? He saw his reflection. It was no longer that of a clumsy, dark grey 
bird: ugly and repulsive. He looked like them. 

He was a beautiful swan.  
The great swans swam round him 

and caressed him with their bills.  
All of this new attention made him 

uncomfortable, and he covered his 
head with his wings.  

“What am I?” he asked.  
“Why, you are a swan like us,” they 

lovingly replied.  
He had been called names for his 

whole life. He was attacked and he 
believed he was ugly and unworthy of 
another's love; yet now he heard 
everyone saying he was the most 
beautiful of all beautiful birds. He 
raised his slender neck, and from his 
heart he said joyfully, "Such happiness I 
never dreamed of when I was the Ugly 
Duckling.” 
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Juanita’s Day Back
It was Juanita’s first day back at school. It was hard to believe she’d been 
gone for a month. So much had happened. Sometimes it was difficult for 
Juanita to take it all in.  

She first noticed the pain in her leg six weeks ago while playing soccer at 
recess. Then she went to appointment after appointment. The first doctor said 
it wasn’t a muscle strain. The next doctor said it wasn’t a fracture. When the 
third doctor ordered blood work. Juanita got nervous.  

At the appointment with the fourth doctor, Juanita heard the words she never 
could have imagined, “Juanita, you have a cancerous tumor in your leg.” It 
was bone cancer. Juanita’s ears rang as the doctor continued speaking with 
her parents. The only thing Juanita did make out was, “I think the best course 
of action is a partial amputation.” 

After that, things moved quickly. Juanita’s operation to take off the bottom 
part of her right leg took place just days after she heard the word cancer. 
Fortunately, the doctors determined that the operation was successful and 
that the cancer had not spread. The surgery wasn’t as bad as Juanita 
thought it would be. The hardest part was after the surgery. Juanita still 
expected to look down and see a calf, ankle, and foot. None were there any 
longer. 

The next step was getting Juanita used to her prosthetic leg. She felt like a 
baby on her first day using it. She was wobbly and needed to hold her 
father’s fingers to steady herself. Slowly, she got the hang of it, but she still 
didn’t feel confident. She had to move slowly, taking each step with care. 
The doctor said it would be about three weeks before the leg would feel 
normal to Juanita. Juanita wondered if she would ever feel normal again.  
Now she was back at school. Juanita looked up at the brick building as her 
dad pulled into the parking lot. For some reason, it looked bigger than she 
remembered. 

“Ready?” her dad asked as he parked the car. 

Juanita shrugged her shoulders.  

“I’ll help you in,” her dad said. “And I’ll be here ten minutes early to pick you 
up.”  
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“I know,” Juanita whispered. “Let’s go.” 

Juanita and her dad walked arm in arm through the front door. As they made 
their way through the halls, Juanita was suddenly surrounded by her friends. 
They gave her hugs and high fives. Tears came to Juanita’s eyes when she 
reached her desk in Mr. Love’s sixth grade classroom. It was completely 
covered with Welcome Back notes from all of her classmates.  

Once Juanita was settled, her dad gave her a hug and whispered, “You’ll do 
great.” Juanita wasn’t so sure, but at least she was back. At least a part of her 
life felt a bit like it did before her surgery. 

To her surprise, Juanita continued to feel better all morning. It was nice to be 
back in her regular routine of math and social studies. She felt like a normal kid 
again for the first time in a month. 

Then the bell rang. It was time for morning recess. Juanita suddenly felt queasy 
inside. She hadn’t thought about what she was going to do at recess. She 
used to be the first one on the soccer field. She would set up the goals, divide 
her friends into teams, and even create new drills and plays. Now, she 
wondered if she could even make it to the field by the time recess was over.  

“Do you need help outside?” Juanita’s friend Blaine asked.  

“No, it’s ok. You probably want to run out to play soccer, right?” Juanita said. 

“The game can wait,” Blaine replied. 

Juanita smiled. She knew how much Blaine loved playing soccer at recess, 
almost as much as she did. Juanita took Blaine’s arm and they made their way 
down the hall and outside. It really did help having someone to lean on. By the 
time the friends reached the soccer field, the teams were already split up. 

“Blaine! You’re on Katie’s team,” someone shouted from across the field.  

“Hang on!” Blaine yelled back. 

Juanita started to feel uneasy as Blaine led her to the bench on the sidelines. 
She had never sat on that bench before. She had never even noticed that 
bench before. Suddenly, tears started to well up in Juanita’s eyes. It wasn’t 
until now that Juanita realized just how much had changed. She didn’t fit in 
with her friends anymore. She also realized she would not be playing soccer for
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a very long time.  

Blaine noticed as a few tears started down Juanita’s cheeks. “I’m sorry! Did I 
do something to hurt you?” he asked. 

“No, no,” Juanita said, sniffing her nose. “It’s just… I didn’t think about recess. I 
didn’t think about soccer. I’m… I’m going to miss playing with you guys.” 

Blaine looked down at his feet as Juanita spoke. 

“But go,” Juanita said. “I’m holding up the game. They’re waiting for you.” 

“I don’t have to,” Blaine stammered, but Juanita cut him off. 

“You can go. I promise I’ll be ok.” 

Blaine slowly started walking backwards towards the field. Juanita managed 
to give him a little smile, but then she looked down at the ground. She 
glanced up a time or two to see her friends laughing and playing together.  
But most of the time she just looked at the ground. Soccer was too hard to 
watch. 

Suddenly, Blaine sat down next to her again. He was out of breath. “What are 
you doing? Recess isn’t over yet,” Juanita said. 

“I know,” Blaine panted. “I stopped early so I could help you back inside.” 
Juanita didn’t know what to say. She was so thankful to have such a kind 
friend. However, she felt heartbroken as they walked back into the building.  

Juanita was glad to be back at her desk in the classroom. Before her 
operation, she never would have believed she would be happy that recess 
was over. Now, she was thrilled that it was computer time. She grabbed her 
laptop out of her desk and got to work on her science report about sea otters. 
She didn’t look up until the bell rang for lunch. 

This time, Juanita’s friend, Stella, offered to walk her to the cafeteria. As the 
girls sat down to eat, Stella asked, “How are you feeling? Does your new leg 
hurt?” 

“A little,” Juanita said before biting into her peanut butter sandwich. “I’m still 
getting used to it. Pretty soon I won’t need so much help from everyone.” 
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“We don’t mind helping you,” Stella said. 

“You don’t mind now,” Juanita replied. “But I bet you’ll get sick of me pretty 
soon.” 

Stella tried to protest, but Juanita cut her off. “Enough about me. What 
happened while I was gone?” 

The girls spent the rest of lunchtime chatting about their classmates and 
teachers. Then the bell rang and Juanita felt another pit in her stomach. It was 
already time for afternoon recess.  

“I can help you out if you want,” Stella said while closing her lunchbox. 

“I think I’ll try by myself if that’s ok,” Juanita said. She figured the longer it took 
her to get outside, the less soccer she’d have to watch from the bench. 

“Ok. See you out there,” said Stella. 

Juanita didn’t hurry to put away her lunchbox or head out the doors. In fact, 
she was just making her way down the hall when Blaine came running inside 
shouting Juanita’s name. 

“Where have you been?” he asked. 

“I’m just putting my things away. I didn’t want to hurry outside,” Juanita 
answered. 

“Well, you need to hurry! We’re waiting for you!” Blaine yelled back. He took 
Juanita’s arm and started walking.  

“What are you talking about?” Juanita said. “Who’s waiting?” 

Blaine was quiet as he led his friend out to the soccer field. Instead of seeing 
two teams kicking the ball, Juanita saw her friends gathered around the 
bench she was sitting on earlier. As they got closer, Juanita noticed a 
clipboard on the bench that said PLAYBOOK. She also saw a sticker badge 
that said COACH in big letters. 

“Juanita, you’re the best soccer player in our class,” said Blaine. “And even 
though you can’t play right now, we still need you.”
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“Yeah, you’re the only one who can work up plays and get us to do drills,” 
Katie said. “We won’t get better without you.”  

“That’s why we decided to make you our coach,” said Blaine.  
  
“I can’t believe it,” Juanita said through a huge smile. “How did you do all of 
this?” 

“We did it during computer time this morning,” Stella said. “Blaine printed out 
the badge and I made the playbook. Didn’t you notice?” 

“No!” Juanita said in surprise. “I was too busy doing my report on sea otters!” 

Everyone laughed as Juanita put on her badge and grabbed her playbook. 

“Well, what do we do first, Coach?” Blaine asked. 

“Let’s run some drills,” Coach Juanita said with a smile.
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Juanita’s Day Back
It was Juanita’s first day back at school after an entire month. It was difficult to 

believe she’d been away that long, yet it seemed like she’d been gone for years. It was 
challenging for Juanita to comprehend how much her life had changed and how it 
would likely never be the same again. 

She first noticed the pain in her leg six weeks earlier while playing soccer at 
recess. It was only mentioned in passing at the dinner table, but Juanita’s mom called 
the paediatrician right away. When the paediatrician determined it wasn’t a muscle 
strain, she referred Juanita to an orthopedist. When the orthopedist determined Juanita 
didn’t have a fracture, he referred Juanita to an internist. When the internist ordered 
blood work and several scans, Juanita got nervous.  

At the appointment with the fourth doctor, an oncologist, Juanita heard words 
she never imagined, “There is a malignant tumour in your leg.” It was bone cancer 
called Ewing’s sarcoma. Juanita’s ears burned as the doctor continued, with Juanita 
only deciphering, “The best course of action is a partial amputation.” 

Things progressed rapidly after that. Fortunately, the doctors determined the 
malignant tumour was relatively small and had not spread. Surgery to remove the lower 
portion of Juanita’s right leg took place just days after she heard the word cancer. The 
actual operation wasn’t as bad as Juanita imagined. The cruelest part was waking up 
after the surgery. Juanita wasn’t prepared to gaze down to the end of her hospital bed 
and only see one calf, ankle, and foot instead of two.  

After surgery, Juanita had to learn to be mobile on a prosthetic leg. She felt like 
a baby her first time using it. She wildly wobbled and had to grasp her father’s fingers to 
steady herself. Slowly, she got the hang of her prosthetic, but didn’t feel confident by 
any means. Although she could walk, and was immensely thankful for that, she had to 
move slowly, taking each step with care. The doctor who fit her prosthetic said it would 
take weeks before the leg would feel normal. Meanwhile, Juanita wondered if she 
would ever feel normal again. 
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It was time to return to school. Juanita gazed up at the brick building while her 
dad pulled into the parking lot. The school looked far bigger than Juanita remembered. 

“Ready?” her dad asked as he parked the car. 
Juanita shrugged.  
“I’ll help you in,” her dad said. “And I’ll be here ten minutes early to pick you 

up.”  
“Let’s go,” Juanita whispered.  

Juanita and her dad walked slowly, arms tightly linked, through the entrance. As 
they made their way through the halls, Juanita was abruptly surrounded by friends giving 
her smiles, hugs, and high fives. Tears came to Juanita’s eyes when she reached her desk 
in the second row of Mr. Love’s sixth grade classroom. It was completely covered with 
Welcome Back notes, cards, and sketches from her classmates.  

Once Juanita was settled, she hugged her dad tightly as he whispered, “You’ll 
do great,” in her ear. Juanita wasn’t convinced, but she began to feel more at ease. She 
was thankful that at least a part of her life felt somewhat like it did before her 
amputation. 

Astonishingly, Juanita continued to feel better all morning. Returning to her 
reliable routine of schoolwork left her feeling bolstered. In fact, in the midst of math and 
social studies, Juanita essentially forgot about her leg. 

Then the bell rang for morning recess and Juanita suddenly felt nauseous. She 
used to be the first on the soccer field where she would set up the goals, divide her 
friends into teams, and create daunting warm-up drills. Now, she wondered if she could 
even make it to the field by the time recess concluded.  

“Do you need help?” Juanita’s friend Blaine asked.  
“No, it’s ok. You probably want to go play soccer, right?” Juanita said. 
“The game can wait,” Blaine replied. 
Juanita smiled in appreciation. She knew how much Blaine loved soccer, almost 

as much as she did. Juanita took Blaine’s arm and they ambled toward the field. Having 
someone to lean on for support allowed the discomfort in Juanita’s leg to mildly 
dissipate. By the time they reached the soccer field, the teams were already divvied.
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“Blaine! You’re on Katie’s team,” someone shouted from across the field.  
Juanita felt anxious as Blaine led her to a bench on the sideline. She had never sat 

on that bench before. In fact, Juanita had never even noticed the bench before. 
Unexpectedly, tears formed in Juanita’s eyes. Until that moment, Juanita hadn’t 
comprehended just how much her world had completely transformed. She could no 
longer be involved in one of her favorite parts of life. While her friends were on the field, 
Juanita was literally waiting for them on the sideline. 

Blaine noticed Juanita’s tear-stained cheeks. “Did I hurt you?” he asked. 
“No,” Juanita said, wiping her face. “I just…I didn’t think about soccer.” 
Blaine looked down at his feet. He understood Juanita’s realization and didn’t 

know how to reply.   

“Go,” Juanita said. “I’m holding up the game.” 
Blaine stammered, telling Juanita he didn’t have to go, but she cut him off, 

motioning towards the field. 
“I promise I’ll be alright.” 
Blaine slowly maneuvered backwards towards the other players. Juanita 

managed to give him a grin, then looked down, examining the weeds under the bench. 
She glanced up a time or two, seeing her friends running rambunctiously, but she mostly 
kept her gaze down. She realized that watching the soccer game hurt worse than the 
ache from her prosthetic. 

Suddenly, Blaine approached Juanita again, breathless. 
“What are you doing? Recess isn’t over yet,” Juanita said. 
“I know,” Blaine panted. “I wanted to help you back inside.” 
Juanita was speechless, thankful to have such a sympathetic friend. However, as 

she and Blaine slowly sauntered into the building, Juanita felt like a different person. 
She was glad to be back inside. Before her amputation, Juanita never wanted 

soccer games at recess to end. Now, she was ecstatic that it was independent reading 
and computer time. She seized her laptop from her desk and got to work on her sea otter 
report for science class. She kept her eyes fixed firmly on the screen and didn’t look up 
until the lunch bell rang.

RL: 4.4



B

©
	M

adly	Learning	2020

This time, Juanita’s friend, Stella, cheerfully offered to walk her to the cafeteria. As 
the girls sat down to eat, Stella asked, “Does your prosthetic hurt?” 

“A little,” Juanita uttered as she bit into her nut-free peanut butter sandwich. “I’m 
still getting accustomed to it. Pretty soon I won’t need so much help from everyone.” 

“We don’t mind helping you,” Stella said. 
“You don’t mind now, but I’m sure you’ll get sick of me soon,” Juanita replied. 
Stella attempted to protest, but Juanita interjected, “Enough about me. What 

happened while I was gone?” 
The girls spent the rest of lunchtime chit-chatting about the ins and outs of their 

sixth-grade class. But when the bell sounded to signal the end of lunch, Juanita felt 
another pang of discomfort. It was already time for afternoon recess.  

“I can help you outside,” Stella chirped, closing her lunchbox. 
Juanita objected, telling Stella she needed to move independently.  
“Doctor’s orders,” she said.  
Secretly, Juanita wanted to be alone. Plus, she figured the longer it took her to 

get outside, the less soccer she’d have to stomach. 
Juanita limped back to the classroom unaided. She was careful to put her things 

away as leisurely as possible. Suddenly, she heard steps rushing toward her–complete with 
sneakers squeaks from the shiny tile. 

“Where have you been?” Blaine asked breathlessly.  
Juanita explained she was just cleaning up when Blaine interrupted with, “Hurry! 

Everyone’s waiting for you!”  
He took Juanita’s arm and started walking, much quicker than the first time they 

strode outside together.  

 “Who’s waiting?” Juanita asked, perplexed. 
Blaine didn’t utter a word as he guided his friend onto the soccer field. Instead of 

seeing two teams playing, Juanita observed her friends amassed around the sideline 
bench she was sitting on earlier. As they approached, Juanita noticed a clipboard on the 
bench that said PLAYBOOK and a sticker badge that said COACH. 
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“Juanita, you’re the best soccer player we know,” said Blaine. “Even though you 
can’t play right now, we still need you.” 

“Yeah, you’re the only one who can formulate plays that actually work. Plus, you 
make us practice,” Katie said with a chuckle. “That’s why we’ve selected you to be our 
coach.”  

Juanita couldn’t fight back an elated smile from bursting onto her face. “When did 
you do all of this?” she asked. 

“During computer time this morning,” Stella said. “Blaine printed out the badge 
and I made the playbook. Didn’t you notice?” 

“No!” Juanita said in surprise. “I was too busy staring at my dumb sea otter report!” 
Laughter emerged from the group as Juanita slapped on her badge and 

enthusiastically grasped her playbook. 
“Well, what do we do first, Coach?” Blaine asked. 
“Let’s run some drills,” Coach Juanita said with a smile.
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Juanita’s Day Back
It was Juanita’s first day back at school after an entire month. It was 
difficult to believe she’d been away that long, yet it seemed like she’d 
been gone for years. It was challenging for Juanita to comprehend how 
much her life had changed and how it would likely never be the same 
again. 
She first noticed the pain in her leg six weeks earlier while playing soccer at 
recess. It was only mentioned in passing at the dinner table, but Juanita’s 
mom called the paediatrician right away. When the paediatrician 
determined it wasn’t a muscle strain, she referred Juanita to an 
orthopedist. When the orthopedist determined Juanita didn’t have a 
fracture, he referred Juanita to an internist. When the internist ordered 
blood work and several scans, Juanita got nervous.  
At the appointment with the fourth doctor, an oncologist, Juanita heard 
words she never imagined, “There is a malignant tumour in your leg.” It was 
bone cancer called Ewing’s sarcoma. Juanita’s ears burned as the doctor 
continued, with Juanita only deciphering, “The best course of action is a 
partial amputation.” 
Things progressed rapidly after that. Fortunately, the doctors determined 
the malignant tumour was relatively small and had not spread. Surgery to 
remove the lower portion of Juanita’s right leg took place just days after 
she heard the word cancer. The actual operation wasn’t as bad as 
Juanita imagined. The cruelest part was waking up after the surgery. 
Juanita wasn’t prepared to gaze down to the end of her hospital bed and 
only see one calf, ankle, and foot instead of two.  
After surgery, Juanita had to learn to be mobile on a prosthetic leg. She 
felt like a baby her first time using it. She wildly wobbled and had to grasp 
her father’s fingers to steady herself. Slowly, she got the hang of her 
prosthetic, but didn’t feel confident by any means. Although she could 
walk, and was immensely thankful for that, she had to move slowly, taking 
each step with care. The doctor who fit her prosthetic said it would take 
weeks before the leg would feel normal. Meanwhile, Juanita wondered if 
she would ever feel normal again.  
But it was time to return to school. Juanita gazed up at the brick building 
while her dad pulled into the parking lot. The school looked far bigger than 
Juanita had remembered. 
“Ready?” her dad asked as he parked the car. 
Juanita shrugged. 
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“I’ll help you in,” her dad said. “And I’ll be here ten minutes early to pick 
you up.”  
“Let’s go,” Juanita whispered.  
Juanita and her dad walked slowly, arms tightly linked, through the 
entrance. As they made their way through the halls, Juanita was abruptly 
surrounded by friends giving her smiles, hugs, and high fives. Tears came to 
Juanita’s eyes when she reached her desk in the second row of Mr. Love’s 
sixth grade classroom. It was completely covered with Welcome Back 
notes, cards, and sketches from her classmates.  
Once Juanita was settled, she hugged her dad tightly as he whispered, 
“You’ll do great,” in her ear. Juanita wasn’t convinced, but she began to 
feel more at ease. She was thankful that at least one part of her life felt 
somewhat like it did before her amputation. 
Astonishingly, Juanita continued to feel better all morning. Returning to her 
reliable routine of schoolwork left her feeling bolstered. In fact, in the midst 
of math and social studies, Juanita essentially forgot about her leg. 
Then the bell rang for morning recess and Juanita suddenly felt nauseous. 
She used to be the first on the soccer field where she would set up the 
goals, divide her friends into teams, and create daunting warm-up drills. 
Now, she wondered if she could even make it to the field by the time recess 
concluded.  
“Do you need help?” Juanita’s friend Blaine asked.  
“No, it’s ok. You probably want to go play soccer, right?” Juanita said. 
“The game can wait,” Blaine replied. 
Juanita smiled in appreciation. She knew how much Blaine loved soccer, 
almost as much as she did. Juanita took Blaine’s arm and they ambled 
toward the field. Having someone to lean on for support allowed the 
discomfort in Juanita’s leg to mildly dissipate. By the time they reached the 
soccer field, the teams were already divvied. 
“Blaine! You’re on Katie’s team,” someone shouted from across the field.  
Juanita felt anxious as Blaine led her to a bench on the sideline. She had 
never sat on that bench before. In fact, Juanita had never even noticed 
the bench before. Unexpectedly, tears formed in Juanita’s eyes. Until that 
moment, Juanita hadn’t comprehended just how much her world had 
completely transformed. She could no longer be involved in one of her 
favorite parts of life. While her friends were on the field, Juanita was literally 
waiting for them on the sideline. 
Blaine noticed Juanita’s tear-stained cheeks. “Did I hurt you?” he asked. 
“No,” Juanita said, wiping her face. “I just…I didn’t think about soccer.” 
Blaine looked down at his feet. He understood Juanita’s realization and 
didn’t know how to reply.  
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“Go,” Juanita said. “I’m holding up the game.” 
Blaine stammered, telling Juanita he didn’t have to go, but she cut him off, 
motioning towards the field. 
“I promise I’ll be alright.” 
Blaine slowly maneuvered backwards towards the other players. Juanita 
managed to give him a grin, then looked down, examining the weeds 
under the bench. She glanced up a time or two, seeing her friends running 
rambunctiously, but she mostly kept her gaze down. She realized that 
watching the soccer game hurt worse than the ache from her prosthetic. 
Suddenly, Blaine approached Juanita again, breathless. 
“What are you doing? Recess isn’t over yet,” Juanita said. 
“I know,” Blaine panted. “I wanted to help you back inside.” 
Juanita was speechless, thankful to have such a sympathetic friend. 
However, as she and Blaine slowly sauntered into the building, Juanita felt 
like a different person. 
She was glad to be back inside. Before her amputation, Juanita never 
wanted soccer games at recess to end. Now, she was ecstatic that it was 
independent reading and computer time. She seized her laptop from her 
desk and got to work on her sea otter report for science class. She kept her 
eyes fixed firmly on the screen and didn’t look up until the lunch bell rang. 
This time, Juanita’s friend, Stella, cheerfully offered to walk her to the 
cafeteria. As the girls sat down to eat, Stella asked, “Does your prosthetic 
hurt?” 
“A little,” Juanita uttered as she bit into her peanut butter sandwich. “I’m 
still getting accustomed to it. Pretty soon I won’t need so much help from 
everyone.” 
“We don’t mind helping you,” Stella said. 
“You don’t mind now, but I’m sure you’ll get sick of me soon,” Juanita 
replied. 
Stella attempted to protest, but Juanita interjected, “Enough about me. 
What happened while I was gone?” 
The girls spent the rest of lunchtime chit-chatting about the ins and outs of 
their sixth-grade class. But when the bell sounded to signal the end of 
lunch, Juanita felt another pang of discomfort. It was already time for 
afternoon recess.  
“I can help you outside,” Stella chirped, closing her lunchbox. 
Juanita objected, telling Stella she needed to move independently.  
“Doctor’s orders,” she said.  
Secretly, Juanita wanted to be alone. Plus, she figured the longer it took her 
to get outside, the less soccer she’d have to stomach.
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Juanita limped back to the classroom unaided. She was careful to put her 
things away as leisurely as possible. Suddenly, she heard steps rushing 
toward her–complete with sneakers squeaks from the shiny tile. 
“Where have you been?” Blaine asked breathlessly.  
Juanita explained she was just cleaning up when Blaine interrupted with, 
“Hurry! Everyone’s waiting for you!”  
He took Juanita’s arm and started walking, much quicker than the first 
time they strode outside together.  
 “Who’s waiting?” Juanita asked, perplexed. 
Blaine didn’t utter a word as he guided his friend onto the soccer field. 
Instead of seeing two teams playing, Juanita observed her friends 
amassed around the sideline bench she was sitting on earlier. As they 
approached, Juanita noticed a clipboard on the bench that said 
PLAYBOOK and a sticker badge that said COACH.  
“Juanita, you’re the best soccer player we know,” said Blaine. “Even 
though you can’t play right now, we still need you.” 
“Yeah, you’re the only one who can formulate plays that actually work. 
Plus, you make us practice,” Katie said with a chuckle. “That’s why we’ve 
selected you to be our coach.”  
Juanita couldn’t fight back an elated smile from bursting onto her face. 
“When did you do all of this?” she asked. 
“During computer time this morning,” Stella said. “Blaine printed out the 
badge and I made the playbook. Didn’t you notice?” 
“No!” Juanita said in surprise. “I was too busy staring at my dumb sea otter 
report!” 
Laughter emerged from the group as Juanita slapped on her badge and 
enthusiastically grasped her playbook. 
“Well, what do we do first, Coach?” Blaine asked. 
“Let’s run some drills,” Coach Juanita said with a smile. 
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