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Morowi woke up to a loud BANG at the door. “Get up! Let’s go!” a strange 
man shouted. Morowi sat up from his sleeping mat on the floor. He was with 
dozens of other children, teenagers, men, and women. They all got up and 
followed the shouting man. 

They followed the men down a dirt path under the cover of night. The stars 
and moon were still shining brightly. Soon, they could hear the squawking of 
birds and the crashing of waves. As they walked, Morowi searched frantically 
for his little sister Anika. He couldn’t see her in the darkness. “Move along!” 
the men shouted at Morowi angrily. 

A large beach came into sight just as the sun started to rise. There were large 
docks, buildings, and ships, the largest ships that Morowi had ever seen. He 
gasped in awe. For a moment, Morowi forgot his fears and sorrows. For a 
moment, he forgot about being taken from his village and family.
But a moment later, Morowi’s heart sank. He remembered. He feared that if 
he boarded the ship, he would never see his family again. 

The children followed the orders of the shouting man and walked towards the 
enormous ships. One by one, they crossed the dock and gangway. Morowi 
boarded the ship, then descended into a dark room below deck. More than 
one hundred villagers all squeezed in tightly together. It was so cramped that 
Morowi could feel the quick and shallow breathing against the back of his 
neck. Whoever it was must have been having a panic attack.
“Don’t worry,” Morowi said to the person behind him, who he could not see 
yet. “It will be ok...we will be okay.” Morowi did not know this for sure, but 
that’s what he hoped with all his might. 

The boat lurched away from the dock and sailed into open seas. 
“I’m Kwesi. Do you know where we’re going?” the child behind Morowi asked.  

“They’re taking us to the Americas!” another voice in the crowd said.
They discussed and debated but all Morowi knew was that he was going to 
be sick. The seas were growing rougher by the minute. As the ship tossed 
and turned in the waves, so did all of the passengers. 
“How long is the journey?” Morowi asked. 
“It’s better if you don’t know,” an older boy said.

Morowi and Anika

ARL: 3.7
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The minutes turned into hours. The hours turned into days. The days 
turned into weeks. Morowi eventually became use to the rocking of the 
ship. Slowly, he became friends with the children closest to him. He 
learned their names and where they had come from. He grew especially 
close to Kwesi. They talked about what they used to do in their villages. 
Kwesi had three brothers but no sister, so Morowi told him all about Anika. 
Talking to Kwesi helped him forget about his hunger and illness. It helped 
him forget about being packed in so tightly. It helped him forget about the 
horrible stench of their living quarters, which was also everyone’s latrine. 
Even when Morowi felt too weak and ill to whisper, talking to Kwesi gave 
him hope. 

There was one thing that Morowi did not want to forget, and that was the 
names of all the friends lost along the way. From the second day, there 
were people who could not survive the voyage. Whether it was the poor 
conditions or the unbearable sorrow, many grew weak and died. Each 
time, Morowi felt extreme despair. But he vowed to remember each name. 
He said a prayer for them all every night. Sadly, the list grew longer each 
night.

Morowi had also counted each day diligently. Kwesi helped him keep 
count. On the day their count reached sixty, Morowi hit rock bottom. He 
had a terrible cough and no appetite. He drifted in and out of 
consciousness. 

“I don’t think I’ll make it,” he whimpered softly to Kwesi. 

Kwesi did not know what to say. Usually, it was Morowi who was cheering 
him up. Suddenly, Kwesi heard some chatter nearby. One name caught 
his attention. 

“Hey Morowi,” he said. “What was your sister’s name again?”
“Anika,” Morowi said sadly. 

Kwesi turned around and whispered to the person beside him. That 
person turned around and whispered Kwesi’s message to the next child. 
Kwesi’s message travelled from the hull of the ship all the way across to 
the bow. Finally, it reached a thirteen-year-old girl named Anika. 
“Hey, Anika?” a young woman said, “Is your brother’s name Morowi?”
Anika nodded.

ARL: 3.7

Morowi and  Anika - Pg 2
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“Are your ancestors from the Bonny tribe?”
Anika nodded again. She felt a sudden glimmer of hope.
“I can’t see in this dark. Do you have green eyes?”
“Yes!” Anika replied. 

The woman listened. Someone in the shadows whispered the last part of 
Kwesi’s message into her ear. “What was the name of your doll?” the 
woman finally asked.  

“Dee Dee,” Anika answered.
“I think you just found your brother!” the woman cried.  

Anika smiled and laughed and sobbed as she sent another message 
across the ship.  

“Morowi! We found Anika!” Kwesi said as he shook his friend back to life.
“Anika?” Morowi was doubtful. 

“There is a girl on the ship. Her name is Anika. Her ancestors are from the 
Bonny tribe. She has green eyes and her doll’s name is Dee Dee...” Kwesi 
explained.  

“It’s her!” Morowi cried. “It has to be!” 

“She says she’ll be waiting on the other side,” Kwesi said. “Hang on, my 
friend. For Anika!”  

Two days later, the ship came to a sudden halt. Morowi opened his eyes. 
Soon, there was a commotion across the room. People were being led out 
of the ship. People smiled, cheered, and cried. Morowi and Kwesi were 
relieved and full of joy. 

Morowi climbed slowly up a wooden ladder. He stepped into the sunlight 
for the first time in months and shielded his eyes. He followed the crowd 
away from the ships. They were given new clothes and some food and 
water. But they didn’t stay long. Groups of people were rounded up and 
taken away. 

“Where are we going?” Morowi asked.
“To work!” a man yelled. “What did you think?”
“I need to find Anika!” Morowi exclaimed. “Anika!” he called her name out 
loud. He yelled her name over and over again.
Suddenly, a man came and struck Morowi across the face. “Silence!” he 
bellowed. Kwesi helped Morowi up off the floor.

ARL: 3.7
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They walked for days. Morowi did his best to find Anika, but there was no 
sign of her. On the seventh day, Morowi and Kwesi arrived at a big 
cotton plantation. They recognized twenty others from the ship. A man 
carrying a whip told them that this plantation would be their new home. 
They were expected to work in exchange for a place to live and food to 
eat. In reality, they had no choice. 

“Please, sir. Where is my sister?” Morowi asked bravely.
The man cracked his whip. The sound alone was enough to silence 
Morowi. 

That night, Morowi wept. “I didn’t try hard enough,” he cried. “I’ll never 
find her!” 

“Yes, you did,” Kwesi said. “Be patient, you will find her. And at least, 
we’re still together.” 

Morowi knew that Kwesi was right. He wasn’t all alone.

Two years later, Morowi was working in the field. His clothes were torn. 
His hands were blistered. He was sweating in the sun. But Kwesi was 
there, working beside him. 

A new group of slaves arrived at the plantation. Girls walked along the 
edge of the field towards the big plantation house, where they would 
cook and clean.  

One girl caught Morowi’s attention. She had a soft face and bright green 
eyes. 

She passed Morowi. Just before it was too late, she noticed him too. She 
didn’t speak a word, but her eyes lit up. He recognized Anika and knew 
that she recognized him too.  

After a two-month journey across the ocean, and after two long years of 
searching, Morowi had found his little sister. There are still no words to 
describe the peace and joy Morowi felt that day.

ARL: 3.7

Morowi and  Anika - Pg 4
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Morowi and Anika
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Morowi woke to a loud BANG at the door. “Get up! Let’s go!” strange 
men shouted angrily while pointing guns at his face. Morowi sat up from his 
sleeping mat on the floor terrified, he did what the man said.  He shuffled 
outside with his sister. He was with dozens of other children, teenagers, men, 
and women. They all got up and followed the shouting men. One man tried 
to escape but was shot and left for dead as the group began to walk. 

Although unwilling, they feared death for not complying.  They followed 
them down a dirt path under the cover of night as the stars and moon were 
glimmering brightly against the dark sky. Soon, they could hear the 
squawking of birds and the crashing of waves. As they walked, Morowi 
searched frantically, eyes darting forward and back along the line of 
solemn faces for his little sister Anika. He couldn’t see her in the darkness. 
“Move along!” The men shouted at Morowi angrily. 

A large beach came into sight just as the sun started to rise. There were 
large docks and buildings and the largest ships that Morowi had ever seen. 
He gasped in awe. For a moment, Morowi forgot his fears and sorrows. For a 
moment, he forgot about being taken from his village and family. 

But a moment later, Morowi’s heart was engulfed in anguish. His father 
had been captured similarly while working in the village a year ago never to 
be seen again.  Morowi feared that if he boarded the ship, he would never 
see his family again too. His mother, a midwife and older sister had left two 
days ago for the next village to deliver a villager's baby.  He being the only 
son of 15 years old was left in charge of his sister Anika. His mother and sister 
would come home to an empty home.  He would never see their smiling 
faces again.  He once again frantically searched for his sister, but he could 
not find her amongst the other marching captives.  

The children followed the shouting men’s orders and walked to the 
enormous ships. One by one, the captive villagers were chained together 
before they crossed the dock and gangway. Morowi boarded the ship then 
descended into a dark room below deck. Everyone squeezed together 
tightly with hundreds of other villagers. It was so cramped that Morowi could 
feel quick and shallow breathing against the back of his neck.  

“Don’t worry,” Morowi said to the person behind him,  “It will be ok...we 
will be okay.” Morowi did not know this for sure, but he hoped with all his 
might.
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Morowi and  Anika - Pg 2

The boat lurched away from the dock and sailed into open seas.  
“I’m Kwesi. Do you know where we’re going?” the child behind Morowi 

asked.  
“They’re taking us to the Americas!” another voice in the crowd said. 
They discussed and debated but all Morowi knew was that he was going 

to be sick. The seas were growing rougher by the minute. As the ship tossed 
and turned in the waves, so did all of the passengers.  

“How long is the journey?” Morowi asked.  
“It’s better if you don’t know,” an older boy said. 
The minutes turned into hours. The hours turned into days. The days turned 

into weeks. Morowi eventually became used to the rocking of the ship. 
Slowly, he became friends with the children chained closest to him. He 
learned their names and where they had come from. He grew especially 
close to Kwesi. They talked about what they used to do in their villages.  

Kwesi had three brothers but no sister, so Morowi told him all about Anika. 
Talking to Kwesi helped him forget about his hunger and illness. It helped him 
forget about being packed in so tightly. It helped him forget about the 
horrible stench of their living quarters, which was also everyone’s latrine. Even 
when Morowi felt too weak and ill to whisper, talking to Kwesi gave him hope. 

There was one thing that Morowi did not want to forget, and that was the 
names of all the friends lost along the way. From the second day of the 
voyage, there were people who could not survive. Whether it was the 
horrendous conditions or the unbearable sorrow, many grew weak and died. 
Each time, Morowi felt extreme despair but he vowed to remember each 
name. He recited the prayer his mother had taught him for each lost soul 
every night. Sadly, the list grew longer each night. 

Morowi had also counted each day diligently and Kwesi helped him keep 
count. On the day their count reached sixty, Morowi's health and hope hit 
rock bottom. He had a terrible cough, no appetite to eat the scraps they 
were provided, and he drifted in and out of consciousness. 

“I don’t think I’ll make it,” he whimpered softly to Kwesi. 
Kwesi did not know what to say. Usually, it was Morowi who was cheering 

him up. Suddenly, Kwesi heard some chatter nearby. One name caught his 
attention.  

“Hey Morowi,” he said. “What was your sister’s name again?” 
“Anika,” Morowi said sadly.  
Kwesi turned around and whispered to the person beside him. That person 

turned around and whispered Kwesi’s message to the next child. Kwesi’s  
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Morowi and  Anika - Pg 3

message travelled from the hull of the ship all the way across to the bow 
like a game of telephone. Finally, it reached a thirteen-year-old girl named 
Anika.  

“Hey, Anika?” a young woman said, “Is your brother’s name Morowi?” 
Anika nodded. 
“Are your ancestors from the Bonny tribe?” 
Anika nodded again. She felt a sudden glimmer of hope. 
“I can’t see in this dark. Do you have green eyes?” 
“Yes!” Anika replied. 
The woman listened. Someone in the shadows whispered the last part of 

Kwesi’s message into her ear. “What was the name of your doll?” the woman 
finally asked. 

“Dee Dee,” Anika answered. 
“I think you just found your brother!” the woman cried.  
Anika smiled and laughed and sobbed as she sent another message 

across the ship.  
“Morowi! We found Anika!” Kwesi said as he shook his friend back to life. 
“Anika?” Morowi was doubtful. 
“There is a girl on the ship. Her name is Anika. Her ancestors are from the 

Bonny tribe. She has green eyes and her doll’s name is Dee Dee...” Kwesi 
explained.  

“It’s her!” Morowi cried with immense  relief and all his remaining energy. “It 
has to be!” 

“She says she’ll be waiting on the other side,” Kwesi said. “Hang on, my 
friend. For Anika!” This was enough motivation for Morowi to hold on to the 
sliver of energy he had remaining and keep his hope alive.  

Two days later, the ship came to a sudden halt as Morowi opened his eyes. 
Soon, there was a commotion across the room and people were being led 
out of the ship. People smiled, cheered, and cried. Morowi and Kwesi were 
relieved and full of joy. 

Morowi climbed slowly up a wooden ladder. He stepped into the sunlight 
for the first time in months and shielded his eyes. Still chained he walked 
along with other chained captives in the crowd away from the ships. They 
were given new clothes and some food and water. But they didn’t stay long. 
Groups of people were rounded up and taken away. 

“Where are we going?” Morowi asked. 
“To work!” a man yelled. “What did you think?” 
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“I need to find Anika!” Morowi exclaimed. “Anika!” He called her name out 
loud. He yelled her name over and over again. 

Suddenly, a man came and struck Morowi across the face. “Silence!” he 
bellowed. Kwesi helped a shocked Morowi up off the ground.  

They travelled for days. Morowi did his best to find Anika, but there was no 
sign of her. On the seventh day, Morowi and Kwesi arrived at a big cotton 
plantation. They recognized twenty others from the ship. A man carrying a 
whip told them that this plantation would be their new home. They were 
expected to work in exchange for a place to live and food to eat. In reality, 
they had no choice, they were slaves now. 

“Please, sir. Where is my sister?” Morowi asked bravely. 
The man cracked his whip. The sound alone was enough to silence Morowi. 
That night, Morowi wept. “I didn’t try hard enough,” he cried with the 

sorrow of a raging storm. “I’ll never find her!” 
“Yes, you did, you tried everything you could,” Kwesi said. “Be patient, you 

will find her eventually.  I am forever thankful that we’re still together.   A 
friendly face is some minor comfort in this wretched new life.” 

Morowi knew that Kwesi was right because he wasn’t all alone. 
Two long and difficult years later, Morowi was working in the field of a 

cotton plantation.  His life as a slave in Virginia had been difficult.  As slaves, 
they were beaten regularly or whipped for minor infractions. His clothes were 
torn, his hands were blistered, he was always hungry, and wished beyond all 
hope to return to his village. Today he was sweating in the sun as the 
overseer watched to ensure Morowi was working to his satisfaction. Kwesi 
was there too, working beside him. 

A new group of slaves arrived at the plantation. Girls walked along the 
edge of the field towards the big plantation house, where they would cook 
and clean.  

One girl caught Morowi’s attention. She had a soft face and bright green 
eyes. 

Morowi stared with familiar recognition towards the girl. She must have felt 
his eyes on her as she finally glanced his way.  She didn’t speak a word, but 
her eyes lit up and look of surprise coupled with relief passed over her face.  
He recognized Anika and knew that she recognized him too.  

After a two-month journey across the ocean, and after two long years of 
searching, Morowi had found his little sister. They would never disclose that 
they were family as many plantation owners split families up on purpose.  
Morowi was relieved that day to know that his sister was close by and with 
him.  It gave him hope, a feeling that he often wondered had been lost.   
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Morowi woke to a thunderous BANG at the door. “Get up! Let’s go!” 
strange and unfamiliar men shouted angrily while pointing guns in his face. 
Morowi sat up from his sleeping mat on the floor terrified, he complied with 
what the man said.  He shuffled outside with his sister where they were 
immediately separated and then tied together with other strangers. He was 
with dozens of other children, teenagers, men, and women. They all walked 
forward as the shouting men commanded. One man at the end of the rope 
broke free and tried to escape.  But he was shot, and left for dead as the 
group began to walk on.  

Even though they were  unwilling to leave, they feared death for not 
complying with their captors.  They walked them down a dirt path under the 
cover of night as the stars and moon were glimmering brightly against the 
dark sky. Soon, they could hear the squawking of birds and the crashing of 
waves. As they walked, Morowi searched frantically, eyes darting forward 
and back along the line of solemn faces for his little sister Anika. He couldn’t 
see her in the darkness. “Move along!” men shouted at Morowi angrily. 

A large overgrown beach came into sight just as the sun started to rise 
along the horizon. There were large oversized docks, towering buildings and 
the most enormous ships that Morowi had ever seen. He gasped in awe and 
disbelief. For a moment, Morowi forgot his fears and sorrows. For a moment, 
he forgot about being taken away from his village and family. 

But a moment later, Morowi’s heart was engulfed in anguish. His father had 
been captured similarly while working in the village a year ago never to be 
seen again. He feared that if he boarded the ship, he would never see his 
family again too. His mother, a midwife and older sister had left two days ago 
for the next village to deliver a villager's baby.  He being the only son of 15 
years old was left in charge of his sister Anika. His mother and sister would 
come home to an empty home.  He would never see their smiling faces 
again.  He once again frantically searched for his sister, but he could not find 
her amongst the other marching captives.  

The children followed the shouting men’s orders and shuffled to the 
enormous ships. One by one, the captive villagers were chained together 
before they crossed the dock and gangway. Morowi boarded the ship then 
descended into a dark room below deck. Everyone squeezed together 
tightly with hundreds of other villagers. The vessel had been 
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Morowi and  Anika - Pg 2

packed with people from bow to stern. Morowi could feel quick and 
shallow breathing against the back of his neck.  

“Don’t worry,” Morowi said to the person behind him, “It will be ok...we will 
be okay.” Morowi did not know this for sure, but he tried to maintain an 
optimistic outlook with all his might. 

The boat lurched away from the dock and sailed into open seas.  
“I’m Kwesi, do you know where we’re going?” the child behind Morowi 

asked.  
“They’re taking us to the Americas” another voice in the crowd said. 
They discussed and debated but all Morowi knew was that he was going to 

be sick. The seas were growing rougher by the minute. As the ship pitched 
and heaved in the waves, so did all of the captive men, women and children.  

“How long is this treacherous journey?” Morowi asked the group of people 
around him.  

“It’s better if you don’t know,” an older boy said. 

The minutes turned into hours. The hours turned into days. The days turned 
into weeks. Morowi eventually became acclimated to the rocking of the ship. 
Slowly, he became friends with the children chained closest to him. He 
learned their names and where they had come from. He grew especially 
connected to Kwesi, and they regularly conversed about what they used to 
do in their villages.  

Kwesi had three brothers but no sister, so Morowi told him all about Anika. 
Talking to Kwesi helped him forget about his hunger and illness. It helped him 
forget about being packed in so tightly amongst the other captives. Anything 
to forget the atrocious stench of their living quarters, which was also 
everyone’s latrine. Even when Morowi felt too weak and ill to whisper, talking 
to Kwesi gave him hope. 

There was one memory that Morowi did not want to forget, and that was 
the names of all the friends who had been lost along the journey. From the 
second day of the immense  voyage, there were people who did not survive. 
Whether it was the horrendous conditions or the unbearable sorrow, many 
grew weak and died aboard the ship. Each time, Morowi felt extreme despair 
but he vowed to remember each person's name. He recited the prayer of 
mourning his mother had taught him for each lost soul every night. Sadly, the 
list of fallen captives grew longer each day.
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Morowi had also counted each day diligently and Kwesi helped him keep 
count. On the day their count reached sixty, Morowi's health and hope hit 
rock bottom. He had a terrible cough, no appetite to eat the scraps they 
were provided, and he drifted in and out of consciousness. 

“I don’t think I’ll make it,” he whimpered softly to Kwesi. 
Kwesi, who usually didn't struggle to find his words, did not know what to 

say. Usually, it was Morowi who was cheering Kwesi up. Suddenly, Kwesi 
heard some chatter amongst the people nearby. While overhearing the 
chatter one name caught his attention and made his ears perk up. 

“Hey, Morowi,” he said, “What was your younger sister’s name again?” 
“Her name is Anika, she was the most beautiful girl of the Bonny tribe.  Oh, 

how I miss her green eyes dearly,” Morowi said sadly. 
Kwesi turned around and whispered to the person beside him, passing key 

details along that would accurately identify Anika. That person turned 
around and whispered Kwesi’s message to the next child. Kwesi’s message 
travelled from the hull of the ship all the way across to the bow like a game 
of telephone. Finally, it reached a thirteen-year-old girl named Anika.  

“Hey, Anika?” a young woman said, “Is your brother’s name Morowi?” 
Anika nodded. 
“Are your ancestors from the Bonny tribe?” 
Anika nodded again. She felt a sudden glimmer of hope. 
“I can’t see in this dark. Do you have green eyes?” 
“Yes!” Anika replied. 
The woman listened intently to Anika's answers. Someone in the shadows 

whispered the last part of Kwesi’s message into her ear. “Was your mother a 
midwife?” the woman finally asked. 

“My mother’s name was Dee Dee,” Anika answered. 
“I think you just found your brother!” the woman cried.  
Anika smiled, laughed and sobbed as she sent another message across 

the ship.  
“Morowi! We found Anika!” Kwesi said as he shook his friend back to life. 
“Anika?” Morowi was doubtful. 
“There is a girl on the ship and her name is Anika. She says that her 

ancestors are from the Bonny tribe. She has green eyes and her mother's 
name is Dee Dee...” Kwesi explained. 
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“It’s her,” Morowi cried with immense  relief using up all of his remaining 
energy. “It has to be!” 

“She says she’ll be waiting on the other side,” Kwesi said. “Hang on my 
friend, stay strong for your beautiful sister Anika!” This was enough 
motivation for Morowi to hold on to the sliver of energy he had remaining 
and keep his hope alive.  

Two days later, the ship came to a sudden halt as Morowi opened his 
eyes. Soon, there was a commotion across the room and people were 
being led out of the ship. People smiled, cheered, and cried. Morowi and 
Kwesi were relieved and full of joy. 

Morowi climbed slowly up a wooden ladder and out of the ship. He 
stepped into the sunlight for the first time in months and shielded his eyes. 
He walked along the deck of the ship with the other chained captives in 
the crowd away from the ships. They were given new clothes and some 
food and water. But they didn’t stay long because groups of people were 
rounded up and taken away. 

“Where are we going?” Morowi asked the man leading the captive 
slaves away. 

“To work!” a man yelled. “What did you think?” 
“I need to find Anika!” Morowi exclaimed. “Anika!” He called her name 

out loud. He yelled her name over and over again. 
Suddenly, a man came and struck Morowi across the face. Morowi fell to 

the ground with the force of the blow. “Silence!” the man bellowed loudly 
as he readied the whip that was at his side. Kwesi helped a shocked 
Morowi up off the ground.  

The boys and a few other men travelled for days and days. Morowi had 
done his best to find Anika before they left, but there was no sign of her. On 
the seventh day, Morowi and Kwesi arrived at an expansive cotton 
plantation. They recognized twenty others from the ship. A man carrying a 
whip told them that this plantation would be their new home. They were 
expected to work in exchange for a place to live and food to eat. In reality, 
they had no choice, they were slaves now.  They would be treated as lesser 
humans forced to work and labour in the cotton fields by their new white 
master. 

“Please, sir, where is my sister?” Morowi asked bravely. 
The man lifted the whip high in the air and it uncoiled quickly with a loud 

crack. The monstrous sound alone was enough to silence Morowi.
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That night, Morowi wept. “I didn’t try hard enough,” he cried with the 
sorrow of a raging storm. “I’ll never find her!” 

“Yes, you did, you tried everything you could,” Kwesi said. “Be patient, 
you will find her eventually.  I am forever thankful that we’re still together.   
A friendly face is some minor comfort in this wretched new life." 

Morowi knew that Kwesi's words were accurate because he wasn’t all 
alone. 

Two long and difficult years later, Morowi was working in the field of the 
same cotton plantation.  His life as a slave in Virginia had been 
tumultuous.  As slaves, they were beaten regularly or whipped for minor 
infractions. His clothes were torn, his hands were blistered, he was always 
hungry, and wished beyond all hope to return to his village. Today he 
was sweating in the sun as the overseer watched to ensure Morowi was 
working to his satisfaction. Kwesi was there too, working beside him. 

A new group of slaves arrived at the plantation. Girls walked along the 
edge of the field towards the big plantation house where they would 
cook and clean.  

One girl caught Morowi’s attention. She had a soft face and bright 
green eyes. 

Morowi stared with familiar recognition towards the girl. She must have 
felt his eyes on her as she finally glanced his way.  She didn’t speak a 
word, but her eyes lit up and look of surprise coupled with relief passed 
over her face.  He recognized Anika and knew that she recognized him 
too.  

After a two-month journey across the ocean, and after two long years 
of searching, Morowi had found his little sister. They would never disclose 
that they were family as many plantation owners split families up on 
purpose.  Morowi was relieved that day to know that his sister was close 
by and with him.  It gave him hope, a feeling that he often wondered 
had been lost.   
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Civil Rights Movement
Sometimes	people	are	not	treated	equally.		In	the	1950s	and	1960s	people	of	
colour	were	not	treated	fairly.		The	laws	were	not	fair.		These	were	called	the	
Jim	Crow	laws.		People	of	colour	were	told	they	were	equal.		However,	they	
were	not	treated	equally.		The	races	were	separated.		For	example,	black	
children	went	to	poor	schools.		Blacks	and	whites	could	not	share	the	same	
water	fountain.		People	of	colour	also	did	not	have	good	libraries,	banking	
services,	or	good	healthcare.	

Some	people	knew	this	was	wrong.		These	people	became	activists.		They	
worked	to	change	the	rules	and	laws	that	kept	people	apart.		This	time	in	
history	was	called	the	Civil	Rights	Movement.		Martin	Luther	King	Jr,	Rosa	
Parks,	Malcom	X,	and	Ruby	Bridges	were	all	leaders	at	this	time.		They	used	
their	words	and	actions	to	stand	up	for	their	rights.			

Many	good	changes	were	made	during	this	time.	Their	work	changed	many	
laws	to	make	them	fairer.		Today,	people	are	still	fighting	for	equal	rights.		

Many	positive	changes	were	made	at	this	time	in	history.		The	laws	changed.		
They	began	to	be	fairer.		Today’s	civil	rights	leaders	fight	a	new	battle.		Today,	
the	goal	is	to	change	how	people	think,	feel,	and	act.		

what it looks like today

ARL:4.4

Reverend Al Sharpton 
Reverend	Al	Sharpton	is	a	civil	rights	leader.	He	founded	
the	National	Action	Network.	It	is	one	of	the	best	civil	
rights	groups	in	the	USA.	They	want	equal	rights	for	all.	
They	also	want	people	of	colour	to	have	the	same	
chances	to	find	success.		They	help	people	who	are	poor,	
need	better	jobs,	or	need	to	go	to	school.	They	also	fight	
for	victims	of	police	violence.			In	2010,	he	led	the	
Reclaim	the	Dream	March.		The	march	was	held	47	years	
after	MLK's	historical	March	on	Washington. Image by: AFGE on Flickr
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Ilwad Elman 
Ilwad	Elman	is	a	Somali-Canadian.		She	was	a	
nominee	for	the	Nobel	Peace	prize	in	2019.		Her	work	
has	won	her	many	awards.	Her	father	was	an	activist	
in	Somalia.		He	was	shot	near	his	family	home.		After	
her	father's	death,	she	left	Somalia	with	her	mother	
and	sisters	and	came	to	Canada.			Ilwad's	mother	
went	back	to	Somalia	in	2007.		She	went	back	to	
continue	her	husband's	work.		Her	mother	started	
the	Elman	Peace	and	Human	Rights	Center.		Ilwad	
joined	her	mother	in	2010.		Now	the	center	is	led	by	
Ilwad.		It	helps	by	tracking	human	rights	abuse	cases.		
They	also	guide	women	in	leadership	roles.	This	helps	
the		
women	to	be	better	leaders.		She	also	started	Sister	Somalia.		It	is	a	program	
that	helps	women.		These	women	are	the	victims	of	many	types	of	abuse.			

ARL: 4.4

Civil Rights Movement- Pg 2

Reverend Dr. Brent Hawkes 
Rev.	Hawkes	was	the	pastor	at	a	community	church	in	Toronto.	He	is	also	and	
LGBTQ2S+	activist.	In	the	1980’s	he	went	on	a	25-day	hunger	strike.		He	was	
protesting	the	bath	house	raids	by	Toronto	police.		The	police	had	unfairly		

raided	and	arrested	300	gay	men.		They	were	
arrested	for	being	in	a	bath	house.		The	gay	
community	protested	against	the	police.		This	event	
was	a	turning	point	in	Canada’s	history	for	LGBTQ2S+	
people.	It	helped	them	to	gain	more	rights	and	
freedoms.		Laws	changed	that	allowed	people	who	
were	gay	to	get	married.		It	was	also	the	start	of	the	
Toronto	Pride	parade.		One	of	the	largest	pride	
parades	in	the	world.	Rev.	Hawkes	is	still	an	advocate	
for	LGBTQ2S+	people.		He	has	also	received	many	
awards	for	his	work.	He	retired	in	2018	but	remains	
as	a	well-known	gay	rights	activist.	
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The REDress Project 
Metis	artist	Jaime	Black	created	The	REDress	project.		
It	started	with	finding	red	dresses.		Then	the	dresses	
were	hung	in	public	places	and	museums.	As	art,	they	
were	used	as	a	symbol.	Each	red	dress	was	for	a	
missing	or	murdered	Indigenous	women.		The	art	
shows	a	growing	problem	in	Canada.	Over	300	
women	are	missing.		But	the	police	don’t	see	these	
cases	as	crimes.		So,	the	women	are	not	found.		Many	
families	insist	the	women	were	killed.		The	REDress	project	helps	to	speak	
up	for	women.		It	wants	to	stop	violence	against	aboriginal	women.

Barack Obama 
Barack	Obama	was	the	first	black	US	President.		Before	
being	president,	he	was	an	activist	and	lawyer.		As	
president,	he	wanted	to	make	people	more	equal.		He	
worked	to	make	laws	stronger.		Some	laws	helped	to	
protect	people	from	prejudice.	He	also	wanted	a	fair	
criminal	justice	system.	Finally,	he	wanted	to	make	
sure	everyone	had	equal	access	to	voting.	He	served	as	
president	from	2009	to	2017.	Today,	he	is	a	leader	who	
helps	local	communities.	He	gives	speeches	and	goes	
to	events.		These	events	help	him	talk	to	people	to		
make	further	changes.		He	helps	people	make	a	difference	and	change	the	world.	

ARL: 4.4

Civil Rights Movement- Pg 3

The Innocence Project 
The	Innocence	Project	works	on	one	major	civil	rights	issue.		
They	fight	to	free	innocent	people	from	prisons.		Many	
people	in	prisons	are	people	of	colour.		In	the	USA,	24%	of	
all	people	are	black	and	Hispanic.		But,	in	prisons	65%	of	
inmates	are	black	or	Hispanic.			When	you	are	arrested	and	
found	guilty	of	a	crime	you	go	to	jail.		However,	black	and	
Hispanic	people	are	more	likely	than	white	people	to	go	to		

jail	for	the	same	crime.	This	is	a	problem.	The	Innocence	Project	was	started	by	
two	lawyers.	They	wanted	to	fix	this	problem.	Their	names	are	Peter	Neufeld	
and	Barry	Scheck.	They	wanted	the	use	of	DNA	testing	to	free	people	who	
were	not	guilty.	They	have	freed	362	people	to	date.
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Black Lives Matter 

Black	Lives	Matter	is	a	world-wide	group.		They	
wanted	to	stop	violence	against	black	people.		
The	group	was	made	in	2012.		It	formed	after	a	
17	year	old	black	boy	was	killed.		His	name	was	
Trayvon	Martin.		He	was	shot	by	a	George	
Zimmerman.		Zimmerman	said	he	was	scared	of	
Martin.		Martin	was	walking	past	his	house.		He	
was	unarmed	and	wearing	a	hoodie.	Zimmerman	
was	found	not	guilty	of	murder.			This	made	
people	angry.			

Some	people	asked,	"don't	all	lives	matter?"	While	all	lives	matter,	this	group	
wants	to	talk	about	crimes	against	black	people.		Too	many	crimes	are	ignored	
by	the	media.		BLM	wants	to	stop	race-based	violence	against	black	people	by	
the	police	and	others.		We	should	not	ignore	someone's	death	because	they	are	
black.			

ARL: 4.4

Civil Rights Movement- Pg 4

#MeToo 
The	Me	Too	movement	started	in	2006.	It	

helps	female	victims	of	violence	and	
harassment.	Too	many	women	stay	silent	when	
bad	things	happen	to	them.		They	didn't	feel	
safe	telling	their	stories.		Or,	they	felt	that	no	
one	would	believe	them.			#MeToo	hopes	to	end	
the	silence	of	women.		It	helps	to	tell	the	stories	
of	female	victims.	When	you	don't	know	
something	bad	is	happening	you	can't	fix	it.		The	
group	started	by	using	#metoo	on	Twitter.			In	
2018	more	women	began	to	tell	their	stories.		
Now	people	are	talking	about	these	problems.			

The	people	who	do	bad	things	to	women	are	getting	in	trouble.		Violence	and	
harassment	towards	women	is	never	okay.		

Johnny Silvercloud - Flickr
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Civil Rights Movement
The	Civil	Rights	movement	was	a	key	time	in	history.		It	happened	in	the	1950s	
and	1960s.		People	of	colour	wanted	to	be	treated	equally.		At	that	time,	the	
laws	were	not	fair	for	people	of	colour.	The	law	said	that	they	should	be	equal	
but	separated	from	whites.		For	example,	black	children	went	to	inferior	
schools,	and	for	the	same	crime	they	were	given	worse	punishments.		They	
did	not	have	good	libraries,	banking	services,	and	quality	healthcare.	

Some	people	knew	changes	were	needed.		This	is	how	the	Civil	Rights	
Movement	began.	Local	leaders	and	regular	people	began	to	stand	up	for	
their	rights.		Martin	Luther	King	Jr,	Rosa	Parks,	Malcom	X,	and	Ruby	Bridges	
were	all	Civil	Rights	activists.		These	leaders	showed	people	how	to	stand	up	
and	fight	for	their	rights.		

Many	positive	changes	were	made	during	this	time.	Their	work	changed	many	
laws	to	make	them	fairer.		Today,	people	are	still	fighting	for	equal	rights.	
These	include	people	of	colour,	women,	children,	the	poor,	and	those	from	
other	minority	groups.		Today’s	civil	right	activists	fight	a	different	battle.		
Today,	the	goal	is	to	change	the	way	people	think,	feel,	and	act.		

what it looks like today

BRL: 5.4

Reverend Al Sharpton 
Reverend	Al	Sharpton	is	a	civil	rights	leader.	He	founded	
the	National	Action	Network.	It	is	one	of	the	leading	civil	
rights	groups	in	the	USA.	They	fight	for	equal		treatment	
for	others.	They	also	want	people	of	colour	to	have	the	
same	chances	to	be	successful.		They	help	people	who	
are	poor,	need	better	jobs,	or	need	to	go	to	school.		They	
also	fight	for	victims	of	police	violence.			In	2010,	he	led	
the	Reclaim	the	Dream	March.		The	march	was	held	47	
years	after	Martin	Luther	King	Jr.’s	historical	march	on	
Washington.

Image by: AFGE on Flickr
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Ilwad Elman 
Ilwad	Elman	is	a	Somali-Canadian.		She	was	named	as	a	
nominee	for	the	Nobel	Peace	prize	in	2019.		Her	work	has	
won	her	many	awards.	Her	father	was	an	activist	in	
Somalia.		He	was	shot	near	his	family	home.		After	her	
father's	death,	she	left	Somalia.		She	came	to	Canada	with	
her	mother	and	sisters.			Ilwad's	mother	went	back	to	
Somalia	in	2007	to	continue	her	husband's		work.		Her	
mother	started	the	Elman	Peace	and	Human	Rights	
Center.		Ilwad	joined	her	mother	in	2010.		Now	the	center,	
led	by	Ilwad,	helps	by	tracking	human	rights	abuse	cases.		
They	also	guide	women	with	leadership	roles.	They	help	
women	become	better	leaders.		She	also	started,	Sister	
Somalia,	which	is	a	program	that	helps	women.		These	
women	are	the	victims	of	many	types	of	abuse.			

BRL: 5.4

Civil Rights Movement- Pg 2

Reverend Dr. Brent Hawkes 
Reverend	Hawkes	is	an	activist	for	the	LGBTQ2S+	community.		He	was	the	
senior	pastor	at	the	Metropolitan	Community	Church	of	Toronto.		He	has	
served	in	this	role	from	1977-2018.			In	the	early	1980s	the	Toronto	police	
raided	four	gay	bath	houses.		These	were	safe	places	for	gay	men	to	meet	
others.		At	this	time,	gay	people	were	victims	of	a	lot	of	unfair	treatment.	The	
police	arrested	around	300	men.		This	started	many	protests.	The	protests	were	
to	fight	against	the	unfair	treatment	of	gay	people	by	the	police.		Rev.	Hawkes		

engaged	in	a	25-day	hunger	strike	as	a	protest.		The	
fight	against	these	raids	was	a	turning	point.		It	
helped	to	gain	more	rights	and	freedoms	for	the	
LGBTQ2S+	community.		These	included	legal	
marriage	and	other	changes	in	laws.		It	was	also	
the	start	of	the	Toronto	Pride	parade.		Rev.	Hawkes	
has	continued	being	a	well	respected	advocate	for	
LGBTQ2S+	people.		He	has	also	received	many	
awards	for	his	work.	He	retired	in	2018	but	remains	
a	well	known	gay	rights	activist.	
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The REDress Project 
Metis	artist	Jaime	Black	created	The	REDress	project.		It	
started	with	hanging	red	dresses.		The	red	dresses	were	
hung	at	public	places	and	museums.	They	were	used	as	
an	important	art	symbol.	Each	red	dress	was	a	symbol	of	
missing	and	murdered	Indigenous	women	in	Canada.		The	
art	shows	a	growing	problem	in	Canada.	Over	300	women	
are	missing.		The	problem	is	that	the	police	don’t	
investigate	these	cases	as	crimes.		Many	families	insist	
the	women	were	killed.		The	REDress	project	helps	to	
advocate	for	women.		It	wants	to	stop	violence	against	
aboriginal	women.

Barack Obama 
Barack	Obama	is	the	first	black	person	to	become	a	US	
President.		Before	becoming	president,	he	was	a	civil	rights	
activist	and	lawyer.		As	president,	he	wanted	to	make	
people	more	equal.		He	worked	to	make	laws	stronger.		
Some	laws	helped	to	protect	people	from	prejudice.	He	also	
wanted	to	make	the	criminal	justice	system	fairer.	Finally,	he	
wanted	to	make	sure	everyone	had	equal	access	to	voting.	
He	served	as	president	from	2009	to	2017.	Today,	
he	is	a	leader	who	helps	local	communities.	He	makes	speeches	and	goes	to	
events.		These	events	help	him	talk	to	people	to	make	further	changes.		He	
helps	people	make	a	difference	and	change	the	world.	

BRL: 5.4

Civil Rights Movement- Pg 3

The Innocence Project 
The	Innocence	Project	works	on	one	major	civil	rights	
issue.		They	fight	to	free	innocent	people	from	prison.		
Many	people	in	prison	are	people	of	colour.		In	the	
USA,	24%	of	all	people	were	black	and	Hispanic.		But,	
in	prisons	65%	of	prisoners	are	black	or	Hispanic.			
When	you	are	arrested	and	found	guilty	of	a	crime	you	
go	to	jail.		However,	black	and	Hispanic	people	are	
more	likely	than	white	people	to	go	to	jail	for	the		

same	crime.	This	is	a	problem.	The	Innocence	Project	was	started	by	two	lawyers.		
Their	names	are	Peter	Neufeld	and	Barry	Scheck.	They	demanded	the	use	of	DNA	
testing	to	free	innocent	people.	They	have	freed	362	people	to	date.
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Black Lives Matter 
Black	Lives	Matter	is	a	world-wide	group.		Their	
goal	is	to	stop	violence	against	black	people.		
Alicia	Garza,	Patrisse	Cullors,	and	Opal	Tometi	
created	the	group	in	2012.		It	happened	after	a	
17	year	old	unarmed	black	boy	named	Trayvon	
Martin	was	killed.	He	was	shot	by	a	George	
Zimmerman.		Zimmerman	was	found	innocent	of	
murder.			This	made	people	angry.		They	felt	that	
Zimmerman	shot	Martin	because	of	his	colour.			
This	event	spurred	the	Black	Lives	Matter	
movement.		

Some	people	had	a	problem	with	their	mission	asking,	"don't	all	lives	matter?".	
While	all	lives	matter,	this	group	wants	to	raise	awareness	of	crimes	against	
black	people.		These	crimes	are	often	ignored	by	the	media.		BLM	wants	to	stop	
violence	against	black	people	by	the	police	and	others.		By	raising	awareness	
when	these	types	of	things	happen,	they	hope	to	bring	awareness	by	stopping	
them	from	happening	in	the	future.			

BRL: 5.4

Civil Rights Movement- Pg 4

#MeToo 
The	Me	Too	movement	started	in	2006.	It	helps	
female	victims	of	violence	and	harassment.	Too	
many	women	have	stayed	silent	about	the	bad	
things	that	have	happened	to	them.		#MeToo	
hopes	to	end	the	silence	of	women.		It	helps	to	
tell	the	stories	of	the	female	victims.	When	you	
don't	know	something	bad	is	happening	you	
can't	fix	it.		The	group	started	using	#metoo	on	
Twitter	to	tell	women's	stories.		Women	began	
to	tell	their	stories.		This	sparked	an	important	
conversation	in	our	society.	Violence	and	
harassment	towards	women	is	never	okay.		

Johnny Silvercloud - Flickr
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Civil Rights Movement
The	Civil	Rights	movement	was	a	key	time	in	history.		It	happened	through	the	
1950s	and	1960s.		People	of	colour	were	fighting	for	equal	treatment.		At	that	
time,	the	laws	did	not	treat	black	people	equally.	The	law	said	that	black	
people	should	be	equal	but	separate.		For	example,	black	children	went	to	
inferior	schools.		They	were	given	harsher	punishments	for	similar	crimes.				
They	also	lacked	access	to	good	libraries,	banking	services,	and	healthcare.	

Some	people	thought	that	changes	were	needed.		This	is	how	the	Civil	Rights	
Movement	began.	Local	leaders	and	regular	people	began	to	stand	up	for	
their	rights.		Martin	Luther	King	Jr,	Rosa	Parks,	Malcom	X,	and	Ruby	Bridges	
were	all	Civil	Rights	activists.		As	activists,	they	inspired	people	to	make	good	
changes.			

These	activists	made	many	positive	changes	during	this	time.	Their	work	
changed	many	laws	to	make	them	fairer.		Today,	many	people	are	still	fighting	
to	protect	the	rights	of	people.	These	include	people	of	colour,	women,	
children,	the	poor,	and	those	from	other	minority	groups.			

Today’s	civil	right	activists	fight	a	different	battle.		Today,	the	battle	is	not	
about	changing	government	laws.	Now,	the	goal	is	to	change	the	way	people	
think,	feel,	and	act.		

what it looks like today

CRL: 6.1

Reverend Al Sharpton 
Reverend	Al	Sharpton	is	a	civil	rights	leader.	He	founded	the	
National	Action	Network.	It	is	one	of	the	leading	civil	rights	
groups	in	the	USA.	They	fight	for	equal		treatment	for	
others.	They	also	want	people	of	colour	to	have	the	same	
chances	to	be	successful.		They	help	people	who	are	poor,	
need	better	jobs,	or	need	to	go	to	school.		They	also	fight	
for	victims	of	police	violence.			In	2010,	he	led	the	Reclaim	
the	Dream	March.		The	march	was	held	47	years	after	
Martin	Luther	King	Jr.’s	historical	march	on	Washington. Image by: AFGE on Flickr
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Ilwad Elman 
Ilwad	Elman	is	a	Somali-Canadian.		She	was	nominated	
for	the	Nobel	Peace	prize	in	2019	for	her	work	on	human	
rights.		She	came	to	Canada	with	her	mother	and	sisters	
after	her	father's	death.		He	was	an	activist	in	Somalia.		
He	was	shot	near	his	family	home.		Ilwad's	mother	went	
back	to	Somalia	in	2007	and	started	the	Elman	Peace	and	
Human	Rights	Center.		Ilwad	joined	her	mother	in	2010.		
Now,	the	center	helps	track	human	rights	abuse	cases.		
They	guide	women	within	leadership	roles	to	become	
better	leaders.		She	also	started	Sister	Somalia.		It	is	a	
program	that	helps	women.		Women	who	are	the	victims	
of	many	types	of	abuse.			

CRL: 6.1

Civil Rights Movement- Pg 2

Reverend Dr. Brent Hawkes 
Reverend	Hawkes	is	an	activist	for	the	LGBTQ2S+	community.		He	was	the	
senior	pastor	at	the	Metropolitan	Community	Church	of	Toronto.		He	has	
served	in	this	role	since	1977.			In	the	early	1980s	the	Toronto	police	raided	four	
gay	bathhouses.		These	were	safe	places	for	gay	people	to	meet	other	gay	
people.		

They	arrested	around	300	men.		This	started	many	
protests.	The	protests	were	to	fight	against	the	
police	discrimination	towards	gay	people.		Rev.	
Hawkes	engaged	in	a	25-day	hunger	strike	as	a	
protest.		The	fight	against	these	raids	were	a	
turning	point.		It	helped	to	gain	more	rights	and	
freedoms	for	the	LGBTQ2S+	community.		These	
included	legal	marriage	and	other	changes	in	laws.		
It	was	also	the	start	of	the	Toronto	Pride	parade.		
Rev.	Hawkes	has	continued	as	a	well	respected	
advocate	for	LGBTQ2S+	people.		He	has	also	
received	many	awards	and	accolades	for	his	work.		
He	retired	in	2018	but	remains	as	a	well-known	gay	
rights	activist.	
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Barack Obama 
Barack	Obama	is	the	first	black	person	to	become	a	US	
President.		Obama’s	opinions	all	followed	the	civil	rights	
agenda.		He	helped	people	with	equality.		He	did	this	
with	jobs,	healthcare,	education,	and	women’s	rights.	He	
served	as	president	from	2009	to	2017.	Today,	he	is	a	
leader	who	helps	local	communities.	He	gives	his	
support	by	making	speeches	and	going	to	events.		He	
helps	students	and	young	people	with	making	a	
difference	and	changing	the	world.		

The REDress Project 
The	REDress	project	was	created	by	a	metis	artist	named	
Jaime	Black.		It	started	with	collecting	red	dresses.		The	
red	dresses	were	then	hung	and	placed	in	public	places	
and	museums	as	an	important	symbol.		The	dresses	
represented	the	missing	and	murdered	Indigenous	
women	in	Canada.		The	art	highlights	a	growing	problem	
in	many	Indigenous	communities.	Over	300	women	are	
missing	and	police	don’t	investigate	them	as	crimes.		
Many	families	insist	these	women	were	murdered.		The	
REDress	project	advocates	to	stop	the	increased	violence	
against	aboriginal	women.

CRL: 6.1

Civil Rights Movement- Pg 3

The Innocence Project 
The	Innocence	Project	is	focused	on	one	major	
civil	rights	issue.		They	fight	to	free	innocent	
people	from	prison.		Many	people	in	prison	are	
minorities.		In	the	USA,	24%	of	the	population	
is	black	and	Hispanic.		But,	in	prisons	black	and	
Hispanic	people	are	65%	of	the	population.	
The	Innocence	Project	was	started	by	two	
lawyers.		Their	names	are	Peter	Neufeld	and	
Barry	Scheck.	They	demanded	the	use	of	DNA	
testing	to	free	innocent	people.	They	have	
freed	362	people	to	date.	
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Black Lives Matter 
Black	Lives	Matter	is	a	world-wide	group.		Their	
goal	is	to	stop	violence	against	black	people.		
Alicia	Garza,	Patrisse	Cullors,	and	Opal	Tometi	
created	the	group	in	2012.		It	happened	after	a	
17	year	old	unarmed	black	boy	named	Trayvon	
Martin	was	killed.	He	was	shot	by	a	George	
Zimmerman.		Zimmerman	was	found	innocent	of	
murder.			This	made	people	angry.		They	felt	that		
Martin	was	shot	by	Zimmerman	because	Martin	was	black.		This	event	spurred	
the	Black	Lives	Matter	movement.		

Some	people	had	a	problem	with	their	mission	asking,	"don't	all	lives	matter?".	
While	all	lives	matter,	this	group	wants	to	raise	awareness	of	crimes	against	
black	people.		These	crimes	are	often	ignored	by	the	media.		BLM	wants	to	stop	
violence	against	black	people	by	the	police	and	others.		By	raising	awareness	
when	these	things	happen	they	hope	changes	can	be	made	to	stop	them	in	the	
future.		

CRL: 6.1

Civil Rights Movement- Pg 4

#MeToo 
The	Me	Too	movement	was	founded	in	2006.	Its	
focus	is	to	help	women	who	are	victims	of	
violence	and	harassment.	It	hopes	to	end	the	
silence	of	women.		It	does	this	by	making	
people	aware	of	how	many	women	are	victims	
of	violence	and	harassment.		Before	this	group,	
many	women	wouldn't	tell	people	something	
bad	had	happened	to	themselves.		So,	no	one	
knew	how	big	of	a	problem	it	was,	and	couldn't	
begin	to	fix	it.	Using	the	#metoo	hashtag,	the	
group	sparked	an	important	conversation.		
Violence	and	harassment	towards	women	is	not	
okay.			

Johnny Silvercloud - Flickr
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My Speech on Lincoln Alexander
What	do	a	queen,	a	highway,	and	a	war	have	to	do	with	my	speech	today?		
Today,	I	am	going	to	tell	you	about	Lincoln	Alexander.		He	was	a	great	leader.		
He	also	did	many	great	things	in	his	life.	He	was	a	great	Canadian.			

He	was	born	in	Toronto.		His	birthday	was	January	21,	1922.		At	18	he	joined	
the	Air	Force.		He	fought	in	WWII.		When	the	war	was	over	he	came	home.		He	
went	to	university.		At	McMaster	University,	he	earned	his	law	degree.		After	
that	he	was	a	lawyer	in	Hamilton.		He	worked	at	a	law	firm	from	1963-1979.			

In	1965,	he	ran	for	election.	He	ran	for	a	seat	in	Hamilton.		But	he	lost	his	first	
election.		He	did	not	give	up!		Three	years	later	he	ran	again.		This	time	he	won.		
He	was	part	of	the	PC	party.		He	was	also	the	first	black	MP.		As	an	MP	he	had	
many	important	jobs.		First,	he	was	an	observer	for	the	UN.		Then,	he	was	the	
Minister	of	Labour.		Lincoln	Alexander	won	his	seat	in	four	more	elections.			

In	1995,	he	became	the	Lieutenant	Governor	of	Ontario.	This	means	he	
represents	the	queen.	He	had	this	job	for	six	years.		When	it	ended,	he	was	
given	the	Order	of	Ontario.		The	awards	didn’t	stop	there.		Lincoln	Alexander	
has	an	award	named	after	him.		Each	year	it	is	given	out	to	one	youth.		The	
youth	must	show	great	leadership	in	ending	racism.		He	also	has	many	places	
named	after	him.		There	are	four	schools	in	Ontario	that	have	his	name.		A	hall	
at	the	University	of	Guelph	has	his	name	too.		The	people	of	Hamilton	named	
“The	Lincoln	Alexander	Parkway”	after	him,	and	affectionately	refer	to	it	as	
“The	Linc”.		Finally	in	2006,	the	Hamilton	Spectator	named	him	the	Greatest	
Hamiltonian.			

Lincoln	Alexander	was	a	great	Canadian.		He	broke	many	racial	barriers.		He	
was	a	leader.		He	showed	others	that	anyone	can	be	great.		His	legacy	keeps	
going.		He	still	inspires	others	to	end	racism.	

ARL: 3.1
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My Speech on Lincoln Alexander
He	represented	the	Queen.	He	has	a	highway	named	after	him.		He	was	a	war	
veteran.		He	was	also	an	inspiration	to	many.		His	name	was	Lincoln	Alexander.		
Today,	I	want	to	tell	you	more	about	his	amazing	accomplishments.		

Lincoln	was	born	in	Toronto.		His	birthday	was	January	21,	1922.		At	18	he	
joined	the	Air	Force.		He	fought	in	WWII.		When	the	war	was	over	he	came	
home.		He	went	to	university.		At	McMaster	University,	he	earned	his	law	
degree.		After	that	he	worked	as	a	lawyer	in	Hamilton.		He	worked	at	a	law	firm	
in	Hamilton	from	1963-1979.			

In	1965,	he	ran	for	election.	He	ran	for	a	seat	in	Hamilton.		He	lost	his	first	
election.		But	he	did	not	give	up.		Three	years	later	he	ran	again.		This	time	he	
won.		He	was	a	progressive	conservative.		When	he	won	he	became	the	first	
black	MP	in	Canada’s	history.		As	an	MP	he	had	many	important	jobs.		First,	he	
was	an	observer	for	the	United	Nations.		Then,	he	was	the	Minister	of	Labour.		
Lincoln	Alexander	won	his	seat	in	four	more	elections.			

In	1995,	he	became	the	Lieutenant	Governor	of	Ontario.		He	held	this	job	for	
six	years.		When	it	ended		he	was	awarded	the	Order	of	Ontario.		The	awards	
didn’t	stop	there.		Lincoln	Alexander	has	an	award	named	after	him.		Each	year	
it	is	given	out	to	one	youth.		The	youth	must	show	great	leadership	in	ending	
racial	discrimination.		He	also	has	many	places	named	after	him.		There	are	
four	schools	in	Ontario	that	have	his	name.		A	hall	at	the	University	of	Guelph	
has	his	name	too.		In	his	hometown	of	Hamilton	a	local	highway	uses	his	name.		
Locals	call	it	‘the	linc’.		Finally	in	2006,	the	Hamilton	Spectator	named	Lincoln	
Alexander	the	Greatest	Hamiltonian.			

Lincoln	Alexander	was	a	great	Canadian.		He	broke	many	racial	barriers.		He	
was	a	leader	that	showed	others	that	anyone	can	be	great.		His	legacy	
continues	to	inspire	others	to	end	racial	discrimination.			

BRL: 4.5
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My Speech on Lincoln Alexander
He	represented	the	Queen.	He	has	a	highway	named	after	him.		He	was	a	war	
veteran.		He	was	also	an	inspiration	to	many.		His	name	was	Lincoln	Alexander.		
Today,	I	want	to	tell	you	more	about	his	amazing	accomplishments.		

Lincoln	Alexander	was	born	in	Toronto,	Canada	on	January	21,	1922.	When	he	
was	18,	he	joined	the	Royal	Canadian	Air	force.		He	fought	in	World	War	II.	
When	the	war	ended,	Lincoln	went	to	McMaster	University.		There	he	became	
a	lawyer.	He	worked	as	a	lawyer	in	a	Hamilton	law	firm	from	1963-1979.	

In	1965,	he	wanted	to	run	for	federal	election.	He	ran	for	a	seat	in	Hamilton.	
He	lost	his	first	election.			But	he	did	not	give	up.	He	ran	again	three	years	later.	
He	won	his	first	election	for	the	PC	party.		He	became	the	first	black	MP.		As	an	
MP	he	had	many	important	roles.		First,	he	acted	as	an	observer	to	the	United	
Nations.		He	also	became	the	Minister	of	Labour	in	the	federal	cabinet.		Lincoln	
won	his	seat	in	four	more	elections	before	1981.	

Lincoln	Alexander	became	the	Lieutenant	Governor	of	Ontario	in	1985.	He	had	
this	job	for	6	years.	After,	he	was	awarded	the	Order	of	Ontario.		In	1993,	the	
province	of	Ontario	created	an	award	in	Lincoln’s	name.		This	award	is	given	
out	annually	to	recognize	youth.		It	awards	youth	who	show	great	leadership	in	
reducing	racial	discrimination.		Lincoln	Alexander	is	honoured	in	many	other	
ways.	Four	schools	in	Ontario	are	named	after	Lincoln	Alexander.		A	hall	at	the	
University	of	Guelph	is	also	named	after	him.		In	his	hometown	of	Hamilton,	
there	is	a	Lincoln	Alexander	Highway.		It	is	commonly	called	“The	Linc”	by	
locals	there.		Finally,	in	2006,	the	Hamilton	Spectator	named	him	the	"Greatest	
Hamiltonian".			

Lincoln	Alexander	was	a	great	Canadian.		He	broke	many	racial	barriers.	He	
continues	to	inspire	others	to	end	racial	discrimination.	

CRL: 6.1
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The Grass is Greener
Everyone was overly excited when the school bell rang. That loud 
chime of the school bell meant that the school day was done and the 
weekend had begun. Caleb haphazardly threw his belongings in his 
backpack and joined the parade of excited children towards the 
front of the school. 
“Hey, over here!” Miguel called. Earlier that week, Caleb and Miguel’s 
mothers had arranged a play date between the boys.  Miguel was a 
new friend that had just started in Caleb's class.  He came from 
Honduras with his family a few months ago and they didn't know much 
about each other outside of school. Caleb and Miguel decided to 
spend a day at each other's houses this weekend. Caleb, who 
normally took the bus home to his house in the country, walked over to 
meet Miguel. “So how are we getting to your house?” Caleb 
questioned Miguel. 
Miguel motioned with an outstretched finger to the city bus stop at the 
corner in front of the school. This excited Caleb because he had never 
taken a city bus before. At the same time, he was also uneasy about 
how to navigate the city’s complex transit system. 
“This is us!” he said as a blue city bus pulled up to the bus stop. Miguel 
hopped on and flashed his bus pass. Then, he dropped some coins in 
the machine for Caleb. They took two seats at the back of the bus as 
it pulled away. 
Caleb looked out the window as brand-new scenes unfolded. Soon, 
many brand-new faces joined them on the bus. There were some kids 
their age. There were also older kids and adults too. Caleb wondered 
where they worked or went to school. The bus traveled over a bridge 
and through a maze of streets. Caleb looked far and wide, but all he 
could see was concrete. The bus lurched to a stop on a busy street. 
Miguel and Caleb hopped off.

ARL: 3.1
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“This way," Miguel said. They walked one block and entered an 
apartment building. Inside, Miguel gave Caleb the grand tour. The 
main room had the kitchen, living room, and dining room. There was a 
narrow hallway with one bathroom and two small bedrooms. Caleb 
looked out the bedroom window.  Again, all he could see was 
concrete. There were no mountains, fields, or lakes in sight.  
“What do you do for fun around here?” Caleb asked. 
“I’ll show you! Do you want to go to a concert?” Miguel asked. Then 
he opened his bedroom window. Suddenly, they could hear music. 
Miguel pointed at a man sitting by his window and playing a guitar. 
The melody was mixed with a symphony of other sounds like car horns, 
sirens and people. 
“Wow!” Caleb clapped. There was something magical about it. 
“How about the aquarium?” Miguel asked. Miguel and Caleb went 
back downstairs. They looked through the glass window of the Chinese 
food restaurant next door. Inside was a giant fish tank. Caleb was 
impressed. 
“But where do you play?” Caleb wondered. 
“Over here!” Miguel said. He led him through a dark and narrow 
alleyway. When they reached the other side, they walked into a bright 
and sunny courtyard. There was a small vegetable patch, picnic 
tables, a playground, and a basketball court.  
Some of the children who were playing basketball stopped to wave. 
Miguel waved back. “We share this with the other buildings on the 
block,” he explained. “Do you want to play?”  
“Sure!” Caleb exclaimed. They joined the other kids on the basketball 
court. 

“Miguel!” his mom called from the alleyway. “Caleb’s mom is here!” 
“Already? Thanks for coming Caleb, sorry if you didn't get everything 
that you needed,” Miguel said. 
“Are you kidding!?! This was awesome and I love your home, it's super,” 
Caleb replied. "I'll see you tomorrow, right?”

ARL: 3.1

The Grass is Greener Pg2
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“I’ll drive you over to Caleb’s house tomorrow,” Miguel’s mom offered 
as he said goodbye. 
Caleb hopped into his mother’s car and they began to drive home. 
Caleb told his mom all about how awesome Miguel's house was. He 
went on and on and on...talking his mother's ear off.  Twenty minutes 
later, they were still stuck in city traffic. 
“What’s going on?” Caleb asked. 
“This is normal, dear! Why do you think we moved out of the city?” 
Caleb’s mom chuckled. 
Caleb looked out the window, amazed by the number of cars, 
people, and buildings he could see all at once. It took them an hour 
to get to their house in the countryside.  Once Caleb got home, He still 
loved the idea of the city.  He loved how everything was close 
together.  He loved riding the city bus.  He loved being close to lots of 
friends.  However, being home also reminded him of how loud and 
busy the city was too.  For Caleb the city was too busy! 
When Miguel and his mom left town the next morning, there wasn’t 
nearly as much traffic. But there were still many people and buildings 
until they crossed over the bridge. They passed the school and drove 
even further. Soon, Miguel saw houses surrounded by big fields. 
The car turned down a driveway with trees on either side. It was the 
length of Miguel’s city block. The car stopped in front of a big wooden 
house. Caleb welcomed him inside and gave him the grand tour of 
his house starting with the top floor and going all the way down to the 
basement. It was filled with toys and games. 
“It’s so big!” Miguel said. “You must spend all day playing in here.” 
“I like playing outside more!” Caleb said. He showed Miguel their big 
yard and vegetable garden. 
“What’s that?” Miguel said, pointing to a large red barn in the 
distance. 
Caleb took him to the barn and introduced him to all their horses. 
Then, Caleb took him to his favourite spot. They sat under a tree and 
watched funny shaped clouds pass overhead.  
“Shhh, listen to that!” Miguel exclaimed.

ARL: 3.1

The Grass is Greener Pg3
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Caleb stopped and listened but couldn't hear a thing. “What do you 
mean?” 
“It’s so quiet!” Miguel said. “The city is never quiet!” 
“But, there are so many exciting things to do there!” Caleb said. He felt 
a little jealous. 
“Are you kidding? You have so much space to play! You can do 
whatever you like here!” Miguel told him. He also felt a little jealous. 
“Maybe we could switch houses!” Caleb suggested. 
“Are you kidding? My mom doesn’t know the first thing about 
gardening or horses!” 
“Good point. I can’t picture my parents moving back to the city either. 
It’s too bad we don’t live closer to each other,” he said with a sigh. 
“Maybe it’s a good thing,” Miguel said. “This way, we can visit each 
other and get the best of both worlds!” 

ARL: 3.1

The Grass is Greener Pg4
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The Grass is Greener

BRL: 4.5

Everyone was overly excited when the school bell rang. That loud chime of 
the school bell meant that the school day was done and the weekend had 
begun. Caleb haphazardly threw his belongings in his backpack and joined 
the parade of excited children towards the front of the school. 

“Hey, over here!” Miguel called. Earlier that week, Caleb and Miguel’s 
mothers had arranged a play date between the boys.  Miguel was a new 
friend that had just started in Caleb's class.  He came from Honduras with his 
family a few months ago and they didn't know much about each other 
outside of school. Caleb and Miguel decided to spend a day at each other's 
houses this weekend. Caleb, who normally took the bus home to his house in 
the country, walked over to meet Miguel.  

"So how are we getting to your house?" Caleb questioned Miguel. 
Miguel motioned with an outstretched finger to the city bus stop at the 

corner in front of the school. This excited Caleb because he had never taken 
a city bus before. At the same time, he was also uneasy about how to 
navigate the city’s complex transit system. 

“This is us,” he said as a blue city bus pulled up to the bus stop. Miguel 
hopped on and flashed his bus pass. Then, he dropped some coins in the 
machine to pay for Caleb's trip. They took two seats at the back of the bus as 
it pulled away from the bus stop. 

Caleb looked out the window as brand-new scenes unfolded before his 
eyes. Soon, many brand-new faces joined them on the bus. There were some 
kids their age but also older kids and adults too. Caleb wondered where they 
worked or went to school. The bus traveled over a bridge and through a 
maze of streets. Caleb looked far and wide, but all he could see was 
concrete. The bus lurched to a stop on a busy street. Miguel and Caleb 
hopped off. 

“This way," Miguel said. They walked one block and entered a large 
apartment building. Caleb went up in the elevator and walked down a long 
dull hallway past identical doors every few steps.  Once inside the apartment, 
Miguel gave Caleb the grand tour. The main room had the kitchen, living 
room, and dining room. There was a narrow hallway with one bathroom and 
two small bedrooms.  Caleb looked out the bedroom window not sure what 
he was going to see.  All he could see was concrete covered apartment 
buildings. This was very different from what he was used to seeing out of a 
bedroom window.  There were no mountains, fields, or lakes in sight.  

“What do you do for fun around here?” Caleb asked.
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The Grass is Greener Pg2

“I am happy to show you the noisy concert that lives outside my bedroom.” 
Miguel suggested. Then, he opened his bedroom window. Suddenly, they 
could hear music. Miguel pointed at a man sitting by his window and playing a 
guitar. The melody was mixed with a symphony of other sounds like car horns, 
sirens and people. 

“Wow!” Caleb clapped. There was something magical about it. "Don't you 
just love it? It must be amazing to live here!" 

“It's all right sometimes except when you are trying to sleep,” Miguel said. 
"How about the aquarium?” he suggested. 

"The aquarium?" Caleb asked confused.  He had not seen anything 
resembling an aquarium throughout his tour of the small apartment.  Miguel 
hollered to his mother that they were going to be back in a minute. Miguel led 
Caleb back down the hallway and down the elevator and out the main 
building doors.  They turned left and walked for 30 seconds before Miguel 
suddenly stopped.  Caleb stopped and followed Miguel's wondering gaze. 
They looked through the glass window of the Chinese food restaurant. Inside 
was a giant fish tank. Caleb was impressed. 

“But where do you play?” Caleb wondered. 
“Over here! Just follow me!” Miguel said. Beside the restaurant there was a 

narrow alley.  Miguel led Caleb through to the other side.  They walked into a 
bright and sunny courtyard surrounded by tall apartment buildings. This oasis 
was a hidden gem within a concrete jungle. There was a small vegetable 
patch, picnic tables, a playground, and a basketball court.  

Some of the children who were playing basketball stopped to wave… 
Miguel waved back. “We share this with the other buildings on the block,” he 
explained. “Do you want to play?” “Sure!” Caleb exclaimed. They joined the 
other kids on the basketball court.  There were so many kids.  Caleb thought to 
himself, "If I lived here, I would never be lonely." 

“Miguel!” his mom called from the alleyway. “Caleb’s mom is here!” 
“Already? Thanks for coming Caleb, sorry if you didn't get everything that 

you needed,” Miguel said. 
“Are you kidding!?! This was awesome and I love your home, it's super 

amazing, man," Caleb replied. "I'll see you tomorrow, right?” 
“I’ll drive you there tomorrow,” Miguel’s mom offered as he said goodbye. 
Caleb hopped into his mother’s car and they began to drive home. Caleb 

told his mom all about how awesome Miguel's house was. He went on and on 
and on...talking his mother's ear off.  Twenty minutes later, they were still stuck 
in city traffic. 

“What’s going on?” Caleb asked.
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The Grass is Greener Pg3

“This is normal, dear! Why do you think we moved out of the big city?” 
Caleb’s mom chuckled. 

Caleb glanced out the window, amazed by the number of cars, people, 
and buildings he could see all at once. It took them an hour to get to their 
house in the countryside.  Once Caleb got home, He still loved the idea of 
the city.  He loved how everything was close together.  He loved riding the 
city bus.  He loved being close to lots of friends.  However, being home also 
reminded him of how loud and busy the city was too.  For Caleb, the city was 
too busy! 

When Miguel and his mom left town the next morning, there wasn’t nearly 
as much traffic. But there were still many people and buildings until they 
crossed over the bridge. They passed the school and drove even further. 
Soon, Miguel saw houses surrounded by big fields. He was amazed and 
impressed at all of the space and at how calm everything looked. The car 
turned down a driveway with trees on either side. It was the length of 
Miguel’s city block. The car stopped in front of a big house clad in wooden 
planks. As Miguel clamoured out of the car he glanced around.  “Where 
were the other houses?” he wondered silently to himself.  He could see 
nothing but trees and grass as far as the eye could see.  Miguel proceeded 
to the bright red door in the middle of an expansive porch that wrapped 
around the entire front of the house.  As he got to the door he reached for 
the doorbell just as the door swung open to reveal Caleb's smiling face.  
Caleb welcomed him inside and gave him the grand tour of his house 
starting with the top floor and going all the way down to the basement. It 
was filled with toys and games. 

“Wow, man! Your house is so enormous!” Miguel said. “You must spend all 
day playing in here and never get bored.” 

“Yeah, there's a lot to do but not many people to do it with. I mostly like 
playing outside going on adventures or exploring and stuff!” Caleb said. They 
went outside and Caleb showed Miguel their big yard and vegetable 
garden. 

“What’s that red thing way over there?” Miguel said, pointing to a large red 
barn in the distance. 

Caleb took him to the barn and introduced him to all their horses. Miguel 
had never ridden a horse but has always wanted to try.  Horses were so much 
cooler than some fish next door at a Chinese restaurant. Then, Caleb took 
Miguel along a path to his favourite spot. They sat under a large old oak tree 
and watched funny shaped clouds pass overhead.  

“Shhh, listen to that!” Miguel exclaimed. 
Caleb stopped and listened but couldn't hear a thing.
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“This is normal, dear! Why do you think we moved out of the big city?” 
Caleb’s mom chuckled. 

Caleb glanced out the window, amazed by the number of cars, people, 
and buildings he could see all at once. It took them an hour to get to their 
house in the countryside.  Once Caleb got home, He still loved the idea of 
the city.  He loved how everything was close together.  He loved riding the 
city bus.  He loved being close to lots of friends.  However, being home also 
reminded him of how loud and busy the city was too.  For Caleb, the city was 
too busy! 

When Miguel and his mom left town the next morning, there wasn’t nearly 
as much traffic. But there were still many people and buildings until they 
crossed over the bridge. They passed the school and drove even further. 
Soon, Miguel saw houses surrounded by big fields. He was amazed and 
impressed at all of the space and at how calm everything looked. The car 
turned down a driveway with trees on either side. It was the length of 
Miguel’s city block. The car stopped in front of a big house clad in wooden 
planks. As Miguel clamoured out of the car he glanced around.  “Where 
were the other houses?” he wondered silently to himself.  He could see 
nothing but trees and grass as far as the eye could see.  Miguel proceeded 
to the bright red door in the middle of an expansive porch that wrapped 
around the entire front of the house.  As he got to the door he reached for 
the doorbell just as the door swung open to reveal Caleb's smiling face.  
Caleb welcomed him inside and gave him the grand tour of his house 
starting with the top floor and going all the way down to the basement. It 
was filled with toys and games. 

“Wow, man! Your house is so enormous!” Miguel said. “You must spend all 
day playing in here and never get bored.” 

“Yeah, there's a lot to do but not many people to do it with. I mostly like 
playing outside going on adventures or exploring and stuff!” Caleb said. They 
went outside and Caleb showed Miguel their big yard and vegetable 
garden. 

“What’s that red thing way over there?” Miguel said, pointing to a large red 
barn in the distance. 

Caleb took him to the barn and introduced him to all their horses. Miguel 
had never ridden a horse but has always wanted to try.  Horses were so much 
cooler than some fish next door at a Chinese restaurant. Then, Caleb took 
Miguel along a path to his favourite spot. They sat under a large old oak tree 
and watched funny shaped clouds pass overhead.  

“Shhh, listen to that!” Miguel exclaimed. 
Caleb stopped and listened but couldn't hear a thing.
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“It's so, so quiet.  I would love to live here, the city's never quiet." Miguel 
sighed. 

“Maybe too quiet," Caleb muttered. 
They both began to imagine how different their lives would be if they lived 

somewhere different.   
" You are so lucky Caleb, that you live here.  It is so quiet and peaceful with 

enough space to run around and explore,” Miguel lamented. "Everything in 
the city is so busy.  It's like you can never have a moment to yourself.  It gets 
overwhelming at times." 

Caleb was surprised by Miguel's statement because he was just thinking the 
opposite. “Honestly, buddy it gets a little boring here sometimes with no one to 
play with.  You're so lucky in the city, there are plenty of exciting things to do 
there! I wish I lived in the big city,” Caleb said feeling a little jealous of Miguel's 
home. 

They looked at each other and started to laugh. 
“Maybe we should switch houses!” Caleb suggested. 
"Yeah, I live here, and you live in my apartment," Miguel added.  
The boys thought about this for a moment.  Would this really be a good idea 

they wondered.  After a few minutes, Miguel broke the silence.   
“As loud and as noisy as it can be the city isn't all that bad. I would miss all 

that busy noise; it is what I know, and what feels like home now. Also, my 
mom's a city girl, she would hate it out here.  She doesn’t know the first thing 
about gardening or horses!” 

“Good point. I can’t picture my parents moving back to the city either 
because they hate lots of noise 

"This reminds me of what my grannie always says,” Caleb stated. “The grass 
always seems greener on the other side." 

"What does that mean?" Miguel asked. 
"It means that when you look at something you don't have, but someone 

else has it, it always seems better to you.  But, when you really think about it, 
what you have is not that bad after all.  We need to appreciate what we 
have more, instead of being jealous all the time." 

"Your grannie is weird, dude!" 
But, they both understood the saying and realized that each of their homes 

wasn't so bad.   
It’s too bad we don’t live closer to each other,” Caleb said with a sigh. 
“Maybe it’s a good thing,” Miguel said. “This way, we can visit each other 

and get the best of both worlds! 
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Everyone was overly excited when the Mountainview Elementary School 
bell rang. That thundering chime of the school bell meant that the school 
day was done and the weekend had begun. Caleb haphazardly threw his 
belongings in his backpack and traipsed though the hallways of enthusiasm 
children towards the front of the school. 

“Hey, over here!” Miguel called. Earlier that week, Caleb and Miguel’s 
mothers had arranged a play date between the boys.  Miguel was a new 
friend that had just started in Caleb's class.  He came from Honduras with 
his family last February and they didn't know much about each other 
outside of school. Caleb and Miguel decided to spend a day at each 
other's houses this weekend. Caleb, who normally took the bright yellow 
school bus home to his house in the country, walked over to Miguel. 

"So how are we getting to your house?" Caleb questioned Miguel. 
Miguel motioned with an outstretched finger to the city bus stop at the 

corner in front of the school. This excited Caleb, despite taking a school bus 
everyday he had never taken a city bus before. At the same time, he was 
also uneasy about how to navigate the city’s complex transit system. 

“This is us,” Miguel said as a blue city bus pulled up to the bus stop. Miguel 
hopped on and flashed his bus pass. Then, he dropped some coins in the 
machine to pay for Caleb's trip. They took two seats at the back of the bus 
as it pulled away from the bus stop. 

Caleb looked out the window as brand-new scenes unfolded before his 
eyes. Soon, many brand-new faces joined them on the bus. There were 
some kids their age but also older kids and adults too. Caleb contemplated 
where they worked or went to school. The bus traveled over a bridge and 
through a maze of streets. Caleb was completely disorientated because all 
he could see were colourful concrete skyscrapers. The bus lurched to a 
stop on a bustling street corner as Miguel and Caleb disembarked. 

“This way," Miguel said. They walked one block and entered a massive 
apartment building. The boys went up in the elevator and walked down a 
long uninspiring hallway past identical doors every few steps.  Once inside 
the apartment, Miguel gave Caleb the grand tour. The main room had the 
kitchen, living room, and dining room. There was a narrow hallway with one 
bathroom and two small bedrooms.  Caleb looked out the bedroom 
window not sure what he was going to see.   
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 All he could see was concrete covered apartment buildings. This was very 
different from what he was used to seeing out of a bedroom window.  There 
were no mountains, fields, or lakes in sight.  

“What do you do for fun around here?” Caleb asked. 
“I am happy to show you the noisy concert that lives outside my bedroom?” 

Miguel suggested. Then he opened his bedroom window. Suddenly, they 
could hear music. Miguel, sitting by his window, pointed at a man beautifully 
playing a guitar. The melody was mixed with a symphony of other sounds like 
car horns, sirens and people. 

Caleb clasped his hands on his mouth astonished by seeing all of the 
differences between his own world and Miguel's. There was something 
extraordinarily magical about it. "Don't you just love it? It must be amazing to 
live here!" 

“It's all right sometimes except when you are trying to sleep" Miguel said, 
"How about the aquarium?” he suggested. 

"The Aquarium?" Caleb asked confused.  He had not seen anything 
resembling an aquarium throughout his tour of the small apartment.  Miguel 
hollered to his mother that they were going to be back in a minute. Miguel led 
Caleb back down the hallway and down the elevator and out the main 
building doors.  They turned left and walked for thirty-seconds before Miguel 
suddenly stopped.  Caleb stopped and followed Miguel's absentminded 
gaze. They looked through the glass window of the Chinese food restaurant. 
Inside was a giant fish tank. Caleb was impressed. 

“But, where do you play outside with friends?” Caleb wondered. 
“Oh yeah that is simple just come over here and follow me!” Miguel said. 

Beside the restaurant there was a narrow alley.  Miguel led Caleb through to 
the other side.  They walked into a bright and sunny courtyard surrounded by 
tall apartment buildings. This oasis was a hidden gem within a concrete jungle. 
There was a small vegetable patch, picnic tables, a playground, and a 
basketball court.  

Some of the children who were playing basketball stopped to wave. Miguel 
waved back. “We share this with the other buildings on the block,” he 
explained. “Do you want to play?”  

“Sure!” Caleb exclaimed enthusiastically. They joined the other kids on the 
basketball court.  There were so many kids.  Caleb thought to himself, "If I lived 
here, I would never be lonely.” 

“Miguel, Caleb's mother is here, so it is time to get back inside,” his mom 
called from the alleyway.  

“Ah! He has to go already? We are not done playing! Thanks for coming 
Caleb, sorry it wasn't longer,” Miguel said
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“I’ll drive you there tomorrow,” Miguel’s mom offered as he said goodbye. 
Caleb hopped into his mother’s car and they began to drive home. Caleb 

told his mom all about how awesome Miguel's house was. He went on and on 
and on...talking his mother's ear off.  Twenty minutes later, they were still stuck 
in city traffic. 

“What’s going on?” Caleb asked. 
“This is normal, dear! Why do you think we moved out of the big city?” 

Caleb’s mom chuckled. 
Caleb glanced out the window, amazed by the number of cars, people, 

and buildings he could see all at once. It took them an hour to get to their 
house in the countryside.  Once Caleb got home, He still loved the idea of the 
city.  He loved how everything was close together.  He loved riding the city 
bus.  He loved being close to lots of friends.  However, being home also 
reminded him of how loud and busy the city was too.  For Caleb, the city was 
too busy! 

When Miguel and his mom left the bustling city on Saturday morning, there 
wasn’t nearly as much traffic. However, once they crossed the bridge, 
signalling the end of the city limits, the views began to change drastically. 
They passed the school and drove even further. Soon, amazed and impressed 
at all the space, Miguel saw houses surrounded by big fields, barns and 
houses. He was amazed and impressed at all the space and at how calm 
everything looked. The car turned down a driveway with trees on either side. 
The driveway at Caleb's house was the length of Miguel’s city block. The car 
stopped in front of an isolated big house clad in grey wooden planks. As 
Miguel clamoured out of the car he glanced around.  “Where were the other 
houses?” he wondered silently to himself.  He could see nothing but trees and 
grass as far as the eye could see.   Miguel proceeded to the bright red door in 
the middle of an expansive porch that wrapped around the entire front of the 
house.  As he got to the door he reached for the doorbell just as the door 
swung open to reveal Caleb's smiling face.   Caleb welcomed him inside and 
gave him the grand tour of his house starting with the top floor and going all 
the way down to the basement. It was filled with toys and games. 

“Wow, man! Your house is so enormous!” Miguel said. “You must spend all 
day playing in here and never get bored.”  

“Yeah, there's a lot to do but not many people to do it with. I mostly like 
playing outside going on adventures or exploring and stuff!” Caleb said. They 
when outside and Caleb showed Miguel their big yard and vegetable 
garden. 

“What’s that red thing way over there?” Miguel said, pointing to a large red 
barn in the distance.
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Caleb took him to the big crimson red barn and introduced him to all their 
horses. Miguel has never had the opportunity to ride a horse but has always 
wanted to try one.  Horses were so much cooler than some fish next door at a 
Chinese restaurant. Then, Caleb took Miguel along a path to his favourite spot 
on his property. They sat under a large old oak tree and watched funny 
shaped clouds pass overhead.  

“Shhh, listen to that!” Miguel exclaimed excitedly. 
Caleb stopped and listened but all he could hear around him was the usual 

silence he was used to.  
“It’s so, so quiet that I would love to live here. The big city is never this quiet 

because there are so many people and so much noise everywhere," Miguel 
sighed. 

"Maybe too quiet," Caleb muttered. 
The boys played with each other until it was lunch time.  As they were eating 

their ham sandwiches that Caleb's mother had prepared, they both began to 
imagine how different their lives would be if they lived somewhere different. 

"You are so lucky Caleb, that you live here.  The tranquility is astonishing with 
enough space to run around and explore,” Miguel lamented. "Everything in 
the city is so busy and It's like you can never have a moment to yourself.  It 
gets very overwhelming at times." 

Caleb was surprised by Miguel's statement because he was just thinking the 
opposite. “Honestly, buddy it gets a little boring here sometimes with no one to 
play with.  You're so lucky in the city, because there are plenty of exciting 
things to do there! I wish I lived in the big city,” Caleb said feeling a little 
jealous of Miguel's home. 

They looked at each other and started laughing because they both wanted 
to live in another place. 

“Maybe we should switch houses!” Caleb suggested. 
"Yeah, I live here, in your big farmhouse, and you live in my apartment,” 

Miguel added.  
The boys evaluated this idea for a moment. It was undeniable that each 

boy considered this suggestion as an alternative to their own frustrations. After 
a few minutes, Miguel broke the silence between the two friends.    

“As loud and as noisy as it can be I don't think the city is all that bad. I would 
miss all the simple pandemonium, it is what I know and what feels like home 
now. Also, my mom's a city girl, she would find the idea of living in the middle 
of nowhere repugnant.  She doesn’t know the first thing about gardening or 
horses!” 

“Good point, I can’t picture my parents moving back to the city either 
because they hate lots of noise 
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"This reminds me of what my grandmother Elizabeth always says to me when 
I am jealous of something.  The grass always seems greener on the other side." 
Caleb stated knowingly  

"What does that mean?" Miguel inquired initially confused at the statement 
Caleb had made. 

"It means that when you look at something you don't have, but someone 
else has it, it always seems better to you.  But, when you really think about it, 
what you have is not that bad after all.   "We need to appreciate what we 
have more, instead of being jealous all the time." 

"Your Grannie is weird dude!" 
But, they both understood the saying and realized that each of their homes 

wasn't so bad.   
“It’s too bad we don’t live closer to each other,” Caleb said with a sigh. 
“Maybe it’s a good thing,” Miguel said. “This way, we can visit each other 

and get the best of both worlds! 
 


