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Timothy’s Birthday

ARL: 3.7

Timothy Turtle was an early riser. In fact, he was the earliest riser in the 
zoo.  

Timothy Turtle loved his peaceful mornings. He went for a slow walk 
to the far side of his pen. He moved past a pond with sleeping frogs 
and under trees of sleeping birds. He loved the fresh morning air. When 
the zookeepers arrived with their cups of coffee in their hands, the air 
smelled like coffee. 

Timothy Turtle heard familiar voices. It was Mr. and Mrs. Osborne, the 
head zookeepers. They spoke in quiet voices. Timothy hid in his shell to 
give them some privacy. 

“What are we going to do if they shut down the zoo?” cried Mrs. 
Osborne. 

“There, there, darling. We’ll think of something,” Mr. Osborne said. 

“If only we could find a way to fix it up!” Mrs. Osborne said. “We’d 
have more visitors! Then they’d let us stay open, right?” 

“But where will we find the money? We can’t repair the whole zoo 
without any paint, concrete, or a helping hand or two.” 

Timothy Turtle began to 
worry.  

The rest of the animals in the 
zoo awoke to the smell of 
breakfast. 

“Sssssplendid morning!” said 
Sally Snake as she went by.
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“Hooot day!” Oliver Owl greeted from his high perch. 

But Timothy Turtle was still worried. In fact, he worried all day. 

At 5 o’clock, the zoo closed. The zookeepers served dinner before 
saying bye. By 6 o’clock, all the humans had left.  

Chip the chickadee, gave Sam the Swan the sign that the zoo was 
clear.  Sam swam to the middle of the pond. It was time to get the 
weekly meeting of the animals started.   

Timothy Turtle waited by the pond. The first to fly down was Oliver 
Owl. He represented the birds. Next to arrive was Burt the Bear. He 
was the leader of the predators in this zoo. Then, Samuel Spider, the 
leader of insects, landed with his parachute-like web. Gary, the 
goldfish, arrived with a splash. He was the ambassador for all of the 
pond creatures. He bobbed up and down at the edge of the pond.  

Other critters also gathered to listen in on the meeting. Sam cleared 
his throat. The whole animal kingdom was silent. 

“Good evening, everyone! Tonight’s meeting has begun!” Sam the 
Swan exclaimed. “First on the agenda is Hank the Hawk’s new 
routine. He has a dress rehearsal tomorrow night. All are welcome to 
attend.” The crowd exploded in small cheers of excitement.  

“Next up, Bert the Bat is back and hanging around sleeping 
everywhere,” Sam explained. “Please keep an eye out for him!” 

“Finally...," Sam said, “Timothy Turtle turns one hundred on Friday!” 
The crowd cheered. 

Patty Peacock, the party-planning expert, chimed in, “I have a big 
party planned, so please dress nicely!” 

“Thank you... I like a good party…. I really do,” Timothy Turtle said in 
his slow and steady manner. “But an old Turtle like me... would be 
happier to see... everyone do… some housekeeping!”

ARL: 3.7
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The animals groaned.  

“If we don’t spruce things up... Mr. and Mrs. Osborne will be... 
forced to close our zoo,” Timothy Turtle answered. 

“Whatever shall we do?!” Oliver Owl hooted. The news had caused 
an uproar. 

Luckily, Patty Peacock had the answer. “Listen up everyone! There 
will be a party on Friday. We’re going to have... a cleaning party!” 

Cassie Cricket was the only one who cheered. 

“Trust me. It will be fun,” Patty promised. But the meeting ended 
without much excitement. Timothy Turtle had trouble sleeping. 

Friday night arrived. Patty Peacock waddled up to the pond. She 
wore a sparkly dress. But Patty was the only one there! It seemed 
everyone had forgotten about the party. 

“Thanks for trying, Patty,” said Timothy Turtle. 

But Patty Peacock had not given up. She whistled and Sam Swam 
arrived wearing a sparkly headband. With her was Francine Fox and 
Burt the Bear.  He was pulling a wagon to the front of the compound. 
The wagon was full of paint and cleaning supplies. 

Next, Sadie Squirrel climbed up a tree and hung a disco ball. Winnie 
the Weasel broke into the zookeepers’ office.  She started playing 
upbeat music on the stereo. 

Burt Bear lifted a giant broom out of the wagon. He started dancing 
and sweeping to the music. 

Oliver Owl watched from above. “What a hoot!” he said. He 
swooped down to dance with Burt Bear. He spun and twirled, dusting 
the zoo with his brown feathers. 

RL: 3.7
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The music played across the whole zoo. The other animals grew 
curious.  Then one by one, they all joined the party. 

Francine Fox picked up a paintbrush and jived. Soon, the walls 
were covered with paint.  

Sam the Swan, Gary the Goldfish and their friends did water ballet. 
They all splashed about. Big waves power-washed the windows until 
they shined. 

Eventually, every animal in the zoo was bustin’ a move. Even 
Timothy Turtle was up past his bedtime. He did a slow waltz across 
the enclosure, pulling a soapy mop behind him. It was the best night 
of his long, long life. 

The next morning, the all the party animals except Timothy Turtle 
were sound asleep.  He waited for Mr. and Mrs. Osborne to arrive. 

When the zookeepers entered the zoo, they couldn’t believe their 
eyes! The walkways were swept. The fences were repainted. The 
glass was sparkly and clean. Even the spider webs looked neat and 
tidy. 

Mr. and  Mrs. Osborne were surprised. “Perhaps we’ll manage to 
keep the zoo after all!” Mrs. Osborne cried. 

Timothy Turtle smiled and finally got some shuteye.

ARL: 3.7
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Timothy’s Birthday
Timothy Turtle was an early riser. In fact, he was the earliest riser in 

the zoo.  

Timothy Turtle loved his peaceful morning routine. He went for a 
slow walk to the far side of his enclosure. He slowly moved past a 
pond with sleeping frogs and beneath trees of sleeping birds. He 
loved the fresh morning air. When the zookeepers arrived with their 
cups of coffee in their hands, the air smelled like coffee. 

Just as Timothy Turtle was about to turn around, he heard familiar 
voices. It was Mr. and Mrs. Osborne, the head zookeepers. They 
spoke in hushed voices nearby. Timothy hid in his shell to give them 
some privacy. 

“Whatever are we going to do if they shut down the zoo?” cried 
Mrs. Osborne. 

“There, there, darling. We’ll think of something,” Mr. Osborne said 
soothingly. 

“If only we could find a way to spruce it up!” Mrs. Osborne 
exclaimed. “We’d have more visitors! Surely, they’d let us stay 
open?” 

“But where will we find the money? We can’t repair the whole zoo 
without paint, supplies, or a helping hand or two.” 

Timothy Turtle began to worry.  

The rest of the animals in the zoo 
awoke to the smell of breakfast. 

“Sssssplendid morning!” said Sally 
Snake as she slithered by. 

BRL: 4.3
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"Hooot day!" Oliver Owl greeted from his high perch. 

But Timothy Turtle was deeply worried. In fact, he worried all day. 

At 7 o'clock, the zoo closed. The zookeepers served dinner before 
saying farewell. By 8 o'clock, all the humans had left.  

Chip the Chickadee signalled to Sam the Swan that the zoo was 
clear.  Sam swam to the middle of the pond to get the weekly 
meeting of the animals started.   

Timothy Turtle waited by the pond. The first to fly down was Oliver 
Owl. He represented the birds and fowl. Next to arrive was Burt the 
Bear. He was the leader of the predators in this zoo. Samuel Spider, 
insect leader, landed his parachute-like web. Gary, the goldfish, 
arrived with a splash. He was the ambassador for all of the pond 
creatures. He bobbed up and down at the edge of the pond.  

Other critters also gathered to listen in on the meeting. Sam cleared 
his throat. The whole animal kingdom was silent. 

"Good evening, everyone! Tonight's meeting has begun!" Sam the 
Swan exclaimed. "First on the agenda is Hank the Hawk’s new routine. 
He has a dress rehearsal tomorrow night. All are welcome to attend." 
The crowd exploded in small cheers of excitement.  

"Next up, Bert, the Bat is back and hanging around sleeping 
everywhere," Sam explained. "Please keep an eye out for him!" 

"Finally...," Sam said excitedly, "Timothy Turtle turns one hundred on 
Friday!" The crowd clapped loudly. 

Patty Peacock, party-planner extraordinaire, chimed in, "I have an 
amazing party planned, so please dress to impress!" 

"Thank you... I appreciate a good party…. I really do," Timothy Turtle 
said in his slow and steady manner. "But an old Turtle like me... would 
be happier to see... everyone do… some housekeeping!"

BRL: 4.3
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The animals groaned.  

“If we don’t spruce things up... Mr. and Mrs. Osborne will be... 
forced to close our zoo,” Timothy Turtle answered. 

“Whatever shall we do?!” Oliver Owl hooted. The news had 
caused an uproar. 

Luckily, Patty Peacock had the answer. “Listen up, everyone! There 
will be a party on Friday. We’re going to have... a cleaning party!” 

Cassie Cricket was the only one who cheered. 

“Trust me. It will be fun,” Patty promised. But the meeting was 
adjourned without much enthusiasm. Timothy Turtle had trouble 
sleeping. 

Friday night finally arrived. Patty Peacock waddled up to the pond. 
She wore a shimmering dress. But Patty was the only one there! It 
seemed everyone had forgotten about the party. 

“Thanks for trying, Patty,” said Timothy Turtle glumly. 

But Patty Peacock had not given up. She whistled, and Sam Swam 
arrived wearing a sparkly sequin headband. With him was Francine 
Fox and Burt the Bear who pulled a wagon to the front of the 
enclosure. Inside was a collection of paint and cleaning supplies. 

Next, Sadie Squirrel clambered up a tree and hung a disco ball. 
While Winnie the Weasel broke into the zookeepers’ office and 
played upbeat music on the stereo. 

Burt Bear lifted a giant broom out of the wagon. He started 
dancing and sweeping to the rhythm of the music. 

Oliver Owl watched from above. “What a hoot!” he said. He 
swooped down to dance with Burt Bear. He spun and twirled, dusting 
the zoo’s nooks and crannies with his big brown feathers.  

BRL: 4.3
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The music drifted across the entire zoo. The animals grew curious 
until, one by one, they all joined the party. 

Francine Fox picked up a paintbrush and jived. Soon, the walls 
were covered in her abstract designs. 

Sam the Swan, Gary the Goldfish and their friends did water ballet. 
He splashed about. Big waves power-washed the viewing windows 
until they shined. 

Eventually, every animal in the zoo enclosure was bustin’ a move. 
Even Timothy Turtle was up past his bedtime. He did a slow waltz 
across the enclosure, pulling a soapy mop behind him. It was the 
best night of his long, long life. 

The next morning, the all the party animals except Timothy Turtle 
were sound asleep. He waited for Mr. and Mrs. Osborne to arrive. 

When the zookeepers entered the zoo, they couldn’t believe their 
eyes! The walkways were swept. The fences were repainted. The 
glass was sparkly and clean. Even the spider webs looked neat and 
tidy. 

Mr. and  Mrs. Osborne were astonished. “Perhaps we’ll manage to 
keep the zoo after all!” Mrs. Osborne cried. 

Timothy Turtle smiled and finally got some shuteye.

BRL: 4.3
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Timothy’s Birthday

CRL: 5.7

Timothy Turtle was an early riser. In fact, he was the earliest riser in the whole 
zoo.  

Timothy Turtle loved his quiet, peaceful morning routine. He went for a slow 
meandering walk to the far side of the zoo enclosure. He moved very slowly 
past the glistening pond of sleeping frogs and beneath the trees’ canopy of 
peacefully sleeping birds. He loved the fresh morning air that smelled of dew-
covered grass and sunshine. That was until the zookeepers came, and the 
morning smells were replaced with coffee and croissants. The zookeepers 
usually arrived just as the sun was rising above the enclosure wall.  They 
eventually meandered to the edge of the enclosure with their steaming mugs 
of coffee. It was the way it had been for years, and Timothy embraced the 
simplicity of this daily routine.   

Timothy Turtle heard his favourite familiar voices. It was Mr. and Mrs. Osborne, 
the head zookeepers. They spoke in hushed voices nearby. Timothy interpreted 
that based on their tone, they were discussing something important. Timothy 
hid in his shell to give them some privacy. 

"Whatever are we going to do if they shut down the zoo?" cried Mrs. 
Osborne worriedly. 

"There, there, darling. We'll think of something.  We will get more people into 
the zoo," Mr. Osborne said soothingly. 

"If only we could find a way to spruce it up!" Mrs. Osborne exclaimed. "We'd 
have more visitors! Surely, they'd let us stay open?" 

"But where will we find the money? We can't repair the whole zoo. We have 
the paint and supplies, but we can't afford to pay people to do this. We need 
a helping hand or two." Mr. Osborne lamented despairingly. 

"But who? We have had to let most of the other zookeepers go because we 
cannot afford their salaries!" Mrs. Osborne replied as she turned with tears in 
her eyes and walked away with her head hung low.  

Timothy Turtle had lived a full long life and knew what this meant.  He 
immediately began to worry and paced around his area.
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Unaware of the crisis at the zoo, the rest of the animals awoke to the smell 
of Mr. Osborne's wonderfully prepared breakfast.  He really did spoil his 
favourite animal friends.  

"Sssssplendid morning!" said Sally Snake as she smoothly slithered by. 

"Hooot day!" Oliver Owl happily greeted from his high perch atop the 
mountainous ancient oak tree. 

But Timothy Turtle was deeply worried. In fact, he worried all day. 

At 7 o'clock, the zoo closed. The zookeepers served dinner before the 
animals were given their final check for the night.  The gates were shut and 
zookeepers said farewell. By 8 o'clock, all the humans had left.  

Chip, the chickadee, emphatically chirped the special signal to Sam the 
Swan that the zoo was finally clear.  Sam swiftly swam to the middle of the 
placid pond.  Timothy watched as Sam, who was quite vain, checked his 
reflection in the pond to ensure his feathers were still meticulously neat and 
tidy. Sam, a trumpet swan, honked loudly, announcing the beginning of the 
weekly meeting of the zoo animals.   

Timothy Turtle loitered by the pond. The first to fly down was Oliver Owl. He 
represented the birds and fowl. Next to arrive was Burt the Bear. He was the 
leader of the predators in this zoo. Samuel Spider, insect leader, landed his 
parachute-like web. Gary, the goldfish, arrived with a splash. He was the 
ambassador for all of the pond creatures. He bobbed up and down at the 
edge of the pond.  

Other critters also gathered to listen in on the meeting. Sam cleared his 
throat. He was a beautiful swan, and the whole animal kingdom was silent. 

"Good evening, everyone! Tonight's meeting will now commence!" Sam 
the Swan exclaimed. "First on the busy agenda is Hank the Hawk’s wonderful 
and impressive new routine. He has a final dress rehearsal tomorrow night 
which can't be missed. All are welcome to attend." The crowd exploded in 
small cheers of excitement.  

"Next up, Bert the Bat is once again hanging around sleeping 
everywhere," Sam explained. "Please keep an eye out for him! We are doing 
our best to remind him to sleep in his cave."

CRL: 5.7
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CRL: 5.7

“Finally...," Sam said excitedly, “Timothy Turtle has an important milestone 
to celebrate.  It is my pleasure to announce that he turns one hundred on 
Friday!” The crowd clapped enthusiastically. 

Patty Peacock, party-planner extraordinaire, chimed in, “I have an 
amazing party for the event of the century planned, so please dress to 
impress!” 

“Thank you... I appreciate a good party…. I really do,” Timothy Turtle said 
in his slow and steady manner. “But an old Turtle like me... would be happier 
to see... everyone do… some housekeeping!” 

The animals groaned.  

“If we don’t spruce things up immediately... Mr. and Mrs. Osborne will be... 
forced to close our zoo permanently,” Timothy Turtle eventually explained. 

“Whatever shall we do?!” Oliver Owl hooted with evident distress. The 
news had caused a ferocious uproar among those animals who were 
present.  Luckily, Patty Peacock had the answer. “Listen up, everyone! There 
will be an amazing party on Friday. We’re going to have... a fabulous 
cleaning party!” 

Cassie Cricket was the only one who cheered while the other animals 
stared with irritated faces at Patty Peacock. 

“Trust me. It will be amazingly fun,” Patty assuredly promised. But the 
meeting was adjourned without much enthusiasm. Timothy Turtle had 
trouble sleeping for the rest of the night.  

Friday night finally arrived. Patty Peacock, ready for the fantastic party, 
waddled up to the pond. She wore a shimmering silver dress that reflected 
the moonlight perfectly. But Patty was the only one there! It seemed 
everyone had conveniently forgotten about the party. 

“Thanks for trying, Patty,” said Timothy Turtle glumly.  He was disappointed 
in the other animals at the lack of support and dedication to their home.  

But Patty Peacock had not given up. She whistled, and Sam Swan arrived 
wearing a sparkly sequin headband. With him was Francine Fox and Burt the 
Bear who pulled a wagon to the front of the enclosure. Inside was a 
collection of paint and cleaning supplies.

TIMOTHY’S	BIRTHDAY-	Page	3	
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CRL: 5.7

Next, Sadie Squirrel clambered up a tree and hung a disco ball. While 
Winnie the Weasel broke into the zookeepers' office and played upbeat 
music on the stereo. 

Burt Bear lifted a giant broom out of the wagon. He started dancing 
expressively and sweeping to the rhythm of the music. 

Oliver Owl watched from above. "What a hoot!" he said. He swooped 
down to dance along with Burt Bear. He spun and twirled, dusting the zoo's 
nooks and crannies with his expansive brown feathers.  

The music drifted across the entire zoo. Soon, the other animals grew 
curious until, one by one, they all joined the cleaning party. 

Francine Fox picked up a well-worn paintbrush and creatively jived 
around the zoo. Soon, the walls were covered in her unique abstract 
designs. 

Sam the Swan, Gary the Goldfish and their friends did water ballet. He 
splashed about. Big waves power-washed the viewing windows until they 
shined. 

Eventually, every animal in the zoo enclosure was bustin' a move. Even 
Timothy Turtle was up past his bedtime. He did a slow waltz across the 
enclosure, pulling a soapy mop behind him. It was the best night of his long, 
long life. 

The next morning, the all the party animals except Timothy Turtle were 
sound asleep. He anxiously waited for Mr. and Mrs. Osborne to finally arrive. 

When the Osborne's eventually entered the old zoo, they couldn't believe 
their eyes! The walkways were clean and swept. The fences were repainted 
with beautiful abstract artwork. The glass had been washed and was sparkly  
clean. Even the spider webs looked utterly new and organized. 

Mr. and Mrs. Osborne were astonished. "I don't know how this happened.  
We must have a fairy godmother. Perhaps we'll manage to keep the zoo 
after all!" Mrs. Osborne cried. 

Timothy Turtle smiled more like a fairy god-turtle.  Then, he finally got some 
shuteye.

TIMOTHY’S	BIRTHDAY-	Page	4	
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Planets and Superheroes
Scarlett stood at the bus stop hoping no one would see the Band-aid on her 

eyebrow.  She felt so silly and didn’t know how she would face all of the kids at school 
today. She knew someone would laugh at her for falling off of the stage yesterday 
after her speech on planets.  How could she have been so clumsy? 

As the bus pulled up to the bus stop, Scarlett got ready to get on.  Scarlett hopped 
onto the school bus and heard giggling right away. She walked to an empty seat. The 
giggling got even louder. Were people laughing at her?  

She shrugged it off and sat down. Then she heard it again.  Scarlett tried to ignore it 
by looking out of her window. But she couldn’t shake the feeling that the giggling was 
about her.  She felt the worry and fear in the pit of her tummy. Of course, they were 
laughing at her.  Her worry was turning into anger.  She turned around on the bus to 
see where the giggling was coming from.  Then she saw them.  Emily and Julie were 
two rows back, laughing.  They were covering their mouths to whisper in each other’s 
ears and then looking right at her.   

As she watched them, she felt like there was a volcano inside of her about to 
explode.  She tried to stay in control, ignore it, and sit back down.  But Julie and Emily 
kept growing louder and louder.   

All of a sudden, Scarlett jumped to her knees on her seat, facing the back of the 
bus and yelled. “WHY DON’T YOU TWO SHUT IT AND STOP LAUGHING AT ME!!!”  

Surprised, Emily and Julie stopped talking and looked at her.  Emily smiled sweetly 
and said, “We were not talking about you, Scarlett.” 

“YES, YOU WERE…OF COURSE, YOU WERE. WHY WOULDN’T YOU LAUGH ABOUT MY 
DUMB ACCIDENT AND MY HUGE Band-aid?”  

Emily was about to say more when Julie put her hand on Emily’s wrist.  Emily said 
nothing. Both girls looked out the window.  They did not look at Scarlet’s angry glare.   

As the bus pulled up to the school, the students began to file off the bus. Scarlett still 
angry, waited and then cut in line to follow her new enemies off of the bus. Emily 
descended down the stairs first, followed by Julie. As Emily stepped off the bus, she 
looked back right at Scarlett and stuck out her tongue. Scarlett exploded with rage 
and screamed, “LEAVE ME ALONE!!” With all her might, she pushed Julie down the last 
stair and out of her way. Julie tumbled onto the pavement; hurt and crying. Scarlett 
embarrassed again, ran into the playground and far away from everyone. She sat 
down quietly with her arms crossed. She was fuming. Tears welled up in her eyes. She 
made sure no one saw her cry.

ARL: 3.1
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Scarlett wanted to forget about everything that had happened. She had been 
given detention after school for hurting Julie. All day she heard people whispering 
about her. She tried to avoid people and ate lunch alone. She counted down the 
minutes until she could go home. But when the last bell finally rang, Scarlett was 
called to detention.  

Mr. Richards was waiting for her in the detention hall. 

“Scarlett, must you act out every single week?” he said. 

“It wasn’t my fault! They were talking behind my back!” Scarlett replied. 

“But did you have to push her?” Mr. Richards asked. Scarlett was silent, so Mr. 
Richards said, “Take a minute to think about it.” 

Scarlett sat down and tried to read. But she couldn’t stop thinking about what 
had happened. The more she thought about it, the more her blood boiled. Her 
cheeks turned red. She could feel tears coming. 

Then, Steven and Ben walked into the detention hall.  

“Sit down, boys. I’ll be right back,” Mr. Richards said. Steven and Ben sat down 
behind her. 

“Heard you pushed Julie,” Steven said to Scarlett.  

“Leave me alone,” Scarlett said.  

“I saw it. You are such a bully,” said Ben. 

Scarlett tried to ignore them. 

“No wonder everyone’s been calling her Scarface, look at that Band-aid, I bet 
you’ll be ugly forever,” Steven added. 

Scarlett clenched her hands into fists. 

“Don’t call me that,” Scarlett said. 

Her cheeks felt warm. 

“Sorry…Scarface!” Steven said. 

“DON’T CALL ME THAT!” Scarlett screamed. She threw her book at them. It hit 
Steven square in the face. 

“Hey!” he yelled.  

ARL: 3.1
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“Scarlett!” Mr. Richards said as he had walked in just in time to see what had 
happened. “You need to learn how to control your temper!” 

Scarlett was overwhelmed by many feelings. But, all she could do was put her 
head on her desk. She buried her face under her arms. 

  
When detention was over, Scarlett walked home. She walked through the empty 

playground, fuming. She stomped and kicked up rocks. Then she threw a stick at the 
slide. It landed with a big, loud THUD. 

“Hey! What are you doing?” she heard a voice. Tommy appeared from beneath 
the slide. 

“Sorry,” Scarlett muttered and started walking away. 

“Hey, I saw what happened yesterday and today, are you okay?” Tommy asked 
her. 

“Yeah, I’m fine,” Scarlett lied. Then she remembered the reason Steven and Ben 
were in detention. They got in trouble for bullying, Tommy. 

“Steven and Ben are real jerks,” Scarlett added.  

She was surprised when Tommy said, “Ah, they’re not so bad.” 

“Not so bad? Didn’t they push you into a prickle bush?” Scarlett asked. 

“Yeah, and now they’re in detention,” Tommy said with a smile.  

“Didn’t you want to punch them in the face?”  

Tommy shrugged, “What’s the point?”  

Scarlett thought about this for a moment. “How do you stop yourself from getting 
mad?” 

“What do you mean? Of course, I still get mad!” Tommy explained. “But the 
second I start to feel it, I name all of the superheroes I can in my head!” 

“Superheroes? Why?” 

“I think of the Hulk. Then I think of other superheroes who are brave and calm. It 
helps me calm down when I’m mad. That way, I don’t do something silly that might 
get me in trouble. Do you like superheroes?”

ARL: 3.1
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“I think of the Hulk. Then I think of other superheroes who are brave and calm. 
It helps me calm down when I’m mad. That way, I don’t do something silly that 
might get me in trouble. Do you like superheroes?” 

“I don’t know very many,” Scarlett said. She thought about it for a moment. “I 
like planets. Do you think that will work?” 

 
“Try it next time!” Tommy suggested.  

“Thanks, I gotta get home now,” Scarlett said. 

“Well here, take this,” Tommy said. He gave her a Band-aid and waved 
goodbye. 

As Scarlett walked home, she thought about Tommy and his advice. She 
didn’t know him very well. But it seemed like he knew what he was talking 
about. 

The next morning, Scarlett got on the bus and sat in an empty seat. She wore 
the Band-aid Tommy gave her. It was a colourful Band-aid with a bunch of 
superheroes on it. It sat proudly on her nose. 

It wasn’t long before a boy in her class Matthew began teasing again. “Got 
a new Band-aid, Scarface? What are you going to do push me down the stairs 
too?” 

She ignored him. 

“Think you’re so tough?” Matthew taunted. 

She clenched her fists and felt her cheeks turn pink. She was on the verge of 
losing her temper again! 

Then she started naming the planets to herself in her head. She started with 
Mercury. It was closest to the Sun. When she got to Neptune, she started all over 
again. 

“Hello! Scarface! Can you hear me?” Matthew called out. But Scarlett just 
ignored him. She focused on the planets and slowly relaxed.  

Soon, the other kids on the bus were annoyed with Matthew. They told him to 
stop. He blushed and was quiet. 

  
Scarlett didn’t see Tommy until lunchtime. 

“Hey!” she said, “I know you like superheroes, but planets work too!” 

“Great!” Tommy said. He smiled and invited her to have lunch with him. With 
that little help, Scarlett never punched Matthew (or anyone) ever again.

ARL: 3.1
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Scarlett stood patiently at the bus stop hoping no one would notice the Band-aid that 
covered the cut above her eyebrow.  She was so embarrassed and didn’t know how she 
would face all of the kids at school today. She just knew someone would laugh at her for 
falling off of the stage yesterday after her speech on planets.  How could she have been 
so ridiculously clumsy? 

As the bus pulled up to the bus stop, Scarlett readied herself. Scarlett hopped onto the 
school bus and immediately heard snickering. She walked to an empty seat. The 
snickering grew even louder. Were people laughing at her?  

She shrugged it off and sat down. A moment later, she heard it again.  

Scarlett tried to ignore it by looking out of her window instead. But she couldn’t shake 
the feeling that the giggling was about her.  She felt the worry and fear in the pit of her 
stomach. Of course, they were laughing about her fall off of the stage yesterday.  The 
worry was quickly turning into anger.  She turned around on the bus to see where the 
snickering was coming from. Then she saw them.  Emily and Julie were two rows back 
laughing hysterically, covering their mouths to whisper in each other’s ears and then 
looking right at her.   

As she watched them, she felt like there was a volcano inside of her about to explode.  
She tried to contain it, ignore it, and sit back down.  But Julie and Emily kept growing 
louder and louder.   

All of a sudden, Scarlett jumped to her knees on her seat facing the back of the bus 
and yelled, “WHY DON’T YOU TWO SHUT IT AND STOP LAUGHING AT ME!!!”  

Surprised, Emily and Julie stopped talking and looked directly at her.  Emily smiled 
sweetly and said defensively, “We were not talking about you, Scarlett.” 

“YES, YOU WERE…OF COURSE, YOU WERE. WHY WOULDN’T YOU LAUGH ABOUT MY 
DUMB ACCIDENT AND MY HUGE Band-aid?”  

Emily was about to respond again when Julie put her hand on Emily’s wrist.  Emily said 
nothing and both girls looked out the window ignoring Scarlet’s angry glare.  

As the bus pulled up to the school, the students began to file effortlessly off the bus.  
Scarlett still fuming with anger, waited and then cut in line to follow her new enemies off 
of the bus. Emily descended down the stairs first, followed by Julie.  As Emily stepped off 
the bus, she looked back right at Scarlett and stuck out her tongue.  Scarlett exploded 
with rage and screamed, “LEAVE ME ALONE!!” With all her might she forcefully pushed 
Julie down the last stair and out of her way.  Julie tumbled onto the pavement; hurt and 
crying.  Scarlett embarrassed again, sprinted into the playground, headed to the old 
tree at the far end of the playground
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away from everyone. She sat down quietly behind the tree with her arms wrapped around 
her knees. She was fuming; she swiped at her eyes, but the tears came anyway. She waited 
there until the bell rang, signalling the beginning of school.   

Scarlett wanted to forget about everything that had happened on the stage the previous 
day and this morning on the bus. She had been given detention after school for hurting Julie. 
All day she heard people whispering about her. She tried all day to avoid people and ate 
lunch alone. She counted down the minutes until she could go home. But when the last bell 
finally rang, Scarlett was called to detention.  

Mr. Richards was waiting for her in the detention hall with a frustrated look on his old 
wrinkly face. 

"Scarlett, must you act out every single week?" he lamented. 

"It wasn't my fault! They were talking behind my back!" Scarlett replied. 

"But did you have to push her?" Mr. Richards asked. Scarlett was silent, so Mr. Richards said, 
"Take a minute to think about it.” 

Scarlett sat down, pulled out a book and tried to read. But she was distracted because 
she couldn't stop thinking about what had happened earlier. Her shame and regret always 
surfaced after she let her anger get the best of her.  The more she thought about the 
incident, the more her blood boiled. Her cheeks turned red. She could feel tears coming, so 
she sniffled, hoping that would be enough to keep them at bay. 

Then, Steven and Ben, the biggest troublemakers in 5th grade, walked into the detention 
hall.  

"Sit down, boys. I'll be right back," Mr. Richards said. Steven and Ben both looked in her 
direction and smirked.  They walked over, and despite the room being empty and full of 
other chairs, they still sat down behind her.  

"Heard you pushed Julie," Steven said to Scarlett, winking at Ben.  Ben covered his mouth 
with his hand and was clearly laughing at what Steven had said.  

"Leave me alone," Scarlett said.  

"I saw it. You are such a bully," said Ben. 

Scarlett was flabbergasted at them having the audacity to call her this.  They were in 
detention for bullying another boy earlier today.  She really didn't want to get angry again.  
Despite all evidence to the contrary, she was trying to change, so she decided to ignore 
them. 

"No wonder everyone's been calling her Scarface, look at that Band-aid, I bet you'll be 
ugly forever," Steven added. 

Scarlett clenched her hands into fists attempting to lessen the tension that  
was building inside of her. 

"Don't call me that," Scarlett said.  
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Her cheeks felt warm.  Her muscles were tensing up as the anger rose within her from her 
toes to her head. Her efforts to squeeze away the anger through her fists were not working.  

"Sorry… Scarface!" Steven said, smirking mischievously at her. 

That was it. Scarlett couldn't contain her anger and frustration any longer.  

 She looked Steven straight in the face, "DON'T CALL ME THAT!" Scarlett screamed. She 
picked up the book she had been reading and hurled it towards Steven. She felt vindicated 
when the book hit Steven square in the face. 

"Hey!" he yelled, clutching his nose as blood began dripping down his face.  

"What the...," he hollered. "Don't just stand there, man," he flippantly called out to Ben. 
"Get me a tissue or something…" 

Just then, Mr. Richards walked back in the room to the chaotic scene. He quickly observed 
what was going on and seeing Scarlett frozen in intense anger. He immediately knew Scarlett 
was responsible for the blood dripping down Steven's nose.  

"Scarlett!" Mr. Richards hollered as he had walked in the classroom just in time to see what 
had happened. "You need to learn how to control your temper!” 

Scarlett was overwhelmed by many feelings. But, all she could do was put her head on her 
desk. She buried her face under her arms. 

When detention was over, Scarlett walked home through the empty school playground, 
fuming. She stomped and kicked up rocks as she traversed the area containing the play 
structure. Then she picked up and threw a stick at the slide. It landed with an enormous, loud 
THUD. 

"Hey! What are you doing?" she heard a voice. Tommy, a boy from her class, appeared 
from beneath the slide. 

"Sorry," Scarlett muttered and started walking away. 

"Hey, I saw what happened yesterday and today, are you okay?" Tommy asked her with a 
genuine concern in his voice. 

"Yeah, I'm fine," Scarlett lied. Then she remembered he was the reason Steven and Ben 
were in detention. They got in trouble for bullying, Tommy. 

"Steven and Ben are real jerks," Scarlett added supportively, "I know they were mean to 
you."  

She was surprised when Tommy said, "Ah, they're not so bad.” 

"Not so bad? Didn't they push you into a prickle bush?" Scarlett asked. 

"Yeah, and now they're in detention," Tommy said with a smile. 

"Didn't you want to punch them in the face?” 

Tommy shrugged, “What’s the point?”  

PLANETS	AND	SUPERHEROES	-	Page	3	
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Scarlett thought about this for a moment. “How do you stop yourself from getting so 
furious?” 

“What do you mean? Of course, I still get mad!” Tommy explained. “But the second I start 
to feel it, I name all of the superheroes I can in my head!” 

“Superheroes?” Scarlett looked at Tommy, confused.  

“I think of the Hulk. Then I think of other superheroes who are brave and calm. It helps me 
calm down when I’m mad. That way, I don’t do something regrettable that might get me in 
trouble. Do you like superheroes?” 

“I don’t know very many,” Scarlett said truthfully. She thought about it carefully for a 
moment. “I really like the planets. Do you think that will work?” 

“Why not try it next time!” Tommy suggested encouragingly.  

“Thanks for your help, I gotta get home now,” Scarlett said. 

“Well, here, take this,” Tommy said. He gave her a Band-aid and waved goodbye. 

As Scarlett walked home, she thought about Tommy and his advice. She didn’t know him 
very well. But he seemed smart, and perhaps he knew what he was talking about. Scarlett 
was willing to try anything because she was tired of always losing control of her anger.  

The next morning, Scarlett got on the bus and sat in an empty seat. She proudly wore the 
Band-aid Tommy gave her. It was a colourful Band-aid with a bunch of superheroes on it. It 
sat proudly above her nose. 

It wasn’t long before a boy in her class, Matthew, began teasing again. “Got a new Band-
aid, Scarface? What are you going to do?...push me down the stairs too?” 

She ignored him. 

“Think you’re so tough?” Matthew taunted, while other kids laughed along with him. 

She clenched her fists and felt her cheeks turn pink. She knew she was on the verge of 
losing her temper again! Then she started naming the planets to herself in her head. She 
began with Mercury. It was closest to the Sun. When she got to Neptune, she started all over 
again. 

“Hello! Scarface! Can you hear me?” Matthew called out. But Scarlett just ignored him. 
She focused on the planets and slowly relaxed.  

Soon, the other kids on the bus were annoyed with Matthew, so he stopped. 

Scarlett didn’t see Tommy until lunchtime. 

“Hey!” she said. “I know you like superheroes, but planets work, too!” 

“Great!” Tommy said. He smiled and invited her to have lunch with him. With a little help, 
Scarlett never punched Matthew (or anyone) ever again.

PLANETS	AND	SUPERHEROES	-	Page	4	
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Scarlett stood patiently at the bus stop hoping no one would notice the Band-aid that 
covered the cut above her eyebrow. She was so embarrassed and didn’t know how she 
would face all of the kids at school today. She just knew someone would laugh at her for 
falling off of the stage yesterday after her speech on planets. How could she have been 
so ridiculously clumsy? 

As the bus pulled up to the bus stop, Scarlett readied herself.  Scarlett hopped onto the 
school bus and immediately heard snickering. As she walked to an empty seat and the 
snickering grew even louder, she wondered if it was about her. She shrugged it off and sat 
down, but a moment later, she heard it again. Scarlett tried to ignore it by looking out of 
her window instead, but she couldn’t shake the feeling that the giggling was about her. 
Of course, they were laughing about her fall off of the stage yesterday.  The worry was 
quickly turning into anger.  So, she turned around on the bus to see where the snickering 
was coming from. Then, she saw Emily and Julie two rows back laughing hysterically, 
covering their mouths to whisper in each other’s ears looking right at her.   

As she watched them, she felt like there was a volcano inside of her about to explode. 
She tried to contain it, ignore it, and sit back down, but Julie and Emily kept growing 
louder and louder.   

All of a sudden, Scarlett jumped to her knees on her seat facing the back of the bus 
and yelled, “WHY DON’T YOU TWO SHUT IT AND STOP LAUGHING AT ME!!!” 

  
Surprised, Emily and Julie stopped talking and looked directly at her. Emily smiled 

sweetly and said defensively, “We were not talking about you, Scarlett.” 

“YES, YOU WERE…OF COURSE, YOU WERE LAUGHING ABOUT MY DUMB ACCIDENT AND 
MY HUGE Band-aid?” Scarlett yelled. 

Emily was about to respond again when Julie put her hand on Emily’s wrist. Emily said 
nothing and both girls looked out the window ignoring Scarlett’s angry glare.  

As the bus pulled up to the school, the students began to file effortlessly off the bus 
from the back of the bus to the front of the bus. Scarlett still fuming with anger, waited 
and then cut in line to follow her new enemies off of the bus. Emily descended down the 
stairs first, followed by Julie. As Emily stepped off the bus, she looked back right at Scarlett 
and stuck out her tongue. Scarlett exploded with rage and screamed, “LEAVE ME 
ALONE!!” With all her might, she forcefully pushed Julie down the last stair and out of her 
way. Julie tumbled onto the pavement; hurt and crying. Scarlett embarrassed again, fled 
the scene quickly into the playground, headed towards the old tree at the far end of the 
playground away.  

She sat down quietly behind the tree with her arms wrapped around her knees. She 
was fuming; she swiped at her eyes, but the tears came anyway. She waited there until 
the bell rang, signalling the beginning of school.   
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Scarlett wanted to forget about everything that had happened on the stage the 
previous day and this morning on the bus. She had been given detention after school for 
hurting Julie. All day, she heard people whispering about her, so she avoided people, ate 
lunch alone,  and counted down the minutes until she could go home. When the last bell 
finally rang, Scarlett was called to detention.  

Mr. Richards was waiting for her in the detention hall with a frustrated look on his old 
wrinkly face. "Scarlett, must you act out every single week?  Pushing isn't the answer?" he 
lamented. 

"It wasn't my fault they were talking behind my back!" Scarlett replied. 

 Mr. Richards sighed and rolled his eyes before motioning for Scarlett to walk in and 
take a seat. 

Scarlett sat down, pulled out a book and tried to read, but she was distracted because 
she couldn't stop thinking about what had happened earlier. Her shame and regret 
always surfaced after she let her anger get the best of her. The more she thought about 
the incident, the more her blood boiled.  She could feel tears coming, so she sniffled, 
hoping that would be enough to keep them at bay. 

Then, Steven and Ben, the biggest troublemakers in 5th grade, walked into the 
detention hall.  

"Sit down, boys, and I'll be right back," Mr. Richards said. Steven and Ben both looked in 
her direction and smirked as they walked over. Despite the room being empty and full of 
other chairs, they still sat down behind her. 

"Heard you pushed Julie," Steven said to Scarlett, winking at Ben.  Ben covered his 
mouth with his hand and was clearly laughing at what Steven had said.  

"Leave me alone," Scarlett said.  

"I saw it; you are such a bully, it's like you have anger problems or something," said Ben. 
Scarlett was flabbergasted at them having the audacity to call her this because they 

were in detention for bullying another boy earlier today.  She tried to ignore them 
because she wanted to change and not get angry anymore. 

"No wonder everyone's been calling her Scarface, look at that Band-aid, I bet you'll be 
ugly forever," Steven added. 

Scarlett clenched her hands into fists, attempting to lessen the tension that was building 
inside of her. 

"Don't CALL ME THAT!" Scarlett said.  

Her cheeks felt warm. Her muscles were tensing up as the anger rose within her from 
her toes to her head. Her efforts to squeeze away the anger through her fists were not 
working. 

PLANETS	AND	SUPERHEROES	-	Page	2	



©
	M

ad
ly
	L
ea
rn
in
g	
20
20

CRL: 5.6

"Sorry…Scarface," Steven said, smirking mischievously at her. 
That was all it took for Scarlett to lose it because she couldn't contain her anger and 

frustration any longer.  

 She looked Steven straight in the face. "DON'T CALL ME THAT!" Scarlett screamed.  She 
picked up the book she had been reading and hurled it towards Steven.  She felt 
vindicated when the book hit Steven square in the face. 

"Hey," he yelled, clutching his nose as blood began dripping down his face "... don't just 
stand there, man" he looked at Ben, "get me something for my nose...a tissue or something.” 

Just then, Mr. Richards walked back into the room to the chaotic scene, quickly 
observing what was going on and seeing Scarlett frozen in intense anger.   

"Scarlett, you need to learn how to control your temper!" Mr. Richards exclaimed. 

Scarlett was overwhelmed by many feelings. But, all she could do was put her head on 
her desk and bury her face beneath her arms. 

  
When detention was over, Scarlett walked home through the empty school playground, 

fuming. She stomped and kicked up rocks as she traversed the area containing the play 
structure. Then she picked up and threw a stick at the slide, and it landed with an 
enormous, loud THUD. 

"Hey, what are you doing?" she heard a voice. Tommy, a boy from her class, appeared 
from beneath the slide. 

"Sorry," Scarlett muttered and started walking away. 

"Hey, I saw what happened yesterday and today, are you okay?" Tommy asked her with 
a genuine concern in his voice. 

"Yeah, I'm fine," Scarlett lied, remembering that Tommy was the reason Steven and Ben 
were in detention. 

"Steven and Ben are real jerks," Scarlett added supportively,  "I know they were mean to 
you."  

She was surprised when Tommy said, "Ah, they're not so bad.” 

"Not so bad, didn't they push you into a prickle bush?" Scarlett asked. 

"Yeah, and now they're in detention," Tommy said with a smile. 

"Didn't you want to punch them in the face?"  

Tommy shrugged, "What's the point?"  

Scarlett thought about this for a moment. "How do you stop yourself from getting so 
furious?” 

PLANETS	AND	SUPERHEROES	-	Page	3	
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"What do you mean? Of course, I still get mad, but the second I start to feel it, I name all 
of the superheroes I can in my head!" Tommy explained. 

"Superheroes?" Scarlett looked at Tommy with an immense amount of confusion.  

"I think of the Hulk, and then I think of other superheroes who are brave and calm. It 
helps me calm down when I'm mad, so I don't do something regrettable that might get 
me in trouble. Do you like superheroes?"  

“I don't know very many," Scarlett said truthfully. She thought about it carefully for a 
moment. "I really like the planets. Do you think that will work?” 

"Why not try it next time," Tommy suggested encouragingly.  

"Thanks for your help, I gotta get home now," Scarlett said. 

"Well here, take this," Tommy said as he gave her a Band-aid and waved goodbye. 

As Scarlett walked home, she thought about Tommy and his advice. She didn't know 
him very well, but he seemed smart, and perhaps he knew what he was talking about. 
Scarlett was willing to try anything because she was tired of always losing control of her 
anger.  

The next morning, Scarlett got on the bus and sat in an empty seat proudly wearing the 
Band-aid Tommy had given her. It was a colourful Band-aid with a bunch of superheroes 
on it. 

It wasn't long before a boy in her class, Matthew, began teasing again. "Got a new 
Band-aid, Scarface? What are you going to do; push me down the stairs too?" 

She ignored him. 

"Think you're so tough?" Matthew taunted, while other kids laughed along with him. 
She clenched her fists and felt her cheeks turn pink, and she knew she was on the verge 

of losing her temper again! 

Then, she started naming the planets to herself in her head, beginning with Mercury 
because it was closest to the Sun. When she finally got to Neptune, she started all over 
again. 

"Hello, Scarface, can you hear me?" Matthew called out. But Scarlett just ignored him 
and focused on the planets as she slowly relaxed.  

Soon, the other kids on the bus were annoyed with Matthew's taunting, so they told him 
to stop. 

     
Scarlett didn't see Tommy until lunchtime. 

"Hey!" she said. "I know you like superheroes, but planets work, too!” 

"Great!" Tommy said. He smiled and invited her to have lunch with him. With a little help, 
Scarlett never punched Matthew (or anyone) ever again.

PLANETS	AND	SUPERHEROES	-	Page	4	
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Sunday is Julia’s favourite day of the week. On Sunday, she visits cousin Luke and Aunt Rita. 
Luke is her favourite cousin. Aunt Rita owns the best bakery in town. She is famous for her 
chocolate chip cookies. 

“Where’s Luke?” Julia asked Aunt Rita after finishing her chocolate chip cookie. 

“He’s camping up with Uncle Bruce,” Aunt Rita replied. Julia’s smile melted into a frown. 

“That’s okay,” she said, “I can read my book.” When Julia opened her backpack, her book 
was not there.  She had no cousin to play with and no book to read.   She wondered if baking 
could make her less bored.  

“Do you need any help?” Julia asked. 

“Sure!” Aunt Rita said. 

Julia washed her hands and put on an apron. Aunt Rita gave her the cookbook. 

“This recipe makes 20 cookies, but I need 60 in total,” Aunt Rita said. “So that would be…” 
Aunt Rita started doing the math in her head. 

“That’s three batches!” Julia said, beating Aunt Rita to the answer. 

“How did you do that so fast?” Aunt Rita asked. 

“Easy…60 ÷ 20 = 3 or simply 3 x 20 = 60,” Julia told her. 

“Math is her favourite subject,” her mother Alice said proudly. 

“Then, three batches it is!” Aunt Rita said.  

Julia followed her aunt’s recipe. She began multiplying every measurement by three in her 
head. All three batches came out of the oven.  They looked and smelled delicious. Julia was 
proud of herself.  

“Thanks for all of your help today,” Aunt Rita said to Julia. “You did great!” Then Aunt Rita 
gave Julia a box of cookies. “Take some home with you. You earned them!”  

The next morning, Julia walked to school with her best friend, Annie. Julia told her about all of 
the cookies she baked. At recess, they sat under the bleachers, so they could eat cookies in 
secret.  

“These are delicious!” Annie said. “I can’t believe you made these!”
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Julia and Annie heard voices coming closer. Then, they saw three pairs of feet walking 
along the bleachers. 

"I hate math," a voice said. 

"Yeah, me too!" a second voice agreed. 

"It wouldn't be so bad if it weren't for Julia," the first voice said. "She is such a showoff in 
math.” 

"I thought girls weren't good at math," a third boy said. 

"Well, she is good at math. She's weird. Plus, she makes us all look bad. That's why no one 
likes her. The only person that likes her is that new girl Annie,” The first voice concluded. 

Julia's heart sank. She knew it was her next-door neighbour Johnny. They played together 
until the start of third grade. Now he ignores her even though they sit next to each other in 
math class. 

The boys' footsteps faded away. 

"Don't listen to those boys," Annie said when they were alone again. "Besides, I think it's cool 
that you're so good at math." But Julia wasn't convinced. She spent the rest of recess feeling 
sorry for herself.  

Math class that afternoon didn't go well. Julia didn't volunteer to answer questions like she 
usually did. When their math teacher Mr. Cole asked her to answer a question, she pretended 
not to know the answer. Then, Mr. Cole gave them a pop quiz. Julia knew all of the answers, 
but then she thought about what Johnny had said. She didn't want to be weird. She just 
wanted to fit in.  

She had an idea. She would pretend to be bad at math. Then more people would like her. 
She quickly changed some of her answers before handing back her test. Mr. Cole mixed up 
the tests and handed them out. Johnny marked her test and handed it back. He didn't say 
anything to her about her test. Julia looked at her test. Her score was 90%. She would have to 
do worse next time. 

Thursday came, and there was another test. Julia started answering all of the questions 
wrong. But as she finished the last question, she regretted her decision to fail on purpose. So 
she began changing all of her answers. Before she could finish, her teacher told the class their 
time was up and collected all of the tests.   

The next day, Julia's teacher handed back the tests to the class. Julia had gotten a C+. She 
put her head on her hands and sulked. She never got a C+. Johnny leaned over to peek at 
her test and gasped. He was surprised that she hadn't gotten perfect.   

"Good Job, Julia! Don't feel bad. It's better than my mark. I got a D-," he said.

ARRAY	OF	COOKIES	-	Page	2	
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"Hey, my mom told me you were coming over to my house on Sunday. I guess your mom is 
leaving to help your aunt at a baking show or something?” 

Julia was mortified. She managed to say, "Yeah don't worry I won't bug you or anything."  

"I was wondering something.  Do you think you could help me study for my re-test? I did really 
bad on my math test. So now I have to re-write it on Monday,” he replied before walking away. 

On Sunday morning, Julia knocked on Johnny's door. 

"Hey," he said. "Come on in.” 

Julia walked into Johnny's house with trepidation. Johnny led her into the kitchen. It was clear 
he had been working on his math re-test review. 

   
"Hi, Julia! Welcome. Thanks for agreeing to help Johnny with his math," Johnny's mom, Mrs. 

Avilara, called out from the family room. She was in there reading a book. Johnny invited her to 
sit at the kitchen island and join him.   

"I'm so dumb at math. Thanks for agreeing to help me. I am sure you had better things to do. 
You would be playing video games or something instead of helping me.” 

"Nah, I don't like video games... I probably would have just sat here and read a book. So 
what do you not get about the math?" Julia asked.  

"Like everything," Johnny replied. 

"Ok…," Julia paused, looking over what Johnny had already started working on. "What's four 
times three?"  

"I dunno…,” Johnny said shyly. 

"Ummm, well, it's simple really," Julia said. "First you do this…," Johnny's eyes glazed over as 
Julia continued her detailed answer.  

"Aw, come on, math is boring," Johnny complained. 

Just then, Julia thought about the math that she used when baking with Aunt Rita. "Ok, well, 
let's try something different," Julia encouraged. Julia hopped down from the chair and walked 
over to Johnny's mom. "Excuse me, Mrs. Avilara," Julia asked sweetly. "Can Johnny and I bake 
cookies? I think it would help him with math."  

"Sure, fine with me," Mrs. Avilara replied. "Everything you need is in the pantry. Just yell if you 
need anything."   

Johnny helped Julia to measure and add the right ingredients. They worked together to 
make the cookie dough. Once done, they began to roll the dough into balls to go on the tray. 

ARRAY	OF	COOKIES	-	Page	3	
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"Okay, so what is four times three," Julia asked again.   

"I don't know?!?" Johnny replied. "I am not sure how this baking will help.” 

Julia put the cookie dough balls on the tray in an array.  Then, she pointed at the tray and 
asked again. 

"What is four times three?” 

"Fine." Johnny looked down at the tray. He counted four rows of three cookies.  He thought 
about it and then answered, “Twelve." 

"Right! What's seven times three?" Julia asked. When Johnny shrugged, Julia re-arranged the 
balls of dough into three rows of seven.  

"Twenty-one," Johnny replied. 

"What's eight times two?" Julia said. 

"That's easy—sixteen," Johnny said without any help. "Give me something harder." 
"Okay…" Julia said smiling. "What's nine times three minus three?” 

Johnny moved the dough balls into three rows of nine.  Then quickly stuffed three in his 
mouth. "Easy!" he said with his mouth full. “Twenty-four!" 

"Nice! See, math can be fun, right?” 

Johnny didn't say yes, but he didn't say no, either. They finished baking.  Then they took a 
plate of chocolate chip cookies to a picnic table in Johnny's backyard. They dunked the 
cookies in milk.  Then Johnny said, "Hey Julia, I always thought math was boring.   Baking 
cookies was actually kinda fun. Maybe we can do our math homework together again?" 

"Sure!  Maybe you can remember that there is nothing wrong with being good at math.  I 
heard you when you were on the bleachers with your friends.  You were talking about me!" 
Julia said as she smiled the biggest smile. 

"Uh, you heard that?" Johnny said as Julia smiled at him.  She was proud that she had dared 
to finally say something to him about it.   

"Yeah, I heard you.  I still agreed to help you.  So, it would help if you thought twice before 
saying mean things about others.   Someday you might need the help of the person you are 
hurting.” 

"I am so sorry, Julia.  It won't happen again," Johnny assured her. 

"Good! Now pass me another cookie, would you?" Julia stated with confidence.  

ARRAY	OF	COOKIES	-	Page	4	
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BRL: 4.2

Sunday is Julia’s favourite day of the week. That is because every Sunday, she and her 
mother Alice visit cousin Luke and Aunt Rita. Luke is her favourite cousin, and Aunt Rita owns 
the best bakery in town. She is famous for her chocolate chip cookies. 

“Where’s Luke?” Julia asked Aunt Rita after finishing her chocolate chip cookie. 

“He’s camping at Glacier Lake with Uncle Bruce,” Aunt Rita replied. Julia’s smile melted into 
a frown. 

“That’s okay,” she said with just a hint of disappointment, “I can read my book instead.” But 
when Julia opened her backpack, her book was nowhere to be found.  With no cousin to play 
with and no book to read, she wondered if baking could ease the boredom.  

“Do you need any help?” Julia offered. 

“Sure! I thought you’d never ask!” Aunt Rita said. 

Julia washed her hands and put an apron on. Then, Aunt Rita gave her a cookbook. 

“This recipe makes two dozen cookies, but I need seventy-two in total,” Aunt Rita said. “So 
that would be…” Aunt Rita started doing the math in her head. 

“That’s three batches!” Julia said, beating Aunt Rita to it. 

“How did you do that so fast?” Aunt Rita asked. 

“Easy...two dozen is 24 cookies and 72 ÷ 24 = 3 or simply 3 x 24 = 72,” Julia explained. 

“Math is her favourite subject,” Alice said proudly. 

“Then, three batches it is!” Aunt Rita said.  

Julia followed her aunt’s recipe carefully, multiplying every measurement by three in her 
head. She was proud when all three batches came out of the oven looking and smelling 
delicious.  

“Thanks for all of your help today,” Aunt Rita said to Julia when all the baking was done. 
“You did great!” Then Aunt Rita gave Julia a box of cookies. “Take some home with you. You 
earned them!”  

The next morning, Julia walked to school with her best friend, Annie. Julia told her about all 
of the cookies she baked. At recess, they sat under the bleachers, so they could eat cookies in 
secret.
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"These are delicious!" Annie said. "I can't believe you made these!" 

Suddenly, Julia and Annie heard voices approaching. Then, they saw three pairs of feet 
walking along the bleachers. 

"I hate math," a voice said. 

"Yeah, me too!" a second voice agreed. 

"It wouldn't be so bad if it weren't for Julia," the first voice said. "She is such a showoff in math.” 

"I thought girls weren't good at math," a third boy said. 

"Well, she is. She's weird. And she makes us all look bad. That's why no one likes her, the only 
person that likes her is that new girl Annie." The first voice concluded. 

Julia's heart sank because she knew it was her next-door neighbour Johnny. They played 
together until the start of third grade. Now he ignores her even though they sit next to each 
other in math class. 

The boys' footsteps faded away. 

"Don't listen to those boys," Annie said when they were alone again. "Besides, I think it's cool 
that you're so good at math." But Julia wasn't convinced. She spent the rest of recess feeling 
sorry for herself.  

In math class that afternoon, Julia didn't volunteer to answer any questions at the whiteboard 
like she usually did.  When their math teacher Mr. Cole asked her to answer a question, she 
pretended not to know the answer.  Then, Mr. Cole gave them a pop quiz.  Julia knew all of the 
answers, but then she thought about what Johnny had said.  She didn't want to be weird, she 
just wanted to fit in.  

Maybe if she pretended she was terrible at math, more people would like her.  She quickly 
changed some of her answers before turning her test in.  Johnny marked her test and handed it 
back to her without saying a word.  Julia looked at her test. Her score was 90%.  She would have 
to do worse next time. 

There was another math test on Thursday.  Julia started off answering all of the questions 
wrong. But as she finished the last question, she instantly regretted her decision to fail on 
purpose.  So she quickly began changing all of her answers.  But before she could finish, her 
teacher told the class their time was up and collected all of the tests.   

The next day, Julia's teacher handed back the tests to the class.  Julia had gotten a C+.  She 
put her head on her hands and sulked. She never got a C+.  Johnny leaned over to peek at her 
test and gasped, surprised that she hadn't gotten perfect.   

"Good Job, Julia! Don't feel bad. It's better than my mark. I got a D-," he said.

BRL: 4.2
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"Hey, my mom told me you were coming over to my house on Sunday. I guess your mom is 
leaving to help your aunt at a baking show or something?” 

Julia was mortified. She managed to say, "Yeah don't worry I won't bug you or anything."  

"I was wondering, actually, if you could help me study for my re-test? I did really bad on my 
math test, and I have to re-write it on Monday,” he replied before walking away. 

On Sunday morning, Julia knocked on Johnny's door. 

"Hey," he said. "Come on in.” 

Julia walked into Johnny's house with trepidation. Johnny led her into the kitchen, where he 
had clearly been working on his math re-test review.   

"Hi, Julia! Welcome. Thanks for agreeing to help Johnny with his math," Johnny's mom, Mrs. 
Avilara, called from behind the book she was reading in her chair in the family room. Johnny 
invited her to sit at the kitchen island and join him.   

"I'm so dumb at math. Thanks for agreeing to help me. I am sure you had better things to do, 
like playing video games or something instead of helping me.” 

"Nah, I don't like video games... I probably would have just sat here and read a book or 
something like your mom. So what do you not get about the math?" Julia asked.  

"Like everything," Johnny replied. 

"Ok…," Julia paused, looking over what Johnny had already started working on. "What's four 
times three?"  

"I dunno…" Johnny said shyly. 

"Ummm, well it's simple really. Julia answered excitedly, first you do this…," Johnny's eyes 
glazed over as Julia continued her detailed answer.  

"Aw, come on, math is boring," Johnny complained. 

Just then, Julia thought about the math that she used when baking with Aunt Rita. "Ok, well, 
let's try something different then," Julia encouraged. Julia hopped down from the chair and 
walked over to where Johnny's mom was sitting. "Excuse me, Mrs. Avilara," Julia asked sweetly. 
"Can Johnny and I bake my Aunt's favourite cookies, I think it would help him with the math."  

"Sure, fine with me," Mrs. Avilara replied. "Everything you will need should be in the pantry. Just 
holler if you need anything."  

  
Johnny helped Julia to measure and add the right ingredients as they worked together to 

make the cookie dough. Once done, they began to roll the dough into balls to go on the tray.

ARRAY	OF	COOKIES	-	Page	3	
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"Okay, so what is four times three," Julia asked again.  
  
"I don't know?!?" Johnny replied. "I am not sure how this baking is helping me.” 

Julia arranged the cookie dough balls on the tray in an array. Then, she pointed at the tray 
and asked again. 

"What is four times three?” 

"Fine." Johnny glanced down at the tray. He counted four rows of three cookies and 
answered, “Twelve." 

"Right! What's seven times three?" Julia asked. When Johnny shrugged, Julia rearranged the 
balls of dough into three rows of seven.  

"Twenty-one," Johnny replied. 

"What's eight times two?" Julia said. 

"That's easy—sixteen," Johnny said without any help. "Give me something harder.” 

"Okay…" Julia said smiling. "What's nine times three minus three?” 

Johnny rearranged the dough balls into three rows of nine then quickly stuffed three in his 
mouth. "Easy!" he said with his mouth full. “Twenty-four!" 

"Nice! See, math can be fun, right?” 

Johnny didn't say yes, but he didn't say no, either. They finished baking and took a plate of 
chocolate chip cookies to a picnic table in Johnny's backyard. As they dunked the cookies in 
milk, Johnny said, "Hey Julia, I always thought math was boring, but that was actually kinda 
fun. Maybe we can do our math homework together tomorrow?" 

"Sure! And maybe you can remember that there is nothing wrong with being good at math 
when you are on the bleachers with your friends talking about me!" Julia said as she smiled the 
biggest smile. 

"Uh, you heard that?" Johnny said sheepishly as Julia smiled at him knowingly. Proud that 
she had dared to finally say something to him about it.  

  
"Yeah, I heard you, and I still agreed to help you. So, next time you go and insult someone, 

perhaps you should think twice.  Someday you might need the help of the person you are 
insulting.” 

"I am so sorry, Julia. It won't happen again," Johnny assured her. 

"Good! Now pass me another cookie, would you?" Julia stated confidently.  

BRL: 4.2
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Sunday is Julia's favourite day of the week because every Sunday, she and her mother Alice visit 
cousin Luke and Aunt Rita. Luke is her favourite cousin, and Aunt Rita owns the best bakery in town. 
She is famous for her chocolate chip cookies. 

"Where is my favourite trouble-making cousin, Luke?" Julia asked Aunt Rita after finishing her 
chocolate chip cookie. 

"He's backcountry camping at Otoskwin-Attawapiskat River Provincial Park with Uncle Bruce," 
Aunt Rita replied. Julia's smile melted into a frown. Although Luke often got them both in trouble 
with his harebrained ideas and games, she treasured the fun they had together.  

"That's okay," she said with just a hint of disappointment, "I guess I can just read my book instead." 
But when Julia opened her backpack, her novel was nowhere to be found. With no cousin to play 
with and no book to read, she wondered if baking could curtail the boredom.  

"Do you need any help?" Julia offered. 

"I thought you'd never ask!" Aunt Rita said. 

Julia washed her hands with soap and hot water and put a floral pink and orange frilly apron on.  
It was her favourite apron in Aunt Rita's collection. Then, Aunt Rita gave her a cookbook. 

"This recipe makes two dozen cookies, but I need seventy-two in total," Aunt Rita said. "So that 
would be…" Aunt Rita started doing the math in her head. 

"Oh that's easy, I know that's three batches!" Julia said, beating Aunt Rita to it. 

"How did you do that so quickly?" Aunt Rita asked. 

“Easy...two dozen is 24 cookies and 72 ÷ 24 = 3 or simply 3 x 24 = 72,” Julia explained. 

"Arithmetic is her most favourite subject at school," Alice, Julia's mother, said as she beamed 
proudly in the direction of her daughter. 

"Then three batches it is, and you can make that all by yourself? I have a million things to do 
around here to get ready for the baking show coming up!" Aunt Rita said.  

Julia agreed because it wasn't the first time she had followed Aunt Rita's delicious chocolate 
chip cookie recipe. Julia followed her aunt's recipe very carefully, multiplying every measurement 
by three in her head. She was proud when all three batches came out of the oven perfectly, 
looking and smelling delicious. 

"Thanks for all of your help today; you did great," Aunt Rita said to Julia when all of the baking 
was done. Then, Aunt Rita gave Julia a big box of cookies to take home with her.  

The next morning, Julia walked to school with her best friend, Annie. Julia told her about all of 
the cookies she baked. At recess, they sat under the bleachers, so they
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could eat the yummy cookies in secret. "These are delicious, I can't believe you made these!" 
Annie exclaimed with her mouth half full with her third cookie. 

Suddenly, Julia and Annie heard voices approaching followed by three pairs of feet walking 
along the bleachers. 

"I hate math," a voice said. 

"Yeah, me too," a second voice agreed. 

"It wouldn't be so horrible if it weren't for Julia," the first voice said. "She is such a showoff in math.” 

Julia was surprised, she was sure that she recognized this voice as belonging to her neighbour 
Johnny. 

"I thought girls weren't good at math," a third boy said. 

Under the bleachers, Julia and Annie were flabbergasted at this obviously sexist statement and 
exchanged disgusted looks with one another.  

"Well, she is, and she's weird too. She makes us all look like we suck at everything in math, it's so 
annoying. That's why no one likes her, the only person that likes her is that new girl Annie,” the first 
voice concluded. 

Julia's heart sank because she thought Johnny, her neighbour, and her were friends or at least 
they used to be. They had played together all the time until the start of third grade. Perhaps this is 
the reason he ignores her now even though they sit next to each other in math class. 

The boys began to move along the bleachers as their footsteps faded away. 

Noticing that Julia was fighting back the tears, "Don't listen to those boys," Annie said when they 
were alone again. "Besides, I think it's cool that you're so good at math." But Julia wasn't convinced. 
She spent the rest of recess feeling sorry for herself.  

In math class that afternoon, Julia didn't volunteer to answer any questions at the whiteboard 
like she usually did. When their math teacher Mr. Cole asked her to answer a question, she 
pretended not to know the answer. Then, Mr. Cole gave them a pop quiz. Julia knew all of the 
answers, but then she thought about what Johnny had said. She didn't want to be weird, she just 
wanted to fit in. Maybe if she pretended she was bad at math, more people would like her. So she 
quickly changed some of her answers, ensuring they were wrong. As the teacher instructed, she 
passed her completed test to the person next to her, which happened to be Johnny. He marked 
her test and handed it back to her without saying a word.  Julia looked at her test, with a score of 
90%, she would have to do worse next time. 

There was another math test on Thursday. Julia started off answering all of the questions wrong, 
but as she finished the last question, she instantly regretted her decision to fail on purpose. So she 
quickly began changing all of her answers. But before she could finish, her teacher told the class 
their time was up and collected all of the tests.  

The next day, Julia's teacher handed back the tests to the class. Julia had gotten a C+. She put 
her head on her hands and sulked. She never got a C+. Johnny leaned over to peek at her test and 
gasped, surprised that she hadn't gotten perfect. 

ARRAY	OF	COOKIES	-	Page	2	
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"Good Job, Julia! Don't feel bad. It's better than my mark. I got a D-," he said. 

"Hey, my mom told me you were coming over to my house on Sunday. 

I guess your mom is leaving to help your aunt at a baking show or something?” 

Julia was mortified. She managed to say, "Yeah don't worry I won't bug you or anything."  

"I was wondering, actually, if you could help me study for my re-test? I did really bad on my 
math test, and I have to re-write it on Monday,” he replied before walking away. 

On Sunday morning, Julia knocked on Johnny's door with a plan. She was going to bring a book 
and refuse to help him with his math. Sort of as a punishment for what he had said at the 
bleachers. 

"Hey," he said awkwardly as he answered the door. "Come on in.” 

Julia walked into Johnny's house with trepidation. Johnny led her into the kitchen, where he had 
clearly been working on his math re-test review.   

"Hi, Julia! Welcome. Thanks for agreeing to help Johnny with his math," Johnny's mom, Mrs. 
Avilara, called from behind the book she was reading in her chair in the family room. Johnny 
invited her to sit and join him at the kitchen island.  

So now she was stuck, she had planned on just refusing, but she couldn't do that now after what 
Mrs. Avilara had said, and she was sitting right there. So she took a deep breath and decided to 
just put on a happy face and get through this torment.  

"I'm so dumb at math, so thanks for agreeing to help me. I am sure you had better things to do, 
like playing video games or something instead of helping me,” Johnny said.  

"Nah, I don't like video games...I probably would have just sat here and read a book or 
something like your mom. So, what do you not get about the math?" Julia asked. 

"Like everything," Johnny replied. 

"Ok…," Julia paused a little overwhelmed with where to start. She began looking over what 
Johnny had already started working on and noticed an error on his first question. "What's four times 
three?" she asked. 

"I dunno…I don't get multiplication because it's just too hard," Johnny said shyly. 

"Ummm, well it's simple really,” Julia answered excitedly, “First you do this…," Johnny's eyes 
glazed over as Julia continued her detailed answer.  

"Aw, come on, math is boring," Johnny complained. 

"Yeah and I'm weird and have no friends," Julia thought to herself, but she knew she needed to 
help him somehow. Just then Julia thought about the math that she used when baking with Aunt 
Rita. "Ok, well, let's try something different then," Julia encouraged. Julia hopped down from the 
chair and walked over to where Johnny's mom was sitting. "Excuse me, Mrs. Avilara," Julia asked 
sweetly. "Can Johnny and I bake my Aunt's favourite cookies, I think it would help him with figuring 
our multiplication." 

ARRAY	OF	COOKIES	-	Page	3	
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"Sure, fine with me," Mrs. Avilara replied. "Everything you will need should be in the pantry. Just 
holler if you need anything." 

Johnny helped Julia to measure and add the correct ingredients as they worked together to 
make the cookie dough. Once done, they began to roll the dough into balls to go on the tray. 
"Okay, so what is four times three," Julia asked again.   

"I don't know. I am not sure how baking these delicious cookies are helping me," Johnny replied. 

Julia arranged the cookie dough balls on the tray in an array. Then, she pointed at the tray and 
asked again. 

"What is four times three?" she asked as she traced the rows and columns created on the cookie 
tray. 

“Fine," Johnny glanced down at the tray. He counted four rows of three cookies and answered, 
“Twelve." 

"Right, that's awesome, so let's do another one! What's seven times three?" Julia asked. When 
Johnny shrugged, Julia rearranged the balls of dough into three rows of seven.  

He began recounting the balls of dough, "Twenty-one," Johnny replied. 

"Okay, now smartie-pants, you seem to be getting it now, so what's eight times two?" Julia said. 

"That's easy—sixteen," Johnny said without any help. "Give me something harder.” 

"Okay …how about I add in some order of operations," Julia said, smiling. "What's nine times three 
minus three?” 

Johnny rearranged the dough balls into three rows of nine then quickly stuffed three in his mouth. 
"Easy, that's twenty-four," he said with his mouth full. 

"Nice, see, multiplication isn't always hard because it can be fun, right?” 

Johnny didn't say yes, but he didn't say no, either. They finished baking, and Johnny took the plate 
of chocolate chip cookies and invited Julia to accompany him outside to a picnic table in Johnny's 
backyard. As they dunked the cookies in milk, Johnny said, "Hey Julia, I always thought math was 
boring, but that was actually kinda fun. Maybe we can do our math homework together 
tomorrow?" 

"Sure, and maybe you can remember that there is nothing wrong with being good at math when 
you were at the bleachers with your friends talking about me!" Julia said as she smiled the biggest 
smile feeling vindicated that she had dared to say something to him. 

"Uh, you heard that?" Johnny said sheepishly as Julia smiled at him knowingly. Proud that she had 
dared to finally say something to him about it. 

"Yeah, I heard you, and I still agreed to help you. So, next time you go and insult someone, 
perhaps you should think twice. Someday you might need the help of the person you are insulting.” 

Johnny hung his head, ashamed of what he had said about this girl who was so willing to help him 
despite his being so disrespectful. "I am so sorry, Julia. It won't happen again," Johnny assured her. 

"Good! Now pass me another cookie, would you?" Julia stated confidently.  

ARRAY	OF	COOKIES	-	Page	4	
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Everyone Gets a Band-aid
The bell rang, and the students of Mrs. Kennedy's class took their seats.  

"Good morning!" Mrs. Kennedy said. "Please open your books to page six. 
Alexa, please read the first part?"  

Alexa was nervous. She fumbled, opening her textbook. She began to 
read at a slow pace. 

"Chapter Six: Earthquakes," she began. "Earthquakes are when the earth 
shakes...More than a million...earthquakes rattle... the world each 
year...Earthquakes usually last...less than one minute," Alexa read the text at 
a very slow careful pace. "Earthquakes happen ...on the edge of the 
Earth's...crust called tecknit... plates.” 

Alexa caught her mistake too late. Her classmates were giggling. Her 
cheeks felt hot. She turned bright right. She tried once more. "tet-tanic."  

"Tectonic," Mrs. Kennedy said. 

“Tectonic," Alexa took a deep breath and read on. "Earthquakes can 
trigger tsu—,” she was stuck on another word. 

"Tsunamis!" Eleanor called out from the front of the classroom. The other 
kids laughed. "Can I read it?" Eleanor asked her teacher, smugly. 

"Think about what we talked about yesterday," Mrs. Kennedy reminded. 
The class had learned about learning differences. "You can be patient and 
wait your turn," Mrs. Kennedy said.  

Alexa took another deep breath. Then she kept reading. She paused every 
few seconds and stumbled over some of the words. Eleanor began tapping 
her fingers on the desk. It became harder for Alexa to focus.  

When Alexa reached the end of the page and Eleanor took over. Alexa 
sank down in her seat. Eleanor read her part quickly.  

ARL: 3.7
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Alexa stayed behind during lunch. Once everyone was outside, she 
walked to Mrs. Kennedy's desk. "I wish I wasn't dyslexic," she said. "I'm sorry 
for reading so slow." Alexa thought Mrs. Kennedy would be mad. Mrs. 
Kennedy replied, "Never be sorry for being who you are. Would you help 
me with something?"  

Alexa wanted to avoid Eleanor. So helping sounded like a good idea. 
She went with Mrs. Kennedy down to the supply room. 

“What are we doing here?” Alexa asked. 

“I need some supplies from the storage room,” Mrs. Kennedy answered. 
She handed Alexa a piece of paper. 

“Can you read the supply list to me?” Mrs. Kennedy asked. 

Alexa hated reading but wanted to help. She did her best to read the 
items on the list out loud. Mrs. Kennedy put each item on the counter in the 
supply room in a neat pile. Mrs. Kennedy was patient. She didn’t rush Alexa 
or put any pressure on her. Alexa got to the bottom of the list. By now, her 
reading was smooth and confident. 

“Last but not least, are Band-Aids,” Alexa said. They walked over and 
stood at the medical supply shelf.  

“I like these plain ones,” Alexa said.  

“I like the plain ones too,” Mrs. Kennedy agreed.  

Mrs. Kennedy added the Band-Aids to the pile. Then they carried the 
supplies back to the classroom. As the bell rang, everyone came back to 
the classroom and sat down. 

“Welcome back, everyone,” Mrs. Kennedy said. Then she said they would 
be playing a game of "doctor" instead of doing their usual math lesson. 
Everyone cheered.  

Mrs. Kennedy told everyone to think of a pretend injury. “It can be a cut 
or a scratch or something bigger. Be creative!” she said to the class.

ARL: 3.7
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Mrs. Kennedy walked to Eleanor’s desk, holding the box of band-aids. 
When Eleanor told Mrs. Kennedy that she had a paper cut, she received a 
Band-aid. 

Next, she walked to Liam’s desk. Liam pointed at his imaginary broken 
leg. Mrs. Kennedy gave him a Band-aid too. She visited each student until 
everyone had been seen. 

“Has everyone seen the doctor?” Mrs. Kennedy asked. 

“Yes!” the students said in unison. 

“And everyone got a Band-aid?” Mrs. Kennedy asked. 
“Yes,” the class agreed. 

Mrs. Kennedy asked the class to raise their hands if they thought the 
doctor had acted fairly. The students looked around and saw that 
everyone had the same plain Band-aid. Everyone raised their hands. 

“Are you sure?” Mrs. Kennedy asked Eleanor whose hand was raised 
high. 

Eleanor nodded. “We each got a Band-aid.” 

“You had a paper cut and got a Band-aid. However, put yourself in 
Liam’s shoes. He had a broken leg, and I treated him with a Band-aid, 
too,” Mrs. Kennedy said. “Do you think that was fair?” 

Liam didn’t think it was fair. So he dropped his hand. Amy thought a 
Band-aid wasn’t useful for her pretend throat infection. So she put her 
hand down too. Eventually, not a single hand was raised. No one thought 
it was fair. 

As Mrs. Kennedy collected everyone’s band-aids, she explained the 
game. “It’s easy to think fairness is treating everyone equally. But I believe 
fairness is treating everyone according to their needs. Would anyone feel 
like the doctor was unfair if Liam got a cast for his broken leg? Or what if 
Amy got antibiotics for her sore throat?”  

Everyone shook their heads, “No.” 

RL: 3.7
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“And don’t you think the same for learning needs, too?”, Mrs. Kennedy 
stated. The class was silent. Finally, Mrs. Kennedy believed they understood her 
point. 

Alexa caught the bus home. She was surprised when Eleanor sat in the 
empty seat beside her. “Mrs. Kennedy helps me with math after school 
sometimes. You don’t make fun of me so… I’m sorry,” Eleanor said. “But you’re 
good at math. Maybe we can study together?”  

Alexa agreed, and a brand new friendship began.
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Everyone Gets a Band-aid
The bell rang, and the students of Mrs. Kennedy’s class took their seats.  

“Good morning!” Mrs. Kennedy greeted. “Please open your geography 
textbooks to page sixty. Alexa, will you please read the first section?”  

Alexa swallowed nervously. She fumbled as she opened her textbook 
and began to read aloud slowly. 

“Chapter Six: Earthquakes,” she began shakily. “An earthquake... is the 
shaking... of the Earth’s surface.” Alexa read slowly and carefully. “A 
sudden... the release of… the energy in the Earth’s… the surface creates... 
seismic waves. The seismic activity, or size-mixity—.” 

  
Alexa caught her mistake, but it was too late. Her classmates were 

already giggling. Her cheeks felt hot and turned bright right. Still, she tried 
again. “Size-misty—.”  

“Seismicity,” Mrs. Kennedy said patiently. 

“Seismicity.” Alexa took a deep breath and read on. “Earthquakes can 
trigger tsu—,” she was stuck on a word again. 

“Tsunamis!” Eleanor called out from the front of the classroom. The other 
kids laughed. “Can I read now, Mrs. Kennedy?” Eleanor asked smugly. 

“Remember what we talked about?” Mrs. Kennedy asked. The class had 
learned about different learning and reading disabilities. “You can be 
patient and wait your turn,” Mrs. Kennedy concluded sternly.  

Alexa took another deep breath and continued reading slowly. She 
paused every few seconds and stumbled over some of the words. Eleanor 
began tapping her fingers on the desk impatiently. It became even harder 
for Alexa to concentrate.  

When Alexa finally reached the end of the section, Eleanor took over. 
Alexa sank down in her seat. Eleanor read with confidence. 
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Alexa stayed behind during lunch. Once everyone was outside, she 
walked to Mrs. Kennedy’s desk. “I wish I wasn’t dyslexic,” she said. Then she 
apologized for reading so slowly. Alexa thought Mrs. Kennedy would be 
mad. Mrs. Kennedy replied, “Never apologize for being who you are. 
Would you like to help me with something?” 

Alexa wanted to avoid Eleanor, so this sounded like a good idea. She 
followed Mrs. Kennedy out of the classroom and down to the supply room. 

“What are we doing here?” Alexa asked. 

“I need some supplies from the storage room,” Mrs. Kennedy answered. 
She handed Alexa a piece of paper. 

“Can you read the supply list to me?” Mrs. Kennedy asked. 

Alexa hated reading but wanted to help. She did her best to read the 
items on the list out loud. Mrs. Kennedy put each item on the counter in 
the supply room in a neat pile. Mrs. Kennedy was patient. She didn’t rush 
Alexa or put any pressure on her. Alexa finally reached the bottom of the 
list. By now, her reading was smooth and confident. 

“Last but not least, are Band-Aids,” Alexa said. They walked over and 
stood at the medical supply shelf.  

“I like these plain ones,” Alexa said shyly.  

“I like the plain ones too,” Mrs. Kennedy agreed.  

Mrs. Kennedy added the Band-Aids to the pile, and together they 
carried the supplies back to the classroom. As the lunch bell rang, 
everyone returned to Mrs. Kennedy’s classroom and sat down in their 
seats. 

“Welcome back, everyone,” Mrs. Kennedy said. Then she announced 
they would be playing a game of "doctor" instead of doing their usual 
math lesson. Everyone cheered.  

Mrs. Kennedy instructed everyone to think of an imaginary injury. “It can 
be a cut or a scratch or something much bigger. Use your imagination!” 
she encouraged. 

BRL: 4.5
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Mrs. Kennedy walked to Eleanor’s desk, holding the box of band-aids. 
When Eleanor told Mrs. Kennedy that she had a paper, cut, she received a 
Band-aid. 

Next, she walked to Liam’s desk. Liam pointed at his imaginary broken 
leg. Mrs. Kennedy gave him a Band-aid too.  She visited each student until 
everyone had been seen. 

“Has everyone seen the doctor?” Mrs. Kennedy asked. 

“Yes!” the students said in unison. 

“And everyone received a Band-aid?” Mrs. Kennedy inquired. 
“Yes,” the class agreed. 

Mrs. Kennedy asked the class to raise their hands if they thought the 
doctor had acted fairly. The students looked around and saw that 
everyone had the same plain Band-aid. Everyone raised their hands. 

“Are you sure?” Mrs. Kennedy asked Eleanor whose hand was raised 
high. 

Eleanor nodded. “We each got a Band-aid.” 

“You had a paper cut and got a Band-aid, but put yourself in Liam’s 
shoes. He had a broken leg, and I treated him with a Band-aid, too,” Mrs. 
Kennedy said. “Do you think that was fair?” 
  
Liam didn’t think it was fair and dropped his hand. Amy thought a Band-

aid wasn’t useful for her pretend throat infection and put her hand down 
too. Eventually, not a single hand was raised. No one thought it was fair. 

As Mrs. Kennedy collected everyone’s band-aids, she explained the 
game. “It’s easy to think fairness is treating everyone equally. But I believe 
fairness is treating everyone according to their needs. Would anyone feel 
like the doctor was unfair if Liam got a cast for his broken leg, or if Amy got 
antibiotics for her throat infection?”  

Everyone shook their heads, “No.” 
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“And don’t you think the same applies to emotional and learning needs, 
too?”, Mrs. Kennedy concluded. The class was silent, but Mrs. Kennedy 
believed they understood her point. 

Alexa caught the bus home. She was surprised when Eleanor sat in the 
empty seat beside her. “Mrs. Kennedy helps me with math after school 
sometimes, and you don’t make fun of me so… I’m sorry,” Eleanor said. “But 
you’re good at math. Maybe we can study together?”  

Alexa agreed, and a brand new friendship began.
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Everyone Gets a Band-aid
The bell rang, and the students of Mrs. Kennedy's class took their seats.  

"Good morning!" Mrs. Kennedy greeted. "Please open your geography 
textbooks to page sixty. Alexa, will you please read the first section?"  

Alexa swallowed nervously because she hated reading in front of the 
class. She fumbled as she opened her textbook and began to read aloud 
slowly. 

"Chapter Six: Earthquakes," she began shakily. "An earthquake... is the 
shaking... of the Earth's surface." Alexa read slowly and carefully, she could 
feel all of the eyes on her as she read. "A sudden... the release of… the 
energy in the Earth's… surface creates... seismic waves. The seismic activity, 
or size-mixity—."  

Alexa caught her mistake, but it was too late. Her classmates were 
already giggling. Her cheeks felt hot and turned bright right. Still, she tried 
again. "Size-misty—."  

"Seismicity," Mrs. Kennedy said patiently. Mrs. Kennedy was Alexa's 
favourite teacher and was always so encouraging, which was why Alexa 
agreed to read out loud in her class.  

"Seismicity." Alexa took a deep breath, summoned all of her courage and 
read on. "Earthquakes can trigger tsu—,” she was stuck on a word again. 

"Tsunamis!" Eleanor called out from the front of the classroom. The other 
kids laughed. "Can I read now, Mrs. Kennedy?" Eleanor asked smugly. 

"Remember what we talked about?" Mrs. Kennedy asked. The class had 
learned about different learning and reading disabilities. Alexa had 
explained to the class her own struggles with her disability. Mrs. Kennedy had 
been very supportive. "You can be patient and wait your turn," Mrs. Kennedy 
concluded sternly, looking directly at Eleanor. 
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Nonetheless, Alexa took another deep breath and continued reading 
slowly, pausing every few seconds and stumbling over some of the words. 
Eleanor began tapping her fingers on the desk impatiently. It became even 
harder for Alexa to concentrate.  

When Alexa finally reached the end of the section, Eleanor took over. 
Alexa sank down in her seat, attempting to unsuccessfully camouflage herself 
with her desk. Eleanor read effortlessly and confidently.  

Alexa decided to loiter around the classroom, not rushing to go out for 
recess. Once everyone was outside, she walked over to Mrs. Kennedy's desk. 
"I am sorry Mrs. Kennedy, I wish I wasn't dyslexic," Alexa apologized for 
reading so slowly. 

Alexa thought Mrs. Kennedy would be mad, but Mrs. Kennedy replied, 
"Never apologize for being who you are, Alexa! I need to do a few things, 
would you like to help me?  It would be so much easier with a helper.”  

Alexa wanted to avoid Eleanor, so this sounded like a good idea. She 
followed Mrs. Kennedy out of the classroom and down to the teacher’s 
supply room.  

"What are we doing here?" Alexa asked inquisitively. 

"I need some extra supplies from the storage room," Mrs. Kennedy 
answered patiently as she handed Alexa a small piece of paper. 

"Can you please carefully read the supply list to me?" Mrs. Kennedy asked. 

Alexa hated reading but wanted to help. She did her best to read the items 
on the list out loud. Mrs. Kennedy put each item on the counter in the supply 
room in a neat pile. Mrs. Kennedy was patient. She didn't rush Alexa or put 
any pressure on her. Alexa finally reached the bottom of the list, and her 
reading was now smooth and confident. 

"Last but not least, are Band-Aids," Alexa said with a hint of questioning in 
her voice. They walked over and stood at the medical supply shelf.  

"I like these plain ones," Alexa said shyly.  

"I like the plain ones too," Mrs. Kennedy agreed.  
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Mrs. Kennedy added the Band-Aids to the pile, and together they carried the 
supplies back to the classroom. As the bell rang, everyone returned to Mrs. 
Kennedy's classroom and sat down in their seats. 

"Welcome back, everyone," Mrs. Kennedy said. Then she announced they 
would be playing a game of "doctor" instead of doing their usual math lesson. 
Everyone cheered.  

Mrs. Kennedy instructed everyone to think of an imaginary injury. "It can be a 
cut or a scratch or something much bigger. Use your imagination!" she 
encouraged. 

Mrs. Kennedy walked to Eleanor's desk, holding the box of band-aids. When 
Eleanor told Mrs. Kennedy that she had a nasty paper cut, she received a plain 
Band-aid. 

Next, she walked over to Liam's desk. Liam pointed at his imaginary broken 
leg, so Mrs. Kennedy gave him a Band-aid too. He looked up at her as a 
confused look crept across his face. He examined the Band-aid and shrugged 
as Mrs. Kennedy moved on to the next student.  She visited each student until 
everyone had been seen. Every student in the room had something different 
wrong with them, and Mrs. Kennedy had all given them a single plain Band-aid.   

"Has everyone seen the doctor?" Mrs. Kennedy asked. 

"Yes!" the students said in unison. 

"And everyone received a Band-aid?", Mrs. Kennedy inquired. 

"Yes," the class agreed. 

Mrs. Kennedy asked the class to raise their hands if they thought the doctor 
had acted fairly.  

"The band-aids are probably magical right Mrs. Kennedy" Liam concluded. 

"Nope, there is no magic in the Band-aid Liam." Mrs. Kennedy confirmed. "So 
was the doctor fair?" She repeated.  

The students looked around and saw that everyone had the same plain Band-
aid. Without an alternate view, everyone raised their hands, not sure what else 
to do.
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"Are you sure?" Mrs. Kennedy asked Eleanor whose hand was raised high. 

Eleanor nodded. "Well, we each got a Band-aid. Isn't it fair when everyone is 
treated equally?” 

"You had a paper cut and got a Band-aid, but put yourself in Liam's shoes. 
He had a broken leg, and I treated him with a Band-aid, too," Mrs. Kennedy 
said. "Do you think that was fair?" 

Liam gasped, realizing that without the magic Band-aid, his broken leg 
couldn't be fixed by a little Band-aid. Now he didn't think it was fair and 
dropped his hand. Amy thought a Band-aid wasn't useful for her pretend 
throat infection and put her hand down too. Eventually, as more students 
really thought about it, not a single hand was raised. No one thought it was 
fair. 

As Mrs. Kennedy collected everyone's band-aids, she explained the game. 
"It's easy to think fairness is treating everyone equally. But I believe fairness is 
treating everyone according to their needs. Would anyone feel like the doctor 
was unfair if Liam got a cast for his broken leg, or if Amy got antibiotics for her 
throat infection?"  

Everyone shook their heads, “No." 

"And don't you think the same applies to emotional and learning needs, 
too? Sometimes people need more time or they need more help than others. 
Is it fair to expect everyone to learn the same way?" Mrs. Kennedy concluded. 
The class was silent, but Mrs. Kennedy believed they understood her point. 

Alexa caught the bus home. She was surprised when Eleanor sat in the 
empty seat beside her. "Mrs. Kennedy helps me with math after school 
sometimes, and you don't make fun of me so… I'm sorry," Eleanor said. "But 
you're good at math. Maybe we can study together?"  

Alexa agreed, and a brand new friendship began.


