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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

program.  



Reading Conversion Chart

IL Level AGE Grade DRA F&P Lexile

AA 
2.3-4.0 8-9** 2-3 24-30 L-M 400-550

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

B 
4.0-5.5 8-9 4-5 40-50 Q-T 770-850

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

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

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

identified by both colour and letter

Level 
AA

This level is designed for students reading below 
the grade 3 reading level. 

Level 
A

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

complex words. 

Level 
B

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

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

level. 



How To:
How to structure your guided reading groups

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



Questioning Stems
LEVEL COMPREHENSION 

STRATEGIES QUESTION STEMS

Remember
recall of facts 
and details

• name 
• list 
• definitions 
• order 
• retell

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

Understand
explain ideas 
and concepts

• main idea 
• classifying 
• comparing 
• Inferring

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

Apply
Focus on the 

parts and how 
they contribute 

to the whole

• Connections 
• Compare to real 

life 
•

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

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

interview?

Analyze
Look at the 

whole text and 
draw 

conclusions

• Drawing 
conclusions 

• Identifying 
themes 

• Compare and 
contrast 

• Summarize 
• Point of View

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

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

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

Evaluate
make 

judgements 
based on 

criteria

• identify opinion 
• critique 
• using evidence 

and 

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

Create
Take the 

information and 
use it in 
another 
context.

• make 
• produce 
• create 
• perform

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

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

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

Guided Reading Guide

Getting	Started:		
Activating	
Knowledge	and	
Make	Predictions

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

Extending	
Understanding:	
Analyze,	Evaluate	
or	create

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

Meaning
B - Understanding 

Form and Style
C - Reading with 

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

Weekly Guided Reading Text ___________________________________

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

meaning
B - Understanding 

form and style
C - Reading with 

fluency
D - Reflecting

Purpose 
Comprehension strategy 
___________________ 
Analyzing 
Responding to texts 
Point of view

Text forms 
Text patterns 
Text features 
Style

Reading familiar words 
Reading unfamiliar 
words 
Reading fluently

Metacognition 
Interconnected skills 
Goal setting

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

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

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

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

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

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



October Guided 
Reading Texts

A - Grade 3 to 4

B - Grade 4 to 5

AA - Grade 2-3



Week #1
Orange Shirt Day
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RL: 2.7

34.10.1

Orange Shirt Day
Every child matters

1

We wear orange shirts on Sept. 30.  We wear them to 
remember the survivors of residential schools. Survivors like, 
Phyllis (Jack) Webstad.  An orange shirt is part of her story. 
When she was a child she was sent to a residential school.  
She survived this bad school.  Orange Shirt Day shows us 
that “Every Child Matters.”   

What is a residential school? 
These schools were a bad part of our history.  Indigenous 
children were forced to go to these schools.  The law said 
we needed these schools.  The schools wanted the 
children to forget their culture.  The children lived at the 
schools. Students only spoke French or English.  They forgot 
how to speak their own home language.  The school 
treated the children poorly. These schools did a lot of harm.  
The last school closed in 1990. Then in 2008, we said sorry 
for making these schools.   

Who is Phyllis (Jack) Webstad? 
In 1973, Phyllis (Jack) Webstad was six years 
old.   Her grandma bought her a new 
orange shirt for school.  She was then sent to  
St. Joseph Mission.  At school, her orange 
shirt was taken away. They took away her 
other clothes too.  They made her wear a 
school uniform.  

AA
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34.10.1

Orange Shirt Day Every Child Matters

2

Phyllis never got her shirt back. Her hair was cut, and 
she was told to wear the school uniform. This made her 
feel like she didn’t matter.  Today, she says, “the colour 
orange...reminded me of how my feelings didn’t 
matter”.   

How Did Orange Shirt Day Start 
In 2013, Phyllis went to meet other survivors in Williams 
Lake.  She shared her story with them.  Her story helped 
start Orange Shirt Day.   This day honours the survivors 
of these schools.  September 30th is Orange Shirt Day.  
This day is close to the same date as students are taken 
to these schools. Orange Shirt Day should be 
remembered.  This part of our history was ignored far 
too long.  It is good we talk about it because survivors 
are brave. 

AA
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34.10.1

Orange Shirt Day
Every child matters

1

On September 30 we wear orange shirts.  This day honours 
the story of Phyllis (Jack) Webstad.  She is a residential 
school survivor.  Orange Shirt Day reminds us that “Every 
Child Matters.”  It also helps us to shine a light on a dark 
part of Canada’s History.   

What is a residential school? 
These schools are a bad part of Canada's history.  The 
government started these schools. Indigenous children 
were forced to go to these schools.  There, they were 
made to forget their own culture.  They were forced to 
leave their families and live at these schools. Students 
were not able to speak their own languages.  With only 
English and French being allowed, they had forgotten 
their languages.  Students were treated very poorly at 
these schools. The last school closed in 1990. Then in 2008, 
the government said sorry for creating these schools.   

Who is Phyllis (Jack) Webstad? 
In 1973, Phyllis (Jack) Webstad was six years 
old.   Her grandma bought her a new 
orange shirt for the first day of school.  She 
was sent to St. Joseph Mission.  When she 
arrived at the school, her orange shirt was 
taken away from her. All of her other 
clothes were taken away from her too. 

A
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34.10.1

Orange Shirt Day Every Child Matters

2

They cut off her hair. This made her feel like she didn’t 
matter.  Today, she says, “the colour orange...reminded 
me of how my feelings didn’t matter”.   

How Did Orange Shirt Day Start 
In 2013, Phyllis went to meet other students like her. She 
shared her story with them.  Her story helped start Orange 
Shirt Day. This day honours survivors of these schools.   
September 30th is Orange Shirt Day.  This day is close to 
the same date students would be taken to these schools. 
We need to remember Orange Shirt Day.  We ignored 
these stories far too long.  It is good we talk about it. 
Survivors are very brave. 

A
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34.10.1

B

On September 30th we wear orange shirts. This day honours the story of 
Phyllis (Jack) Webstad. She is a residential school survivor. Orange Shirt 
Day reminds us that “Every Child Matters.” It also helps to shine a light 
on a dark part of Canada’s history.   

What is a residential school? 
Residential schools are a terrible part of Canada's history. The 
government started these schools. Indigenous children were forced to 
forget their own culture. They were forced to leave their families and 
live at these schools. Students were not able to speak their own 
languages. With only English and French allowed, they forgot their own 
languages. Students were treated very poorly at school. The last school 
closed in 1990. Then, in 2008, the government said sorry for 
creating residential schools.   

Who is Phyllis (Jack)  Webstad? 
In 1973, Phyllis (Jack) Webstad was six years old. Her 
grandma bought her a new orange shirt for 
school. She was sent to St. Joseph Mission. When she 
arrived at the school, her orange shirt was taken away. 
All of her other clothes were taken away too. Her hair 
was cut, and she was told to wear a school uniform. 
ora...reminded me of how my feelings didn’t matter.”  

Orange Shirt Day
Every child matters

1
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B

She never did get her shirt back. This made her feel like she didn’t 
matter. Still today, she says, “the colour orange...reminded me of 
how my feelings didn’t matter”. 

How Did Orange Shirt Day Start? 
In 2013, Phyllis went to meet other residential school survivors in 
Williams Lake. She shared her story with other survivors. After this 
meeting, her story helped start Orange Shirt Day. This day honours 
survivors of residential schools. September 30th was picked as being 
Orange Shirt Day. This day is close to the same date as students 
were taken away to the residential schools. Orange Shirt Day is 
important to remember. For so long, this part of Canadian history has 
been ignored. It is good we talk about what happened to these 
brave and resilient people.   

Orange Shirt Day Every Child Matters

2



Week #2
A Dash Of 

Confidence
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A Dash of Confidence
A story about being confident in who you are

1

AA

Jasmine was playing in her backyard. As the sun set, she began to feel a slight 
chill in the air. It meant summer was ending and autumn was on its way. 

Jasmine spent her summer biking, swimming, and reading. She felt a little sad 
when she thought about summer ending. Luckily for Jasmine, there was one 
more thing to look forward to.  

August 31st was Jasmine’s birthday. A big family dinner was planned. 
Jasmine’s mom had been cooking all day.  

“Dinner’s ready!” her mom called. Jasmine ran inside, where it was warm. The 
table was decorated with a fancy tablecloth. Mom had cooked all of her 
favourite foods—butter chicken, biryani, Palak paneer, and best of all, Samosas! 
Jasmine ate as much as she could. She also made sure there was enough room 
for dessert.  

When the food was gone, Jasmine’s mother dimmed the lights. Her father 
brought her birthday cake into the room. He placed it down in front of her. Eight 
candles burned on the top tier of the cake. Swirly pink icing spelled, ‘HAPPY 
BIRTHDAY JAZZ!’ 

“Make a wish,” her mother said. 
Jasmine paused. She knew what she wanted to wish for. It was unlike anything 

she’d wished for before. It wasn’t a bicycle or a doll or a holiday. This time, all 
she wanted was to be liked at her new school. Jasmine thought it might be a 
silly wish, but she wished for it anyway. Then she blew out all eight candles. 

The next morning was Jasmine’s first day at a brand new school. She felt 
nervous all morning. She was so nervous that she put her shirt on backwards. At 
breakfast, she spilled food on the floor. In the car, her hands felt sweaty. The 
closer to school they drove, the faster her heart raced. 

“Feeling okay, honey?” her mom asked. 
“I’m fine,” Jasmine said. 
“It’s okay to be nervous,” her mother told her. 
They got to the school. It was busy with cars, parents, and students.  
But Jasmine was frozen with fear. 
“Just be confident, Jazz,” her mother said. She kissed Jasmine on the head 

and gave her a squeeze.
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Jasmine took a deep breath and got out of the car. She waved as her mother 
drove away. Then she followed the other students into her new school. 

Inside, the hallways were busy too. There was excitement left and right. Friends 
were seeing each other after the summer. Jasmine kept her head down and 
walked until she found room 108. 

Jasmine was one of the first students there. She found her seat at the back 
corner of the room. She sat silently while other students came in. They all seemed 
to know each other. 

“Hi! What’s your name?” said a boy. 
Jasmine was startled. She didn't think anyone would talk to her.  
“I’m Jeff,” the boy said.  
Before Jasmine could say hello, Mrs. Marshall spoke to her class. 
“Welcome, third graders!” she said. “I’m Mrs. Marshall. My favourite colour is pink, 

and my favourite food is sushi. I’d like everyone to share about themselves while I 
do roll call. Cassie Anderson?” 

“Here!” Cassie said as she raised her hand. 
“Tell us three things about you,” Mrs. Marshall said. 
“I’m Cassie. I play soccer and ski and my favourite food is ice cream.” 
Jasmine began feeling nervous. The further down the list Mrs. Marshall went, the 

worse she felt. Finally, it was her turn. 
“Jasmine Singh?” 
Jasmine raised her hand. She tried to say “here” but all that came out was a 

little squeak. The whole class laughed. Jasmine’s cheeks turned bright red. 
“Do you want to tell us anything about yourself, Jasmine?” 
Jasmine shook her head and looked down at her desk. She stayed quiet for the 

rest of the morning.  
At recess, Jasmine went to the bathroom. She took her time.  She stayed all 

fifteen minutes hiding in the bathroom stall. When class started again, Jasmine 
listened but she didn’t speak. Not once. 

Finally, it was time for lunch. Jasmine wanted to hide when she heard a familiar 
voice. 

“Hey! Wait!” Jeff said. He caught up with her in the hallway. “Want to sit together 
at lunch?” 

Jasmine nodded shyly. They ate their lunches quietly. 
Jeff pulled a sandwich and granola bar out of his lunch bag. Jasmine opened 

her packed lunch. She had leftover Samosas from last night’s dinner. 
“What’s that?” Jeff asked as he pointed at them. 
“A Samosa,” she said quietly.  2

AA
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AA

“Can I try some?” Jeff asked. 
“You won’t like it,” Jasmine worried. 
“I’ll trade you for a bite of my sandwich,” he said. Jasmine agreed. They 

swapped a bite of each other’s lunches. 
“Woah! These taste so good!”  Jeff cried out. Jasmine was surprised to hear 

that Jeff liked them so much. 
“What do you call these?” Jeff wondered. 
Jasmine explained that he was eating a type of Indian food called a Samosa. 

She thought his questions would stop there but boy, was she wrong. 
“What’s the secret ingredient?” 
“Masala spice,” Jasmine said. 
“It’s so tasty! I’d put a dash of masala on everything!” Jeff said. “Is Masala 

popular in India? Did you used to live in India? Why didn’t you tell us about all this 
in class?”  

Jasmine shrugged. “I guess I’m shy,” she replied. 
“Why?” Jeff asked. 
Jasmine thought about it for a moment. “Don’t you ever worry that people 

won’t like you?” 
“Yeah sure, sometimes,” Jeff admitted. “But you still gotta be yourself. A dash of 

confidence is all you need.”  
Jasmine thought about what Jeff said as they walked back to class. Soon, the 

classroom was full again. Mrs. Marshall stood up from her desk and walked over 
to the chalkboard. She was surprised to see Jasmine raise her hand. 

“Yes, Jasmine?” Mrs. Marshall called. 
Jasmine took a deep breath and stood up. “Can I tell the class something 

about myself?” she said quietly. 
“Of course, please do.” Mrs. Marshall said. 
“Hi. I’m Jasmine. I’m new here,” she started.  
But Jasmine suddenly froze. She felt a big lump in her throat. She glanced at 

Jeff, who gave her an encouraging smile and a thumbs up. 
Jasmine continued, “I’m from India. My favourite food is anything Indian, 

especially Samosas. Oh, and you can call me Jazz.” 
“Lovely, thanks Jazz!” Mrs. Marshall said.  
Jazz blushed and sat down. She felt a little embarrassed but to her surprise, a 

girl turned around and said, “Welcome!” Another girl said hi to her. Other students 
waved and smiled too. Jazz breathed a huge sigh of relief. Indeed, it was much 
more fun to be herself, and a dash of confidence was all she needed.
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34.10.2

A Dash of Confidence
A story about being confident in who you are

Jasmine was playing in her backyard. As the sun set, she began to feel a slight 
chill in the air. It meant summer was ending and autumn was on its way. 

Jasmine spent most of her summer in Canada biking to the park, swimming in 
the lake, and reading in the garden. She felt a little sad when she thought about 
summer ending. Luckily for Jasmine, there was one more thing to look forward to.  

It was August 31st and it was Jasmine’s birthday. A big family dinner was 
underway. In fact, Jasmine’s mom had been cooking all day.  

“Dinner’s ready!” she finally called. Jasmine ran inside where it was warm. The 
table was decorated with a fancy tablecloth. Mom had cooked all of her 
favourite foods—butter chicken, biryani, Palak paneer, and best of all, Samosas! 
Jasmine ate as much as she could. She also made sure there was enough room 
for dessert.  

When the food was all gone, Jasmine’s mother dimmed the lights. Her father 
brought her birthday cake into the room. He placed it down in front of her. Eight 
candles burned on the top tier of the cake. Swirly pink icing spelled, ‘HAPPY 
BIRTHDAY JAZZ!’ 

“Make a wish,” her mother said. 
Jasmine paused. She knew what she wanted to wish for. It was unlike anything 

she’d wished for before. It wasn’t a bicycle or a doll or a holiday. This time, all she 
wanted was to be liked at her new school. Jasmine thought it might be a silly 
wish, but she wished for it anyway. Then she blew out all eight candles.

The next morning was Jasmine’s first day at a brand new school. She felt 
nervous all morning. She was so nervous that she put her shirt on backwards. 
At breakfast, she spilled milk and cereal on the floor. In the car, her palms felt 
sweaty. The closer to school they drove, the faster her heart raced. 

“Feeling okay, honey?” her mother asked. 
“I’m fine,” Jasmine tried to convince herself. 
“It’s okay to feel nervous,” her mother assured her. 
Their car entered the school’s driveway. It was bustling with cars, parent, 

and students. The place was buzzing with excitement! But Jasmine was frozen 
with fear. 

“Just be confident in yourself, Jazz,” her mother said. She kissed Jasmine on 
the head and gave her an encouraging squeeze. Jasmine took a deep 
breath and got out of the car. She waved and watched her mother drive 
away. Then she followed the other students into her new school. 1

A
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 Inside, the hallways were crowded and chaotic. There were shrieks of 

excitement left and right. Friends were reuniting after the summer vacation. 
Jasmine kept her head down and walked until she found room 108. 

Jasmine was one of the first students there. She found a seat at the back 
corner of the room. She sat silently while other students arrived. They all 
seemed to know each other. 

“Hi! What’s your name?” said a boy suddenly. 
Jasmine was startled. She wasn’t expecting anyone to talk to her.  
“I’m Jeff,” the boy said.  
Before Jasmine could say hello, Mrs. Marshall spoke to her class. 
“Welcome, third graders!” she said. “I’m Mrs. Marshall. I’m from Canada, my 

favourite colour is pink, and my favourite food is sushi. I’d like everyone to 
introduce themselves while I check attendance. Cassie Anderson?” 

“Here!” Cassie said as she raised her hand. 
“Tell us three things about you,” Mrs. Marshall said. 
“I’m Cassie. I play soccer and ski, and my favourite food is ice cream.” 
Jasmine suddenly felt nervous again. The further down the list Mrs. Marshall 

went, the worse she felt. Finally, it was her turn. 
 “Jasmine Singh?” 
 Jasmine raised her hand. She tried to say “here” but all that came out was 
a little squeak. The whole class laughed. Jasmine’s cheeks turned bright red 
with embarrassment. 
 “Do you want to tell us anything about yourself, Jasmine?” 
 Jasmine shook her head and looked down at her desk. She stayed quiet 
for the rest of the morning.  
 At recess, Jasmine went to the bathroom. She took her time, so much time 
that she spent all fifteen minutes hiding in the bathroom stall. When class started 
again, Jasmine paid attention but she didn’t raise her hand to speak. Not once. 

Finally, it was time for lunch. Jasmine was about to find somewhere she could 
hide when she heard a familiar voice. 

“Hey! Wait!” Jeff said. He caught up with her in the hallway. “Want to have 
lunch together?” 

Jasmine nodded shyly. She followed Jeff outside to a picnic table near the 
playground. They ate their lunches quietly. 

Jeff pulled a sandwich and granola bar out of his lunch bag. Jasmine 
opened her packed lunch. She had leftover Samosas from last night’s dinner. 

“What’s that?” Jeff asked as he pointed at them. 
“A Samosa,” she said quietly.  
“Can I try some?” Jeff asked. 2

A
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“You probably won’t like it,” Jasmine worried. 
“I’ll trade you for a bite of my sandwich,” he bargained. Jasmine was curious and 

agreed. They swapped a bite of each other’s lunches. 
“Woah! These taste so good! They’re sweet and spicy and savoury all at the same 

time!” Jeff cried out enthusiastically. Jasmine was surprised to hear that Jeff liked 
them so much. 

“What do you call these?” Jeff wondered. 
Jasmine explained that he was eating a type of Indian food called a Samosa. She 

thought his questions would stop there but boy, was she wrong. 
“What’s the secret ingredient?” 
“Masala spice,” Jasmine said. 
“It’s so tasty! I’d put a dash of Masala on everything!” Jeff said. “Is Masala popular 

in India? Did you used to live in India? Why didn’t you tell us about all this in class?”  
Jasmine shrugged. “I guess I’m kinda shy,” she replied. 
“Why?” Jeff asked. 
Jasmine thought about it for a moment. “Don’t you ever worry that people won’t 

like you?” 
“Yeah sure, sometimes,” Jeff admitted. “But you still gotta be yourself. A dash of 

confidence is all you need.”  
The lunch bell rang. Jasmine thought about what Jeff had said as they walked 

back to class. Soon, the classroom was full again. Mrs. Marshall stood up from her 
desk and walked over to the chalkboard. She was surprised to see Jasmine raise her 
hand. 

“Yes, Jasmine?” Mrs. Marshall called. 
Jasmine took a deep breath and stood up. “Can I tell the class something about 

myself?” she said quietly. 
“Of course, please do.” Mrs. Marshall said. 
“Hi. I’m Jasmine. I’m new here,” she started.  
But Jasmine suddenly froze. She felt a big lump in her throat. She glanced at Jeff, 

who gave her an encouraging smile and a thumbs up. Jasmine swallowed and 
continued, “I’m from India. My favourite food is anything Indian, especially Samosas. 
Oh, and you can call me Jazz.” 

“Lovely, thanks Jazz!” Mrs. Marshall said.  
Jazz blushed and sat down. She felt a little embarrassed but to her surprise, a girl 

turned around and said, “Welcome!” Another girl introduced herself. Other students 
waved and smiled too. Jazz grinned and breathed a huge sigh of relief. Indeed, it 
was much more fun to be herself, and a dash of confidence was all she needed. 3

A
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A Dash of Confidence
A story about being confident in who you are
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B

Jasmine was playing in her backyard. As the sun set, she began to feel a 
slight chill in the air. It meant summer was ending and autumn was on its 
way. 

Jasmine spent her first summer in Canada biking to the park, swimming 
in the lake, and reading in the garden. She felt a little sad when she 
thought about summer ending. Luckily for Jasmine, there was one more 
thing to look forward to.  

It was August 31st and it was Jasmine’s birthday. A big family dinner was 
underway, and Jasmine’s mom had been cooking all day.  

“Dinner’s ready,” her mom finally called. Jasmine ran inside, where it 
smelled of all her favourite things. The table was decorated with a fancy 
tablecloth. Mom had cooked all of her favourite foods—butter chicken, 
biryani, Palak paneer, and best of all, Samosas! Jasmine ate as much as 
she could, but she still made sure there was enough room for dessert.  

When the delicious food was gone, Jasmine’s mother dimmed the lights. 
Her father brought her birthday cake into the room. He placed it down in 
front of her. Eight candles burned on the top tier of the cake. Swirly pink 
icing spelled, ‘HAPPY BIRTHDAY JAZZ!’ 

“Make a wish,” her mother said. 
Jasmine paused. She knew what she wanted to wish for. It was unlike 

anything she’d wished for before. It wasn’t a bicycle or a doll or a holiday. 
This time, all she wanted was to be liked at her new school. Jasmine 
thought it might be a silly wish, but she wished for it anyways. Then she 
blew out all eight candles. 

The next morning was Jasmine’s first day at a brand new school. She felt 
very nervous all morning. She was so nervous that she put her favourite shirt 
on backwards. At breakfast, she spilled milk and cereal on the floor. Her 
palms became sweaty and her heart was racing as she got closer and 
closer to the school.  

“Feeling okay, honey?” her mother asked. 
“I’m fine,” Jasmine lied trying to convince herself. 
“It’s okay to feel nervous,” her mother assured her. 
Their car entered the school’s driveway which was bustling with cars, 

parent, and students. The place was buzzing with excitement! But Jasmine 
was frozen in fear.



©
	M

ad
ly
	L
ea
rn
in
g	
20
20

RL:4.1

34.10.2

2

B

“Just be confident in yourself, Jazz,” her mother said. She kissed Jasmine 
on the head and gave her an encouraging squeeze. 

Jasmine took a deep breath and got out of the car. She waved and 
watched her mother drive away. Then she followed the other students into 
her new school. 

 Inside the school, the hallways were crowded and chaotic. There 
were shrieks of excitement left and right as friends were reuniting after the 
summer vacation. Jasmine kept her head down and walked until she 
found her classroom, room 108. 

 Jasmine was one of the first students there. She found a seat at the 
back corner of the room. She sat silently while other students arrived. They 
all seemed to know each other. 

“What’s your name?” said a boy suddenly. 
Jasmine was startled. She wasn’t expecting anyone to talk to her.  
“I’m Jeff,” the boy said.  
Before Jasmine could say hello, Mrs. Marshall spoke to her class. 
“Welcome, third graders!” she said. “I’m Mrs. Marshall, I'll be your teacher 

this year. My favourite colour is pink, and my favourite food is sushi. I’d like 
everyone to introduce themselves while I check attendance. Cassie 
Anderson?” 

“Here,” Cassie said as she raised her hand. 
“Tell us three things about you,” Mrs. Marshall said. 
“I’m Cassie and I play soccer, I ski, and my favourite food is ice cream.” 
Jasmine suddenly felt nervous again. The further down the list                

Mrs. Marshall went, the worse she felt. Finally, it was her turn to share things 
about herself. 

“Jasmine Singh?” called Mrs. Marshall. 
Jasmine raised her hand and tried to say “here” but all that came out 

was a little squeak. The whole class laughed as Jasmine’s cheeks turned 
bright red with embarrassment. 

“Do you want to tell us anything about yourself, Jasmine?” 
Jasmine shook her head and looked down at her desk. She stayed quiet 

for the rest of the morning.  
At recess, Jasmine went into the bathroom. She took her time, so much 

time that she spent all fifteen minutes hiding in the bathroom stall. When 
class started again, Jasmine paid attention, but she didn’t raise her hand to 
speak.  

Finally, it was time for lunch. Jasmine was about to find somewhere she 
could hide when she heard a familiar voice. 

 "Wait,” Jeff called out as he caught up with her in the hallway. “Want to 
have lunch together?” 
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Jasmine nodded shyly. She followed Jeff to the cafeteria where they sat 
down at a table at the back and ate their lunches quietly. 

Jeff pulled a sandwich and granola bar out of his lunch bag while 
Jasmine opened her packed lunch. She had leftover Samosas from last 
night’s birthday dinner. 

“What’s that?” Jeff asked as he pointed at Jasmine's lunch. 
“It's a Samosa,” she said quietly.  
“Can I try some?” Jeff asked. 
“You probably won’t like it,” Jasmine worried, embarrassed that he 

would make fun of her. 
“I’ll trade you for a bite of my sandwich,” he bargained. Jasmine was 

curious and agreed. They swapped a bite of each other’s lunches. 
“Woah, these taste so good! They’re sweet and spicy and savoury all at 

the same time,” Jeff cried out enthusiastically. Jasmine was surprised to 
hear that Jeff liked them so much. 

“What do you call these?” Jeff wondered. 
Jasmine explained that he was eating a type of Indian food called a 

Samosa. She thought his questions would stop there but boy, was she 
wrong. 

“What’s the secret ingredient?” 
“Masala spice,” Jasmine said smiling. 
“It’s so tasty that I’d put a dash of Masala on everything,” Jeff said. “Is 

Masala popular in India? Did you used to live in India? Why didn’t you tell 
us about all this in class?”  

Jasmine shrugged as she glanced at a dark spot on the table. “I guess 
I’m kinda shy,” she replied. 

“Why are you so shy?” Jeff asked. 
Jasmine thought about it for a moment. “Don’t you ever worry that 

people won’t like you?” 
“Yeah sure, sometimes,” Jeff admitted. “But you still gotta be yourself. A 

dash of confidence is all you need.”  
As the lunch bell rang, Jasmine thought about what Jeff had said as 

they walked back to class. Soon, the classroom was full again with 
students. Mrs. Marshall stood up from her desk and walked over to the 
chalkboard. She was surprised to see Jasmine raise her hand. 

“Yes, Jasmine?” Mrs. Marshall called. 
Jasmine took a deep breath and stood up. “Can I tell the class 

something about myself?” she said quietly. 
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“Of course, please do.” Mrs. Marshall said. 
“Hi, I’m Jasmine and I’m new here,” she started.  
Jasmine suddenly froze as she felt a big lump rise in her throat. She 

glanced at Jeff, who gave her an encouraging smile and a thumbs up. 
Jasmine swallowed and continued, “I’m from India, and my favourite 

food is anything Indian, especially Samosas. Oh, and you can call me Jazz.” 
“Lovely, thanks Jazz,” Mrs. Marshall said.  
Jazz blushed and sat down. She felt a little embarrassed but to her 

surprise, a girl turned around and said, “Welcome!” Another girl introduced 
herself and other students waved and smiled at her too. Jazz grinned at her 
new friends and breathed a huge sigh of relief. Indeed, it was much more 
fun to be herself, and a dash of confidence was all she needed. 



Week #3
Dodgeball King
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The gymnasium was full of noise as the students walked in. They were 
excited and nervous to try out for the school’s brand new dodgeball 
team. Troy walked into the gym with confidence.  Then he sat down 
beside his best friend Amy. 

“Are you nervous or excited?” he asked her. 
“Both!” she quickly replied. “I bet you’re not worried at all.” 
Troy was a pitcher and played baseball in the spring. He had a strong 

arm and great aim. 
“I'm feeling both,” he admitted. 
Silence fell over the gym as Mr. Peterson entered. He welcomed 

everyone to the tryout. He told everyone the rules. Finally, it was time to 
see everyone play. He put students into groups.  Then, the first match 
began. 

Troy and Amy were on the same team. They were great teammates. 
They worked very well together. Mr. Peterson watched closely and wrote 
down notes on a clipboard as the game went on. Soon, everyone on the 
other team was out! Troy and Amy high-fived as their teams cheered, then 
they shook hands with each of their opponents. 

Troy’s team won every single game that afternoon. He got lots of high 
fives from his teammates. He felt like the king of the court. 

“So much better than baseball,” Amy teased as they walked home from 
school. 

“Hey, baseball is great too,” Troy replied. “I’m excited we get to play a 
sport together!” 

Troy waved goodbye and walked into his house. He started to do his 
homework. But he couldn’t stop thinking about dodgeball. That night, he 
even dreamed about it. 

The next team practice did not go as smoothly as the first. Mr. Peterson 
blew the whistle and stopped them in the middle of a warmup drill. 

“Stop, everyone, and watch how Troy throws the ball,” Mr. Peterson said. 
“Jordan, come back to where you were. Troy, show them.” 

Troy threw a dodgeball just as Jordan was ducking. It landed square on 
Jordan's nose with a deafening CRACK. 

“Hey! Watch out, man!” Jordan yelled, clutching his face tightly. 
“You should’ve dodged it,” Troy said before sulking away.
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Mr. Peterson ended the practice early and brought everyone into a 
huddle.  

“Great work today! I’m sure we’ll be ready for our first game next 
Thursday. I’m very excited to announce that our team captain will be 
Troy. Also, our assistant captain will be Amy!”  

Everyone cheered wildly except for Jordan. He was still holding a tissue 
up to his bleeding nose. 

As the first game approached, Troy’s competitive side started to show. 
He wanted his team to do well that season. He started doing everything 
he could think of to help them win. He didn't join in on any of the drills.  He 
walked around giving tips and telling them what they did wrong. He 
wanted his team to stay late and practice. He said they needed a 
throwing practice. But, he was the first one to leave. He was bossy outside 
of practice, too.  At lunch, he checked that his team had water and a 
healthy lunch. He also told them that 10 pm was bedtime. He was sure 
that all of his ideas were good. 

  
It was the day of the team's first game. Troy gave a long pep talk 

speech to the team. 
“It’s time to win,” he finally finished. “Bobcats on three! One, two, three, 

“Bobcats!”” 
He left the team for the coin toss. He stopped to tie his shoes.  As he 

bent down, he heard his name. 
“C’mon, Troy’s trying to help,” a voice said. 
“You mean King Troy?” replied another. “He’s being bossy. He thinks 

he’s the best dodgeball player.” 
“Giving us a bedtime? That’s so lame,” another kid said. 
“Well, what can we do? He’s the captain,” the first voice said. 
“Overthrow the king!” Jordan chanted. 
Troy finished tying his shoe. He went into the gym and tried to ignore 

them. 

The whistle blew and the game began. It bugged Troy what his friends 
said. Did they really think he was bossy? He just wanted the team to be 
the best.  

WHAM. A dodgeball hit him in the shoulder. 
“You’re out!” the referee said. Troy went off to the bench. 
“What’s going on with you?” Mr. Peterson asked.  
Troy shrugged and watched his team lose from the bench. 
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When Troy got home, he went to his room and slammed the door. He 
flopped on his bed.  He felt bad about the game. Just then there was a 
knock at the door. His sister Jen walked in and sat on his bed. 

“What happened?” she asked. 
“We lost,” Troy said. 
“You’re not a sore loser, what happened?” Jen said. “Come on, talk to 

me.” 
“I was just trying to be the best team captain,” Troy said. He told her the 

things he did to help the team.  He also told her what they said about him. 
 Jen gently placed a hand on his shoulder. “It sounds like your 

intentions are good, but you might need to reconsider the way you’re 
going about things. Whether you’re a boss, president, king, or a team 
captain, that’s just a title. It doesn’t mean you can tell people what to do.” 

 “You’re the captain of your hockey team. How do you do it?” Troy 
asked her. 

 “Well, if you want people to follow you, you earn their respect. That 
doesn’t happen because you are good at something. In fact, it takes time 
and a lot of work.” 

 “Okay, but how?” Troy asked again. 
“I try to lead by example,” Jen told him. “I avoid telling anyone what they 

should or shouldn’t do. Instead, I try to show them with my actions more 
than words. Get some sleep, tomorrow is a new day. Goodnight little 
brother.” 

“Goodnight,” Troy said as she turned off the lights and shut the door. 

The next day, Troy started behaving different. He was the first one in the 
gym at training. He was the first in line for all of the drills. He tried his best 
each time. Instead of telling others what to do he asked them if they 
needed help. He packed healthy lunches and went to bed early. He bit his 
tongue when he wanted to tell someone they were doing it wrong.  Instead 
he told them what they did well. And, he was always the last one to leave 
the gym.  

One day, he walked out of the gym, and his team was in the hallway. 
Troy was surprised to see them all there. 

“Hey, we’re going to grab ice cream at the mall,” Jordan said. “Wanna 
come?” 

“Wouldn’t be a team outing without you,” Amy said. 
Troy smiled and joined his teammates for ice cream. They talked, 

laughed, and joked about many things. 
Troy realized that he didn’t care as much about winning.  He wanted to 

be a part of the team. Finally, he found a way to do both. 
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The gymnasium was full of noise as the students walked in. They were 
excited and nervous to try out for the school’s brand new dodgeball team. 
Troy walked into the gym with confidence.  Then, he sat down beside his 
best friend Amy. 
“Are you nervous or excited?” he asked her. 
“Both!” she quickly replied. “I bet you’re not worried at all.” 
Troy was a pitcher and played baseball in the spring. He had a strong arm 
and great aim. 
“I'm feeling both,” he admitted. 
Silence fell over the gym as Mr. Peterson entered. He welcomed everyone 
to the tryout. He told everyone the rules. Finally, it was time to see everyone 
play. He put students into groups.  Then, the first match began. 
Troy and Amy were on the same team. They were great teammates. They 
worked very well together. Mr. Peterson watched closely and wrote down 
notes on a clipboard as the game went on. Soon, everyone on the other 
team was out! Troy and Amy high-fived as their team cheered on, then, 
they shook hands with each of their opponents. 
Troy’s team won every single game that afternoon. He got lots of high fives 
from his teammates. He felt like the king of the court. 

“So much better than baseball,” Amy teased as they walked home from 
school. 
“Hey, baseball is great too,” Troy replied. “I’m excited we get to play a 
sport together!” 
Troy waved goodbye and walked into his house. He started to do his 
homework. But, he couldn’t stop thinking about dodgeball. That night, he 
even dreamed about it. 

The next team practice did not go as smoothly as the first. Mr. Peterson 
blew the whistle and stopped them in the middle of a warmup drill. 
“Stop, everyone, and watch how Troy throws the ball,” Mr. Peterson said. 
“Jordan, come back to where you were. Troy, show them.” 
Troy threw a dodgeball just as Jordan was ducking. It landed square on 
Jordan's nose with a deafening CRACK. 
“Hey! Watch out, man!” Jordan yelled, clutching his face tightly. 
“You should’ve dodged it,” Troy said before sulking away. 
Mr. Peterson ended the practice early and brought everyone into a 
huddle. 

A
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“Great work today! I’m sure we’ll be ready for our first game next Thursday. 
I’m very excited to announce that our team captain will be Troy. Also, our 
assistant captain will be Amy!”  
Everyone cheered wildly except for Jordan. He was still holding a tissue up to 
his bleeding nose. 

As the first game approached, Troy’s competitive side started to show. He 
wanted his team to do well that season. He started doing everything he 
could think of to help them win. He didn't join in on the drills.  He walked 
around giving tips and telling them what they did wrong. He wanted his 
team to stay late for practices. He said they needed a throwing practice. 
But, he was the first one to leave. He was bossy outside of practice too.  At 
lunch, he checked that his team had water and a healthy lunch. He also 
told them that 10 pm was bedtime. He was sure all of his ideas were good.  

It was the day of the team's first game. Troy gave a long pep talk speech to 
the team. 
“It’s time to win,” he finally finished. “Bobcats on three! One, two, three— 
Bobcats!”  
He left the team for the coin toss. He stopped to tie his shoes.  As he bent 
down, he heard his name. 
“C’mon, Troy’s trying to help,” a voice said. 
“You mean King Troy?” replied another. “He’s being bossy. He thinks he’s the 
best dodgeball player.” 
“Giving us a bedtime? That’s so lame,” another kid chimed in.  
“Well, what can we do? He’s the captain,” the first voice said. 
“Overthrow the king!” Jordan chanted. 
Troy finished tying his shoelace and entered the gym, trying his best to ignore 
them. 

The whistle blew and the game began. Troy couldn’t stop thinking about 
what he'd overheard. Did they really think he was a dictator? He just wanted 
the team to be at their best.  
WHAM. A dodgeball hit him square in the shoulder. 
“You’re out!” the referee pointed. Troy trudged off to the bench. 
“What’s going on with you?” Mr. Peterson asked.  
Troy shrugged and watched his team lose from the sidelines. 

When Troy got home, he went straight to his room and slammed the door. He 
landed facedown on his bed, feeling crummy and sick to his stomach 
because of everything that had happened. Suddenly, there was a knock at 
the door. His sister Jen walked in and sat on the edge of his bed.

RL: 3.4
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“What happened?” she asked. 
“We lost,” Troy said. 
“You’re not a sore loser, what else happened?” Jen said. “Come on, you 
can talk to me.” 
“I was just trying to be a better team captain,” Troy said. He explained the 
things he did to help the team but they didn’t find it helpful at all. He also 
told her what they said about him in the change room. 
Jen gently placed a hand on his shoulder. “It sounds like your intentions are 
good, but you might need to reconsider the way you’re going about 
things. Whether you’re a boss, president, king, or a team captain, that’s just 
a title. It doesn’t automatically earn you the right to dictate the way things 
should be done.” 
“You’re the captain of your hockey team. How do you do it?” Troy asked 
her. 
“Well, if you want people to follow you, you have to earn their respect. That 
doesn’t come automatically from being good at something. In fact, it 
takes time and a lot of honest work.” 
“Okay, but how do you do that?” Troy asked again. 
“I try to lead by example,” Jen told him. “I avoid telling anyone what they 
should or shouldn’t do and instead, I try to encourage and inspire them 
with my actions more than words. Get some sleep, tomorrow is a new day. 
Goodnight little brother.” 
“Goodnight,” Troy said as she turned off the lights and shut the door. 

The next day, Troy started behaving differently. He was the first one in the 
gym at training. He was the first in line for all of the drills and did each one 
to the best of his ability. Instead of shouting out tips during practice, he 
asked his teammates if they wanted pointers discreetly. He packed healthy 
lunches and went to bed early. He bit his tongue whenever he felt the urge 
to critique someone and rephrased it as an encouragement. And he was 
always the last one to leave the gym.  

One day, he walked out of the gym to find all of his teammates standing in 
the hallway. Troy was surprised to see them all there. 
“Hey, we’re going to grab ice cream at the mall,” Jordan said. “Wanna 
come?” 
“Wouldn’t be a team outing without you,” Amy said. 
Troy smiled and joined his teammates for ice cream. They talked about 
dodgeball, but mostly laughed and joked about everyday things. 
Troy suddenly realized that he didn’t care as much about winning as about 
being part of the team. That said, it looks like he found a way to strive for 
both. 
 

ARL: 3.4
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The gymnasium was full of chatter as the students of Cranbrook High filtered in. They 
were excited and nervous to play for the school’s brand new dodgeball team. Troy 
walked into the gym confidently and sat down next to his best friend, Amy. 

“Are you nervous or excited?” he asked her. 
“Both!” she quickly replied. “I bet you’re not worried at all.” 
Troy was a pitcher and played baseball in the spring. He had a powerful arm and 

great aim. 
“I'm feeling a bit of both too,” he admitted. 
Silence fell over the gym as Mr. Peterson entered. He welcomed everyone to the 

team and announced the rules of the new co-ed dodgeball league. Finally, it was time 
to see everyone play. He eagerly divided students into groups and refereed the first 
match. 

Troy and Amy were on the same team. Within moments of the game commencing, 
you could tell they’ve known each other for a long time and could practically read 
each other’s minds. They ducked and dodged, dove for loose balls, and hurled them 
at the opposition in perfect sync. Mr. Peterson watched closely and wrote down notes 
on a clipboard as the game went on. Soon, everyone on the other team was out! Troy 
and Amy high-fived as their team cheered, then they shook hands with each of their 
opponents. 

Troy’s team won every single game that afternoon and he received so many high 
fives from his teammates, he felt like the king of the court. 

“Must be a little more exciting than baseball,” Amy teased as they walked home 
from school. 

“Hey, baseball is exciting too,” Troy replied. “I’m excited that we finally get to play a 
sport together!” 

Troy waved goodbye and walked into his house. He started to do his homework, but 
he couldn’t stop thinking about dodgeball. That night, he even dreamed about it. 

The next team practice did not go as smoothly as the first. Mr. Peterson blew the 
whistle and stopped them in the middle of a warmup drill. 

“Stop, everyone, and watch how Troy throws the ball,” Mr. Peterson said. “Jordan, 
come back to where you were. Troy, show them.” 

Troy threw a dodgeball just as Jordan was ducking. It landed square on Jordan's 
nose with a deafening CRACK. 

“Hey! Watch out, man!” Jordan yelled, clutching his face tightly. 
“You should’ve dodged it,” Troy said before sulking away. 
Mr. Peterson ended the practice early and brought everyone into a huddle.  
“Great work today! I’m sure we’ll be ready for our first game next Thursday. I’m very 

excited to announce that our team captain will be Troy and our assistant captain will 
be Amy!”  

Everyone cheered wildly except for Jordan, who was still holding a tissue up to his 
bleeding nose.

B
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As the first game approached, Troy’s competitive side started to show. He 
wanted his team to do well that season so he started doing everything he could 
think of to help them win. Instead of participating in the drills, he walked around 
giving tips and critiquing everyone. He proposed that everyone stay late to do 
extra throwing practice but instead was the first one out the door. He even 
meddled outside of practice by walking around at lunchtime to make sure that 
everyone was eating healthy and hydrating. Then, he announced a 10 p.m. 
bedtime for the squad. He was positively convinced that it was for the greater 
good. 

On the day of their very first game, Troy gave a long-winded pump-up speech 
in the locker room.  

“It’s time to prove ourselves,” he finally finished. “Bobcats on three! One, two, 
three—” 

“Bobcats!”  
He left the change room for the coin toss. Noticing that his shoelace was 

untied, he stopped just outside. As he bent down, he suddenly heard his name. 
“C’mon, Troy’s just trying to help,” a voice said. 
“You mean King Troy?” replied another. “He’s acting like a dictator just 

because he thinks he’s the best dodgeball player.” 
“Giving us a bedtime? That’s so lame,” another kid chimed in. 
“Well, what can we do? He’s the captain,” the first voice said. 
“Overthrow the king!” Jordan chanted. 
Troy finished tying his shoelace and entered the gym, trying his best to ignore 

them.  

The whistle blew and the game began, but Troy couldn’t stop thinking about 
what he'd overheard. Did they really think he was a dictator? He just wanted 
the team to be the best they could be.  

WHAM. A dodgeball hit him square in the shoulder. 
“You’re out!” the referee pointed. Troy trudged off to the bench. 
“What’s going on with you?” Mr. Peterson asked.  
Troy shrugged and watched his team lose from the sidelines. 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
When Troy got home, he went straight to his room and slammed the door. He 

landed facedown on his bed, feeling crummy and sick to his stomach because 
of everything that had happened. Suddenly, there was a knock at the door. His 
sister, Jen, walked in and sat on the edge of the bed. 

“What happened?” she asked. 
“We lost,” Troy said. 
“You’re not a sore loser, what else happened?” Jen said. “Come on, you can 

talk to me.”

B
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“I was just trying to be a better team captain,” Troy said. He explained the 
things he did to help the team but that they didn’t find it helpful at all. He also 
told her what they said about him in the change room. 

Jen gently placed a hand on his shoulder. “It sounds like your intentions 
are good, but you might need to reconsider the way you’re going about things. 
Whether you’re a boss, president, king, or a team captain, that’s just a title. It 
doesn’t automatically earn you the right to dictate the way things should be 
done.” 

“You’re the captain of your hockey team. How do you do it?” Troy asked 
her. 

“Well, if you want people to follow you, you have to earn their respect. 
That doesn’t come automatically from being good at something. In fact, it takes 
time and a lot of honest work.” 

“Okay, but how do you do that?” Troy asked again. 
“I try to lead by example,” Jen told him. “I avoid telling anyone what they 

should or shouldn’t do and instead, I try to encourage and inspire them with my 
actions more than my words. Get some sleep, tomorrow is a new day. 
Goodnight little brother.” 
“Goodnight,” Troy said as she turned off the lights and shut the door. 

The next day, Troy started behaving differently. He was the first one in the 
gym at training. He was the first in line for all of the drills and did each one to the 
best of his ability. Instead of shouting out tips during practice, he asked his 
teammates if they wanted pointers discreetly. He packed healthy lunches and 
went to bed early. He bit his tongue whenever he felt the urge to critique 
someone and rephrased it as encouragement. Finally, he was always the last 
one to leave the gym.  

One day, he walked out of the gym to find all of his teammates standing 
in the hallway. Troy was surprised to see them all there. 

“Hey, we’re going to grab ice cream at the mall,” Jordan said. “Wanna 
come?” 

“Wouldn’t be a team outing without you,” Amy said. 
Troy smiled and joined his teammates for ice cream. They talked about 

dodgeball, but mostly laughed and joked about everyday things. 
Troy suddenly realized that he didn’t care as much about winning as 

about being part of the team. That said, it looks like he found a way to strive for 
both. 

B
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Sakura’s heart was beating fast. She was fine before she left the car. The 
whole drive to school, she had felt excited! But, Sakura was all alone at 
school. There were kids all around, but she knew none of them. 
Sakura took a deep breath and went inside. She walked down the hall to her 
class. She wasn't sure what to do. When the bell rang Sakura went in and 
found her desk.  It was at the back of the room. She didn’t know what to do 
next. 
Ms. Wilson, her teacher took roll call. She had met her teacher last week 
during her welcome visit. Sakura’s stomach was in knots as Ms. Wilson read 
the class list. It was a while before she heard her name. 
“Sakura Yamamoto?” 
Sakura was relieved. She put her hand up just like the other kids. 
“Welcome,” Ms. Wilson said. Sakura knew that word and smiled. But the 
nervous feeling came back as Ms. Wilson kept talking. She was speaking fast. 
Sakura didn’t understand her teacher. Sakura felt very lost and started to 
panic. She had taken English lessons in Japan.  She knew many words, but it 
was easier when people spoke slowly. 
Ms. Wilson didn’t notice. She kept talking at the front of the room. The 
students opened their books and started writing things down. Sakura copied 
what they did and opened her book. Only, she did not know what to write 
down. She wrote her name, the date then started to draw.  
“Sakura?”  
Sakura heard her name and looked up. Ms. Wilson was looking at her. In fact, 
everyone was looking at her. Sakura turned red and froze. She felt like an 
alien from another planet. She didn’t know what to do. 
 James was sitting next to Sakura. He looked at her book. He saw it had 
pictures of cherry blossom trees. 
“Ms. Wilson, Sakura was doodling!” James tattled. 
Sakura looked back and forth. She did not know what James had said. She 
wondered why he was pointing at her book. 
Ms. Wilson walked over and saw Sakura’s name in Japanese. 
“Hi, Sakura. Welcome,” Ms. Wilson said slowly. 
“Thank you,” Sakura said in a quiet voice. 
“How are you?” Ms. Wilson asked this time speaking slowly. 
“Yes…good,” Sakura replied still quiet. 
“I was speaking too fast?” Ms. Wilson asked her. Sakura nodded. She did not 
want her teacher to be upset with her on the first day. Ms. Wilson put a hand 
on her shoulder and said, “I’m sorry Sakura. I will speak slowly. We are 
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playing a game. Do you understand?” 
“Yes,” Sakura smiled and nodded. Sakura understood. She loved playing 
games. 
One by one, each student went to the front of the room with their 
notebooks. The first person purred and arched their back until someone 
yelled, “Cat!” The second person zoomed around the room with his arms 
out until someone yelled, “Airplane!” Sakura enjoyed watching them being 
silly.  But she was not brave yet.  She did not yell out any names. She 
watched the other kids. 
It was her turn to act what was in her book. Sakura stood up and walked to 
the front of the room. Her heart started racing. She lifted her arms above her 
head like a big tree. Her cheeks even turned bright pink.  Just like the colour 
of a cherry blossom tree.  
“Ballerina!” one kid called out. 
“Basketball hoop!” another guessed. 
Sakura shook her head no. There were many more guesses but none of 
them were right. 
“Can I see your book?” Ms. Wilson asked. She looked at Sakura’s page and 
said, “Hmmm. Can you draw it?” 
Sakura nodded. Ms. Wilson gave her some pink chalk. Sakura went up to 
the chalkboard. She drew a beautiful cherry blossom tree. Then she added 
a wind blowing some petals off. She was good at drawing and was proud 
of it.  
“Cherry blossom!” the class guessed all at once. But Sakura didn't know 
what that was.  She had never heard of a cherry blossom. 
“Oh, I know!” James said as his hand shot up in the air. “Sakura!” 
Sakura beamed. “Yes! Sakura!" as she pointed to the tree and then herself, 
"My name is Sakura!” 
“Sakura is a beautiful name. The tree is called Cherry Blossom here,”          
Ms. Wilson said. “Great job James. How did you know its name in 
Japanese?” 
“I went to the Sakura Days Festival this year,” James said. “We had a picnic 
with sushi.” 
“You eat sushi?” Sakura clapped.  
“I love sushi,” another student added.  
Sakura knew these words. She went back to her desk feeling more at home. 
She smiled at James, who gave her a thumbs up. Maybe Canada wasn’t 
another planet after all.
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Sakura’s heart was beating wildly. She felt just fine a moment ago in the car 
with her mother. The entire drive to school, she had felt excited! But now, 
Sakura was all alone outside the school. There were children all around, but 
she knew none of them. Sakura took a deep breath and followed the others 
inside. She walked down the hall until she found the right room number. But 
even then, she wasn’t sure if that was where she was supposed to be. It was 
only when the bell rang that Sakura went inside and found her seat.  It was 
at the back of the classroom. She didn’t know what to do. 
Ms. Wilson, her teacher took attendance. She had met her teacher last 
week during her welcome visit. Sakura’s stomach was in knots as Ms. Wilson 
went through the list. It was a long while before she finally heard her name. 
“Sakura Yamamoto?” 
Sakura let out a big sigh of relief. She put her hand up just like the other kids 
had done. 
“Welcome,” Ms. Wilson said. Sakura recognized the word and smiled. But the 
nervous feeling returned as Ms. Wilson kept talking to the class. She was 
speaking very quickly. Sakura didn’t understand what her teacher was 
saying. The words were hard to catch. Sakura felt very lost and started to 
panic. She had taken English lessons in Japan.  She knew many words, but it 
was much easier when people spoke slowly. 
Ms. Wilson didn’t notice. She continued to talk at the front of the room. The 
students opened their notebooks and started writing things down. Sakura 
copied what they did and opened her notebook too. Only, she did not 
know what to write down. She wrote her name and the date then started to 
draw.  
“Sakura?”  
Sakura heard her name and looked up. Ms. Wilson was looking at her. In 
fact, everyone was looking at her. Sakura turned bright red and froze. She 
felt like an alien from another planet. She didn’t know what to do. 
A boy named James was sitting next to Sakura. He leaned over and looked 
at her notebook. He saw it was covered with hand-drawn cherry blossom 
trees. 
“Ms. Wilson, Sakura was doodling!” James tattled. 
Sakura looked back and forth, confused. She did not understand what 
James had said. She wondered why he was pointing at her notebook. 
Ms. Wilson walked over and saw Sakura’s name in Japanese characters. 
“Hi, Sakura. Welcome,” Ms. Wilson said slowly. 
“Thank you,” Sakura said quietly. 
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“How are you?” Ms. Wilson asked. Again, she spoke slowly. 
“Yes…good,” Sakura replied quietly. 
“I was speaking too fast?” Ms. Wilson asked her. Sakura was embarrassed but 
nodded. She did not want her teacher to be disappointed with her on the first 
day. But instead, Ms. Wilson put a hand on her shoulder and said, “I’m sorry 
Sakura. I will speak slowly. We are playing a game. Do you understand?” 
“Yes,” Sakura smiled and nodded. Sakura understood. She loved playing 
games. 
One by one, each student went to the front of the room with their notebooks. 
The first person purred and arched their back until someone yelled, “Cat!” The 
second person zoomed around the room with his arms out until someone 
yelled, “Airplane!” Sakura enjoyed watching them be silly.  But she was not 
brave enough to yell out any names. She watched the other kids. 
It was her turn to act what she’d written down in her book. Sakura stood up 
and walked to the front of the room. Her heart started racing as she lifted her 
arms above her head like a big tree. Her cheeks even turned bright pink.  Just 
like the colour of a cherry blossom tree.  
“Ballerina!” one classmate called out. 
“Basketball hoop!” another guessed. 
Sakura shook her head. There were many more guesses but none of them were 
correct. 
“Can I see your book?” Ms. Wilson finally asked. She looked at Sakura’s page 
and said, “Hmmm. Can you draw it instead?” 
Sakura nodded. Ms. Wilson gave her some pink chalk. Sakura went up to the 
chalkboard. She drew a beautiful cherry blossom tree. Then she added a wind 
blowing some petals off. She was good at drawing and was proud of it.  
“Cherry blossom!” the class guessed all at once. But Sakura was confused.  She 
had never heard of a “cherry blossom” before. Sakura looked around 
confused. 
“Oh, I know what it is!” James said as his hand shot up in the air. “Sakura!” 
Sakura beamed. “Yes! Sakura!" as she pointed to the tree and then herself, "My 
name is Sakura!” 
“Sakura is a beautiful name. It is called Cherry Blossom here,” Ms. Wilson said. 
“Great job James. How did you know its name in Japanese?” 
“I went to the Sakura Days Festival this year,” James said. “We had a picnic 
with sushi.” 
“You eat sushi?” Sakura clapped her hands together excitedly.  
“I love sushi,” another student added.  
Sakura heard these familiar words. She went back to her desk feeling a little 
more at home. She smiled at James, who gave her a thumbs up. Maybe 
Canada wasn’t another planet after all. 
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Sakura’s heart was beating wildly. She felt just fine a moment ago in 
the car with her mother. The entire drive to school, she had felt nothing but 
excitement! But now, Sakura was all alone outside the school building. There 
were children all around her, but she knew none of them by name. 

Sakura took a deep breath and followed the others inside. She walked 
up and down the halls until she found the right room number. But even then, 
she wasn’t sure if that was where she was supposed to be. It was only when 
the bell rang that Sakura found her room and went inside and took a seat at 
the back of the classroom. She didn’t know what else to do. 

Ms. Wilson took attendance at the front of the room. Sakura’s stomach 
was in knots as Ms. Wilson went through the list. It was a long while before she 
finally heard her name. 

“Sakura Yamamoto?” 
Sakura let out a big sigh of relief. She put her hand up as the other kids 

had done before her. 
“Welcome,” Ms. Wilson said. Sakura recognized the word from their trip 

to the Japanese consulate in Calgary and smiled. But the nervous feeling 
returned as Ms. Wilson continued talking to the class. She was speaking very 
quickly. Sakura didn’t understand anything the teacher was saying. The 
words were hard to catch. Sakura felt very lost and started to panic. 

Ms. Wilson didn’t notice. She continued to talk at the front of the room. 
The students opened their notebooks and started writing things down. Sakura 
copied what they did and opened her notebook. Only, she did not know 
what to write down. She wrote her name and the date then started to draw.  

“Sakura?”  
Sakura suddenly heard her name and looked up. Ms. Wilson was 

looking at her. In fact, everyone was looking at her. Sakura turned bright red. 
Sakura froze. She felt like an alien stranded on another planet. She didn’t 
know what to do.

Sakura’s Tree

1
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A boy named James was sitting next to Sakura. He leaned over and 
looked at her notebook, which was covered with hand-drawn cherry blossom 
trees. 

“Ms. Wilson, Sakura was doodling!” James tattled. 
Sakura looked back and forth, confused. She did not understand what 

James had said, or why he was pointing at her notebook. 
Ms. Wilson walked over and saw Sakura’s name in Japanese 

characters. 
“Hi, Sakura. Welcome,” Ms. Wilson said slowly. 
“Thank you,” Sakura said quietly. 
“How are you?” Ms. Wilson asked. Again, she spoke slowly. 
“I am good, thank you,” Sakura replied quietly. 
“Was I speaking too fast?” Ms. Wilson asked her. Sakura was 

embarrassed but nodded. She did not want her teacher to be disappointed 
with her on the first day of school. But instead, Ms. Wilson put a hand on her 
shoulder and said, “I’m sorry Sakura. I will speak more slowly. We are playing a 
game. Do you understand?” 

“Yes,” Sakura smiled and nodded. Sakura understood. More 
importantly, she loved playing games. 

One by one, each student went to the front of the room with their 
notebooks. The first person purred and arched their back until someone 
yelled, “Cat!” The second person zoomed around the room with his arms out 
until someone yelled, “Airplane!” Sakura enjoyed watching their silly 
behaviour but was not brave enough to yell out any names. She watched 
but did so very quietly. 

Suddenly, it was her turn to act what she’d written down in her 
notebook. Sakura stood up and walked nervously to the front of the room. 
Her heart started racing as she lifted her arms above her head like a big tree. 
Her cheeks even turned bright pink, the colour of a cherry blossom tree.  

“Ballerina!” one classmate called out. 
“Basketball hoop!” another guessed. 
Sakura shook her head. There were many more guesses but none of 

them were correct.
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