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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.  
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Reading Conversion Chart

IL 
Level AGE Grad

e DRA F&P Lexile

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

c 
5.0-6.9 10-11 5-6 50-60 U-W

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

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

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

identified by both colour and letter

Level 
A

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

Level 
B

This level is for students that are reading at a 
grade 4-5 grade level.  These passages have a 
both simple and complex sentence structure 
with vocabulary words appropriate for 
students at this level. 

Level 
C

This level is for students that are strong readers.  
The passages contain complex sentence 
structure and more difficult vocabulary.
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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.  
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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 
something 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 l s
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 d i 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: ____________________________ 
_______________________________________ 



february Guided  
Reading Texts

A - Grade 3 to 4

B - Grade 4 to 5

C – Grade 5 to 6



Week #1
Under Pressure
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RL:	4.0

56.3.1

A

UNDER  PRESSURE

1

The Smith family loved to cook. Their kitchen was full of gadgets to cook 
yummy meals. Lately, they began collecting more appliances to create 
extra-special meals. First they got a toaster, coffee maker, and blender. 
Then they brought home an electric fondue pot and a huge slow cooker. 
A stand mixer, food processor, juicer, and espresso machine soon followed. 
The Smiths didn’t have a large kitchen, so the appliances huddled 
together on the counter. 
When the day’s meals were complete, the lights went out in the kitchen. 
That's when the appliances could cut loose and talk to each other. After 
living together for some time, their personalities began to shine. The coffee 
maker and espresso machine were a perky pair. They enjoyed telling 
stories so much, they often stayed up all night long. On the other hand, the 
slow cooker didn’t say much at all. He liked to take it easy and just listen to 
the other conversations. The juicer was the most prying. She would ask all 
kinds of questions, squeezing every bit of information she could from 
everyone else. The blender was the friendliest. She was happy to mix it up 
with everyone.  
Then one day, a new arrival showed up in the Smith kitchen. Mrs. Smith 
had walked in the back door with a large box under her arm. She placed 
it on the small kitchen table and unpacked it. The other appliances 
watched as Mrs. Smith lifted something big and shiny from the box.  
It was a new appliance. It looked like a big soup pot. However, it had 
several buttons on the front and a long cord in the back. There was an 
inner metal pot that Mrs. Smith washed in the sink. Then she polished the 
outer part with its shiny buttons. Finally, she put everything back together. 

Then she wedged the machine in a skinny 
space between the toaster and fondue pot.  
Next, she gathered a bunch of food from the 
refrigerator. The other appliances watched in 
silence as Mrs. Smith put vegetables, chicken, 
and herbs into the new machine. Mrs. Smith 
then plugged it in and twisted a large lid on 
top. The machine beeped as Mrs. Smith 
pressed several buttons. Then she walked
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2

away from the machine and sat down at the kitchen table to read the  
mail.  
The other appliances didn’t know what to expect. They kept their eyes on 
the new machine. In just a few moments, burbling noises came from its 
belly. The other appliances tried to stay calm, but they had never heard 
such sounds before. They thought the machine was going to bubble over. 
Mrs. Smith didn't seem to notice. She remained calm, going through her 
pile of envelopes. 
Just a few moments later, the machine whistled. The fondue pot saw 
steam rising from the lid. The toaster noticed too. He was now damp with 
condensation. The whistling was loud enough to allow the other 
appliances to say, “What is that thing?” and “Is it going to explode?” 
without Mrs. Smith hearing. 
Once the whistling stopped, the machine beeped. This must have been 
the signal Mrs. Smith was waiting for. She rose from the table, walked to 
the mystery machine, and flipped a switch on the lid. This time, an angry 
spray of vapor burst from the pot.  
“What in the world is happening?” the juicer called to the fondue pot 
under the noise. 
“I don’t know!” the fondue pot replied. “This thing is louder than the 
blender!” 
“It’s true,” shouted the blender. “But Mrs. Smith doesn’t seem to mind.” 
Indeed, Mrs. Smith didn’t seem to mind. She just set the table and filled 
water glasses. 
The noise and steam finally stopped. Mrs. Smith twisted open the lid of the 
new machine. The other appliances were amazed when Mrs. Smith 
spooned chicken and hot vegetables from the pot and onto the plates. 
As Mr. and Mrs. Smith sat down to eat, the other appliances were still 
nervous.  
Soon, dinner was over and the kitchen was cleaned. Although the day 
was over, the appliances weren’t relaxed. Instead, they remained on 
edge until the Smiths turned out the kitchen light. 
The appliances looked at each other. They wondered who would speak 
to the new machine first. However, it was the new machine that made 
the first move. 

UNDER  PRESSURE

56.3.1
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“What a day,” he yawned.  
More silence washed over the kitchen. The toaster didn't want to seem 
unkind. He softly spoke up and said, “So...what kind of machine are you?” 
However, the toaster was met with more silence. Then, humming and 
puffing filled the kitchen. It was the sound of snoring, and it was coming 
from the new machine. 
“Well, that was rude,” the juicer whispered. “This guy comes into our 
kitchen, makes all kinds of crazy sounds, then falls asleep?”  
“Wait just a minute,” the blender said. “Let’s give the new guy a break. 
After all, nothing bad happened. Things got a little loud. And sure, it 
rained on a few of you, but there wasn’t any harm done. Let’s give him 
another chance.” 
Most of the others agreed and became more relaxed.  
Even though the blender wanted to give the new machine another shot, 
there really wasn’t a chance. Mr. and Mrs. Smith cooked with the new 
machine every day for the next week. It fell right to sleep after each use. 
The other appliances became more and more frustrated. They finally 
formed a plan to get some answers. 
On the eighth night, after the Smiths left the kitchen and turned off the 
light, the new machine yawned as he always did. The toaster and fondue 
pot looked at each other and counted to three. On three, the machines 
rocked back and forth, leaning into the new machine over and over 
again.  
“What’s going on?” the machine asked with a yawn. 
“Look, mister,” said the juicer. “You’ve lived here a full week. We still don’t 
know a thing about you. We don’t even know what kind of machine you 
are. You just make all kinds of crazy sounds!” 
“And you get us all wet,” the fondue pot chimed in with a resentful tone. 
“So we aren’t letting you go to sleep this time,” the juicer continued. “We 
want answers!” 
The new machine looked surprised and said, “I’m sorry, everyone. I 
figured you knew.” 

56.3.1

RL:	4.0

UNDER  PRESSURE
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“Knew what?” the microwave asked. 
“That I’m a pressure cooker,” the machine said with another yawn. 
“What in the world is a pressure cooker?” the coffee maker and espresso 
machine asked together. 
“I cook meals with steam pressure,” the machine explained. “The Smiths put 
liquid and food inside my belly. Then I create steam and pressure as I heat 
up.” 
“Is that why vapor comes shooting out of the top of your lid and gets us all 
wet?” the toaster asked. 
“Yes, sorry about that. And that’s why I make all kinds of noises,” the pressure 
cooker said with a laugh. “The pressure makes my belly rumble pretty loudly.” 
The other appliances nodded as the pressure cooker continued, “My pressure 
forces liquid into the food, so it cooks very fast. But, because all this is 
happening so fast, I have to work really hard. By the time my pressure valve is 
released, I’m exhausted. I feel as though I’ve just run a marathon. Well, I 
imagine that’s what it feels like. I wouldn't know since I don’t have legs.” 
The appliances all chuckled while the stand mixer asked, “So you weren’t 
ignoring us?” 
“Of course not!” the pressure cooker said. “It’s just hard to stay awake after 
working so hard. I’m sure you all thought I was a jerk, but I’m just totally worn-
out.” 
The other appliances were relieved that they weren’t being snubbed, but 
they still had questions. The slow cooker asked, “How do we get to know you 
if you just fall asleep every night?”  
“Oh, don’t worry,” the pressure cooker said. “I’m a new appliance. The Smiths 
will use me every day for a while, then things will taper off. And the nights I’m 
not used, I won’t be as tired. Then I can stay up and get to know the rest of 
you as well!” 
“That’s such a relief,” the blender sighed. “I am excited to mix it up with you.” 
“And I’m happy you all woke me up tonight to talk,” the new machine said. “I 
hope I took some pressure off of you!” 
 
 
 

56.3.1

RL:	4.0

UNDER  PRESSURE
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The Smith family loved to cook. Their kitchen was full of pots, pans, and 
knives to cook delicious meals. Recently, the family began collecting more 
appliances in order to create extra-special meals. In addition to their 
toaster, coffee maker, and blender, more advanced machines moved into 
the Smith kitchen. First it was an electric fondue pot, then a massive 20 litre 
slow cooker. Soon, a stand mixer made its way into the Smith home, 
followed by a food processor, juicer, and espresso machine. The Smiths 
didn’t have a large kitchen, so the appliances found themselves 
crammed on the counter.  
When the day’s meals were complete, the lights went out in the kitchen. 
Then the appliances could finally cut loose and talk to each other. After 
living together for a bit of time, their personalities began to shine. For 
instance, the coffee maker and espresso machine were quite the perky 
pair. They enjoyed telling stories so much, they often stayed up all night 
long. On the other hand, the slow cooker didn’t say much at all. He 
preferred to take it easy, listening to the conversations and relaxing the 
night away. The juicer was the most prying. She would ask all kinds of 
questions, squeezing every bit of information she could from her 
companions. The blender was the friendliest. She was happy to mix it up 
with everyone.  
Then one day, a new arrival showed up in the Smith kitchen. Mrs. Smith 
had walked in the back door with a large box under her arm. She 
immediately placed it on the small kitchen table and unpacked it. The 
other appliances stared as Mrs. Smith lifted something big and shiny from 
the box.  
It was a new appliance. It almost looked like a big soup pot. However, it

had several buttons on the front and a long 
cord in the back. Mrs. Smith stared lovingly 
at her machine, then began setting it up. 
There was an inner metal pot that Mrs. Smith 
washed in the sink. Then she polished the 
outer part with its shiny buttons. Finally, she 
put everything back together. Then she 
wedged the machine in a slight space 
between the toaster and fondue pot. 

56.3.1
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Next, she gathered a bunch of ingredients from the refrigerator. The other 
appliances watched in silence as Mrs. Smith diced vegetables, deboned 
poultry, and chopped herbs. After putting all the ingredients into the new 
machine, Mrs. Smith plugged it in and twisted a large lid on top. The 
machine beeped as Mrs. Smith pressed several buttons. Then she walked 
away from the machine and sat down at the kitchen table to read the 
day’s mail.  
The other appliances didn’t know what to expect, but they kept their 
eyes on the new machine. In just a few moments, burbling noises came 
from deep within its belly. The other appliances tried to stay calm, but 
they had never heard such sounds before. They thought the machine was 
going to bubble over, but Mrs. Smith didn't seem to notice. She remained 
calm, leafing through her pile of envelopes. 
Just a few moments later, the machine started whistling. The fondue pot 
saw a thin jet of steam rising from the lid. The toaster noticed too. He was 
now damp with condensation. The whistling was loud enough to allow 
the other appliances to mutter to each other, “What is that thing?” and 
“Is it going to explode?” without Mrs. Smith hearing. 
Once the whistling stopped, the machine beeped. This must have been 
the signal Mrs. Smith was waiting for. She rose from the table, walked to 
the mystery machine, and flipped a switch on the lid. This time, an angry, 
harsh spray of vapor erupted from the pot. The sound was more violent 
than before. 
“What in the world is happening?” the juicer called to the fondue pot 
under the noise of the machine. 
“I don’t know!” the fondue pot replied. “This thing is louder than the 
blender!” 
“It’s true,” shouted the blender. “But Mrs. Smith doesn’t seem alarmed.” 
Indeed, Mrs. Smith didn’t seem at all disturbed by the cacophony. 
Instead, she calmly set the table and filled water glasses. 
Eventually, the noise and steam receded and Mrs. Smith twisted open the 
lid of the new machine. The other appliances were amazed when Mrs. 
Smith spooned fragrant portions of chicken and hot vegetables from the 
pot and onto the plates. As Mr. and Mrs. Smith sat down to eat, the other 
appliances were still anxious. They weren’t even sure what they had just 
witnessed.

56.3.1

RL:	4.4

UNDER  PRESSURE
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Once dinner was served and consumed, the kitchen was cleaned, 
including the new machine. Although the day was coming to an end, the 
appliances weren’t relaxed like they normally were. Instead, they 
remained on edge until the last dish was dried and the Smiths turned out 
the kitchen light. 
The appliances looked at each other. They wondered who would speak 
to the new machine first. However, it was the new machine that made 
the first move. 
“What a day,” he yawned.  
More silence washed over the kitchen. After a moment, the toaster, who 
didn’t want to seem unkind, spoke up timidly and uttered, “So...what kind 
of machine are you?” 
However, the toaster was met with more silence. Then, humming and 
puffing filled the kitchen. It was the sound of snoring, and it was coming 
from the new machine. 
“Well, that was rude,” the juicer said in a soft tone. “This guy comes into 
our kitchen, makes all kinds of crazy sounds, just about explodes all over 
us, then falls asleep?”  
“Now wait just a minute,” the blender said. “Let’s give the new guy a 
break. After all, nothing bad happened. Things got a little loud. And sure, 
it rained on a few of you, but there really wasn’t any harm done. Let’s 
give him another chance.” 
Most of the appliances agreed and became more relaxed. However, all 
they discussed was the new stranger for the rest of the night. 
Even though the blender wanted to give the new machine another shot 
to explain himself, there really wasn’t a chance to do so. Mr. and Mrs. 
Smith cooked with the new machine every day for the next week, and it 
fell right to sleep after each use. The other appliances became more and 
more frustrated, so they finally formed a plan to get some answers. 
On the eighth night, after the Smiths retired from the kitchen and turned 
off the light, the new machine yawned as he always did. The toaster and 
fondue pot looked at each other and counted to three. On three, the 
machines rocked back and forth, leaning into the new machine and 
poking its sides over and over again. 

56.3.1
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“What’s going on?” the machine asked sleepily. 
“Look, mister,” said the juicer. “You’ve lived here a full week and we don’t 
know a thing about you. We don’t even know what kind of machine you 
are. You just make all kinds of crazy noises!” 
“And you get us all wet,” the fondue pot chimed in with a resentful tone. 
“So we aren’t letting you go to sleep this time,” the juicer continued. “We 
want answers!” 
The new machine looked surprised and said, “I’m sorry, everyone. I 
figured you knew.” 
“Knew what?” the microwave asked. 
“That I’m a pressure cooker,” the machine said with another yawn. 
“What in the world is a pressure cooker?” the coffee maker and espresso 
machine asked in unison. 
“I cook meals with steam pressure,” the machine explained. “The Smiths 
put liquid and food inside my belly, then I create steam and pressure as I 
heat up.” 
“Is that why vapor comes shooting out of the top of your lid and gets us 
all wet?” the toaster asked. 
“Yes, sorry about that. And that’s also why I make all kinds of crazy 
noises,” the pressure cooker said with a chuckle. “The pressure makes my 
belly rumble pretty loudly.” 
The other appliances nodded in understanding as the pressure cooker 
continued: “My pressure forces liquid into the food, so it cooks very fast. 
However, because all this is happening quickly, I have to work really hard. 
By the time my pressure valve is released, I’m exhausted. I feel as though 
I’ve just run a marathon...that is, I imagine that’s what it feels like. I 
wouldn't know since I don’t have legs.” 
The appliances all chuckled while the stand mixer asked, “So you weren’t 
ignoring us?” 
“Of course not!” the pressure cooker said. “It’s just so hard to stay awake 
after working so hard. I’m sure you all thought I was a jerk, but I’m just 
totally worn-out.”

56.3.1
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The other appliances were relieved that they weren’t being snubbed, but 
they still had questions. The slow cooker asked, “How do we get to know 
you if you immediately fall asleep every night?”  
“Oh, don’t worry,” the pressure cooker said. “I’m a new appliance. The 
Smiths will use me every day for a while, then things will taper off. And the 
nights I’m not used, I won’t be as tired. Then I can stay up and get to 
know the rest of you as well!” 
“That’s such a relief,” the blender sighed. “I am excited to mix it up with 
you.” 
“And I’m happy you all woke me up tonight to talk,” the new machine 
said. “I hope I took some pressure off of you!”

56.3.1

RL:	4.4
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The Smith family loved to cook. Their kitchen was full of pots, pans, knives, 
and utensils to cook decadent meals. Recently, the family began 
acquiring more appliances in order to create extra-elaborate culinary 
experiences. In addition to their toaster, coffee maker, and blender, more 
advanced machines moved into the Smith kitchen. First it was an electric 
fondue pot, then a massive 20 litre slow cooker. Soon, a stand mixer also 
made its way into the Smith home, followed by a food processor, juicer, 
and espresso machine. The Smiths didn’t have a large kitchen, so the 
appliances found themselves crammed together on the counterspace.  
When the day’s meals were complete and the lights went out in the 
kitchen, the appliances could finally cut loose and converse. This is when 
they got to know each other. After living together for a bit of time, each of 
the appliances’ personalities began to shine. For instance, the coffee 
maker and espresso machine were quite the perky pair. They enjoyed 
telling stories so much, they often stayed up all night long. On the other 
hand, the slow cooker didn’t say much at all. He preferred to take it easy, 
listening to the conversations and relaxing the night away. The juicer was 
the most prying of the group; she would ask everyone all kinds of 
questions, squeezing every bit of information she could from her 
companions. Above everyone else, the blender was the friendliest. She 
was happy to mix it up with everyone.  
Then one day, a new arrival showed up in the Smith kitchen. Mrs. Smith 
had sauntered in the back door with a large box under her arm. She 
immediately placed it on the small kitchen table and unpacked it. The 
other appliances stared motionlessly as Mrs. Smith lifted something big and 
shiny from the box. 

It was a new appliance and almost looked 
like a big soup pot. However, it had several 
buttons on the front and a long cord in the 
back. After Mrs. Smith admired her machine, 
she began setting it up. There was an inner 
metal pot that Mrs. Smith washed in the sink. 
Then she polished the outer part with its shiny 
buttons. Finally, she put everything back 
together and wedged the machine in a
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slight space between the toaster and fondue pot.  
Next, she gathered a bunch of ingredients from the refrigerator. The other 
appliances watched in silence as Mrs. Smith diced vegetables, deboned 
poultry, and chopped herbs. After putting the flurry of ingredients into the 
new machine, Mrs. Smith plugged it in and twisted a large lid on top. The 
machine beeped as Mrs. Smith pressed several buttons. In just a few 
moments, she walked away from the machine and sat down at the 
kitchen table to read the day’s mail.  
The other appliances didn’t know what to expect, but they kept their 
eyes on the new machine. In just a few moments, burbling noises came 
from deep within its belly. The other appliances tried to stay calm, but 
they had never heard such sounds before. They expected the machine 
was going to bubble over, but Mrs. Smith must not have noticed. She 
remained calm, leafing through her pile of envelopes. 
Just a few moments later, the machine started whistling. The fondue pot 
saw a thin jet of steam rising from the lid. The toaster noticed too; he was 
now damp with condensation. The whistling was loud enough to allow 
the other appliances to actually mutter to each other, “What is that 
thing?” and “Is it going to explode?” without Mrs. Smith hearing. 
Once the whistling subsided, the machine started to beep. This must have 
been the signal for which Mrs. Smith was waiting. She rose from the table, 
walked over to the mystery machine, and flipped a switch on the lid. This 
time, an angry, harsh spray of vapor erupted from the top of the pot. The 
sound was more ferocious than before. 
“What in the world is happening?” the juicer called to the fondue pot 
under the noise of the machine. 
“I don’t know!” the fondue pot replied. “This thing is louder than the 
blender!” 
“It’s true,” shouted the blender. “But Mrs. Smith doesn’t seem alarmed.” 
Indeed, Mrs. Smith didn’t seem at all disturbed by the cacophony. 
Instead, she calmly set the table and filled water glasses. 
Eventually, the noise and steam receded and Mrs. Smith twisted open the 
lid of the new machine. The other appliances were amazed when Mrs. 
Smith spooned fragrant portions of chicken and hot vegetables from the 
pot and onto the plates. As Mr. and Mrs. Smith sat down to eat, the other

56.3.1

RL:	4.6

UNDER  PRESSURE



©
	M

ad
ly
	L
ea
rn
in
g	
20
20

C
3

appliances were still anxious. They weren’t even sure what they had just 
witnessed. 
Once dinner was served and consumed, the kitchen was cleaned, 
including the new machine. Although the day was coming to an end, the 
appliances weren’t relaxed like they normally were. Instead, they 
remained on edge until the last dish was dried and the Smiths turned out 
the kitchen light. 
The appliances looked at each other. They wondered who would speak 
to the new machine first. However, it was the new machine that made 
the first move. 
“What a day,” he yawned.  
More silence blanketed the kitchen. After a moment, the toaster, who 
didn’t want to seem unneighborly, spoke up hesitantly and uttered, 
“So...what kind of machine are you?” 
However, the toaster was met with more silence. Then, humming and 
puffing filled the kitchen. It was the sound of snoring, and it was coming 
from the new machine. 
“Well, that’s certainly rude,” the juicer said in a soft tone. “This guy comes 
into our kitchen, makes all kinds of crazy sounds, practically explodes all 
over us, then falls asleep?”  
“Now wait just a minute,” the blender said. “Let’s give the new guy a 
break. After all, nothing bad happened. Things got a little loud and it 
rained on a few of you, but there really wasn’t any harm done. Let’s give 
him another chance.” 
Most of the appliances agreed and became more relaxed. However, all 
they discussed was the new stranger in their ranks for the rest of the night. 
Even though the blender had good intentions about giving the new 
machine another shot to explain himself, there really wasn’t a chance to 
do so. Mr. and Mrs. Smith cooked with the new machine every day for the 
next week, and it fell right to sleep after each use. The other appliances 
became increasingly frustrated, so they finally formed a plan to get some 
answers. 
On the eighth night, after the Smiths retired from the kitchen and runed 
off the light, the new machine yawned as he always did. The toaster and
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fondue pot looked at each other and counted to three. On three, the 
machines rocked back and forth, leaning into the new machine and 
poking its sides over and over again.  
“What’s going on?” the machine finally asked sleepily. 
“Look, mister,” said the juicer. “You’ve lived here a full week and we don’t 
know a thing about you. We don’t even know what kind of machine you 
are. You just make all kinds of crazy noises!” 
“And you get us all wet,” the fondue pot chimed in with a resentful tone. 
“So we aren’t letting you go to sleep this time,” the juicer continued. “We 
want answers!” 
The new machine looked surprised and said, “I’m sorry, everyone. I 
figured you knew.” 
“Knew what?” the microwave asked. 
“That I’m a pressure cooker,” the machine said with another yawn. 
“What in the world is a pressure cooker?” the coffee maker and espresso 
machine asked in unison. 
“I cook meals with steam pressure,” the machine explained. “The Smiths 
put liquid and food inside my belly, then I create steam and pressure as I 
heat up.” 
“Is that why vapor comes shooting out of the top of your lid and gets us 
all wet?” the toaster asked. 
“Yes, sorry about that. And that’s also why I make all kinds of crazy 
noises,” the pressure cooker said with a chuckle. “The pressure makes my 
belly rumble pretty loudly.” 
The other appliances nodded in understanding as the pressure cooker 
continued: “My pressure forces liquid into the food, so it cooks very fast. 
However, because all this is happening quickly, I have to work incredibly 
hard. By the time my pressure valve is released, I’m exhausted. I feel as 
though I’ve just run a marathon...that is, I imagine that’s what it feels like. I 
wouldn't know since I don’t have legs.” 
The appliances all chuckled while the stand mixer asked, “So you weren’t 
ignoring us?”
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“Of course not!” the pressure cooker said. “It’s just so hard to stay awake 
after working so hard. I’m sure you all thought I was a jerk, but I’m 
legitimately worn-out.” 
The other appliances were relieved that they weren’t being snubbed, but 
they still had questions. The slow cooker asked, “How do we get to know 
you if you immediately fall asleep every night?”  
“Oh, don’t worry,” the pressure cooker said. “I’m a new appliance, so the 
Smiths will use me every day for a while, then things will taper off. And the 
nights I’m not used, I won’t be as tired. Then I can stay up and get to 
know the rest of you as well!” 
“That’s such a relief,” the blender sighed. “I am excited to mix it up with 
you.” 
“And I’m happy you all woke me up tonight to talk,” the new machine 
said. “I hope I took some pressure off of you!” 
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Abram had spent every evening at the New Market since he could 
remember. It was like home. However, the market was much different than 
his actual home. The New Market was much more chaotic than his family’s 
quiet apartment. However, that’s what Abram liked about it. Things at his 
apartment were calm and predictable. The vibrant sounds, flavors, smells, 
and sights of the New Market were much different. These things brought 
excitement to Abram’s life. Abram was sure that there was no other place in 
the world quite like the New Market. 
Although It was called the New Market, but there wasn’t much that was new 
about it. It opened in the 1870s. Now, the entire neighborhood around the 
market was called the New Market area of Kolkata. Many vendors had 
been conducting business there for decades. In fact, Abram’s grandparents 
ran their stall, a sweets shop, for over fifty years. Although their stall was well-
known, they were only one of two thousand vendors in the market. It truly 
was an overwhelming place. However, Abram loved the size and the variety 
of the shops. He was sure there was no other place where people could buy 
meat, spices, luggage, and even pots and pans all under one roof.  
When Abram first started coming to help his grandparents, he was too little 
to see over the counter. He remembered being so scared by all the noises

1

around the shop. The New Market was 
located on Lindsay Street, which always 
had a lot of street noise. However, the 
customers were even louder. Sounds of 
bargaining took place at the sweets 
shop and the vendors surrounding it. 
When Abram grew a bit older, he got 
used to the noise. In fact, he thought he 
could use it to his advantage. He 
figured it would be enough of a
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distraction to allow him to sneak a treat off the shelf behind his 
grandmother. However, she caught him every time. Somehow, she would 
hear his small hand upon the shelf over the racket. She would then make 
Abram pay for the sweet with his pocket money. He learned his lesson 
about sneaking sweets very quickly. By the time he was five years old, he 
had given up trying.  
As Abram grew older, he started wandering the market. He got to know 
the other vendors near the sweets shop. The market was too large for 
Abram to get to know everyone, but the nearby shop owners became 
like family. Plus, Abram loved the fact that they were more likely to share 
their goods with him than his grandparents. For instance, Abram made 
fast friends with the couple that ran the nearby cheese stall. Although 
their stall always had dozens of hungry customers around, the wife, Rajo, 
always gave Abram a chunk of cheese. Once Abram finished it, he 
wandered to Sahib, the baker, and waved. This was the signal that Abram 
was available to sample some fruit cake or a fresh bun if Sahib had any 
extra. He always did. 
The market not only gave Abram’s appetite a workout, but also his nose. 
As Abram walked through the market, he met a new smell around every 
corner. Each scent was just as vibrant to Abram now as they were when 
he was a small child. The flowers from the florist’s stall were sweet. Then, 
just a few yards beyond, a strong leather smell came from the shoe stall. 
The spice stall brought an earthy aroma to the mix. These scents would 
then combine with the sugar from Sahib’s bakery. Sometimes, Abram 
would hear tourists complain that the smells were too much. However, 
Abram couldn’t have disagreed more. The smells, mixed together, were 
something special. They created a scent that could only be found at the 
New Market.  
Although Abram was still surprised by the scents of the market, he felt like 
he probably took its beauty for granted. He just got used to seeing vibrant 
colors everywhere. They all blended into the landscape for him. A wall of 
color was just down the row from the sweets shop at the handbag stall. 
Purses, briefcases, and bags in every color of the rainbow covered the 
side of the stall. He would often hear visitors gasp at the beauty of the 
wall of bags. Abram agreed, but it no longer surprised him. He was simply 
used to passing it each day. Visitors would also stare at the colors just 
beyond the handbag stall. That was where the potter, David, sold jars, 
vases, bowls, and mugs. He chose to dye his pieces deep colors of blue, 
red, and orange. Abram couldn’t count how many times he’d heard

nothing  like the  new market

A

56.3.3

RL:	4.4



©
	M

ad
ly
	L
ea
rn
in
g	
20
20

3

people say, “That pottery looks just like a sunset.” Abram knew he should 
try to take in and appreciate all the colors of the market. They really were 
beautiful. This was especially true at night. It was hard for Abram to ignore 
the market's beauty once the sun went down. Bright neon signs lit up the 
storefronts, giving the New Market a special glow. 
The evening glow of the market was Abram’s sign that it was almost time 
to go home. He finished stocking the last of the sweets on the shelves 
before sweeping and dusting the rest of the stall. He then kissed his 
grandmother and said, “See you tomorrow,” before walking home.  
Abram felt different as he ventured home from the New Market towards 
his apartment. In his body, Abram could feel the excited buzz start to 
calm down. Abram also noticed the sound of his feet shuffling on the 
sidewalk. This was a contrast to the shouting he'd listened to for the past 
several hours. The rush from moving through the market was replaced by 
a casual lag. Abram could feel himself slowing down. This is probably why 
Abram's ten minute walk home usually took twice as long at the end of 
the day. Abram was tired, and the calm pace after an exciting evening 
felt good. However, he still couldn’t wait to go back to the market 
tomorrow. For Abram, there was truly nothing like the New Market. 
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Abram had spent every evening at the New Market since he could 
remember. It was like home, however it was much different than his actual 
home. The New Market was much more chaotic than his family’s quiet 
apartment. However, that’s what Abram liked about it. Things at his 
apartment were calm and predictable. However, the vibrant sounds, flavors, 
smells, and sights of the New Market injected excitement into Abram’s life. 
Abram was sure that there was no other place in the world quite like the 
New Market. 
Although it was called the New Market, there wasn’t much that was new 
about it at all. It had opened in the 1870s. Now, the entire neighborhood 
surrounding the market was called the New Market area of Kolkata. Many 
vendors had been conducting business at the New Market for decades. In 
fact, Abram’s grandparents had operated their stall, a renowned sweets 
shop, for over fifty years. Although their stall was well-known, they were only 
one of the two thousand vendors that made up the New Market. It truly was 
an overwhelming place. However, Abram loved the size and the variety of 
the shops. He was sure there was nowhere else in the world where someone 
could get meat, electronics, spices, fresh fruit, luggage, and even pots and 
pans all under one roof.  
When Abram first started coming to help his grandparents, he was too little.

1

to see over the counter. He 
remembered being so distracted by all 
the noises that he didn’t know where to 
look. The New Market, situated on busy 
Lindsay Street, always had a lot of street 
noise. However, the bargaining 
customers were even louder. Chaotic 
sounds of negotiating took place at the 
sweets shop and the many vendors 
surrounding it. When Abram grew a bit
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older and got used to the noise, he thought he could use it to his 
advantage. He figured it would be enough of a distraction to allow him to 
sneak a treat off the shelf behind his grandmother. However, she caught 
him every time. Somehow, she would hear his small hand upon the shelf 
over the racket of her customers. She would then make Abram pay for 
the sweet with his pocket money. He learned his lesson about sneaking 
sweets very quickly. By the time he was five years old, he had given up 
trying.  
As Abram grew older, he started wandering the market. He got to know 
the other vendors near the sweets shop. Although the market was too 
large for Abram to get to know everyone, the nearby shop owners 
became like family. Plus, Abram loved the fact that they were more likely 
to share their specialties with him than his grandparents. For instance, 
Abram made fast friends with the couple that ran the specialty cheese 
stall just around the corner. Even though their stall constantly had dozens 
of hungry customers around it, the wife, Rajo, always managed to sneak 
a chunk of cheese to Abram. Once Abram finished his cheese, he always 
wandered to Sahib, the baker, and waved. This was the signal that Abram 
was available to sample a slice of fruit cake or fresh bun if Sahib had 
them available. He almost always did. 
The market did not only give Abram’s appetite a workout, but his nose as 
well. As Abram walked through the market, he encountered a new 
fragrance around every corner. Each scent was just as vibrant to Abram 
now as they were when he was a small child. The flowers from the florist’s 
stall were sweet and mellow. Then, just a few yards beyond, strong leather 
wafted from the shoe stall. The spice stall lended an earthy aroma to the 
mix. These scents would then combine with the sugar that floated through 
the air from Sahib’s bakery. Sometimes, Abram would hear tourists 
complain and say that the smells were too overwhelming. However, 
Abram couldn’t have disagreed more. The smells, all mixed together, 
were something special. They created an original scent signature to the 
New Market. To Abram, it simply smelled like home.  
Although Abram was still overcome by the scents of the market, he felt 
like he probably took its beauty for granted. He just got used to seeing 
vibrant colors everywhere, so they kind of blended into the landscape for 
him. A wall of color was just down the row from the sweets shop at the 
handbag stall. Purses, briefcases, and messenger bags in every color of 
the rainbow covered the side of the stall. He would often hear visitors
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gasp at the beauty of the wall of bags. Abram agreed, but it no longer 
surprised him. He was simply used to passing it each day. Visitors would 
also marvel at the colors just beyond the handbag stall, That was where 
the potter, David, sold jars, vases, bowls, and mugs. He chose to dye his 
pieces deep colors of blue, red, and orange. Abram couldn’t count how 
many times he’d heard people say, “That pottery looks just like a sunset,” 
before purchasing something from David. Abram knew he should try to 
take in and appreciate all the colors of the market. They really were 
beautiful. This was particularly true at night. It was even hard for Abram to 
ignore the market's beauty once the sun went down. Bright neon signs 
illuminated the storefronts, giving the New Market a special glow. 
The evening glow of the market was Abram’s indication it was almost 
time to go home. He finished stocking the last of the sweets on the shelves 
for his grandparents before sweeping and dusting the rest of the stall. He 
then kissed his grandmother and said, “See you tomorrow,” before 
walking home.  
Abram always felt different as he ventured home from the New Market 
towards his apartment. In his body, Abram could feel the excited buzz 
from the chaos of the market start to calm down. Abram also noticed the 
sound of his feet shuffling on the sidewalk as a stark contrast to the 
shouted bargaining. The rush from navigating the market’s customers was 
always replaced by a leisurely lag. Abram could feel himself 
decelerating. This is probably why a typical ten minute walk from his 
apartment to the market always took at least twice as long as Abram 
walked home. Although Abram was tired, and the calm pace after an 
exciting evening felt good, he still couldn’t wait to go back tomorrow. For 
Abram, there was truly nothing like the New Market.
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Abram spent every evening at the New Market since he could remember. It 
was like home, however it was much different than his actual home. 
Undoubtedly, the New Market was much more chaotic than his family’s 
quiet apartment. However, that’s what Abram liked about it. Things at his 
apartment were calm and fairly predictable. However, the New Market, with 
its vibrant sounds, flavors, smells, and sights, injected much excitement into 
Abram’s life. Abram was sure that there was no other place in the world 
quite like the New Market. 
Although it was called the New Market, there wasn’t much that was new 
about it at all. It had originally opened in the 1870s. Now, the entire 
neighborhood surrounding the market was called the New Market area of 
Kolkata. The market was basically an independent neighborhood itself due 
to its immense size and population of the people that worked there. Many 
vendors had been conducting business at the New Market for decades. In 
fact, Abram’s grandparents had operated their stall, a now infamous sweets 
shop, for over fifty years. Although their stall was well-known, they were only 
one of the two thousand vendors that made up the New Market. It truly was 
an overwhelming place. However, Abram loved the size and the variety of 
the shops. He was sure there was nowhere else in the world where someone 
could get meat, electronics, spices, fresh fruit, luggage, and even pots and 
pans all under one roof. 

1

When Abram first started coming to the 
New Market to help his grandparents at 
their sweets shop, he was too little to 
see over the top of the counter. He 
remembered being so distracted by all 
the noises that he didn’t know where to 
look. The New Market, situated on busy 
Lindsay Street, always harbored a din of
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street noise. However, the bargaining customers were even louder. 
Chaotic sounds of negotiating took place at the sweets shop and the 
many vendors surrounding it. When Abram grew a bit older and got used 
to the noise, he figured it would be enough of a distraction to allow him 
to sneak a marzipan treat off the shelf behind his grandmother. However, 
she caught him every time. Somehow, she would hear his small hand 
upon the shelf over the racket of her customers. She would then make 
Abram pay for the sweet with his pocket money. He learned his lesson 
about sneaking sweets very quickly. By the time he was five years old, he 
had given up trying.  
As Abram grew older, he started wandering the market and getting to 
know the other vendors near the sweets shop. Although he couldn’t get 
to know everyone, for the New Market was so large, the shop owners that 
were nearby quickly became like family. Plus, Abram loved the fact that 
they were more likely to share their specialties with him than his 
grandparents. For instance, Abram made fast friends with the couple that 
ran the specialty cheese stall just around the corner. Even though their 
stall constantly had dozens of people crowded around it, clamoring for 
their delicious cheese, the wife, Rajo, always managed to sneak a chunk 
to Abram. Once Abram was finished with his cheese, he wandered over 
to Sahib, the baker, and waved. This was the signal that Abram was 
available to sample a slice of fruit cake or fresh bun if Sahib had them 
available. He almost always did. 
The market did not only give Abram’s appetite a workout, but his nose as 
well. As Abram walked through the market, he encountered a new 
fragrance around every corner. Each scent was just as vibrant to Abram 
now as they were when he was a small child. The flowers from the florist’s 
stall were sweet and mellow. Then, just a few yards beyond, pungent 
leather wafted from the shoe stall. The herb and spice stall lended an 
earthy aroma to the mix. These scents would then combine with the 
butter and sugar that floated through the air from Sahib’s bakery. 
Sometimes Abram would hear tourists complain that all of the smells were 
too overwhelming, but Abram couldn’t disagree more. The smells, all 
mixed together, were something special. They created an original scent 
signature to the New Market. To Abram, it simply smelled like home.  
Although Abram was still overcome by the scents of the market, he felt 
like he probably took its beauty for granted. He just got used to seeing 
vibrant colors everywhere, so they kind of blended into the landscape for 
him. In fact, walls of color were just down the row from the sweets shop
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at the handbag stall. Purses, briefcases, and messenger bags in all colors 
of the rainbow covered the shop’s barriers. He would often hear visitors 
gasp at the multicolored walls of handbags and whisper about how 
beautiful they were. Abram agreed, but it no longer surprised him. He was 
simply used to passing the bright walls each day. Visitors would also 
marvel at the colors just beyond the handbag stall where the potter, 
David, sold jars, vases, bowls, and mugs. He chose to dye his pieces deep 
colors of aqua, burgundy, and orange. Abram couldn’t count how many 
times he’d heard people say, “That pottery looks just like a sunset,” before 
purchasing something from David. Abram knew he should try to take in 
and appreciate all the colors of the market, for they really were beautiful. 
This was particularly true at night. It was even hard for Abram to ignore 
the intense vividness once the sun went down. Bright neon signs 
illuminated the storefronts of the various vendors, giving the New Market a 
special glow. 
The evening glow of the market was Abram’s indication it was almost 
time to go home. He finished stocking the last of the sweets on the shelves 
for his grandparents before sweeping and dusting the rest of the stall. He 
then kissed his grandmother and said, “See you tomorrow,” before 
walking home.  
Abram always felt different as he ventured home from the New Market 
towards his apartment. In his body, Abram could feel the excited buzz 
from the chaos of the market start to calm down. Abram also noticed the 
sound of his feet shuffling on the sidewalk as a stark contrast to the 
shouted bargaining. The rush from navigating the market’s customers was 
always replaced by a leisurely lag. Abram could feel himself 
decelerating. This is probably why a typical ten minute walk from his 
apartment to the market always took at least twice as long as Abram 
walked home. Although Abram was tired, and the calm pace after an 
exciting evening felt good, he still couldn’t wait to go back tomorrow. For 
Abram, there was truly nothing like the New Market. 
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Ary felt stress when she was at school. It wasn’t because she didn’t like her 
teachers. It wasn’t because she was a poor student. It wasn’t because kids 
were mean. Ary felt stress because she wanted to fit in. She tried very hard, 
but it was difficult.  
For a short time after moving from Canada from Cambodia, Ary felt special 
at school. Many of the kids wanted to know about her home country. Ary 
would bring in photos of her old school and her family members that still 
lived in Asia. Sometimes she would speak in Khmer even taught her new 
friends some words. But after just a few weeks, the kids stopped asking her 
about Cambodia. That’s when Ary began to notice just how different she 
was from the rest of them. First, she didn’t look like them. Most of the girls in 
her class had fair skin and blonde hair. Ary’s features were dark. Her skin was 
brown and her hair was black. She knew it would be hard to blend in with 
the crowd just based on how she looked.  
Ary also knew it would be hard to fit in based on her faith. Many of the 
students in her class belonged to the same Christian church. They spend 
each day together at school and also many weekends doing church 
activities. Ary was Buddhist. She wasn’t just the only Buddhist kid in her class. 
She was also one of the few in her entire province. Ary learned that

1

two different 

worlds

Buddhism was a minority religion in the 
country.  
Ary knew there were things she 
wouldn’t be able to change about 
herself. That’s when she began paying 
attention to what the other kids in her 
class did. She took note of the foods 
they ate. She paid attention to their 
accents. She noticed the television 
shows they talked
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about. Ary thought that the more she tried to incorporate these things 
into her life, the easier it would be for her at school. 
One of the first changes Ary made was in her lunchbox. She was usually 
sent to school with a lunch of rice and pork or fish. But Ary quickly noticed 
that she was the only person using a fork in the cafeteria. The other kids 
ate sandwiches, chips, and baby carrots with their hands. After asking 
several times, Ary got her mother to buy a loaf of white bread, peanut 
butter, and jelly from the grocery store. Sandwiches then became Ary’s 
lunch too, just like her classmates. She ate them with a smile in the 
cafeteria, but she secretly wished she was eating steamed fish. She didn’t 
find the sandwiches appetizing at all.  
The next change Ary attempted to make was with her words. Although 
she knew English, she didn’t always use the same words as her 
classmates. She would say a song was “nice,” while her classmates would 
call it “lit.” Further, her voice did not sound like theirs, even when they did 
use the same words. Back in Asia, Ary was taught English by a teacher 
from Great Britain. This led to Ary having a slight British accent when she 
spoke English. She tried hard to match the Canadian accents of her 
classmates. However, it was hard for her to keep the words and the 
accent straight in her mind. She found herself tired after simple 
conversations in the cafeteria or between classes.  
Ary also felt like she had to keep up with all of the media her classmates 
enjoyed. They frequently spoke about the television shows, social media 
accounts, and YouTube channels they loved. Ary was never a big TV-
watcher. She preferred to read or play soccer. However, when she tried to 
bring up a book or a new soccer move, most of her classmates just stared 
blankly at her. Ary found herself trying to learn more about the popular 
culture her friends loved. After she was finished with her homework in the 
afternoon, she would do more research by browsing the internet and 
flipping through television channels.   
After balancing all of this, Ary was worn out at the end of the day. 
However, once evening came, Ary could settle in at home. Then, she 
slowly let her guard down. She slipped back into speaking English with her 
typical accent. She also spoke in her native Khmer with her parents. She 
would also eat the foods she loved from her home country. Then, she 
would curl up in bed and read as much as she could before falling 
asleep. 
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At home, Ary felt much more at peace. There was no outside pressure to 
fit in. There were no new activities to learn. There was no extra research to 
conduct to feel like she could be a part of a conversation. She could 
simply be herself. 
Ary didn’t know when her extra effort could finally end. She wondered if 
she would just become more like her classmates after a little while. She 
also wondered if it would always feel like she had to put in work to fit in. 
Secretly, she wished she could convince her classmates to let her be 
herself. She wondered if she would ever be able to talk about books, 
soccer, Buddhism, or just new foods with her friends. Would these things 
just begin to slip away from Ary’s life? She hoped not. In the meantime, 
Ary would continue to balance her life in two different worlds.  
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Ary felt stress when she was at school. It wasn’t because she didn’t like her 
teachers. It wasn’t because she was a poor student. It wasn’t because kids 
were mean. Ary felt stress because she wanted to fit in. She tried very hard, 
but it was difficult.  
For a short time after immigrating to Canada from Cambodia, Ary felt 
special when she went to school. Many of the kids were interested in her 
home country. They wanted to know what life was like for Ary in Cambodia. 
Ary would bring in photos of her old school and her family members that still 
lived in Asia. She would speak in Khmer on occasion and even taught her 
new friends some words and phrases. However, after just a few weeks, they 
stopped asking her about Cambodia. That’s when Ary began to notice just 
how different she was from the rest of her classmates. First, she didn’t look 
like them. Most of the girls in her class had fair skin and blonde hair. Ary’s 
features were dark. Her skin was brown and her hair was black. She knew it 
would be hard to blend in with the crowd based on her appearance alone.  
Ary also knew it would be hard to fit in based on her faith. Many of the 
students in her class belonged to the same Christian church. Not only did 
they spend each day together at school, but also many weekends

1

participating in church activities. Ary 
was Buddhist. Not only was she the only 
Buddhist kid in her class, she was also 
one of the few in her entire province. 
Upon moving to Canada, Ary and her 
family quickly learned that Buddhism 
was a minority religion in the country.  
Ary knew there were things she 
wouldn’t be able to change about 
herself to fit in. That’s when Ary started 
paying closer
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attention to what the other kids in her class did. She took note of the 
foods they ate for lunch. She paid attention to their Canadian accents. 
She noticed the television shows they talked about. Ary thought that the 
more she tried to incorporate these things into her own life, the easier it 
would be for her at school to seem like “one of them.” 
One of the first changes Ary made was in her lunchbox. She was usually 
sent to school with a lunch of rice and some sort of protein, like pork or 
fish. This was a standard Cambodian lunch that Ary had been eating for 
years. But Ary quickly noticed that she was basically the only person using 
utensils in the cafeteria. The other kids ate sandwiches, chips, and baby 
carrots with their hands. After much convincing, Ary finally got her mother 
to buy a loaf of white bread, peanut butter, and jelly from the grocery 
store. Sandwiches quickly became Ary’s lunch too, just like her 
classmates. She ate them with a smile in the cafeteria, but she secretly 
wished she was eating fish steamed in a banana leaf. She didn’t find the 
sandwiches too appetizing.  
The next change Ary attempted to make was with her words. Although 
she was fluent in English, she didn’t always use the same expressions as 
her classmates. She would say a song was “nice,” while her classmates 
would call it “lit.” Further, her voice did not sound like theirs, even when 
they did use the same words. Back in Asia, Ary was taught English by a 
teacher from Great Britain, so she had a slight British accent when she 
spoke. She tried hard to match the Canadian accents of her classmates, 
but it was difficult for her to keep the words and the accent straight in her 
mind. She found herself exhausted after simple conversations in the 
cafeteria or between classes.  
Ary also felt like she had to keep up with all of the media her classmates 
consumed. They frequently spoke about the television shows, social 
media accounts, and YouTube channels they loved. Ary was never a big 
TV-watcher. She preferred to read or play soccer in her spare time. 
However, when she tried to bring up a book or a new soccer move, most 
of her classmates stared back at her blankly. Ary found herself trying to 
learn more and more about the popular culture her friends loved. After 
she was finished with her homework from school, she would then conduct 
more research by browsing the internet and flipping through the television 
channels so she would have something to contribute to the next day’s 
school conversations. 
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After balancing all of this, Ary was typically quite worn out at the end of 
the day. However, once evening came and Ary was able to settle in at 
home, she slowly let her guard down. She slipped back into speaking 
English with her typical accent, and also her native tongue of Khmer with 
her parents. She would also eat the foods she loved from her home 
country. Then, she would slip into her cozy bed and read as much of one 
of her favorite books before drifting off to sleep. At home, she felt much 
more at peace. There was no outside pressure to fit in. There were no new 
pastimes to learn. There was no extra research she had to conduct to feel 
like she could participate in meaningful conversation. She could simply 
be herself. 
Ary didn’t know when all the extra effort on her part could finally end. She 
wondered if she would eventually just become more like her classmates 
or if it would always feel like she had to put in work to feel more like them. 
Secretly, she wished she could simply convince her classmates to let her 
be herself. She wondered if she would ever be able to discuss books, 
soccer, Buddhism, or just new foods with her friends. Would these things 
just begin to slip away from Ary’s life? She hoped not. In the meantime, 
Ary would continue to balance her life in two different worlds.  
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Ary felt stress when she was at school, but it wasn’t because she didn’t like 
her teachers. It wasn’t because she was a poor student or because the kids 
in her class were mean. Ary felt stress because she wanted to fit in. She tried 
very hard, but it was difficult.  
For a short time after immigrating to Canada from Cambodia, Ary felt 
special and distinct when she went to school. Many of the kids were 
interested in her home country and wanted to know details about her life in 
Cambodia. Ary would bring in photos of her old school and her family 
members that still lived in Asia. She would speak in Khmer on occasion and 
even taught her new friends some words and phrases. However, after just a 
few weeks, most of the kids stopped asking Ary about Cambodia. That’s 
when she began to notice just how significantly different she was from the 
rest of her classmates. First, she didn’t look like them; most of the girls in her 
class had fair skin and blonde hair. Ary’s features were dark. Her skin was 
brown and her hair was black. She knew it would be hard to blend in with 
the crowd singularly based on her appearance.  
Ary also knew it would be hard to fit in based on her faith. Many of the 
students in her class belonged to the same Christian church. Not only did 
they spend each day together at school, but also many weekends
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participating in church activities. Ary, in 
contrast, was Buddhist. Not only was she 
the only Buddhist kid in her class, she 
was also one of the few in her entire 
province. Upon moving to Canada, Ary 
and her family quickly learned that 
Buddhism was a minority religion in the 
country.  
Ary knew there were things she 
wouldn’t be able to change about 
herself in
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order to fit in, but that’s when she started paying closer attention to what 
the other kids in her class did. She took note of the foods they ate for 
lunch, the specific inflection of their Canadian accents, and the television 
shows they talked about. Ary thought that the more she tried to 
incorporate these facets into her own life, the easier it would be for her at 
school to seem like “one of them.” 
One of the first changes Ary made was in her lunchbox. She was usually 
sent to school with a lunch of rice and some sort of protein, like pork or 
fish. This was a standard Cambodian lunch that Ary had been eating for 
years, but she quickly noticed that she was basically the only person in 
the cafeteria using utensils. The other kids ate sandwiches, chips, baby 
carrots, and cookies with their hands. After much convincing, Ary finally 
got her mother to buy a loaf of white bread, peanut butter, and jelly from 
the grocery store. Sandwiches quickly became Ary’s lunch too, just like 
her classmates. She ate them with a smile in the cafeteria, but she 
secretly wished she was eating fish steamed in a banana leaf. She didn’t 
find the sandwiches too appetizing.  
The next change Ary attempted to make was with her words. Although 
she was fluent in English, she didn’t always use the same expressions as 
her classmates. She would say a song was “nice,” while her classmates 
would call it “lit.” Further, her voice did not sound like theirs, even when 
they did use the same words. Back in Asia, Ary was taught English by a 
language instructor from Great Britain, so she had a slight British accent 
when she spoke. She tried hard to match the Canadian accents of her 
classmates, but it was difficult for her to keep both the vocabulary and 
the accent straight in her mind. She found herself exhausted after simple 
conversations in the cafeteria or between classes.  
Ary also felt like she had to keep up with all of the media her classmates 
consumed. They frequently spoke about the television shows, social 
media accounts, and YouTube channels they loved. Ary was never a big 
TV-viewer; she preferred to read or play soccer in her spare time. 
However, when she tried to bring up a book or a new soccer move, most 
of her classmates only stared back at her blankly. Ary found herself trying 
to learn more and more about the popular culture her friends loved. After 
she was finished with her homework from school, she would then conduct 
additional “research” by browsing the internet and flipping through the 
television channels so she would have something to contribute to the next 
day’s school conversations.  
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After balancing all of this, Ary was typically quite worn out at the end of 
the day. However, once evening came and Ary was able to settle in at 
home, she slowly let her guard down. She slipped back into speaking 
English with her typical accent, and also her native tongue of Khmer with 
her parents. She would also eat the foods she loved from her home 
country, leaving the bread and peanut butter in the pantry. Then, she 
would slip into her cozy bed and read as much of one of her favorite 
books as she possibly could before drifting off to sleep.  
During Ary’s evenings at home, she felt much more at peace. There was 
no outside pressure to fit in. There were no new pastimes to learn. There 
was no extra research she had to conduct to feel like she could 
participate in meaningful conversation. She could simply be herself. 
Ary didn’t know when all the extra effort on her part could finally end. She 
wondered if she would eventually just become more like her classmates 
or if it would always feel like she had to put in work to feel more like them. 
Secretly, she wished she could simply convince her classmates to let her 
be herself. She wondered if she would ever be able to discuss books, 
soccer, Buddhism, or just new foods with her friends. Would these things 
just begin to slip away from Ary’s life? She hoped not. In the meantime, 
Ary would continue to balance her life in two different worlds.  
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