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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 Grade DRA F&P Lexile

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

B 
4.0-5.5 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?



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



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
The Book Man
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56.2.1

A

THE Book Man

1

“Where are we going?” Tashi asked her new friend Max. The school day 
was over and Max wanted to take Tashi on, what he called, a mission of 
discovery. 
“Just trust me, Tashi!” Max replied as he marched up the street. “This trip 
will answer all your questions.”  
Tashi did have plenty of questions. She was the newest student at 
Peterborough Elementary School. Tashi was thankful that all of her 
classmates had been welcoming since she arrived three weeks earlier. 
However, she was very curious about her new friends. Tashi was quite 
surprised at how many of them loved books. Every student in her class 
would read at lunch and even at recess. Many kids even read as they 
walked home from school. Tashi secretly wondered how these kids didn’t 
crash straight into a lamppost!  
Tashi didn’t mind reading. It just wasn’t one of her favorite activities. At her 
old school, she read books that were assigned in class, but never read for 
fun. It struck her as odd that her new friends wanted to read all the time. 
“Ok, we’re here,” Max said breathlessly. He had directed Tashi to an old 
home in the center of town. While the house appeared traditional, Tashi 
noticed it did have some interesting details. Instead of railings, large stacks 
of books appeared to hold the front porch in place. Decorative bronze 
globes balanced on platforms in each corner of the lawn. As Max led Tashi 
closer to the front door, she chuckled. She saw that the door knocker was 
shaped like a hand clutching a book. 
“Where are we?” Tashi asked Max. 
“This is The Book Man’s house,” Max said casually.

“Who’s the Book Man?” Tashi asked. 
“You said you wanted to know why reading is 
so important here, right? Well, it’s because of 
The Book Man,” Max explained. “Just open 
the door, will you?” he asked impatiently. 
“Max! I’m not going to barge into a stranger’s 
house!” Tashi shouted.
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“Fine, I’ll do it,” Max declared. He pushed past Tashi and pressed down 
on the door handle that was shaped like a bookshelf. 
As Max opened the door, Tashi was immediately in awe. Behind the Book 
Man’s front door was a completely unexpected world. The entryway 
contained a huge model airplane suspended from the ceiling. To Tashi’s 
left was a Caribbean-themed dining room with a sea glass table and 
wallpaper featuring dolphins. However, to her right was a completely 
different room. It looked just like a Victorian parlor. Ornate furniture was 
placed upon large area rugs. The walls were a deep red color. A stunning 
chandelier glittered in the center of the ceiling. While each room 
appeared different, Tashi noticed one thing they all had in common.  
Bookshelves were everywhere. There had to be over a thousand titles just 
in the three areas Tashi could see ahead of her. 
Tashi had been too distracted by her environment to notice voices 
throughout the house. Suddenly, she heard giggles erupt from one corner 
of the parlor. She saw two of her fellow classmates flipping through the 
pages of a large, old book. Then she heard even more voices in the 
farther reaches of the house that she hadn’t yet seen. 
Without warning, Tashi was startled by a jolly, deep voice that said, 
“Who’ve you brought with you today, Max?” 
Tashi turned around and saw a tall man with a wide, warm grin. He had 
smoky gray hair which popped against his copper skin. Tashi figured he 
was about the same age as her grandfather. 
“This is my friend, Tashi,” Max explained. “She just moved here. She’s 
curious about why all the kids in town are so obsessed with reading.” 
“Well, I believe I can be of some assistance. You see, I’m The Book Man. I 
trust Max has told you a little bit about me.” 
“Not really, Sir,” Tashi replied honestly. “In fact, I actually have no idea 
what I’m doing here.” 
The Book Man smiled and explained, “Well, Tashi, my house has become 
sort of a playground for readers. It’s open for anyone to come and 
browse my book collection. In a way, I’m like the town’s book 
ambassador,” he said. 
The Book Man saw that Tashi was still rather puzzled. He went on, “You

the  book MAN

56.2.1
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see, reading is the most important thing in my life, so much so that I’ve 
dedicated every room in my house to a particular setting I’ve learned 
about in a book.” 
“Your house is amazing,” Tashi admitted, “but why is reading so important 
to you?” 
The Book Man sighed a deep breath. He got down on one knee, and 
looked Tashi directly in the eyes before saying, “Do you have dreams for 
your life, Tashi? Are there things you want to see or accomplish?” 
“I guess so,” Tashi shrugged, although she hadn’t thought much about 
her future ambitions. 
“Well, when I was a young man, I desperately wanted to become a 
pilot,” The Book Man explained. “I dreamed of soaring through the clouds 
every single day. Not only that, I wanted to explore and learn about as 
many parts of the world as possible.” 
“That sounds like a great dream,” Tashi admitted. 
“I thought so too,” The Book Man replied. “I fought hard for my dream. I 
was actually just one test away from receiving my pilot’s license.” 
“What happened?” Tashi asked. 
“I was walking to the airport on the day of my last test when…well…I 
fainted,” The Book Man said. “I was only unconscious for a minute. I 
hadn’t even realized what happened until a good Samaritan came to 
assist me. I figured I was just nervous about my test, but my flight instructor 
insisted I see a doctor. Not long after that, I was diagnosed with 
epilepsy…and people with epilepsy cannot become pilots.” 
The Book Man gazed down at the floor, clearly reliving his heartbreak. 
After a few moments, he lifted his face and said, “My dream had to 
change. I still had a deep desire to learn about the world. I figured if I 
couldn’t explore it in an airplane, I could discover it in books.” 
Tashi nodded in understanding as The Book Man continued, “My passion 
for learning about the world got deeper with every book I read. I 
collected as many books as I could get my hands. I discovered favorite 
places across the globe just by reading. So, I dedicated my house to 
these places. Every room is a tribute to a different location I’ve explored 
within a book. This house has become my new dream…and I have my

56.2.1

the  book MAN
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books to thank for it.” 
“That’s amazing,” Tashi replied, “but I’m still a bit confused. How does this 
explain why all of the kids in town are obsessed with reading?” 
“You see, as my house started to become more and more outrageous, 
people naturally wanted to see it,” The Book Man explained. “Teachers 
from your school started organizing field trips here, which meant I got to 
speak to kids and tell them my story. I found that many children wanted 
to learn more about the world, just like I did as a young man. More than 
that, they wanted to discover dreams of their own. So, I started inviting 
them over to read and explore my home. My hope is that everyone who 
comes here will discover their own dreams just like I did.”  
The smile suddenly vanished from Tashi’s face. She grew visibly agitated 
and blurted out, “But I don’t know anything about my dreams! I have no 
clue what I truly want to do with my life!” 
“Well,” The Book Man said with a smile, “that’s why reading is so 
important. Very few people discover a dream and then read a book 
about it. Many more discover their dreams by reading books,” he 
explained. 
A flash of understanding spread across Tashi’s face. She finally understood 
why books had become such an important part of the culture of her 
school. The Book Man didn’t just want children to read. He wanted them 
to dream. 
“Now do you understand?” Max asked with an ‘I told you so’ grin on his 
face. 
Tashi chuckled and said, “I do, but I’m still a bit overwhelmed. I’m just not 
sure where to start.” 
The Book Man grinned and kindly said, “Well, I have a good feeling I can 
lend you a hand.” 
  
 

56.2.1

the  book MAN
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“Where are we going?” Tashi asked her new friend Max as she trailed 
behind him down the sidewalk. The school day was over and Max wanted 
to take Tashi on, what he called, a mission of discovery. 
“Just trust me, Tashi!” Max replied as he marched up the street. “This trip 
will answer all your questions.”  
It was true: Tashi did have plenty of questions. She was the newest student 
at Peterborough Elementary School. Tashi was thankful that all of her 
classmates had been welcoming since she arrived three weeks earlier. 
However, she found her new peers quite interesting. Mostly, Tashi was 
astonished at just how many of them loved books. Every student in her 
class would read at lunch and even at recess. Many kids even read as 
they walked home from school, barely paying attention to their 
surroundings. Tashi secretly wondered how these kids didn’t crash straight 
into a lamppost!  
Tashi didn’t mind reading. It just wasn’t a favorite activity of hers. At her old 
school, she read books that were assigned in class, but never read for fun. 
It struck her as completely odd that her new friends wanted to read more 
than anything else. 
“Ok, we’ve finally arrived,” Max said breathlessly. He had directed Tashi to 
a stately home in the center of town. While the house appeared 
traditional, Tashi noticed some strange details. Instead of railings, Tashi saw 
massive stacks of books that appeared to hold the front porch in place. 
Decorative bronze globes balanced on platforms in each corner of the 
manicured lawn. As Max led Tashi closer to the front door, she chuckled. 
The door knocker was shaped like a hand clutching a book.

“Where have you taken me?” Tashi asked 
with a skeptical smirk. 
“This is The Book Man’s house,” Max said 
casually. 
“Who in the world is The Book Man?” Tashi 
asked with a chuckle. 
“Look, you said you wanted to know why

56.2.1

THE Book Man
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reading is so important here,” Max said. “It’s because of The Book Man. 
Just open the door, will you?”  
“Max!” Tashi shouted. “I’m not going to barge into a stranger’s house!” 
“Fine, I’ll do it,” Max declared. He pushed past Tashi and pressed down 
on the door handle. Tashi hadn’t noticed it until then, but it was shaped 
like a bookshelf. 
As Max opened the door, Tashi was immediately in awe. In taking her to 
the house, Max had revealed an entirely unexpected world to Tashi. The 
entryway contained a huge model airplane suspended from the ceiling. 
To Tashi’s left was a Caribbean-themed dining room with a sea glass table 
and wallpaper featuring shells and dolphins. However, to her right was a 
completely contrasting room. It was the perfect replica of a Victorian 
parlor. Ornate furniture was placed upon intricate rugs. The walls were 
deep red and a huge chandelier glittered in the center of the ceiling. 
While each room appeared to be vastly different, Tashi noticed one 
common thread: bookshelves were everywhere. There had to be over a 
thousand titles just in the three areas Tashi could see while standing near 
the front door. 
Tashi had been too distracted by her environment to notice voices 
throughout the house. Suddenly, she heard giggles erupt from one corner 
of the parlor. She saw two of her fellow classmates flipping through the 
pages of a large, old book. Then she heard more voices in the farther 
reaches of the house that she hadn’t yet seen. 
Without warning, Tashi was startled by a jolly, deep voice that said, 
“Who’ve you brought with you today, Max?” 
Tashi turned around and saw a tall man with a wide, warm grin. He had 
smoky gray hair and a beard to match, which popped against his copper 
skin. Tashi figured he was about the same age as her grandfather. 
 “This is my friend, Tashi,” Max explained. “She just moved here. She’s 
curious about why all the kids in town are obsessed with reading.” 
“Well, I believe I can be of some assistance. You see, I’m The Book Man. I 
trust Max has told you a little bit about me.” 
“Not really, Sir,” Tashi honestly stated. “In fact, I actually have no idea 
what I’m doing here.” 
The Book Man smiled in amusement and explained, “Well, Tashi, my house

RL:	4.7
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has become sort of a playground for readers. It’s open for anyone to 
come and browse my book collection. In a way, I’m like the town’s book 
ambassador,” he said. 
The Book Man could tell Tashi was still rather puzzled and explained, “You 
see, reading is the most important thing in my life, so much so that I’ve 
dedicated every room in my house to a particular setting I’ve learned 
about in a book.” 
“Your house is amazing,” Tashi admitted, “but why is reading so important 
to you?” 
The Book Man sighed a deep breath, got down on one knee, and looked 
Tashi directly in the eyes before saying, “Do you have dreams for your life, 
Tashi? Are there things you want to see or accomplish?” 
“I guess so,” Tashi shrugged, although she hadn’t thought much about 
her future ambitions. 
“Well, when I was a young man, I desperately wanted to become a 
pilot,” The Book Man explained. “I dreamed of soaring through the clouds 
every single day. Not only that, I wanted to explore and learn about as 
many parts of the world as possible. Those thoughts completely 
consumed me.” 
“That sounds like a great dream,” Tashi admitted. 
“I thought so too,” The Book Man replied. “I fought hard for my dream. I 
was actually just one test away from receiving my pilot’s license.” 
“What happened?” Tashi asked, now completely interested in The Book 
Man’s story. 
“I was walking to the airport on the day of my last test when…well…I 
fainted,” The Book Man said. “I was only unconscious for a minute. I 
hadn’t even realized what happened until a good Samaritan came to 
assist me. I figured I was just nervous about my test, but my flight instructor 
insisted I see a doctor. Not long after that, I was diagnosed with 
epilepsy…and people with epilepsy are disqualified from becoming 
pilots.” 
The Book Man gazed down at the floor, clearly reliving his heartbreak like 
it was only yesterday. However, after only a moment, he lifted his face 
and the twinkle returned to his eye. “So, my dream changed,” he 

RL:	4.7
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continued. I still had a deep desire to learn about the world. I figured if I 
couldn’t explore it in an airplane, I could discover it in books.” 
Tashi nodded in understanding as The Book Man continued, “My passion 
for learning about the world deeply intensified with every book I read. I 
collected as many books as I could get my hands on and discovered 
favorite places across the globe just by reading them. So, I dedicated my 
house to these places. Every room is a tribute to a different location I’ve 
explored within a book. This house has become my new dream…and I 
have my books to thank for it.” 
“That’s amazing, Sir,” Tashi replied, “but I’m still a bit confused. How does 
this explain why all of the kids in town are obsessed with reading?” 
“You see, as my house started to become more and more outrageous, 
people naturally wanted to see it,” The Book Man explained. “Teachers 
from your school started organizing field trips here, which meant I got to 
speak to numerous kids and tell them my story. I found that so many 
children wanted to learn more about the world, just like I did as a young 
man. More than that, they wanted to discover unique dreams of their 
own. So, I started inviting them over to read and explore my home with 
the hopes that they would uncover their own dreams just like I did.” 
The smile suddenly vanished from Tashi’s face and she grew visibly 
agitated. She blurted out, “But I don’t know anything about my dreams! I 
have no clue what I truly want to do with my life.” 
“Well,” The Book Man said with a sly smile and calm tone, “that’s why 
reading is so important. Very few people discover a dream and then read 
a book about it. Many more discover their dreams by reading various 
books,” he explained. 
A flash of understanding suddenly spread across Tashi’s face. She finally 
understood why books had become such an integral part of the culture 
of her school. The Book Man didn’t just want children to read. He wanted 
them to dream. 
“Now do you understand?” Max asked with an ‘I told you so’ grin on his 
face. 
Tashi chuckled. “I do, but I’m still a bit overwhelmed. I’m just not sure 
where to start.” 
The Book Man grinned his widest and kindest grin and said, “Well, I have a 
good feeling I can lend you a hand.” 
  
  
 RL:	4.7
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“Where are we going?” Tashi asked her new friend Max as she trailed 
behind him down the sidewalk. The school day was over and Max wanted 
to take Tashi on, what he called, a mission of discovery. 
“Just trust me, Tashi!” Max replied as he briskly marched up the street. “This 
trip will answer all your questions.”  
It was true: Tashi did have plenty of questions. She was the newest student 
at Peterborough Elementary School. Tashi was thankful that all of her 
classmates had been warm and welcoming since she arrived three weeks 
earlier. However, she found her new peers quite intriguing. Mostly, Tashi was 
astonished at just how many of them loved books. Every student in her 
class would read at lunch and even at recess. Many kids even read as 
they walked home from school, not even noticing their surroundings. Tashi 
secretly wondered how these kids didn’t crash straight into a lamppost!  
Tashi didn’t mind reading; it just wasn’t a favorite activity. At her old 
school, she read books that were assigned in class, but never read for fun. 
It struck her as completely odd that her new friends wanted to read more 
than anything else. 
“Ok, we’ve finally arrived,” Max said breathlessly. He had directed Tashi to 
a stately home in the center of town. While the house appeared 
traditional, Tashi noticed that it possessed some curious characteristics. 
Instead of railings, Tashi saw massive stacks of books that appeared to 
hold the front porch in place. Decorative bronze globes balanced on 
platforms in each corner of the manicured lawn. As Max led Tashi closer to 
the front door, she chuckled as she saw that the door knocker was shaped 
like a hand clutching a book.

“Where have you taken me?” Tashi asked 
with a skeptical smirk. 
“This is The Book Man’s house,” Max said 
nonchalantly. 
“The Book Man?!” Tashi asked with insolence. 
“Yes!” Max replied, as though Tashi’s

56.2.1

THE Book Man
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question was ridiculous. “You said you wanted to know why reading is so 
important here, right? Well, it’s because of The Book Man,” Max 
explained. “Just open the door, will you?” he impatiently pleaded. 
“Max!” Tashi shouted incredulously. “I’m not going to barge into a 
stranger’s house!” 
“Fine, I’ll do it,” Max declared as he pushed past Tashi and pressed down 
on the door handle. Tashi hadn’t noticed it until then, but it was shaped 
like a bookshelf. 
As Max opened the door and stepped over the threshold, Tashi was 
immediately in awe. In taking her to the house, Max had revealed an 
entirely different and unexpected world to Tashi. The entryway contained 
a huge model airplane suspended from the ceiling. To Tashi’s left was a 
Caribbean-themed dining room with a sea glass table and wallpaper 
featuring shells, tropical fruits, and dolphins. However, to her right was a 
completely contrasting room. It was the perfect replication of a Victorian 
parlor. Ornate furniture was placed upon intricate rugs. The walls were a 
deep burgundy and an opulent chandelier glittered in the center of the 
ceiling. While each room appeared to be vastly different, Tashi noticed 
one common thread: bookshelves were everywhere. There had to be 
over a thousand titles just in the three areas Tashi could see before her. 
Tashi had been too distracted by her environment to notice voices 
throughout the house. Suddenly, she heard giggles erupt from one corner 
of the parlor. She saw two of her fellow classmates flipping through the 
pages of a large, old book. Then she heard even more voices in the 
farther reaches of the house that she hadn’t yet seen. 
Without warning, Tashi was startled by a jolly, deep voice exclaiming from 
behind her, “Who’ve you brought with you today, Max?” 
Tashi turned around and saw a tall man with a wide, warm grin. He had 
smoky gray hair and a beard to match, which popped against his copper 
skin. Tashi deduced he was about the same age as her grandfather. 
“This is my friend, Tashi,” Max explained. “She just moved here and she’s 
curious about why all the kids in town are so obsessed with reading.” 
“Well, I believe I can be of some assistance. You see, I’m The Book Man. I 
trust Max has told you a little bit about me.” 
“Not really, Sir,” Tashi honestly retorted in utter confusion. “In fact, I
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actually have no idea what I’m doing here.” 
The Book Man smiled in amusement and explained, “Well, Tashi, my house 
has become sort of a playground for readers. It’s open for anyone to 
come and browse my book collection. In a way, I’m like the town’s book 
ambassador,” he said. 
The Book Man perceived that Tashi was still rather puzzled and 
elaborated: “You see, reading is the most important thing in my life, so 
much so that I’ve dedicated every room in my house to a particular 
setting I’ve learned about in a book.” 
“Your house is amazing,” Tashi pointedly admitted, “but why is reading so 
important to you?” 
The Book Man sighed a deep breath, got down on one knee, and looked 
Tashi directly in the eyes before saying, “Do you have dreams for your life, 
Tashi? Are there things you want to see or accomplish?” 
“I guess so,” Tashi shrugged, although she hadn’t thought much about 
her future ambitions or potential. 
“Well, when I was a young man, I desperately wanted to become a 
pilot,” The Book Man explained. “I dreamed of soaring through the clouds 
every single day. Not only that, I wanted to explore and learn about as 
many parts of the world as possible. Those thoughts completely 
consumed me.” 
“That sounds like a great dream,” Tashi admitted. 
“I thought so too,” The Book Man replied. “I fought hard for my dream. I 
was actually just one test away from receiving my pilot’s license.” 
“What happened?” Tashi asked, now completely invested in The Book 
Man’s story. 
“I was walking to the airport on the day of my last test when…well…I 
fainted,” The Book Man said. “I was only unconscious for a minute. I 
hadn’t even realized what happened until a good Samaritan came to 
assist me. I figured I was just nervous about my test, but my flight instructor 
insisted I see a doctor. Not long after that, I was diagnosed with 
epilepsy…and people with epilepsy are disqualified from becoming 
pilots.” 
The Book Man gazed down at the floor, clearly reliving his heartbreak like
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it was only yesterday. However, after only a moment, he lifted his face 
and the twinkle returned to his eye. “So, my dream changed,” he 
continued. I still had a deep desire to learn about the world. I figured if I 
couldn’t explore it in an airplane, I could discover it in books.” 
Tashi nodded in understanding as The Book Man continued: “My passion 
for learning about the world deeply intensified with every book I read. I 
collected as many books as I could get my hands on and discovered 
favorite places across the globe just by reading them. So, I dedicated my 
house to these places. Every room is a tribute to a different location I’ve 
explored within a book. This house has become my new dream…and I 
have my books to thank for it.” 
“That’s amazing, Sir,” Tashi replied, “but I’m still a bit confused. How does 
this explain why all of the kids in town are obsessed with reading?” 
The Book Man looked intently at Tashi and grew even more spirited. “You 
see, as my house started to become more and more outrageous, people 
naturally wanted to see it. Teachers from your school started organizing 
field trips here, which meant I got to speak to numerous kids and tell them 
my story. I found that so many children wanted to learn more about the 
world, just like I did as a young man. More than that, they wanted to 
discover unique dreams of their own. So, I started inviting them over to 
read and explore my home with the hopes that they would uncover their 
own dreams just like I did.” 
The smile suddenly vanished from Tashi’s face and she grew visibly 
agitated. She blurted out, “But I don’t know anything about my dreams! I 
have no clue what I truly want to do with my life.” 
“Well,” The Book Man said with a sly smile and calm tone, “that’s why 
reading is so important. Very few people discover a dream and then read 
a book about it. Many more discover their dreams by reading various 
books,” he explained. 
A flash of understanding suddenly spread across Tashi’s face. She finally 
comprehended why books had become such an integral part of the 
culture of her school. The Book Man didn’t just want children to read; he 
wanted them to dream. 
“Now do you understand?” Max asked with an ‘I told you so’ grin on his 
face.
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Tashi chuckled. “I do, but I’m still a bit overwhelmed. I’m just not sure 
where to start.” 
The Book Man grinned his widest and kindest grin and said, “Well, I have a 
good feeling I can lend you a hand.” 
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Racism is when some people are unkind to those with a different 
skin color. Racism is unfair. It divides people. Many want to stop 
racism. Some try to be kind. Others ignore the differences between 
people. There is a more useful way to stop racism. It's called anti-
racism. 
Anti-racism is when people pay attention, learn, and speak up. 
Anti-racist people pay attention to the ways the world is unfair. 
They don’t pretend to ignore differences. They learn about them 
and celebrate them. They also don’t let other people make 
statements or actions that are racist. 
There are lots of ways people can be anti-racist. They can pay 
attention to white privilege. This is all the ways the world makes 
things easiest for white people. There are lots of examples. Most 
characters in TV shows and movies are white. Most toys and dolls 
show white skin. Bandages usually just match white skin. Anti-racist 
people can notice white privilege. Then they can talk about it. 
Talking about white privilege and how it is wrong can help. 
Some people try to ignore differences. It’s more helpful to learn
about differences. A fun way to 
learn about different races is 
through books, art, movies, and 
food. It’s also important to talk 
about how all skin colors are 
beautiful. Talk with others about 
how no skin color is better than 
another. 
Another good thing to do is see 
different races in your life. Read 
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books with characters of different races. Play with toys showing 
different skin tones. Watch television shows that have people 
who do not look like you. Make sure you do this in your 
friendships too. Don’t worry about making friends with only 
people who look like you. Make friends with people who have 
the same hobbies and values. 
It’s also important to speak up when other people say racist 
things. Anti-racist people do not sit by when others are unfair. A 
simple thing to say is, “Those words are not kind. Do not use them 
anymore.” 
Being anti-racist means paying attention. It means learning 
about differences. It also means speaking up when others are 
unfair. These are just a few things everyone can do to help stop 
racism once and for all. 
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Most people understand what racism is. Racism is unfairness 
against a particular race or races. People can be racist, but so 
can social structures. Racism that has been built into a society or 
group is called structural racism. 
All types of racism are unfair and create division. Unfortunately, 
few people are trained to fight against it well. Some people are 
taught to fight racism with kindness or colorblindness. However, 
there are problems with these ideas. In today’s society, it is not 
enough to just show kindness. It's also not enough to ignore the 
differences that exist between people. Being “not racist” isn’t 
enough. 
What is helpful is learning to be anti-racist. Anti-racism is active. It 
does not rely on general kindness. It involves acting against racism 
by listening, learning, and speaking up. 
There are multiple ways people can practice anti-racism. An 
important first step is being aware of white privilege. White privilege 
is all the ways the world gives more benefits to white people than 
those of other races. There are lots of examples in

1

everyday life. Most characters in 
television shows and movies are 
white. Most toys and dolls depict 
white skin. Even bandages in first-
aid kits only match white skin. It’s 
important to identify examples of 
white privilege, then discuss them. 
The only way to fight racism 
through anti-racism is to talk about 
it.
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Lots of people pretend to ignore differences in race. It’s more 
helpful to celebrate these differences. Talk about how different 
skin colors are beautiful and no certain skin color is better than 
another. A fun way to learn about different races is through 
books, art, media, and food. 
Since all skin colors are equal, it’s important to read books, play 
with toys, and view media that represents different races. It’s 
also important to make sure that personal friendships are 
genuine. Friendships should be based on shared interests, 
hobbies, and values. Do not limit yourself to friendships with 
people who only look like you. 
It’s also important not to sit by when others say or do things that 
are racist. Anti-racist people do not let racist words or actions go 
unchecked. A simple way to do this is by stating, “Those words/
actions are hurtful. Please do not say that/do that again.” 
These are just a few first steps in helping overcome racism today. 
It takes constant anti-racist efforts to create change. Without 
these actions and conversations, it’s easy for racism to continue. 
However, by practicing anti-racism, people can work to stop 
racism once and for all. 
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Most people have a general understanding of racism. At its core, 
racism is discrimination against a particular race (or races).  
Structural racism is also a problem. This is the term for racism that 
has been integrated into society. Structural racism often takes 
place within political and economic systems. 
At its root, racism is unfair, unjustified, and creates division. 
However, few are trained to   effectively combat discrimination. 
Some are taught to fight with kindness or colorblindness. 
Sentiments like, “be kind to everyone” or “be colorblind” are often 
promoted. However, problems still exist within these ideas. In 
today’s society, it is insufficient to merely show kindness. It's also 
unproductive to simply ignore the differences that exist between 
others. Simply put, being “not racist” isn’t enough. 
Instead, it is more advantageous to learn to be anti-racist. Anti-
racism is active. It does not rely on notions of being “colorblind” or 
promoting general kindness. Anti-racism involves acting against 
racism through listening, learning, and speaking up. 
There are multiple ways people can practice anti-racism. An

1

important first step is 
understanding white privilege. 
White privilege is the fact that 
society provides more 
advantages to white people 
than those of other races. There 
are lots of examples of white 
privilege in everyday life. For 
example, think about how the 
majority of the characters in
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television shows and movies are white. Additionally, most toys 
and dolls depict white skin. Even bandages in first-aid kits only 
match white skin. It’s important to not only identify these 
examples, but to also discuss them. Bring up examples with 
family members, teachers, or friends. The only way to fight 
racism through anti-racism is to talk about it. 
Many pretend to ignore differences in race and culture. Instead, 
it’s helpful to recognize and celebrate these differences. Talk 
about how different skin colors are beautiful; no certain skin 
color is superior to another. Learn about different races and 
cultures through books, art, media, and food. In this way, the 
wonderful contributions of individuals from all races and cultures 
can be highlighted and celebrated. 
Similarly, since all skin colors are equally good and should be 
acknowledged, it’s important to read books, play with toys, and 
view media that depicts different races. Additionally, ensure that 
personal friendships are genuine and are based on shared 
interests, hobbies, and values. Do not limit yourself to friendships 
with people who only look similarly to you. 
It’s also essential to not sit idly by when others say or do things 
that are racist. To truly be anti-racist, it’s important to stand up 
and not let racist words or actions flow out into the world 
unchecked. A simple way to do this is by stating, “Those words/
actions are hurtful. Please do not say that/do that again.” 
These are just a few first steps in helping overcome racism within 
today’s society. It takes consistent anti-racist efforts to create 
change. Without these actions and conversations, it’s easy for 
racism to continue and even grow. However, by practicing anti-
racism, individuals can work to stop hurtful, hateful, and 
unnecessary discrimination. 
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Malik loathed attention. He was content with flying under the radar. Too 
much attention made him nervous and uncomfortable. Plus, Malik honestly 
didn’t understand why the “incident” was such a serious issue. He wasn’t 
badly hurt. He just happened to be in the right place at the right time. 
Two weeks ago after school, Malik noticed a first grader had stopped in the 
middle of a busy school crosswalk to pick up a piece of paper that had 
fallen from his hands. Simultaneously, Malik heard an engine revving. 
Instinctively, Malik knew it was a car going too fast in a school zone. He also 
knew it would be in the middle of the crosswalk within seconds; there was no 
time for the kid to move or for the car to stop. He had to intervene or there 
would be a catastrophe. Without thinking, Malik leapt into the crosswalk and 
pushed the first grader out of the way, just moments before the car whizzed 
by. When Malik landed, his forehead smashed into the curb on the other 
side of the street. 
After the collision with the curb, Malik woke up in the emergency room. The 
force of the impact completely knocked him out. When he came to, he saw 
his mom in the corner of the hospital room, along with the boy he had 
pushed out of the way. Another woman was standing near the boy with 
tears streaming down her face. Malik assumed it was the boy’s mother. As 
Malik heard the unfamiliar woman say “thank you, thank you,” in between 
sobs and his own mother whisper, “I love you,” Malik could barely focus on 
their sentiments. He only noticed the sharp, throbbing pain in his head. 
The next day, Malik was discharged from the hospital. He had suffered a 
concussion along with a deep forehead contusion. The latter left him with 
several staples right above his left eyebrow. The staples were hidden by long 
strips of dressing that wrapped around Malik’s entire head. 
           

1

When he went back to school, Malik 
was immediately greeted as a hero. He 
couldn’t count the number of high fives 
and slaps on the back he received just 
in the first hour of class. What’s more, 
Malik’s noticeable bandages served as 
a stark reminder of his actions to 
everyone. They all asked if he felt okay
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or if he needed help. By the time the day was over, Malik, a young man 
who never asked for the spotlight, couldn’t hide from it. 
A few weeks later, Malik’s injuries had mostly healed. The doctor was 
ready to remove the bandages and staples from his head. Malik wanted 
to believe that his classmates would leave him alone once he didn’t have 
to wear the bandages anymore. He figured things would just go back to 
normal. However, another reminder of Malik’s actions was now imprinted 
on his head: a visible, wide scar. 
Once Malik went back to school without his bandages, things didn’t 
exactly return to how they had been. Immediately his friends asked, “Are 
you always going to have that scar?” and “Did you know your scar would 
be that big?” Malik tried laughing off the questions or just ignore them 
completely. Soon, he started wearing wool caps and hooded sweatshirts 
to school to hide the scar as much as possible. However, his classmates 
still remembered it was there and continued to ask him about it. Malik 
couldn’t hide from the attention no matter what he did. 
Not only did Malik not like the attention, he also didn’t like the scar. Even 
though it didn’t hurt, it looked quite severe. It took Malik several days to 
realize that the scar wouldn’t be going away. He didn’t like looking in the 
mirror and continuing to see a reminder of his new reality. Malik did not 
feel like himself anymore, and he didn’t look like himself either. 
As the days went by, Malik drew further into himself. He became quiet 
and didn’t laugh quite as much as he did before. He stopped raising his 
hand in class, even when he knew the answer to his teacher’s questions. 
He spent most of his free time alone; instead of playing video games or 
sports with his friends, he read books by himself or went to his bedroom to 
watch TV alone. 
After school one day, Malik sat under a tree with a book waiting for his 
mom to pick him up. Suddenly, he saw a shadow on the ground. He 
looked up to see Coach Barron, the soccer coach, standing over him. 
“Good book?” Coach Barron asked. 
“It’s ok,” Malik muttered. 
“I haven’t seen you out practicing much. Soccer tryouts are coming up. 
Are you going to be ready?” Coach asked Malik. 
Malik bit his lip as he stood up and said, “I don’t know, Coach. I’m not
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sure if I’ll try out this year.” 
“You’re kidding, right?” Coach Barron said with a shocked look on his 
face. “Malik, you’re one of the best players in your class.” 
“I’m not kidding, Coach. I feel like I just need a break from people.” 
“Is this about your accident?” Coach asked. 
“I really don’t want to talk about my accident,” Malik said. 
“I don’t want to talk about your accident either,” Coach replied. “I want 
to talk about soccer.” 
Then, suddenly, as much as Malik didn’t want to talk about his accident, 
or his scar, he couldn’t help but talk about it: “Coach, I just can’t handle 
this anymore. Everyone only wants to talk to me about that day. They 
don’t care that I don’t want the attention. I thought it would be over by 
now, that things could get back to normal, but I have this stupid scar. I 
don’t even look like myself anymore. I just feel like nothing will ever be the 
way it used to be.” 
Coach Barron sat down on the grass under the tree and motioned for 
Malik to do the same. As Malik sat, Coach said, “I know you, Malik. You 
don’t want people to crowd around you or fuss over you. You like to go 
unnoticed. I get that. I don’t like attention either. But, right now, you’re 
looking at your scar as a reminder that things have changed. It’s really a 
mark of your bravery.” 
“But I don’t feel like I did anything that brave,” Malik started to say before 
Coach cut him off. 
“Malik, you saved that boy’s life.” 
Malik stared down at the grass as Coach continued, “I know you don’t 
want the attention and I know you don’t think you did anything heroic, 
but here’s the truth: very few people would have put themselves in the 
position that you did. Whether you recognize it or not, you’re an 
extremely brave kid. That’s the reason everyone wants to talk about that 
day. They want to know what it feels like to be brave.” 
Malik continued to stare at the ground as tears welled up in his eyes. He 
finally looked up and asked, “But Coach, how do I get things back to the 
way they used to be?”
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“I’ll be honest, Malik,” Coach said. “I don’t know if you can. But what you 
can do is feel proud of yourself every time you look in a mirror and see 
that scar. Don’t look at it as a reminder of what’s changed. Look at it as 
the mark of your bravery.” 
Malik nodded at Coach’s words. He realized he had been so focused on 
how things had changed that he never really thought about the 
importance of his actions. He hadn’t thought about saving anyone’s life. 
When he looked back on the split-second decision he made, Malik really 
was proud of himself. 
“And give your friends a break, too,” Coach urged Malik. “I’m sure they 
want to help you. They just don’t know how.” 
Just then, Malik heard a horn and looked up to see his mom’s car. As he 
got up and collected his book and backpack, he told Coach, “I think I’ll 
start practicing tomorrow.” 
“I’ll have the field ready,” Coach said with a grin. 
Malik opened the car door and gave his mom a smile. 
“You look cheerful,” his mom said. “Did you have a better day at school?” 
Malik turned down the car visor and examined his face in the mirror. 
When his eyes met his scar, a tiny smile appeared on his lips before he 
said, “Yeah…it was a really good day.” 
  
  
  
 

A

56.2.3

Malik’s scar



©
	M

ad
ly
	L
ea
rn
in
g	
20
20

RL:	4.5

Malik loathed attention. He was content with flying under the radar. Too 
much attention made him extremely nervous and uncomfortable. Plus, Malik 
honestly didn’t understand why the “incident” was such a serious issue since 
no great tragedy really took place. He just happened to be in the right 
place at the right time, that’s all.  
Two weeks ago after school, Malik noticed a first grader had stopped in the 
middle of a busy school crosswalk to pick up a piece of paper that had 
fallen from his hands. Simultaneously, Malik heard an engine revving and 
instinctively knew it was a car going too fast in the school zone. He also knew 
it would be in the middle of the crosswalk within seconds and there would 
be no time for the kid to move or for the car to stop. He had to intervene or 
there would be a complete catastrophe. Without thinking, Malik leapt into 
the crosswalk and pushed the first grader out of the way, just moments 
before the car whizzed by. When Malik landed, his forehead smashed into 
the curb on the other side of the street. 
After the collision with the curb, Malik woke up in the emergency room. The 
force of the impact completely knocked him out. When he came to, he saw 
his mom in the corner of the hospital room, along with the boy he had 
pushed out of the way. Another woman, standing near the boy, had tears 
streaming down her face. Malik assumed it was the boy’s mother. As Malik 
heard the unfamiliar woman say “thank you, thank you,” in between sobs 
and his own mother whisper, “I love you,” he could barely focus on their kind 
sentiments. He only noticed a sharp, throbbing pain in his head. 
The next day, Malik was discharged from the hospital. He had suffered a 
concussion along with a deep forehead contusion. The latter left him with 
several staples right above his left eyebrow. The staples were hidden by

1

long strips of dressing that wrapped 
around Malik’s entire head. 
When he went back to school, Malik 
was immediately greeted as a hero. He 
couldn’t count the number of high fives 
and slaps on the back he received just 
in the first hour of class. What’s more, 
Malik’s noticeable bandages served as
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a stark reminder of his actions to everyone. They relentlessly asked if he 
felt okay or if he needed any help. By the time the day was over, Malik, a 
young man who never asked for the spotlight, couldn’t seem to hide from 
it. 
A few weeks later, Malik’s injuries had mostly healed and the doctor was 
ready to remove the bandages and staples from his head. Malik wanted 
to believe that his classmates would leave him alone once he didn’t have 
to wear the bandages anymore. He figured things would just go back to 
normal. However, another reminder of Malik’s actions was now imprinted 
on his head: a visible, wide scar. 
Once Malik went back to school without his bandages, things didn’t 
exactly return to how they had been. Immediately his friends asked, “Are 
you always going to have that scar?” and “Did you know your scar would 
be that big?” Malik tried laughing off the questions or just ignore them 
completely. He even started wearing wool caps and hooded sweatshirts 
to school to hide the scar as much as possible. However, his classmates 
still remembered it was there and continued to ask him about it. It 
seemed Malik couldn’t hide from the attention no matter what he did. 
Not only did Malik not like the attention, he also didn’t like the scar. Even 
though it didn’t hurt, it looked quite severe. It took Malik several days to 
realize that the scar wouldn’t be going away. He didn’t like looking in the 
mirror and continuing to see a reminder of his new reality. Malik did not 
feel like himself anymore, and he didn’t look like himself either. 
As the days went by, Malik drew further inward. He became discreet, 
quiet, and much more stoic than he ever had been. He stopped raising 
his hand in class, even when he knew the answer to his teacher’s 
questions. He also spent most of his free time alone; instead of playing 
video games or sports with his friends, he read books by himself or went to 
his bedroom to watch TV alone. 
After school one day, Malik sat under a tree with a book waiting for his 
mom to pick him up. Suddenly, he saw a shadow on the ground and 
looked up to see Coach Barron, the soccer coach. 
“Good book?” Coach Barron asked. 
“It’s ok,” Malik muttered. 
“I haven’t seen you out practicing much. Soccer tryouts are coming up. 
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Are you going to be ready?” Coach asked Malik with an expression of 
concern. 
Malik bit his lip as he stood up and said, “I don’t know, Coach. I’m not 
sure if I’ll try out this year.” 
“You’re kidding, right?” Coach Barron said with a shocked look on his 
face. “Malik, you’re one of the best players in your class.” 
“I’m not kidding, Coach. I feel like I just need a break from people.” 
“Is this about your accident?” Coach asked. 
“I really don’t want to talk about my accident,” Malik said. 
“I don’t want to talk about your accident either,” Coach replied. “I want 
to talk about soccer.” 
Then, suddenly, as much as Malik didn’t want to talk about his accident, 
or his scar, a flood of words emerged from his mouth: “Coach, I just can’t 
handle this anymore. Everyone only wants to talk to me about that day. 
They don’t care that I don’t want the attention. They don’t care that I 
don’t want to talk about it. I thought it would be over by now, that things 
could get back to normal, but I have this stupid scar. I don’t even look like 
myself anymore. I just feel like nothing will ever be the way it used to be.” 
Coach Barron sat down on the grass under the tree and motioned for 
Malik to do the same. As Malik sat, Coach said, “I know you, Malik. You 
don’t want people to crowd around you or fuss over you. You like to go 
unnoticed and I totally get that; I don’t like attention either. But, right now, 
you’re looking at your scar as a reminder that things have changed. 
Instead, it’s really a mark of your bravery.” 
“But I don’t feel like I did anything that brave,” Malik started to say before 
Coach starkly cut him off. 
“Malik, you saved that boy’s life.” 
Malik stared down at the grass as Coach continued, “I know you don’t 
want the attention and I know you don’t think you did anything heroic, 
but here’s the truth: very few people would have put themselves in the 
position that you did. Whether you recognize it or not, you’re an 
extremely brave kid. That’s the reason everyone wants to talk about that 
day. They want to know what it feels like to be brave.”
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Malik continued to stare at the ground as tears welled up in his eyes. He 
finally looked up and asked, “But Coach, how do I get things back to the 
way they used to be?” 
“I’ll be honest, Malik,” Coach said. “I don’t know if you can. But what you 
can do is feel proud of yourself every time you look in a mirror and see 
that scar. Don’t look at it as a reminder of what’s changed. Look at it as 
the mark of your bravery.” 
Malik nodded at Coach’s words. He realized he had been so focused on 
how things had changed that he never really thought about the 
importance of his actions. He hadn’t thought about saving anyone’s life. 
When he looked back on the split-second decision he made, Malik really 
was proud of himself. 
“And give your friends a break, too,” Coach urged Malik. “I’m sure they 
want to help you, but they just don’t know how.” 
Just then, Malik heard a horn and looked up to see his mom’s car. As he 
stood and collected his book and backpack, he told Coach, “I think I’ll 
start practicing tomorrow.” 
“I’ll have the field ready,” Coach said with a grin. 
Malik walked towards the parking lot and opened the car door. He gave 
his mom a smile as he got buckled in the front seat. 
“You look cheerful,” his mom said. “Did you have a better day at school?” 
Malik turned down the car visor and examined his face in the mirror. 
When his eyes met his scar, a tiny smile appeared on his lips before he 
said, “Yeah…it was a really good day.”
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Malik absolutely loathed attention and was perfectly content with flying 
under the radar. He wasn’t like other kids in his class that would either cut up 
or endlessly prattle just to get noticed. Unlike those classmates, too much 
attention made Malik extremely nervous and uncomfortable. Plus, Malik 
honestly didn’t understand why the “incident” was such a serious issue since 
no great tragedy really took place. He just happened to be in the right 
place at the right time, that’s all.  
All the trouble began two weeks ago after school when Malik noticed a first 
grader had stopped in the middle of a busy school crosswalk. He was 
fumbling with a stack of papers and books and was trying to pick up 
something that had fallen from his hands. As Malik witnessed the boy crouch 
down to retrieve the item, he simultaneously heard an engine revving and 
instinctively knew it was a car going too fast in the school zone. He also knew 
it would be in the middle of the crosswalk within seconds and there would 
be no time for the kid to move or for the car to stop. He had to intervene or 
there would be a complete catastrophe. Without thinking, Malik leapt into 
the crosswalk and pushed the first grader out of the way, just moments 
before the car whizzed by. When Malik landed, his forehead smashed into 
the curb on the other side of the street. 
After the collision with the curb, Malik woke up in the emergency room. The 
force of the impact completely knocked him out. When he came to, he saw 
his mom in the corner of the hospital room, along with the boy he had 
pushed out of the way. Another woman, standing near the boy, had tears 
streaming down her face. Malik assumed it was the boy’s mother. As Malik 
heard the unfamiliar woman say “thank you, thank you,” in between sobs 
and his own mother whisper, “I love you,” he could barely focus on their

1

kind sentiments. He only noticed a 
sharp, throbbing pain in his head. 
The next day, Malik was discharged 
from the hospital. He had suffered a 
concussion along with a deep forehead 
contusion. The latter left him with several 
staples right above his left eyebrow. The 
staples were hidden by long strips of
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dressing that wrapped around Malik’s entire head. 
When he went back to school, Malik was immediately greeted as a hero. 
He couldn’t count the number of high fives and slaps on the back he 
received just in the first hour of class. What’s more, Malik’s noticeable 
bandages served as a stark reminder of his actions to everyone he 
encountered. They relentlessly asked if he felt okay or if he needed any 
help. By the time the day was over, Malik, a young man who never asked 
for the spotlight, couldn’t seem to hide from it. 
A few weeks later, Malik’s injuries had mostly healed and the doctor was 
ready to remove the dressing and staples from his head. Malik wanted to 
believe that his classmates would leave him alone once he didn’t have to 
wear the distracting strips of dressing anymore. He figured things would 
just go back to normal. However, another reminder of Malik’s actions was 
now permanently imprinted on his head: a visible, wide scar. 
Once Malik went back to school, things didn’t exactly return to how they 
had been. Immediately his friends asked, “Are you always going to have 
that scar?” and “Did you know your scar would be that big?” Malik tried 
laughing off the questions or just ignore them completely. He even started 
wearing wool caps and hooded sweatshirts to school to hide the scar as 
much as possible. However, his classmates still remembered it was there 
and continued to pester him about it. It seemed Malik couldn’t hide from 
the attention no matter what he did. 
Not only did Malik not like the attention, he also didn’t like the scar. Even 
though it didn’t hurt, it looked quite severe. It took Malik several days to 
realize that the scar wouldn’t be going away. He didn’t like looking in the 
mirror and continuing to see a reminder of his new reality. Malik did not 
feel like himself anymore, and he didn’t look like himself either. 
As the days went by, Malik drew further inward. He became discreet, 
quiet, and much more stoic than he ever had been. He stopped raising 
his hand in class, even when he knew the answer to his teacher’s 
questions. He also spent most of his free time alone; instead of playing 
video games or sports with his friends, he read books by himself or went to 
his bedroom to watch TV alone. 
After school one day, Malik sat under a tree with a book waiting for his 
mom to pick him up. He was trying to have a few moments of peace to 
himself when, suddenly, he heard the deep voice of Coach Barron, the 
school’s soccer coach.
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“Good book?” Coach Barron asked inquisitively. 
“It’s not too bad,” Malik muttered as he tried to avoid making eye 
contact. He really wasn’t in the mood for another conversation about 
how he was doing, so he hoped his aloofness would push Coach Barron 
away. Instead, it only seemed to spur him on. 
“You know, soccer tryouts are coming up and I haven’t seen you out 
practicing much. Are you going to be ready?” Coach asked Malik with 
an expression of concern. 
Malik bit his lip as he stood up, preparing to break the bad news to 
Coach Barron.  He said, “I don’t know, Coach. I’m actually not sure if I’ll 
try out this year.” 
“You’re kidding, right?” Coach Barron said with a slight chuckle to disguise 
his shock. “Malik, you’re one of the best players in your class.” 
“I’m not kidding, Coach. It’s hard to explain. I just feel like I just need a 
break from people for a while.” 
“Is this about your accident?” Coach asked bluntly. 
“I really don’t want to talk about my accident,” Malik said sharply.  
“I don’t want to talk about your accident either,” Coach replied quickly. 
“I just want to talk about soccer.” 
Then, suddenly, as much as Malik didn’t want to talk about his accident, 
or his scar, a flood of words unexpectedly emerged from his mouth: 
“Coach, I just can’t handle this anymore. I can’t stand the constant 
attention and conversation about something that happened weeks ago. 
People don’t mention anything else to me, no matter how much I remind 
them that I don’t want to talk about it. I thought it would be over by now, 
that things could get back to normal, but I have this stupid scar and I 
don’t even look like myself anymore. I just feel like nothing will ever be the 
way it used to be.” 
Coach Barron sat down on the grass under the tree and motioned for 
Malik to do the same. As Malik sat, Coach said, “I know you, Malik. You 
don’t want people to crowd around you or fuss over you. You like to go 
unnoticed and I totally get that; I don’t like a lot of attention either. But, 
right now, you’re looking at your scar as a reminder that things have 
changed in your life, and that’s true; plenty of things have changed very
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rapidly and I’m sure that’s difficult. But, instead of focusing on how your 
scar makes you feel different now, have you ever thought of it as a sign of 
your bravery?” 
“But Coach, I don’t feel like I did anything that brave,” Malik started to 
say before Coach starkly cut him off. 
“Malik, you saved that boy’s life.” 
Malik stared down at the grass and breathed deeply as Coach 
continued, “I know you don’t want the attention and I know you don’t 
think you did anything heroic, but here’s the truth: very few people would 
have put themselves in the position that you did that day. Whether you 
recognize it or not, you’re an extremely brave kid. That’s the reason 
everyone wants to talk to you about it. They want to know what it feels 
like to be brave. They want to experience it through you because it’s 
unlikely that they will ever do anything as brave as what you did in their 
entire lives.” 
Malik continued to stare at the ground as tears welled up in his eyes. He 
finally looked up and asked, “But Coach, how do I get things back to the 
way they used to be?” 
“I’ll be honest, Malik,” Coach said. “I don’t know if you can. But what you 
can do is feel proud of yourself every time you look in a mirror and see 
that scar. Don’t look at it as a reminder of what’s changed. Look at it as 
the mark of your bravery.” 
Malik nodded at Coach’s words as he finally came to an important 
realization. He had been so focused on how things had changed that he 
never really thought about the importance that day. He hadn’t thought 
about saving anyone’s life or the impact of his actions for so many 
people. When he looked back on the split-second decision he made, 
Malik really couldn't help but be proud of himself. 
“And on another note, be sure to give your friends a break,” Coach 
urged Malik. “I’m sure they don't know how much their pestering is 
bothering you. I know they want to help you, but they just don't know the 
best way.” 
Just then, Malik heard a horn and looked up to see his mom’s car. As he 
stood and collected his book and backpack, he told Coach, “I think I’ll 
start practicing tomorrow if that’s alright with you.” 
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Coach Barron's wide grin returned as he said, “I’ll have the field ready, 
Malik.”  
Malik waved at Coach Barron in appreciation and walked towards the 
parking lot. When he opened the car door, Malik gave his mom a smile as 
he buckled his seatbelt. 
“You look cheerful,” his mom said. “Did you have a better day at school?” 
Malik turned down the car visor and examined his face in the mirror. 
When his eyes met his scar, a tiny smile appeared on his lips before he 
said, “Yeah…it was a really good day.” 
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As Greg Brock stepped off the city bus in front of the Checker Taxi 
Company, he sighed. Greg was preparing to start his late afternoon shift. 
He’d been a cab driver for three years, but wasn’t particularly fond of the 
occupation. Sure, Greg enjoyed the variety of the work. Every day was 
always different than the one before. However, Greg was not exactly a 
“people person.” It seemed as though he was always picking up passengers 
who got on his nerves. For example, Greg hated picking up business people. 
They were backseat drivers and hardly ever tipped. Greg also disliked 
teenage passengers. There was nothing he hated more than their endless 
chit-chat about silly topics. He also didn’t like picking up older citizens. He 
knew it was probably mean, but they were a pain in his neck. They always 
needed extra help with a door or with their shopping bags.  Greg needed to 
focus on getting in as many stops as possible. Time that Greg wasn’t driving 
was time he wasn’t making money. The bottom line was that Greg only liked 
one kind of passenger: an able bodied person who would sit in silence, tip 
well, and exit the cab quickly.  
After Greg checked his brakes, windshield wipers, lights, and fuel levels, he 
hit the road. He always started his evening shift in the business district. He 
liked getting the annoying and cheap business people out of the way first. 
Sure enough, as he turned into the city center, there was a group with 
briefcases in one hand and cellphones in the other. Greg took a deep 
breath. He knew one of his least favorite customers was about to enter his 
cab. A tall man in a camel coat and a cellphone to his ear approached 
and opened the door to the backseat. Greg expected to have to shout 
over the man’s phone conversation to ask him about his destination. 
However, to Greg’s surprise, the man hung up as he climbed into the 
backseat. Greg adjusted his volume and asked, “Where to?”

1
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“Public library, please,” the tall man 
said. 
“How do you want to go?” Greg 
chirped back.  
“What do you mean?” the man asked 
back. 
Greg rolled his eyes and said with a huff, 
“I don’t want to start on a certain route
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if you’re going to tell me to go a different way once we get on the road.” 
“Oh,” the man said with surprise. “I don’t mind. I trust you to get me there 
the best way. You’re the professional after all.” 
Now Greg was the one taken aback. He couldn’t remember the last time 
a passenger from the business district didn’t try to boss him around. Greg 
started the meter and pulled out into traffic. As he looked in the rearview 
mirror, he noticed his tall man take a book from his briefcase and read in 
silence in the afternoon light. Once Greg pulled up in front of the library, 
the tall man presented passed his credit card through the machine in the 
back seat for his $20 fare. Then he handed Greg a crisp $10 bill and said, 
“Here’s your tip, man. Thanks a lot.” 
Greg was shocked. The tall man had given him a 50% tip. He hadn’t had 
a tip that good in months, let alone from someone from the business 
district. He asked, “You sure?” 
“Yeah,” said the tall man matter of factly. “Have a good night.” With that, 
he disappeared into the crowd in front of the library steps. 
Greg could barely believe what had happened, but he couldn’t dwell on 
the one good business district passenger he’d had in his entire career. He 
needed to find his next fare, and fast. Luckily, the library was a good 
place for a pick-up. However, it usually attracted another of his least 
favorite passengers: chatty teenagers. 
Sure enough, a group of three high school-aged girls waved at him as 
they approached his cab. Greg waited until they all clambered into the 
backseat. He asked, “Where to?” even though he figured he already 
knew the answer. Greg was positive he would be heading to the mall, the 
coffee shop, or one of the many chain restaurants scattered throughout 
the city. Then, they would spend the entire ride loudly chatting about 
boys, social media, or selfies. 
“15th and Bleeker, please,” one of the girls replied. 
Greg thought for a moment. 15th and Bleeker was just a couple miles 
away. There was a convenience store and a post office on that corner, 
but no stores, trendy coffee houses, or chic restaurants. However, Greg 
decided not to ask any questions. He just put the car in drive. 
“What is on the schedule tonight?” one of the girls asked.

greg’s passengers 
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“I think we’re just going to unpack boxes,” another replied. 
“I think there are enough volunteers to serve dinner tonight, but I’m sure 
we could help clean up,” the third one chimed in. 
That’s when Greg remembered that the city’s food depository was also 
on 15th and Bleeker. These girls weren’t looking to shop, sip lattes, or eat. 
They were going to volunteer. Shockingly, Greg found himself wanting to 
ask questions. He never wanted to engage with chatty teens before, but 
he was curious about these girls. Unfortunately, they had arrived in front of 
the food depository before he could muster up the courage. 
The girls thanked Greg and tipped him well as they climbed out of his 
cab. Greg watched them as they cheerfully walked into the food 
depository. He wished he would have engaged. He wished he would 
have let his guard down and asked them why they wanted to spend their 
evening volunteering, when it seemed like everyone else their age was 
only interested in trivial things.  
Greg’s first two fares had shocked him, but once again, he couldn’t dwell 
on them. He needed to find his next passenger. Nobody waved at him on 
the corner of 15th and Bleeker, so Greg drove around the block. On the 
next corner was a plaza with park benches and green space. A little 
white-haired lady sat on a bench with a big knapsack next to her. When 
she saw Greg, she waved at him. Greg sighed. He really didn’t want to be 
slowed down by an old lady who would surely need help with her large 
bag, but he also didn’t want to pass up a fare. Greg reluctantly pulled 
over and hopped out of the cab to help the old lady. However, when he 
rounded the front of the cab, he saw the woman practically jogging over 
to him with the large bag swung over her shoulder.  
“Thanks for stopping,” the old lady said as she approached Greg’s cab. 
Greg must have had a surprised look on his face because she continued, 
“I guess you thought I’d need some help, huh?” 
Greg sheepishly answered, “Well, yeah. Please don’t be offended. It’s just 
that I always have to assist older people. They always need help getting in 
and out of the backseat or need me to load their bags. It takes up a lot of 
my time.” 
“Really?” the old woman asked as she ably hopped in the backseat. As 
Greg got back behind the wheel, the old woman continued, “That must 
be very frustrating.”
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“You said it,” Greg replied. “Now, where to?” 
“681 Henderson,” the old woman replied as a surprise look flashed across 
Greg’s face.  
“I know that place,” Greg said. “That’s the boxing gym! I’ve worked out 
there several times. But, what are you going to be doing there?” 
“What do you think?” the old woman practically shouted back at him. 
“I’m going to box! I’ve got my gloves and equipment right here in this 
bag!” 
“Wow,” Greg said as he put the cab in drive. “What a strange day.” 
“Why?” the old woman asked. 
“Well, I’ve picked up three passengers in a row that are typically the type 
I can’t stand. But each one has been totally different than usual. I got a 
great tip from a guy from the business district, and that never happens. 
Then, three teenagers wanted to be dropped off at the food depository 
to volunteer instead of going to the mall. And now I’ve got you, a boxing 
senior citizen! Once again, no offense.” 
“It sounds like you’ve been stereotyping your clientele,” the old woman 
said to Greg.  
“No!” Greg blurted out. “I’m not like that!” 
“Listen, it’s only natural to put certain people into categories. That’s 
typical for most of us. But, what’s bad is when we think that all people in a 
certain group are exactly the same. That just isn’t the case. I think you 
learned that tonight.” 
Greg thought for a moment and realized the old woman was right. He 
had assumed that all business people were cheap jerks, until tonight 
when he got a good tip. He had also thought that all teenagers were all 
superficial, until tonight when he learned that they can be charitable. He 
also thought that all old people were frail and needy, until he picked up 
his current passenger. 
“Just try not to make assumptions about your passengers before you pick 
them up,” the old woman encouraged Greg. “They may end up 
surprising you.”
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“Yeah,” Greg admitted. “I think you’re right.” 
As Greg continued on to the boxing gym, his curiosity finally got the better 
of him. He couldn’t help but ask the old woman all about her boxing 
hobby. They chatted for the next five minutes until Greg pulled up in front 
of the gym. 
“Need a hand?” he sarcastically asked the old woman. 
“Not this time, pal,” she said. “Go find your next passenger. And keep an 
open mind. The next person may surprise you just like I did.” 
Greg smiled and felt optimistic as he replied, “I think you’re right.” 
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As Greg Brock stepped off the city bus in front of the Checker Taxi 
Company, he sighed. Greg was preparing to start his late afternoon shift. 
He’d been a cab driver for three years, but wasn’t particularly fond of the 
occupation. Sure, Greg enjoyed the variety of the work. Every day was 
always different than the one before. However, Greg was not exactly a 
“people person.” It seemed as though he was always picking up passengers 
who got on his nerves. For example, Greg hated picking up business people 
because they were backseat drivers who hardly ever tipped. Greg also 
disliked teenage passengers because there was nothing he hated more 
than their endless chit-chat about silly topics. He also didn’t like picking up 
older citizens. He knew it was probably mean, but they were a pain in his 
neck. They always needed extra help with a door or with their shopping 
bags.  Greg needed to focus on getting in as many stops as possible 
because time that Greg wasn’t driving was time he wasn’t making money. 
The bottom line was that Greg only liked one kind of passenger: an able 
bodied person who would sit in silence, tip well, and exit the cab quickly.  
After Greg checked his brakes, windshield wipers, lights, and fuel levels, he 
hit the road. He always started his evening shift in the business district 
because he liked getting the annoying and cheap business people out of 
the way first. Sure enough, as he turned into the city center, there was a 
group with briefcases in one hand and cellphones in the other. Greg took a 
deep breath. He knew one of his least favorite customers was about to enter 
his cab. A tall man in a camel coat and a cellphone to his ear approached 
and opened the door to the backseat. Greg expected to have to shout 
over the man’s phone conversation to ask him about his
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destination, but to Greg’s surprise, the 
man hung up as he climbed into the 
backseat. Greg adjusted his volume 
and asked, “Where to?” 
“Public library, please,” the tall man 
said. 
“How do you want to go?” Greg 
chirped back.  
“What do you mean?” the man asked
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back. 
Greg rolled his eyes and said with a huff, “I don’t want to start on a 
certain route if you’re going to tell me to go a different way once we get 
on the road.” 
“Oh,” the man said with surprise. “I don’t mind. I trust you to get me there 
the best way. You’re the professional after all.” 
Now Greg was the one taken aback. He couldn’t remember the last time 
a passenger from the business district didn’t try to boss him around. Greg 
started the meter, pulled out into traffic, and glanced in his rearview mirror 
where he noticed the tall man take a book from his briefcase and read in 
silence in the afternoon light. Once Greg pulled up in front of the library, 
the tall man presented passed his credit card through the machine in the 
back seat for his $20 fare. Then he handed Greg a crisp $10 bill and said, 
“Here’s your tip, man. Thanks a lot.” 
Greg was shocked. The tall man had given him a 50% tip. He hadn’t had 
a tip that good in months, let alone from someone from the business 
district. He asked, “You sure?” 
“Yeah,” said the tall man matter of factly. “Have a good night.” With that, 
he disappeared into the crowd in front of the library steps. 
Greg could barely believe what had happened, but he couldn’t dwell on 
the one good business district passenger he’d had in his entire career. He 
needed to find his next fare, and fast. Luckily, the library was a good 
place for a pick-up, but it usually attracted another of his least favorite 
passengers: chatty teenagers. 
Sure enough, a group of three high school-aged girls waved at him as 
they approached his cab. Greg waited until they all clambered into the 
backseat. He asked, “Where to?” even though he figured he already 
knew the answer. Greg was positive he would be heading to the mall, the 
coffee shop, or one of the many chain restaurants scattered throughout 
the city. Then, they would spend the entire ride loudly chatting about 
boys, social media, or selfies. 
“15th and Bleeker, please,” one of the girls replied. 
Greg thought for a moment. 15th and Bleeker was just a couple miles 
away. There was a convenience store and a post office on that corner, 
but no stores, trendy coffee houses, or chic restaurants. However, Greg
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decided not to ask any questions. He simply started the meter and put 
the car in drive. 
“What is on the schedule tonight?” one of the girls asked. 
“I think we’re just going to unpack boxes of bulk food,” another replied. 
“There are enough volunteers to serve dinner tonight, but I’m sure they’ll 
need help cleaning up,” the third one chimed in. 
That’s when Greg remembered that the city’s food depository was also 
on 15th and Bleeker. These girls weren’t looking to shop, sip lattes, or eat; 
they were going to volunteer. Greg never wanted to engage with chatty 
teens before, but he shockingly found himself wanting to ask these girls 
questions. He was curious about them. Unfortunately, they had arrived in 
front of the food depository before he could muster up the courage to 
speak. 
The girls thanked Greg and tipped him well as they climbed out of his 
cab. Greg watched them as they cheerfully walked into the food 
depository, pulling aprons from their backpacks. He wished he would 
have engaged. He wished he would have let his guard down and asked 
them why they wanted to spend their evening volunteering, when it 
seemed like everyone else their age was only interested in trivial things.  
Greg’s first two fares had shocked him, but once again, he couldn’t dwell 
on them. He needed to find his next passenger. Nobody waved at him on 
the corner of 15th and Bleeker, so Greg drove around the block. On the 
next corner was a plaza with park benches and green space. A little 
white-haired lady sat on a bench with a big knapsack next to her, and 
she waved when she saw Greg approach. Greg sighed. He really didn’t 
want to be slowed down by an old lady who would surely need help with 
her large bag, but he also didn’t want to pass up a fare. Greg reluctantly 
pulled over and hopped out of the cab to help the old lady. However, 
when he rounded the front of the cab, he saw the woman practically 
jogging over to him with the large bag swung over her shoulder.  
“Thanks for stopping,” the old lady said as she approached Greg’s cab. 
Greg must have had a startled look on his face because she continued, “I 
guess you thought I’d need some help, huh?” 
Greg sheepishly answered, “Well, yeah. Please don’t be offended. It’s just 
that I always have to assist older people. They need help getting in and
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one out of the backseat or want me to load their bags. It takes up a lot of 
my time.” 
“Really?” the old woman asked slyly as she ably hopped in the backseat. 
As Greg got back behind the wheel, she continued, “That must be very 
frustrating.” 
“You said it,” Greg replied. “Now, where to?” 
“681 Henderson,” the old woman replied confidently as a surprise look 
flashed across Greg’s face.  
“Wait, I know that place,” Greg said. “That’s the boxing gym! I’ve worked 
out there several times. But, what are you going to be doing there?” 
“What do you think?” the old woman practically shouted back at him. 
“I’m going to box! I’ve got my gloves and equipment right here in this 
bag!” 
“Wow,” Greg said as he put the cab in drive. “What a strange day.” 
“Why?” the old woman asked. 
“Well, I’ve picked up three passengers in a row that are typically the type 
I can’t stand. But each one has been totally different than usual. I got a 
great tip from a guy from the business district, and that never happens. 
Then, three teenagers wanted to be dropped off at the food depository 
to volunteer instead of going to the mall. And now I’ve got you, a boxing 
senior citizen! Once again, no offense.” 
“It sounds like you’ve been stereotyping your clientele,” the old woman 
said to Greg.  
“No!” Greg blurted out. “I’m not like that!” 
“Listen, it’s only natural to put certain people into categories. That’s 
typical for most of us. But, what’s bad is when we think that all people in a 
certain group are exactly the same. That just isn’t the case, and people 
can develop unfair ideas about others when they think that way. I think 
you learned that tonight.” 
Greg thought for a moment and realized the old woman was correct. He 
had assumed that all business people were cheap jerks, until tonight 
when he got a great tip from one. He had also thought that all teenagers 
were all superficial, until tonight when he learned that they can actually
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be charitable. He also thought that all old people were frail and needy, 
until he picked up his current passenger, who could probably beat him up 
in the boxing ring, despite her age. 
“Just try not to make assumptions about your passengers before you pick 
them up,” the old woman encouraged Greg. “They may end up 
surprising you.” 
“Yeah,” Greg admitted. “I think you’re right.” 
As Greg continued on to the boxing gym, his curiosity finally got the better 
of him. He couldn’t help but ask the old woman all about her boxing 
hobby. They chatted for the next five minutes until Greg pulled up in front 
of the gym. 
“Need a hand?” he sarcastically asked the old woman. 
“Not this time, pal,” she said. “Go find your next passenger. And keep an 
open mind. The next person may shock you just like I did.” 
Greg smiled and felt optimistic as he replied, “I think you’re right.” 
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As Greg Brock stepped off the city bus in front of the Checker Taxi 
Company, he sighed apathetically. Greg was preparing to start his late 
afternoon shift as a cab driver. He’d been on the job for three years, but 
wasn’t particularly fond of the occupation. Sure, Greg enjoyed the variety of 
the work. Every day was always different than the one before. However, 
Greg was not exactly a “people person.” It seemed as though he was 
always picking up passengers who severely got on his nerves. For example, 
Greg loathed picking up business people because they were backseat 
drivers who hardly ever tipped. Greg also disliked teenage passengers; there 
was nothing he hated more than their endless chit-chat about silly topics. He 
also had disdain for older citizens. He knew it was probably quite callous, but 
they were a pain in his neck. Senior citizens always needed extra help from 
Greg with a door or with their shopping bags.  Greg needed to focus on 
getting in as many stops as possible because time that he wasn’t driving was 
time he wasn’t making money. The bottom line was that Greg only liked one 
kind of passenger: an able bodied person who would sit in silence, tip well, 
and exit the cab quickly.  
After Greg checked his brakes, windshield wipers, lights, and fuel levels, he 
hit the road. He always started his evening shift in the business district 
because he preferred getting the annoying and cheap business people out 
of the way first. Sure enough, as he turned into the city center, there was a 
gaggle of professionals with briefcases in one hand and cellphones in the 
other. Greg took a deep breath in anticipation for his annoyance of one of 
his least favorite customers entering his cab. A tall man in a camel coat and 
a cellphone to his ear approached and opened the door to the backseat. 
Greg expected to have to shout over the man’s phone

1

conversation to ask him about his 
destination, but to Greg’s surprise, the 
man hung up as he climbed into the 
backseat. Greg adjusted his volume 
and asked, “Where to?” 
“Public library, please,” the tall man 
said. 
“How do you want to go?” Greg 
chirped back, probably a bit too 
harshly. 
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What do you mean?” the man asked with confusion in his voice. 
Greg rolled his eyes and said with a huff, “I don’t want to start on a 
certain route if you’re going to tell me to go a different way once we get 
on the road.” 
“Oh,” the man said with surprise. “Look, I really don’t mind. I trust you to 
get me there the best way. You’re the professional after all.” 
Now Greg was the one taken aback. He couldn’t remember the last time 
a passenger from the business district didn’t try to boss him around or take 
charge from the backseat. Greg started the meter, pulled out into traffic, 
and glanced in his rearview mirror.  He observed the tall man take a book 
from his briefcase and calmly read in silence in the afternoon light. This 
was sure a departure from the normal business people who would 
practically shout into their cellphones during the entire ride. Once Greg 
pulled up in front of the library, the tall man presented passed his credit 
card through the machine in the back seat for his $20 fare. Then he 
handed Greg a crisp $10 bill and said, “Here’s your tip, man. Thanks a lot.” 
Greg was astonished as the tall man presented a 50% tip in his fingers. He 
hadn’t had a tip that good in months, let alone from someone from the 
business district. He asked, “You sure?” 
“Yeah,” said the tall man matter-of-factly. “Have a good night.” With that, 
he disappeared into the large crowd in front of the library steps. 
Greg could barely believe what had happened, but he couldn’t dwell on 
the one good business district passenger he’d had in his entire career. He 
needed to find his next fare, and fast. Fortunately, the library was an 
excellent place for a pick-up, but it usually attracted another of his least 
favorite passengers: chatty teenagers finishing their study sessions. 
Sure enough, a group of three high school-aged girls waved at him as 
they approached his cab. Greg waited until they all clambered into the 
backseat before asking where they were headed. However, Greg figured 
he already knew the answer. He was positive he would be heading to the 
mall, the coffee shop, or one of the many chain restaurants scattered 
throughout the city. Then, Greg was sure the girls would spend the entire 
ride loudly chatting about boys, social media, selfies, or something else 
equally inconsequential. 
“15th and Bleeker, please,” one of the girls replied.
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Greg thought about that address for a moment. He knew that 15th and 
Bleeker was just a couple miles away, with a convenience store and a 
post office nearby. However, Greg couldn't remember there being any 
stores, trendy coffee houses, or chic restaurants in that part of town. 
Regardless, Greg decided not to ask any questions. He simply started the 
meter and put the car in drive. 
“What is on the schedule tonight?” one of the girls asked. 
“I think we’re just going to unpack boxes of bulk food,” another replied. 
“There are enough volunteers to serve dinner tonight, but I’m sure they’ll 
need help cleaning up,” the third one chimed in. 
That’s when Greg remembered that the city’s largest food depository was 
also on 15th and Bleeker. These girls weren’t looking to shop, sip lattes, or 
eat dinner; they were going to volunteer.  
Greg never wanted to engage with chatty teens before, but he 
shockingly found himself wanting to ask these girls many questions. He 
was curious about what would make them give up an evening to 
volunteer together. Unfortunately, they had arrived in front of the food 
depository before he could muster up the courage to speak. 
The girls thanked Greg and tipped him well as they climbed out of his 
cab. Greg watched them as they cheerfully walked into the food 
depository, pulling aprons from their backpacks. He wished he would 
have let his guard down and asked them why they wanted to spend their 
evening volunteering, when it seemed like everyone else their age was 
only interested in trivial matters.   
Greg’s first two fares had certainly shocked him, but once again, he 
couldn’t dwell on them. If he did, he wouldn't find his next passenger. 
There were no pedestrians at the corner of 15th and Bleeker, so Greg 
drove to the next block to try his luck. He approached a plaza with park 
benches and ample green space where he saw a little white-haired lady 
sitting on a bench. She appeared to be around eighty years old and was 
accompanied by a rather large knapsack. She enthusiastically waved 
when she saw Greg's cab  approach. However, Greg sighed in 
disappointment. He really didn’t want to be delayed by an old lady who 
would surely need assistance with her large bag, but he also didn’t want 
to pass up a fare, especially when the streets were so bare. He reluctantly 
pulled over and sauntered out of the cab, preparing to help the old lady
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with her knapsack. However, when he rounded the front of the vehicle, 
he witnessed the woman practically jogging over to him with the large 
bag swung over her shoulder.  
“Why, thank you so much for stopping for me,” the old lady said as she 
approached Greg’s cab, not out of breath in the slightest amount. Greg 
must have had a startled and perplexed look on his face because she 
continued, “I guess you thought I’d need some help, didn’t you?” 
Greg sheepishly responded, “Well, honestly...yeah. But, please don’t be 
offended. It’s just that I always have to assist older people. They need a 
lot of help getting in and out of the backseat or loading their bags. It 
just...it takes up a lot of my time.” 
“Really?” the old woman asked slyly as she swiftly bounded into the 
backseat. As Greg got back behind the wheel, she continued, “That must 
be very frustrating for you.” 
“You said it,” Greg replied. “Now, where to?” 
“681 Henderson,” the old woman replied confidently as a surprised look 
flashed across Greg’s face.  
“Wait, I know that place!” Greg said. “That’s the boxing gym! I’ve worked 
out there several times. But...what are you going to be doing there?” 
“What do you think?” the old woman practically shouted back at him in 
offense. “I’m certainly not going to a boxing gym to work on my 
needlepoint. I’m going to box! I’ve got my gloves and equipment right 
here in this bag!” 
“Wow,” Greg said as he put the cab in drive. “What a strange day.” 
“Why’s that?” the old woman asked, calming down from her outburst. 
“Well, I’ve picked up three passengers in a row that are typically the type 
I can’t stand. But each one has been totally different than usual. I got a 
great tip from a guy from the business district, and that never happens. 
Then, three teenagers wanted to be dropped off at the food depository 
to volunteer instead of going to a mall or a coffee house. And now I’ve 
got you, the boxing senior citizen! Once again, no offense.” 
“It sounds like you’ve been harshly stereotyping your clientele,” the old 
woman said to Greg.  

C

56.2.4

greg’s passengers 

RL:	5.3



©
	M

ad
ly
	L
ea
rn
in
g	
20
20

5

“No!” Greg blurted out. “I’m not like that!” 
“Listen, it’s only natural to put people into categories. That’s typical for 
most of us. But, things can go south when we think that all people in a 
certain group are exactly the same. That just isn’t the case, and people 
can develop unfair ideas about others when they think that way. I believe 
you learned that with all of your passengers tonight.” 
Greg thought for a moment and realized the old woman was correct. He 
had assumed that all business people were cheap jerks, until tonight 
when he got a great tip from one. He had also thought that all teenagers 
were all superficial, until tonight when he learned that they can actually 
be kind and charitable. He also thought that all old people were frail and 
needy, until he picked up his current passenger, who could probably beat 
him up in the boxing ring, despite her age. 
“Just try not to make assumptions about your passengers before you pick 
them up,” the old woman encouraged Greg. “They may end up 
surprising you.” 
“Yeah,” Greg admitted. “I actually think you’re right.” 
As Greg continued on to the boxing gym, his curiosity finally got the better 
of him. He couldn’t help but ask the old woman all about her boxing 
hobby. They chatted for the next five minutes until Greg pulled up in front 
of the gym. 
“Need a hand?” he sarcastically asked the old woman. 
“Not this time, pal,” she said. “Now, go find your next passenger and keep 
an open mind. They may shock you just like I did.” 
Greg smiled and felt optimistic as he replied, “You know, I think you’re 
right!” 
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