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In this 21st edition of The Courage of Boston’s Children, you will be introduced
to 45 sixth-grade students whose vivid examples of courage powerfully
embody the values and goals of The Max Warburg Courage Curriculum.
The essays in this collection speak of personal struggles confronted and
overcome, as these children demonstrate with their own stories how to
change, and sometimes reverse, even the most difficult of challenges. With
an inspiring awareness, they engage with their lives in mature ways. And yet,
when you see the beautiful portraits that accompany these essays, you will
also see how young they are to be so wise.
The purpose of the writing assignment that culminates in the publication
of this book is that all of the students and teachers in the Curriculum’s 91
participating classrooms might recognize and share – and thereby honor –
the individual acts of courage that can build and enrich school communities.
These essays were carefully selected from among the more than 2,500
submissions that were read by the 145 volunteers who assembled at the
Boston Public Library, in an evaluation process that is both an affirmation
of the entire effort and an opportunity to celebrate the exceptional writing
that you will experience in these pages.
Leading off this year’s volume is a remarkable essay by Myles Haynes, Jr., who
invites us to witness not only the difficulty of his daily experience, but the
breakthrough it is for him to have written about it, rather than continuing to
conceal his condition even from his friends. Instead he writes, “I really hope
other children with Tourette’s Syndrome get to read this so they know they
are not alone. I’m hoping to meet another child with this same disorder so
we would be able to support each other. We would be able to demonstrate
bold courage together.”
Here is a striking and important example of the universal function of
individual courage: when a child can locate the transforming bravery that
already exists within, and then extend that impulse toward the creation
of a larger connection. By our embracing each of these “Courage in My
Life” essays, the courage of these children can offer bold and empowering
lessons for all.

Alexandra Marshall has published five novels and a work of nonfiction. She has
coordinated the selection of Max Warburg Fellows since the introduction of the
Courage Curriculum.
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Courage in My Life

The mission of The Max Warburg Courage Curriculum, Inc. is to strengthen the
character development and literacy skills of students. The program empowers children
to discover, then recognize, the role of courage in the characters they read about, in
the lives of those around them, and in their own lives: past, present and future.

Both programs use a layered approach that reinforces classroom work;
individual reading, writing and critical thinking skills; professional
development and training opportunities for teachers; and draws families
and the larger community together for a culminating event to celebrate the

The Max Warburg Courage Curriculum is a year-long language arts program
dedicated to strengthening the character development and literacy skills
of students in Boston and beyond. The organization was founded to
honor the life of Max Warburg, a courageous sixth-grader whose steadfast
determination and heartfelt hope in the face of his battle with leukemia
continues to inspire our work.

outcomes of the program and the students’ efforts. Although it is intensely
focused on classroom practice and teacher instruction, The Max Warburg
Courage Curriculum also disseminates this work on its website; in training
institutes for teachers; in this annual publication of essays and at an annual
awards luncheon for Max Warburg Fellows. The Max Warburg Courage
Curriculum has been featured in academic journals and other publications
positioning the program as a national model for character education
programs and excellence in school and community partnerships.

Since the program’s inception in 1991, the Courage Curriculum has
positively impacted the academic performance and increased the essential
knowledge of over 100,000 sixth and ninth grade students in Boston Public
Schools and surrounding charter, pilot, public and parochial schools. By
connecting with Max’s story and with award-winning literature featuring
courageous young people, students come to recognize and celebrate the
role that courage plays in their own lives. Our work with talented classroom
teachers allows us to empower young people to continue to act courageously,
to the benefit of their classmates, families, communities and themselves.

Our sixth grade program, Courage in My Life, focuses on exploring and
understanding the nature of courage, while our ninth grade program, The
Courage of My Convictions, emphasizes the importance of putting courage
into action. The Courage in My Life curriculum features the following novels:
Bridge to Terabithia by Katherine Patterson; Maniac Magee by Jerry Spinelli;
Number the Stars by Lois Lowry; Roll of Thunder, Hear My Cry by Mildred D.
Taylor; So Far From the Bamboo Grove by Yoko Kawashima Watkins; and Taking
Sides by Gary Soto.

Through two school-based programs, Courage in My Life and The Courage of
My Convictions, The Max Warburg Courage Curriculum works to improve
the reading, writing and critical thinking skills of students; to inspire
participants to celebrate acts of moral courage in their own lives and the
lives of others; and to train and support teachers in the use of the Courage
Curriculum to improve their own instruction and to engage and inspire
their students to make meaningful connections to literature. The success
of the program is evidenced by the resulting quality of students’ writing
and individual pride in their work, and the direct correlation between its
emphasis on literature content and writing competency.

Today, nearly 100% of Boston Public Schools’ sixth-grade classrooms benefit
from this curriculum, reaching more than 3,500 students and their families
annually. The curriculum is also taught in classrooms across the country and
as far away as Thailand, Cambodia, and the United Kingdom. The Courage
Curriculum’s sixth and ninth grade programs continue to grow on a local,
national and global scale. Max Warburg’s legacy continues to inspire young
people to recognize and celebrate the courage in their lives.
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Max’s Story

By Stephanie Warburg and Charlotte Harris

Max Warburg was born and brought up in Boston, Massachusetts. Not long
ago, Max lived in an apartment near the center of the city with his parents
and his brother, Fred. Max was two and a half years older than Fred. Max
had wavy light brown hair and bright brown eyes, and Fred had straight
black hair and hazel eyes, but when they smiled, they looked a lot alike even
though Max was much bigger.
The boys liked sports. They liked to swim in the summer, ski in the winter,
and sail whenever they got a chance. Mostly, their father, who was an
architect, had to work, but as often as he could he took the boys sailing,
teaching them to tie lines, trim sails, and steer a course.
“Here,” he would say, “Max, you take the wheel. Fred, you hold this line
tight and Max will sail us out of the harbor.”
And Max would. He’d stand at the helm the way he thought his father
stood. Eyes on the sail to be sure it didn’t spill its wind, both hands on the
big wheel, and feet spread apart, wind blowing his hair and puffing out
his jacket, Max would play the part of the captain, dreaming of the day he
would have his own boat. He knew exactly what he wanted. A sixteen-foot,
drop-centerboard boat called a 420, just the right size for a twelve-year-old,
which he figured he would be before he would ever get his 420. Then he
could take Fred on some great sails, even on the days his dad was too busy.
Better yet, then he could race and maybe win.
He knew what he’d call his boat, too. Take It To The Max, he’d call it, not
just because it had his name in it, but because it sounded like the sky was
the limit and that’s how Max felt.
Max had other dreams. Ever since he was little, Max had been good at
imitating people. His mom would talk to someone on the phone, and
when she hung up, Max could imitate her ‘talking to a stranger’ voice or
‘talking to her best friend’ voice perfectly. He could hear an accent once
and reproduce it exactly. He could mimic actors and other kids, making his
friends laugh and fascinating everyone with this ability.

the courage of boston’s children

“You ought to be an actor when you grow up,” people would tell him. So he
started looking at the actors on TV with his mind on learning acting skills
and camera angles.
“Mom,” Max said one day, “Do you think I could ever be on TV?”
“Well, I don’t see why not if you work at it,” she told him. Max’s mom was an
artist, and it pleased her to see her son interested in growing up to be in one
of the arts. Max joined a children’s theater group and went for acting lessons.
He started to gain the confidence an actor needs, and signed up with an
agency that looks for children to act and model. One day a call came.
“Max, do you think you’re ready to act in a television commercial?” the
agency representative asked. “Sure I am. Will my friends be able to see me?”
he replied.
“Not this time. This commercial is going to run in New Jersey, but maybe
next time. Will you do it anyway? Right away?”
“Oh, yes! This is my first chance!” Max ran to get his mom, and, alive with
anticipation, Max, Fred, and their mom drove to the studio. They parked
and went inside to spend a day taping and re-taping. Max watched the
volume xxi
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professionals, followed directions intently, and caught on quickly to what
was expected of him. When the long day was done, Max tried to guess when
the next time would be that he would get a chance in front of the cameras.
He couldn’t have guessed then that six short months later he would be a
frequent talk show guest, but not for a reason anyone would want.
For Max, acting was fun and easy, and so was schoolwork. He loved to be
with his friends in school, and he loved to read and figure things out. He
loved to laugh and play jokes. At school, they called Max the peacemaker.
Kids would argue or get to fighting, but Max would get into the middle and
try to calm things down. Being a good sport and thinking of the other guy
were Max’s way. In tense situations, Max would be the one to lighten things
up with a joke.
Not everything came easy. Living in the city surrounded by buildings and
pavement, Max didn’t have much chance to play ball, but he wanted to.
As soon as he was old enough, Max joined a baseball league. They played
on the Boston Common. Max was the youngest player and afraid of the
fast balls coming straight at him over home plate. A couple of times he
didn’t get out of the way of the ball and it hit him, but he didn’t let it get
him down. For one thing, he knew Fred was watching and he knew as the
big brother he’d better get right back up. Max was philosophical about his
shortcomings. “I’ll be better next time,” he would say, and then he’d work
at it. He never missed a practice. Even though he never got to be the best
player on his team, by his third season his teammates knew they could count
on him for a solid performance.
During the summers, Max and his family left the city for the seashore.
One morning in July 1990, when Max was eleven, Max’s mom needed
something at the hardware store, and Max was looking for something to
do. “I’ll go. Let me do it,” he said, and he got on his bike and pedaled off
toward town. About a mile from the house his front tire hit a pocket of sand
the wrong way. The wheel skewed around sideways and Max fell the short
distance to the ground. He landed on his shoulder, the breath knocked out
of him. Hot burning pain filled his stomach and chest, making him curl in
a ball and squeeze his eyes shut.
Max knew something was wrong, more wrong than just a fall from his bike.
Max’s mother knew something was really wrong as soon as she saw him
walking beside his bike, steps slow and head down. Before he could get

in the house she had him in the car and on the way to the local hospital
emergency room.
“Max fell off his bike and he doesn’t feel right,” Max’s mom told the doctor.
The doctor felt Max’s back and side and the smile left her face. “What’s this
here? His side is all swollen. I think he’s ruptured his spleen. Max is in trouble.”
“What kind of trouble?” Max and his mom said, almost at the same time.
“I’m not sure, but we need to find out fast,” said the doctor, frowning with
concern.
She called an ambulance to take Max to Children’s Hospital back in the city.
Siren and lights clearing a path, the ambulance rushed up the highway to
Boston, barely slowing down for the tight corners near the entrance to the
hospital. Max was wheeled straight into the emergency room.
“This doesn’t look good,” the emergency room doctor said.
“If my spleen is split, why don’t you operate on me and sew it up?” Max
wanted to know.
“Can you sew Jell-O? That’s what a spleen looks like. Not much to look at,
but good to have because that’s what your body uses to clean your blood.
Mrs. Warburg, this boy is going to be here for at least ten days.”
Sad and frightened, Mr. and Mrs. Warburg made their plans. Max’s mom
would stay with him, and his dad would take Fred back to the shore to
keep things as normal as possible for him. The news from the hospital
wasn’t good. It looked as if Max had leukemia, a dangerous cancer in his
bone marrow, but the doctors weren’t sure which kind of leukemia he had.
Some kinds were less difficult to cure, and some were easier to bear than
others. Hoping their son had the commonest kind that could be cured, the
Warburgs started to learn about leukemia.
The results of the blood tests came back. Max had a rare form of leukemia,
found in one in a million children. The lab doctor told Max’s parents, “Now
that we’ve seen these results, I wonder how Max ever got himself off the
ground and back to the house the day he fell off his bike. He must be a very
determined boy.”
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“Yes, he is,” Max’s father said. “He is going to need to be.”
It was Dr. Susan Parsons who told Max what he had. “Leukemia is hard to
beat. You’ll have to have chemotherapy and radiation stronger than one
hundred thousand X-rays. In order to test your blood and feed you, we’re
going to have to make an incision near your heart and insert a tube. You
can’t play ball and you can’t play soccer or ride your bike. If your spleen gets
hit again, it will kill you.”

On his own, Max had found a way to conquer a fear that, if he did not get
the best of it, could make it harder for him to get well.
No sports for at least six months, he’d been told, so he found a calendar,
tacked it up, and drew a smiling face on the date six months away. Max had
a goal. He knew he’d be sick for a while but he knew when it would be over.
On the space for February 6, 1991, beside the smile he wrote,
“Cured” and underlined it in red.

Max thought a bit. “Tell me what is going to happen.”
“Statistically, I think you’ll be okay, but you have to have a bone marrow
transplant. Do you know what that is, Max? That means taking the fluid out
of the middle of all your bones and then putting in the fluid from someone
else’s bones in its place. We can’t do it unless we can find the right donor-someone whose bone and blood type match yours almost exactly. Often,
not even members of your own family are a close enough match. Right
now, there are about six thousand people out there looking for the one
perfect match to save their lives. You’ll be joining them, Max. Your chance
of finding a match is about one in twenty thousand.”
Again, Max thought a minute. “So, there are six thousand others. Okay, I’ll
be six thousand plus one. I’ll be one of the lucky ones.”
“You already have been. Because you fell off your bike, we were able to catch
your disease early, before there were other symptoms. If we get a donor fast,
time will be on your side.”
After ten days of testing, they let Max come home to the apartment in
Boston. Every week, in order to adjust his medicine, he had to go to the
hospital for blood tests, which meant a little needle, and for blood samples,
which meant a big needle and a tube. Max hated needles. His mother knew
he hated needles and wondered when she didn’t see him flinch each week
as the nurse aimed the needle toward his arm. Even the nurse, who had
seen so many different kinds of reactions to needles over the years, was
surprised by Max’s calm.
“What are you thinking about, young man?” she said to him on one of his
visits to the blood lab, not really expecting a reply.
Max answered very seriously, “First, I wait and prepare myself. Then I put all
my energy where the needle is going to go, then I make fun of the needle.”

In September, Max went back to school. When he told Nurse Hoolihan at the
hospital that the kids didn’t seem to understand what was wrong with him,
she said she’d come to his school and explain. The kids listened carefully to
Nurse Hoolihan, but it was Max they wanted to hear the answers from.
“How did you catch leukemia?” asked someone, saying out loud the big
question in everyone’s mind.
“I didn’t just catch it,” Max said matter-of-factly. “First, I had to have
inherited a particular gene and then I had to have what my doctor said was
an accident in my blood cells. One cell went crazy. It started making the
other cells produce too many white cells and platelets. My white cells are
crowding out my red cells, and that’s not good for me. But, listen; no one
can catch this from me.”
You could see the kids were relieved. They stopped sitting so stiffly and
acting so polite. Even Max’s teacher and the other grownups in the room
seemed to relax a little.
“What can we do for you?” Max’s best friend wanted to know.
“Don’t treat me funny. I’m not supposed to bump my spleen but I’m the
same old Max.”
There were reminders at home, too, that his life had changed. Max had
to choose whether to give up his kitten, Fantasy, or have her claws out so
that she couldn’t scratch him and start an infection. Max couldn’t bring
himself to hurt Fantasy that way, so he found her another home. He missed
his kitten. “Be careful, Max. Be careful,” it seemed to him his mother kept
saying. He missed hearing her say, “Off you go and have a good time,”
without a worried look.
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The hospital did what it could to find a donor for Max so he could have
the transplant that could save his life. His parents were tested and Fred
was tested, but no perfect match was found. Close relatives were tested and
then friends of the family, and still no match. Wait, the hospital told them, a
match might be found in the new national marrow donor registry.

The Boston Globe and The Boston Herald picked up Max’s story. “Max
waits for his rescue,” said one headline. “Max leads charge against disease.”
The reporters who met him liked Max and wanted to help him. Their stories
reassured people and gave them practical information about when and how
to become a bone marrow donor.

His parents were troubled by waiting. The registry had too few matches and
too many other people who were counting on the registry but hadn’t been
helped. “We can help. We can learn how to do donor drives.” It was going
to be hard, but they knew they had to try. What they didn’t realize at first
was that Max would make the donor drive succeed. At first, only the family
worked on the drives. Then they were joined by many of their friends, and
soon, old friends were joined by the hundreds of new friends Max found
through television and radio.

At every donor meeting, there was Max wearing a “Max + 6,000” button and
a red carnation. Red for blood, he said, and laughed when people asked
how he could joke about something so serious. Max would shake each
donor’s hand and say thank you. “You may not help me but you probably
will help somebody,” he’d say.

Max’s campaign for a donor was called the “Max + 6,000.” Always, Max
wanted people to remember that this wasn’t just for him. It was for Max and
all the others in America who needed the one perfect donor. Many people
didn’t really know what leukemia was all about or about bone marrow
transplants, or how to help even if they wanted to help. One morning,
figuring he had nothing to lose and plenty to gain, Max called a radio
station to see if he could make his appeal on the air. He spoke on local radio
shows. He was invited to talk on Channel 4 and then Channel 7 and then
Channel 2. Smiling into the camera, Max would say, “Leukemia is a blood
disease that starts in the marrow of bones. I need new bone marrow in order
to get better. Come have a simple blood test and see if you can be my donor.
Perhaps you will be my MUD, my matched unrelated donor.”
Tom Bergeron, one talk show host, said to Max, “You’re good at this. You
look as if you’re enjoying yourself.”
“I am, sir. I wanted to be on TV and here I am. Maybe this is what I was getting
ready for. Even if no donor turns up for me, I can help someone else.”
For the people watching Max, it wasn’t pity that moved them; it was Max’s
cheerful way of thinking of others before himself. The stations asked him
back again and again. Hundreds and eventually thousands of people came
to give a sample of their blood and promised to be a bone marrow donor if
their type matched the type of anyone in need.

Every week, Max’s white cell count got higher. Every week, the need to find
a donor got more acute. “It may be getting too late,” Dr. Parsons worried.
“We have to find a donor soon.”
Days slipped by. Weeks slipped by. Leaves on the trees outside Max’s window
turned red and orange and then brown and fell away in the winds of early
winter. Max, Fred, and their mom and dad talked about the little events of
each day and about the distant future but not often about the immediate
future. They talked about missing the rest of the summer at the shore and
about Take It to the Max, the dreamboat. The boat came to mean so much.
It meant another summer growing up. It meant having a future. By midOctober, nearly three months after Max’s leukemia was discovered, there
still was no donor. “I’m going to order the 420 for Max,” his father said.
“It will mean a lot to him knowing the boat is started.” He called the boat
builder, who said yes, he could have the boat ready by spring. By the time
Max was well; his 420 would be ready to put into the water.
With no donor found, surgery went forward to improve Max’s chances later
on, just in case a donor could be found. On November 15, Max’s spleen was
removed. He recovered for a week in the hospital and for six days at home.
Then, on November 28, the hospital called. The lab had found the miracle
match among the last batch of samples.
“Who is it?” Max asked.
“We don’t know, but it’s a perfect match!” the nurse said. Later, during
long December days in the hospital, Max and his dad sent the anonymous
benefactor a picture of the intravenous bag that held the life-giving bone
marrow with a letter that said, “This is all we know of you but we want to
thank you!” Much later, Mr. and Mrs. Warburg learned that the donor was a
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doctor in Seattle, Washington, whose great-, great-, great-, great-grandfather
all the way back to the 1800s in Europe was the same as Max’s.
Now, with marrow from the donor, treatment could begin to pave the way
for the transplant that might save Max. Chemotherapy would be the worst
part. “Your hair is going to fall out, Max,” Dr. Parsons told him. Max could
see that other kids in the cancer ward had little or no hair. “It’s part of
getting better,” he told Fred. But he wasn’t sure he would be brave enough.
He had seen others going for their treatment and returning exhausted and
in tears. He was determined he wouldn’t let the treatment sink his spirits.
First Max had a tube planted in his chest, as the doctor told him would
happen, for giving medicine, taking blood samples, and for feeding him
because he wouldn’t be able to eat normally. He would have to be almost
in isolation in a special environment called the Laminar Flow Room. In the
sealed room, ducts brought a steady, moving stream of oxygen down and
away from the bed, blowing foreign substances away from Max as his system
tried to accept the strange marrow and begin making its own blood.
Except for daily trips to the Total Body Irradiation room--the hospital
people called it the TBI--Max had to stay in the isolated room and could
see few visitors. When his mom and Fred visited each day and his dad came
in the evening, they had to scrub like doctors and wear cover-up coats
and hairnets. Even a touch could harm, so there could be no hugs to give
comfort and love. Each morning the halls were cleared of contaminating
strangers so Max, inside a tent, could be wheeled through the empty halls
to the treatment room.
Knowing he’d be lonely and expecting he’d be scared, Dr. Parsons had given
Max a tape recorder so he could make a record of what was happening to
him. Max told his tape recorder, “Going to TBI is really cool, like being in a
space ship. The air coming in from the top of my oxygen tent is exhilarating.
I feel like a great explorer from the next century gliding in on his chair.”
The experience in the room wasn’t exhilarating. The drugs made Max sick.
He had to stay on a metal table, head on blocks, neck stiff and body sore,
for a long time. When finally he sat up, he threw up. The vomiting meant
he was done for the day. On his tape Max said, “The table is real hard and it
makes my head so stiff, but it’s fun because I can blast my music as loud as I
want so it reminds me of home.”

The first seven treatment days were chemotherapy and irradiation. The
eighth day, the transplant itself, wasn’t at all what Max expected. Instead of
an operation with doctors cutting him open, Max lay on his bed all alone
while the new marrow flowed into his body from a transparent bag of clear
fluid suspended over his head and connected to him by a clear slender tube.
“How is that going to get into my bones?” he wondered while he watched,
then later heard the doctors themselves marveling that the marrow sought
its way to the right places once it was safely in his system.
The blood count was critical. After the transplant, Max’s white cell count
was zero. They wouldn’t let him out of the Laminar Flow Room until his
count was 3,000. One day after the transplant, his count was 20. The next
day it was 100, then 150, then 300. Max had a long way to go, but he was
making it. His body was rebuilding. Slowly the days passed.
Max knew these days would be hard. The pains doctors had warned about
became the pains he felt. Max didn’t complain. Instead, he tried to cheer
up other patients stuck, as he was, in the hospital for Christmas. He got his
parents to help. Max’s mom and dad brought in a whole Christmas dinner
for all the kids and their families in the Jimmy Fund wing, the part of the
hospital where Max and the other children with cancer were staying. Teddy
Kennedy, Jr., who had cancer when he was thirteen and was now all grown
up, brought presents for the kids, along with living proof that they could
get better.
Max yearned for breakout day, the day the doctors would let him go out
of his room. Finally, early in the New Year, on January 2, Max woke to see
balloons on the isolation room door and crepe-paper streamers overhead.
The nurses, especially Nurse Rohan, his favorite, were celebrating for him.
This was it; he was out! He went by wheelchair to the hospital door, then
into the fresh air for the first time in 35 days, and then home. He loved the
smell, he loved the look, and he loved the feel of home! Everyone in the
hospital had been great to Max and he was grateful, but home was where
he wanted to be. Back in his own room, Max saw again the calendar with
the smile marking February 6. It was still almost a month away. “Not quite
cured,” thought Max. “But maybe I’ll be better by then. February 6 will be
a happy day.”
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But it wasn’t. Before long Max was back in the hospital with a high fever.
Dr. Parsons sent him home again, uncertain what was wrong. Back he went
again for ten days and again he came home no better. Still he had a fever
and still he threw up. On February 6, he went back to the hospital again.
The smile he was now famous for was still there, but it seemed to waver at
the corners of his mouth. Max went back to his isolation room and this time
he would have an oxygen mask, the sign of mortal struggle.
Max’s mom and dad and Fred were at the hospital every day, staying with
him until the evening when Max, heavy with drugs, fell asleep. The long
days in the hospital were hard on Fred. He played with Max, but it wasn’t
like the last time Max was in the hospital. One day, sick and exhausted after
a treatment, Max was being pushed back to his room in the wheelchair.
Fred had had it. Right on the edge of crying, he pulled hard on his mother’s
arm, making it difficult for her to push Max’s chair. “Come on, Fred. Max
needs you to help out,” she said.
Max was used to being the helper himself. Knowing he was needed, he said,
“I can cheer Fred up. Put him here in my lap.”
Fred went into his older brother’s lap, glad to be riding the long corridor
and glad to have Max acting like his old self. The two rolled along, Max’s
head hidden and arms waving out from under Fred’s armpits, a four-armed,
laughing pair all the way from Pulmonary to the Transplant floor. Hearing
them, the nurses couldn’t tell that one of the laughing boys was perilously
ill until, rounding the corner; they recognized Max and his family.

On March first Dr. Parsons told Max his life was threatened. The blood
transfusions and medicines pumped into him weren’t working well
enough. The doctors’ skills and the hospitals’ resources and Max’s own
incredible will were losing against the disease. Max saw the solemn faces
around him. His body swollen in places, emaciated in places, spotted with
sores in places, Max looked Dr. Parsons straight in the eyes and said, “Well,
okay, so what’s the plan? How are you going to get me well?” They looked
at Max in disbelief, to see his conviction so strong despite his ordeal, and
took heart themselves.
“Come here to the window, Max, come look,” said his father.
There in the hospital driveway below, high on a truck and with mainsail
flying, was Take It to the Max. Max’s eyes widened in pleasure, his delight
was evident in every gesture of his excitement. He glowed, knowing the
care and love that brought his boat to him at this place at this time.
Nurses and doctors all came to exclaim about Max’s treasure and enjoy his
infectious happiness.
That night, Max stayed up until close to midnight working on a project with
his dad. When he was ready to put out the light, Max and his mom and dad
prayed together and thanked God for all the help He had given and all the
people who had been so kind to him. Then Max went to sleep.
Max died in his mother’s arms, holding his father’s hand, at 6:55a.m. on
March 5, 1991.

“That’s like Max,” they told his mother. “At night on the transplant floor,
the younger kids cry. They’re in pain and they miss their families. I hear
Max call to them, ‘Don’t cry. I’m here. You’ve got a friend!’ You have an
unusually brave son, Mrs. Warburg.”

In the days that followed there was a terrible silence. The silence swelled
and roared, because silences can do that if what you want to hear isn’t there
and what you don’t want to hear is everywhere. Then stories started to fill
the empty spaces, stories about Max.

“I’m not sure he realizes,” his mother said. “He says to me, ‘Mommy, do you
think I’m brave?’ I don’t know why he doubts.”

Many stories ended with a shake of the head, a glance away, and the simple
statement, “Max amazed me then. He was so brave. Children amaze me. I
am amazed by the courage of children.”

“How does he keep his laughter? How can he keep on smiling?”
“That’s Max,” said his mom. “That’s the way Max is.”
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Myles Haynes, Jr.
Michele Spratling, Teacher
Martin Luther King, Jr. K-8 School
Courage to me is being bold enough to go to school and go out in public,
knowing that I’m going to make a weird noise or movement and people
will look at me strange. I have disorder called Tourette’s Syndrome. This is
a brain disorder in the center of my brain that causes me to have vocal or
physical twitches. It’s a glitch in my brain. I was diagnosed with Tourette’s
Syndrome at the age of seven, and then diagnosed with ADHD and epilepsy
at ten years old.
I get up every morning without any complaints, knowing that I have to hold
in my twitches, and fearing someone will see me. A handful of people know
about my disorder, but not my friends, so whenever I’m with my friends I
focus really hard not to twitch. I don’t always enjoy being with my friends
because of what I have to do not to twitch. It doesn’t always work. It also
affects my attention span in class because I’m focusing on not twitching,
rather than paying attention to learning.
The worst part of having Tourette’s Syndrome is the episodes. Having
episodes means that some days I’ll twitch so hard and fast that I hurt my
neck and back. Sometimes this prevents me from going to school because
of the pain. I’ve missed a lot of school on account of my disorder, which
also affects my grades. I’ve learned on my own to suppress my twitches
in ways that aren’t noticeable. This has made it less stressful for me to
go to school.

“When I think of courage, I think about 			
		
what I deal with every single day.
I must be a brave person because I made
the decision to write about my condition.”

When I think of courage, I think about what I deal with every single day.
I must be a brave person because I made the decision to write about my
condition. I really hope other children with Tourette’s Syndrome get to
read this so they know that they are not alone. I’m hoping to meet another
child with this same disorder so we would be able to support each other. We
would be able to demonstrate bold courage together.
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Jordan Shefferman
Meg White, Teacher
Holten Richmond Middle School
An unknown person once said, “Hard things are put in our way, not to
stop us, but to call out our courage and strength.” This quote means that
hardships happen without your control. Bad times don’t come to knock
you down, they come to call out your strength and courage to fight back.
You should not erase the fear, but face it. To me, courage means that when
you doubt yourself, you need to get back up, and face the challenge. A
time when I had courage was when my parents divorced, and I was in need
of help.
After months of trying to heal from this news, I was unsuccessful. I told my
mom, “I want to die.” She took it very seriously, like she should have. The
next thing I knew, I was in a hospital bed sobbing. I did not think I was
going to get better, just worse. I did not know why I could not just pull it
together and get back in the game. I was really scared, and I thought I was
going to turn into a kid that needs constant attention and is unsafe. I did
not know where my life was going. I needed help. I knew I did, and I knew
I was not ready to throw my life in the trash. I had courage, and went to a
program to get help.
There I learned ways to cope with situations, whether I am throwing a fit
or pushing glass in my fingers. I learned life lessons, and I learned about
other people’s struggles. I met many new friends. I knew I still had anxiety
and depression, so I was afraid to leave the program, get back to school,
and start over. I feared going back to my friends at school and facing their
constant questions and comments like, “Where were you? Why were you
gone for two weeks? I missed you!” I was nervous, but I had courage to be
the best I could be.

“Life is good if you live it the right way, 			
							
with courage.”

From this experience, I learned, why give up? Why be doubtful? Why not
have strength? Why let your life go? Why not have courage? Instead, I got
help. I learned how to deal with my emotions without pushing them away. I
learned not to give up when things are hard, but to push myself to face the
challenge. Life is good when you live it the right way, with courage.
the courage of boston’s children
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Tanisha Andrade
Elizabeth Deon and Phyllis Feaster, Teachers
Franklin D. Roosevelt K-8 School
I was sitting in our living room with my family watching a television program
called, “Switched at Birth,” when all of a sudden my mom felt sharp pains in
her stomach. My mom was nine months pregnant. She screamed at me to
get clothes for my two little brothers, Jayden and January, and to put food
in my dog’s bowl. After that we all went outside, and she told me to go to
the neighbor’s house so that the neighbor could drop my brothers and me
off at my aunt’s house, and then drive my mother to the hospital. However,
my neighbor did not answer the door.
Then, my mom screamed and told my brothers and me to get in the car. She
was going to drop us off at my aunt’s house so we could stay with my older
cousin while my aunt drove my mom to the hospital. As we were driving to
my aunt’s house, my mom’s contractions got worse and she was bouncing in
the driver’s seat and screaming, “OOOOHHH!” I asked her if she wanted
me to call 911. She said, “No, I can make it to the hospital, I will be alright.” I
started to cry because I knew my mom was in a lot of pain, and I was not sure
that she would make it to the hospital for the delivery of my baby sister. So I
told her, “I am going to call 911 so the ambulance can help us.”
I called 911 and my mom was still driving the car and crying because she
was in so much pain, but she was trying to make it to the hospital. When I
dialed 911, I got the operator and then my mom grabbed the phone from
me because I was so scared and nervous that I could not speak. She told the
operator that she had her three children in the car, she was about to have
a baby, and asked for an ambulance to catch up to her. The operator said,
“No ma’am, you have to pull over.” My mom parked the car, and she was in
pain trying to breathe. The operator asked my mom, “What is the age of
your oldest child?” My mom said, “My oldest child is 12 years old, and her
name is Tanisha.”

Then I thought, I have no choice, I have to do this for my baby sister. So I got
up the courage to put my hand down there and felt my baby sister’s head.
All of a sudden, I felt something that felt like an ocean of water coming out,
and then I heard something fall out. It was my baby sister!
I took my baby sister and put her on my mom’s chest. My baby sister was
crying, and then she stopped. My mom was nervous and screamed at me to
tell the operator to get the ambulance to us immediately. A few minutes later
the ambulance arrived. They cut my baby sister’s umbilical cord, and then
they took my mom, my brothers and me to the hospital in the ambulance.
The delivery of my baby sister took a lot of courage for me and my mom. I
really did not know how to, or want to, deliver my baby sister, and my mom
had no idea that her daughter would deliver her baby in the front seat of a
car rather than with a doctor at the hospital. We both had the courage to stay
strong and focused during the delivery of my baby sister in my mom’s car.

The operator told my mom to put me on the phone. My mom handed me
the phone. I was crying and so scared. The operator then told me, “Honey,
can you please put your hands down there and see if you can feel the baby’s
head.” I was screaming and said, “I don’t want to do this.”

“We both had the courage to stay
strong and focused during the delivery of 		
			
my baby sister in my mom’s car.”
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Klaudia Doko
Donkor Minors, Teacher
Maurice J. Tobin K-8 School
Courage. It brings peace to the world and happiness to the people who
need it. Courage is so powerful it can change the world. You’d be surprised
at the things courage can do.
It was a normal school morning. I was awake and ready to go to school. My
dad was at work so I had to take the public transportation bus. I got on the
39 bus and sat down close to the front door. Stop after stop, people were
getting on the bus dressed in fancy business suits and hospital uniforms.
This one lady walked in. Everyone was anticipating that she might hold up
the bus, and had irritated scowls on their faces. It didn’t take long before
people started getting aggravated. She was digging in her purse for her
Charlie Card, but she couldn’t find it. People felt like she was holding up
the bus, so they got more anxious because they had places to go, too. I
could imagine how she felt. Once when I was getting on the bus I couldn’t
remember where in my book bag I left my money. In that moment I felt
embarrassed because I knew I was holding up the rest of the bus. Now, the
look on the lady’s face was sad because she was embarrassed for not getting
her card out in time. People were rushing her, so I got up and gave her
two dollars.
I thought, what if she was late for work and got fired, or what if she had the
most important place to go? I was scared people would look at me funny
because then I became a part of holding everyone up as well. For a second,
none of that mattered as long as I knew I was helping her. This woman
deserved the opportunity to reach her destination as much as everyone else.
As she walked to the back of the bus with a smile on her face thanking me,
I felt really good. I knew I had done something good even though everyone
else just wanted to get where they were going. Two dollars was nothing to
spare if it would help her to keep her job or get where she wanted to go.

		
“Courage is so powerful it can 			
change the world. You’d be surprised at 			
				
the things courage can do.”

That’s the great thing about courage, you never know what it can bring. It’s
the little things that count in life, even if it’s just two dollars.
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Johan Arias
Joanna Principe-Zesk, Teacher
William B. Rogers Middle School
What courage means to me is when you are scared to do something but
have the ability to gather strength and face your fears. My courage has to
do with my family struggling but always having faith that our lives would
change one day. Max had cancer, but he never wanted anyone feeling sorry
for him because he kept his hopes up. He had faith and courage for things
he could not control. Max’s story is similar to my story of courage.
I was at my apartment doing my homework when I heard, boom, boom, boom!
It was a loud knock on the door. I peeked through the peephole and saw a
strange man standing there. I asked who it was. The man slipped a paper
under the door and left.
I gave my mother the letter and she started to cry. Then I read the letter
and it said we were getting evicted because my mom had lost her job. It
was hard for her to be a single mom and take care of my siblings and me at
the same time. She couldn’t afford to pay rent anymore. Because of this we
were being evicted.
For many months we lived with family members but had to leave because
there were too many of us to stay in one house. After months of being
homeless, we were accepted into a shelter. We were far from our family and
couldn’t visit them because of our curfew. We couldn’t go food shopping
because we could not store any food, just microwaveable food. We also
shared beds, because there were only two beds in the room. It was a very
difficult time in my life because I knew how much my mom was suffering.
Finally, after many months of struggling, we got our own apartment.

“My courage has to do with my family 		
			
struggling but always having
faith that our lives would change one day.”

Everyone has a story about courage. It is a time that allows you to be strong
and move on without living in fear. It is so important for us to realize that
life goes on if we let it. I showed courage throughout this difficult time by
not giving up on myself, and not giving up on the people I love. That is
courage to me.
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Jennifer Garcia
Celeste Henry-Williams, Teacher
James P. Timilty Middle School
To have courage, you have to fight and be brave to face your fears. Courage
means that a piece of your spirit changes so you can face danger or pain
without showing fear to your enemies or challenges. I showed courage
when I had enough guts to walk alone to places.
I walked to the corner store when I lived in public housing. I always walked
to the store to buy candy and food. I was always scared and paranoid, so I
would walk fast. There was graffiti on my door and all around the projects.
There were gunshots from drive-by shootings behind my building. You
could hear yelling and screaming from miles away.
Walking alone takes a lot of courage. Sometimes I walked alone to the
corner store or to my aunt’s house or to my school. It took a long time
for me to get used to walking alone because you never know what could
happen when you were walking.
In fifth grade, I walked my ten-year-old sister, my six-year-old brother, and
myself to school. It was always quiet and mysterious in the projects. There
was always a strange feeling when you went outside and started to walk.
Helicopters were always in the sky looking for someone, and police were
always hunting people down. It was not very fun walking around a bad area
in the dark and even in the morning. However, it was worth it to walk and
do everyday activities that other people take for granted. Even though I was
often afraid to walk around the projects, I had the courage to go to school
and the store, visit my aunt, and attend church like a normal kid.

“Courage means that a piece of your spirit 		
changes so you can face danger or pain 		
without showing fear…”

That was something that I had the courage to do, to go outside and walk to
places alone.
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Zowy Hidalgo
Jessica Tang, Teacher
Young Achievers Science and Mathematics Pilot School
One afternoon in third grade I was on the school bus on my way home.
During the ride there was a fifth grader who was the oldest on the bus. He
took out his knife. It was a pocket knife. I remember it being silver. When I
saw it, I was worried because I didn’t know what he was thinking. Why would
he bring the knife with him? What was he going to do with it? All of these
things were going through my mind quickly. I didn’t know what to do.
For the rest of the ride home everyone was acting like nothing happened. I
heard people talking loudly like always, saw people playing on their phones,
and smelled the old bus smell. I was talking with my friend. I told her that
we should tell the principal tomorrow. She said, “What if he finds out that
we told on him?”
When I got home I told my dad what happened. He told me to tell the
principal the next morning. So I walked into school the next morning ready
to tell her. I felt terrified because I didn’t know what would happen to me,
or if the principal would believe me or not. Still, I had the courage to walk
into the principal’s office and tell her what had happened. She thanked me
for telling her and said she was going to do something about it. I had also
given courage to my friend to tell the principal, too. The boy with the knife
had to stay home for a week and got the knife taken away. In the end, he
didn’t get in that much trouble because he told them why he had it. It was
because he was scared of where he lived and he had it for protection. He
didn’t have to take it out on the bus, even though he had a real reason, so
he also had to do some community service at school.

“Why would he bring the knife with him? 		
What was he going to do with it?
		
All of these things were going
through my mind quickly.”
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Gloria Berganza
Rebecca Fischer, Teacher
John W. McCormack Middle School
“Come on! Hurry! Are you gonna chicken out?” I was just a few steps away
from school with a big decision to make. My heart was beating faster than
ever. I had so much pressure on me. I was sweating buckets and my so-called
friends were staring at me with dirty looks. My head was aching, seconds
passed by and my decision wasn’t made. I could either blow off school to
go to the mall, or stay in a boring building just learning and learning while
hours passed slowly.
That morning my mother had told me to behave and focus at school. She
knew that I was a good student with so much potential, but she also knew
that there would be bad influences around me everywhere.
The only thing on my mind while those few seconds passed by was, should I
do what’s right and show my mother I can make good decisions while she’s
not around me? Or should I just have a good time with my friends for the
rest of the day?
So there I was with a decision to make. I stepped up to them with a little
fear in me and said, “Look, I can’t do this. I just can’t, and you shouldn’t
either. Your parents count on you to be good in school for a better future
for yourselves. I know I may seem like a goodie-goodie, but I know there
will be so many consequences in the end.” Every one of them looked at me
with a disgusted face and one of them said, “Hey, look, we get it. Just don’t
hang out with us anymore.” The rest of them just laughed and walked away
calling me a loser. When they all walked away I thought to myself, “Wow,
maybe I did the right thing.” I rushed back to school before I was too late.
I walked into my classroom and felt really proud of myself for noticing that
they weren’t my real friends. My real friends were staring at the door just
waiting for me to come in. One of my friends hugged me and said, “Finally!
We were waiting for you.” After that moment I knew who my real friends were.

The next day I walked into school and saw the parents of my old friends
inside the principal’s office, with disappointed looks on their faces. I knew
something was wrong, and I thought maybe my old friends got caught and
now they have to face their consequences. I was so glad it wasn’t me who
was getting in trouble. They never talked to me or teased me again for not
doing what they wanted me to do.
I figured out I made the right decision. I know I showed courage by standing
up to them.

“I figured out I made the right decision.
I know I showed courage by
			
standing up to them.”
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Manu Gunnala
Jaime Goldstein, Teacher
Buckingham Browne and Nichols School
Courage can mean many things. Being courageous doesn’t necessarily
mean swimming with sharks, hiking Mount Everest, or having no fears at
all. Courage is accepting yourself and taking the hard path, even if it will
bring more challenges. I discovered my courage in 2005 because of my
hurtful kindergarten classmates.
When I was younger, I was very shy and insecure. My parents were both
from India, and I hated it. I wished I had lighter skin, an American accent,
and a common name. I wished I was a “normal” kid. It didn’t help when my
classmates started treating me badly because I was different. Things were
terrible, until my friends excluded me one too many times. That’s when life
took a turn.
From the drawing table at free time, I heard the girls in my class talking
excitedly about having a doll wedding. I was enthusiastic to join them and
be a part of the celebration. Each girl grabbed a doll. I reached for one, but
a girl named Eliza stared at me. “Manu!” she snapped at me, “Wait for your
turn.” I immediately obeyed, because I knew from past experience that it
was no fun to get into a mess with these girls. Soon, there were only a few
dolls left. Eliza glanced at me just sitting there, and picked up a doll. She
tossed me a doll with curly black hair and coffee-colored skin. “Here,” she
sneered. “She looks exactly like you!” The other girls giggled, and I heard
someone say, “We don’t want that ugly brown doll. Manu can keep it.”
I froze, my body quivering with emotion. The anger rushed through me,
ready to explode. But that one nagging voice in the back of my head told me
that I had gotten in enough trouble with these kids, and that things could
never change, no matter what. I was petrified of the possible consequences
if I made the wrong move. Battling between fighting and running, I knew I
had to make a decision. That moment, the emotions and thoughts erupted.
Deep inside, I had found a tiny spark of true courage, and finally, that
mere spark burst into a bold fire. I felt my shy, insecure side melt away, and
my courageous side shine through like the sun. I rose to my full height,

towering above Eliza and her posse, and glared at her. In a confident voice,
I poured out all those thoughts that had been building up for so long. I let
them feel what I had felt as the outcast. I told them exactly what I thought
about them, without a trace of fear. The girls gaped at me, a new kind of
respect shining in their eyes. I felt like the queen of the world. I was so
afraid of this kind of thing happening, but I had come out victorious.
With the courage I discovered, my life changed. I have found who I am
in this world, and have learned to be proud of that. The true meaning of
courage is not fearlessness, but being able to live as who you really are, in
spite of the challenges you may face. If you can find the courage that is
hidden deep inside of you, you can conquer anything life throws at you.

“Courage is accepting yourself and
					
taking the hard path,
even if it will bring more challenges.”
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Stephanie Nkwah
Regina Jones, Teacher
William B. Rogers Middle School
To me, courage is something that helps you overcome the obstacles in your life.
Courage makes you feel better about who you are once you use it. Courage
also means the ability to stand up to a problem that you were not able to
face before. Courage can change your personality, and it can also make you
feel better about yourself.
There have been many times in my life when I was courageous. I have had
to face the situation and step up and show courage several times. One of the
times I had to step up and have courage was in fifth grade when the boys in
my class would always call me ugly.
Every day I was afraid to come to my class because of the way I looked. The
boys would always try to get the girls to join in by calling me several names.
After that day, whenever I came to school I would always feel unwanted and
out of place. I felt like I didn’t belong to the school. Even though this was
last year, I still remember the ordeal.
Now that I’m in sixth grade and I go to the Rogers Middle School, I have
confidence in myself and everything that I do. I met a friend who is in my class
and she is a very nice, trustworthy person. I told her about the same exact
thing that I’m saying right now. Ever since I told her this story, she makes me
feel comfortable every day. I no longer feel unwanted. She encourages me
with nice words, and advises me to forget what happened in the past. Now I
have moved forward and no longer worry about the past events.
I will never forget that day in fifth grade with those boys, but I have learned
to be brave and to ignore the bad words that people say. Every day when I
walk into the Rogers, I feel more confident participating in all my school
activities such as breakfast, lunch and my class work. I no longer worry
about the way I look.

Whoever is reading this story about my courage, if this has ever happened
to you, then you will understand how I felt. All you need to do is find a
trustworthy friend that you can really trust and be proud of the way you look.
Never pay attention to other people’s comments if you know it’s not true,
and you will be successful at being proud of yourself. This is my story about a
time in my life when I had to be strong and ignore the mean, hurtful things
that someone said about me. Just because someone says something about
you that you don’t like, it doesn’t mean it is true. Always remain strong; never
let anybody put you down. This is the story of my courageous life.

“Always remain strong;
		
never let anybody put you down.”

the courage of boston’s children

volume xxi

30

31

Pablo A. Rodriguez
Jenna Wilsey, Teacher
James P. Timilty Middle School
What is courage? I believe courage is when you stand up for what you
believe and when you are courageous enough to speak your mind so people
can see your values. If you speak your mind and share your understanding,
people will see what you truly stand for, and no one can judge you because
that’s your own position in life. Every single one of us has different opinions
and a different understanding about our personal life.
These days kids don’t think back on the values their parents grew up with.
They care too much about what others think. It bothers me when all kids my
own age talk about is what sneakers they are going to wear tomorrow, when
they should worry more about their education. They need to step away from
all the material things and think more about their future. I understand the
pressure coming from their own friends, but that’s not going to help them.
I am not a follower, so I keep my beliefs and values because that’s what my
parents taught me.
There are not many kids my age who think the same way I do. Therefore,
I need to understand where every single one of them is coming from.
Just because you and I share different opinions doesn’t mean we can’t be
friends. Actually, it’s better for everyone to have different opinions. That
will help us learn many different sides of everyone. It makes it easy for me to
share my beliefs and values and not just say them. That’s the real meaning
of courage to me: to understand and share with everyone else. If you have
learned a great life lesson, don’t hesitate to share it with your fellow friends
because it might make a difference in their future.

“That’s the real meaning of courage to me: 		
		
to understand and share with
everyone else.”
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Ana Patricia Morales
Robin Roberto Horgan, Teacher
Esperanza Academy
In my Reading class, we are reading Stargirl. Stargirl is the new kid at
Mica High. At Mica High, everyone wore, saw, and liked the same things,
everyone but Stargirl. She would wear long, flowing skirts while the other
kids wore jeans. She would cheer for the other teams when it was game
time. That was Stargirl.
Stargirl is different, and being different takes courage. Courage is a good
trait to have, but sometimes hard to get. To me, having courage means
doing something you might be scared of doing, because if it’s a good thing,
it’s worth trying. Being different by itself doesn’t seem hard, but making the
choice not to always follow along with everyone else takes courage.
When I was little and came to the USA, I was different. I didn’t know English
like most of my classmates. I didn’t like those shiny jewelry sets that little
girls would beg their mothers for. Courage is a quality most people don’t
always recognize in themselves, and I didn’t because I was pretending to
be someone else. I didn’t even know what courage meant, but what I have
come to understand is that it’s okay to be different.
What is important is that you need to let all of your creativity out and not let
the insults get to you. My English has improved, and I am going to continue
to be that different person because I found my courage, and nothing can
stop me now.

“Being different by itself doesn’t seem hard, 		
		
but making the choice not to 			
			
always follow along with
everyone else takes courage.”
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Tahje Howard
Olivia Peters, Teacher
William McKinley Middle School
Courage is something you do when you really don’t want to. I’m going to
tell you about something that was very courageous for me to do.
One day, my sister, her friends and I were practicing a dance for the
neighborhood to see. It was muggy and very overwhelming outside. I
remember that it smelled like nice, tasty cheeseburgers from a cookout.
Everybody was dancing except me. It wasn’t a real performance, but it was
a practice that people were watching. I was very shy, and I was nervous to
dance because I was the only boy. I thought if I got up and started to dance
everybody would laugh at me.
So I was thinking about a type of dance I could do. My friend named Jamal
came over and said, “What are you doing, bro?” I told him that I was trying
to figure out a dance to do for the neighborhood to see. Jamal said he
would show me a couple of his dance moves.
He taught me a couple of his dance moves, and it turned out well. I was
doing a hip-hop dance move called the “Dougie.” I was moving my arms
back and forth and shaking my leg like a professional dancer! I looked
great, I felt great, and I was so proud! Nobody was laughing at me or saying
things about me. When we performed everyone was clapping and recording
my sister, her friends and me. It was so exciting!

“That was the time I stepped up and did
something that I really didn’t want to do.
		
I learned that I could be
					
very courageous.”

That was the time that I stepped up and did something that I really didn’t
want to do. I learned that I could be very courageous.
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Jalina Roachford
Dan Cesario, Teacher
Sarah Greenwood K-8 School
“She’s fat.”
“She’s ugly.”
“Eww, you’re nasty.”
That’s what I hear a lot, but I don’t pay attention to anyone who says that.
To me, I feel like I’m surrounded by people who don’t care about people’s
feelings. They care about weight and how people look. These people
make comments about me and my appearance. I used to have low selfesteem, and would start crying when I looked in the mirror. I would think
of supermodels and pageant girls. Kids may say I was being a little baby, but
they don’t know how it feels. Do they have my life, or have they been in my
body? No!
Being courageous means being who you are and not letting anyone make
you feel bad about yourself. Having courage has helped me change my
attitude about all of this. Now, when I hear the word fat, I think about
PHAT. That means you’re beautiful the way you are. To me, everyone
is beautiful. Now, every time someone judges me, I stand up for myself.
“Leave me alone,” I tell the people who say things to me. “I may be big, but
I’m lovely. God gave me this body and I love it.”

“Being courageous means being who you
are and not letting anyone
		
make you feel bad about yourself.”
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Prestly Yves Getant
Zakia Dilday, Teacher
Neighborhood House Charter School
My biggest experience of courage was when I stood up to my friends and
said, “I don’t want that cigarette.” I think that takes courage because I could
have lost a lot of friends. But anyway, it started out like this. We had been
playing a decent game of tackle football. There’s nothing better than a
game of football with a couple of buddies on a hot summer day.
After all that was done, Travis, Jason, Mickey, Erick, Adam and I headed up
to Jason’s tree house. Cling, the lighter frightened me. I was wondering why
Jason had a lighter. Then he pulled out a cigar. All of them were smoking
but me. I kind of felt like a punk, but on the inside I knew I was doing the
right thing. I told the guys I had to go.
That night I thought about it a lot. I told my mother what I had done,
and she was really proud that I hadn’t smoked. She said she was going to
trust me to tell Jason’s mom and do the right thing. I was scared, but I
understood where my mom was coming from. It was for Jason’s own health,
and for the other guys.
The next day I told Jason’s mother. Surprisingly, Jason said thank you even
though there were consequences. I guess he did not have enough courage
to tell his mother. I’m just glad I didn’t lose a close friend. Jason’s mom told
the other kids’ moms, and since then they haven’t smoked, and neither
have I. I never will.

“My biggest experience of courage was
when I stood up to my friends and said,
			
‘I don’t want that cigarette.’”
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Jocelyn Prophete
Aaron Kesler and Michelle Knoebel, Teachers
Boston Renaissance Charter Public School
One time I showed courage is when my friend, Tarjane, and I did our
presentation on hearing loss. The purpose of our presentation was to get
everyone familiar with the process of us having an FM system. An FM system
is a frequency modulated system. While we worked on the PowerPoint it was
difficult because we had to edit and revise our work. We had help from our
speech teacher, which helped us a lot. When we finally put all the details
and pictures in, we were still not ready because we had to practice who
was going to say what, and brainstorm some types of questions students or
teachers might ask so we could give the right answers.
After we edited and rehearsed our presentation we had to wait one more
day until we presented our PowerPoint. When the day came, I felt weird
about explaining my hearing loss and the changes we have made so I can
hear. When I got up in front of my class, the nervousness I felt went away.
We explained what hearing loss is, the parts of the ear, which parts make us
not hear all sounds, and what type of hearing loss we have. I felt so proud of
myself because I overcame my nervousness. Then we had a little test drive
with the FM system and demonstrated how it works.
I showed courage by having the ability to go in front of my class to tell how
I am a little different from everybody else. I define courage as having the
ability to do something brave or strong. A courageous person is not afraid,
has confidence, and is positive.

“I define courage as having the ability
to do something brave or strong.
		
A courageous person is not afraid,
			
has confidence, and is positive.”
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Yusuf Badreldin
Ayesha Osmany, Teacher
Alhuda Academy
What is courage? For me, courage is doing something unexpected that
conquers your fear. Reading about Max, his optimism, and the way he
conquered his fear showed me what true courage really is.
Let me tell you a story about one day. The sun was shining and there were no
clouds in the sky. All you could see was the blue sky stretching far into the distance.
I was getting ready because my friend and I were going on a trip to Six Flags
amusement park with our parents. I was confident in my heart that I was
going to ride all the rides, even the terrifying ones. However, when we got
to Six Flags, I started to shake with fear and terror. I could already see in
my mind the twists and turns of the big rollercoasters that my sister rides.
When I got out of my car, I saw my friend, Ahmed, and I could see that he
was ready to ride all the rollercoasters. I was very scared but I didn’t want to
tell him that. I was afraid he would laugh at me, so I just kept quiet.
When we got into the amusement park, I went on Sky Ride and the Bumper
Cars. Soon Ahmed asked me, “Do you want to ride the rollercoasters?” I
nervously replied, “Yes.”
As we got in line for the Thunderbolt rollercoaster I could see a throng of
people waiting to ride it, and I told myself that now I don’t have to ride it.
But the line passed quicker than I thought, and in fifteen minutes we were
on. I buckled my seatbelt nervously. Ahmed said, “Get ready,” and off we
went. We started to go up the tracks slowly. Then, when we reached the
summit of the rollercoaster, it dropped, and down we went 60-70 miles per
hour. Since this was my first time, I screamed as loud as a banshee, but when
Ahmed asked me, “Having fun yet?” I answered back with a big fat, “YES!”

“Reading about Max, his optimism,
and the way he conquered his fear showed 		
		
me what true courage really is.”

Thirty seconds later, the ride was finished. I was so relieved that I said to
myself, “Thank God it is over.”
We spent the whole day at Six Flags, and I hope the next time Ahmed and I
go we can ride one of the higher ranked rollercoasters.
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Malitey Amarchukwu
Mullings
Ashley Johnson, Teacher
Parkside Christian Academy
Courage is standing up for people and for what you believe in. It is not
letting your feelings get in the way; it’s helping other people, and getting
over fears. I showed courage in the summer camp at my school when going
to a skating rink, The United Skates, by getting over a few fears. One of the
main fears was helping and talking to people I didn’t know.
During my trip to the skating rink, when I started skating I dragged myself
along the rails since it was my first time skating. Whenever I got to an
opening I got nervous, but I was determined to learn to skate so I pushed
myself off the rail past the opening anyway. I did this for a while, then when
I thought I was ready I started skating without the rail. I was glad I finally
taught myself to skate. But then a swarm of teenagers came my way and
ran me over. When I got up, the teenagers just knocked me over again.
Afterwards, when I was tired of getting knocked over, I taught myself how
to steer left and right away from people. It felt great to be able to skate by
myself without falling onto the floor.
After that I noticed some smaller kids on the rails near the opening. I
glided to the side, avoiding the clumsy skaters, and watched the kids for a
bit. I soon realized that they weren’t going anywhere. My first thought was
to help them out, however I did not know them and I wasn’t sure if they
would appreciate my help. So I thought about what was the right thing to
do, pushed past my fears, and went to help the kids.

When it was time to go I felt so positive about helping people that I did
a cartwheel. I thought it was really fun to help other people. You should
always help people. Most of the time it’s really fun.

		
“Courage is standing up for people 		
and for what you believe in.
It is not letting your feelings get in the way;
		
it’s helping other people,
and getting over fears.”

I asked if they needed help and they said yes, so I helped them. After
I helped each kid they either smiled or said thank you. I felt positive
and warm inside. It felt good to see them start skating again. I loved the
feeling, so I helped all the kids that either needed help going in, out, or
across the rink.
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Nujat Chowdhury
Scott Larivee, Teacher
Mary Lyon K-8 School
Courage is working at and doing something you believe is right. Courage
is following your heart, soul, and conscience. Mohammed once said, “A
person’s true wealth is the good he or she does in the world.” This quote
means wealth is not only monetary gain. True wealth is the good deeds you
do. Sometimes to do good, you need courage because the choices you make
won’t always please people. I believe the three things that help you gain the
courage to do good are your heart, soul, and conscience.
Every Ramadan, my parents and I go to the Islamic Society of Boston
Cultural Center. My friends and I meet at the Common Word Café, which is
inside the ISBCC. One of my friends has a niece who was not your average
four-year-old. When it comes to language, this little girl could not speak
anything but Bengali. She also stuttered at times. My friend told us that
she had some sort of speech problem. One day, three of my friends started
to jeer at the girl and imitate her. Even though the girl didn’t understand
a word they were saying, she knew they were making fun of her. With
those tear-streaked cheeks and red eyes staring helplessly at me, my heart
shattered. My friends would get in trouble every time, but they just would
not stop. I would sit in the corner, watching with sheer horror on my face,
but I wouldn’t say anything. I wanted to do something, but I was afraid of
losing their friendship.
Weeks went right on by, and things got worse. All six of them started to gang
up on her and make an “indestructible” wall. Ugghh, I thought. I wasn’t the
one acting immaturely, but I felt the disgrace all the same. I should go and
straighten things out, I thought. But no, thought my other half, are you joking?!
Doing that could lose you their friendship. My heart ached with the agony the
little girl went through. One day, I thought that enough was enough. No
one should be picked on for something they have no control over, no matter
their age. Islam teaches us that we treat each other equally and kindly, no
matter our religion, race, or skin. So I went up to them, broke up their little
gang-like circle, and gently pushed her back to indicate to her that she was
free to go. She screamed out, “Laaaaaaaaa!!!” and with a pitter-patter of
feet she dashed out through the narrow opening in the circle.
My friends were absolutely dumbfounded. When their brains registered
what I had done, they reclosed the circle. One of my friends said, “Geez,
girl, you just ruined my entertainment!” I responded in a low, harsh voice,
“No one deserves what you’re giving that poor little girl. How would you
feel if I treated you like that just because you couldn’t speak like I can?
You’re just prejudiced, that’s all. Someone needs to give you a nice lesson
on respect. Go pick on someone your own size. Better yet, don’t pick on

anyone at all!” All six of them stomped off, each one giving me a dangerous
look. I gave a glare and watched them move to a different corner.
With a ferocity I thought she was incapable of, the little girl tugged my
sleeve and outstretched her arms, giving me a hug. She was pleased by my
act. Over the years, the girl could articulate better and better. I learned her
name, and that no one had ever stood up for her like I did. I became her
best friend, her older sister, and her role model.
I feel proud of the day I stood up for that little girl, and even more proud to
be a positive role model to inspire a girl deprived of hope. I used my heart,
soul and conscience to do what I believed was right: stand up to the little
girl’s bullies who were also my closest friends. I showed the compassion
and love needed to heal the wing of the little girl’s heart. The words of
Mohammed ring in my ears like music: “A person’s wealth is the good he
or she does in the word.” The penniless yet wise man has millions more
than the penny-pinching billionaire who is rich of green papers and yellow
metal, but has poor morals. My words will forever inspire me and help me
gain the confidence I need to do good in the world.

		
“Courage is working at and doing
something you believe is right. Courage is
following your heart, soul and conscience.”
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Tyeray Williams
Ted Doolin, Teacher
James P. Timilty Middle School
Hi, my name is Tyeray Williams and I am going to tell you how I showed
courage in my life. I think courage means to do what’s right and never give
up. One day I was on a football team and they said, “You’re too small and
no good. We don’t think you should play.” So I was like, “Let’s see about
this.” I was only a rookie.
I practiced all week. Let me tell you, I came back with effort, pride,
strength, and defense. Everybody’s expression said, “WOW!” I was catching
interceptions and sacking the quarterback! It was crazy how I thought I
would give up, but I didn’t. It took a lot of courage to hear all their mean
words. I felt like throwing punches, but I held all my strength in. All of our
dreams can come true if we have the courage to pursue them.
Courage can come in many different ways. I was very courageous and
never gave up. It shows who you are when you put in effort, do the right
thing, and don’t give up. This is what I think courage is. What do you think
courage means?

		
“It shows who you are when you put 		
in effort, do the right thing,
					and don’t give up.
			
This is what I think courage is.”
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Maeve Collins
Melissa Heath, Teacher
Boston Collegiate Charter Public School
Courage can be described in many different ways, but you’re never able
to understand what it truly means to you until you’ve lived through a time
when you need it. I consider courage to be doing something you don’t
believe you can do, with pride. Or it can be getting back up once you’ve
fallen down, because you know you have to. But it’s how you get up that
matters. A difficult experience helped me unlock my courage. After that it
became easy to tap into my personal strength.
When I was turning four years old, I was having some problems. Every
morning when my feet hit the floor I got sick, even though I hadn’t eaten
anything. My body also had the problem of not being able to tolerate heat.
I wouldn’t be able to stay outside on a hot summer day for fifteen minutes
without getting overheated. The worst of my problems was kindergarten;
it was torture for me. At the time, we didn’t know I was sick. Everyone
thought I was just being “difficult” or stubborn. My mom had to use sticker
charts and prizes to get me through the week. If I went a whole day without
having a big problem at school, or asking to go home, I got a sticker. If I
got five stickers, I got a prize. One day, my body was done. That’s when it
happened, the day I fell down the stairs. And that was the day when my
world, and the world of everyone who loves me, turned upside down. From
that moment forward, nothing in my life was the same. The next thing I
remember was the hospital waiting room. My mom wasn’t with me and
neither was my dad, some doctor took them from my grasp. I was left with
my Auntie Lily, a “My Little Pony” coloring book, and an amusing puffer
fish in the fish tank. I remember thinking, trying to figure out what was
going on with me. I was wishing for someone to fill me in. Looking back
on that day, I realize that I was courageous. But at the time I wasn’t trying
to have courage, it just came automatically.
First, the doctors found what caused me to fall down the stairs- hydrocephalusor “water on the brain.” To fix it, they put a shunt, or water pump, in my
head. They shaved off half my hair for that surgery. Then they found what
caused the hydrocephalus– tumors in my spinal cord. I remember a lot of
discomfort, needles, medication, doctors and nurses coming and going,
and starving because of anesthesia that was needed for an operation or an
MRI. I remember having to learn how to swallow big chemo pills. It was the
worst experience of my life and it seemed like an eternity of torture to my
body. For 18 months I went to the hospital every week, but it seemed like
ten years. It took courage for my family and me to keep moving.

Today I am doing much better. I still have to rely on my courage, but my
tumors are stable and I am no longer set back by cancer. My tumors haven’t
grown in a long while now, but I still face challenges because of them, like
seizures, migraines, and leg pain. I’m still affected by having an MRI on my
brain and spine every few months, where I have to lie perfectly still for 2
hours in a noisy tube that my body can barely fit in. I even had a potentially
life-threatening reaction to a seizure medication. With courage, support,
and a little bit of happiness, I can conquer the challenge and survive.
I got my courage from two main sources. The first was my own spirit. I
would never give up in my fight against cancer. I also got my courage from
the support of my family. They were constantly supporting me, visiting me,
and letting me know that I wasn’t alone. They gave me courage to keep
moving, and keep fighting. My mom has a saying she got once in a fortune
cookie and she keeps it hanging on our refrigerator. It says, “Heroism is
endurance, for one moment more.” That is what courage can help you do,
like it has for me.

		
“With courage, support,
			
and a little bit of happiness,
I can conquer the challenge and survive.”
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Isabella Rizzo
Marjorie Sarzana, Teacher
Saint John School
My courage story is about my cousin Caroline. When she was born, she was
the size of a stick of butter, and weighed one and a quarter pounds. The
doctors, as well as my aunt, were scared. They decided to operate on my
cousin to see what was wrong. While they were performing the operation, a
doctor accidently pierced her heart with the operating equipment. She had
a heart attack and was rushed into an intensive care unit. She was watched
carefully by the doctors and nurses.
Throughout her life, she has had heart, eye, and many leg surgeries. She
also had a metal plate placed into her ankle. The scar on her leg is about
five inches long. It’s faded a bit now, but I will always have the image of that
heartbreaking mark. When she was little, most of her friends went to school,
but she went to a physical therapist to learn how to walk. If you visited her
after a surgery she would say she was okay, but if you saw the scar on her leg
you would know she wasn’t. Ever since then we call her “Carolion,” because
she has the heart of a lion.
My cousin has been in the newspaper because of her story of courage and
survival. I feel that I should share it again because it’s the best story I’ve ever
heard. Courage is being able to do something you may never have thought
about doing before, but at the end you become stronger.

“Courage is being able to do something you 		
		
may never have thought about doing
before, but at the end you become stronger.”
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Daniel O’Toole
Tricia Poles and Carola Tabela, Teachers
Saint Brendan School
A time I had courage was when the best man I knew passed away, my
grandfather Kevin O’Toole. He was a Boston firefighter. I loved that guy.
He was the best!
Papa came over every Sunday. He brought doughnuts, and maybe something
special like a candy bar or money. One time he brought a big killer whale
tooth! Drinking tea, laughing, and listening to his stories, it couldn’t have
been better.
On half days after school he’d pick me up, or I’d run down the hill with my
friends to his house. We would eat the best bagels in the world, relax, and
watch Sponge Bob with him and my grandmother, Ma O’Toole.
Every year my whole family, including my fifteen cousins, would go to the
Sea Crest Hotel in Plymouth. The hotel had an arcade where my cousins and
I played Man Hunt, and had competitions about who would get the most
prizes. My grandfather, my grandmother and I had a secret arrangement
where they would give me coins on the sly to put into the machines. My
cousins wondered how I got all those pockets full of coins!
Then one day, I was home at my computer. My dad came in the door and
called everyone into the living room. He told us that Papa had died from
pneumonia. It was the first time I saw my dad cry. He told us that Papa
fought very bravely to live, but after a long struggle he passed away.

“Losing Papa was very sad,
			
but he fought a brave battle,
		
just like the fires he fought when
he was young. I will never forget him.”

When I was younger, I asked him questions like, “Have you ever seen this
Sponge Bob episode?” Now that I am older, there are so many other questions
I would like to ask him. Losing Papa was very sad, but he fought a brave
battle, just like the fires he fought when he was young. I will never forget
him. He is gone, but forever in my heart.
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Gustavo Novelle-Ruddy
Amber Malm, Teacher
Patrick Lyndon K-8 School
When I first heard this mysterious news, I was thinking, “Aw man, this can’t
be happening again.” I was surprised because this was my mom’s third
time getting breast cancer. To me, as her son, she didn’t deserve this, and
I hoped she wouldn’t die because breast cancer is a hard thing to cure. It’s
a powerful disease some women get. I’m lucky to still have a mom because
the medication, chemotherapy, might respond and it might not. It is a
treatment that kills all of your bad blood cells and your good blood cells.
My mom is the air to me. I can breathe when I’m with her, but I can’t
breathe when I’m not. Breast cancer can be fatal to some people who have
it. I’m so happy for her that she is still living, and unhappy that she has to
go through such agony. Courage to me is being brave even if you’re on the
verge of dying.
My mom had to be strong and try her hardest to function normally,
especially with four young sons, four older daughters, and one son with
autism. My whole family was terrified and worried. I was thinking maybe
God had a different plan for her, rather than live a happy life like she was
supposed to. It was like a living hell for her, and that’s not what she wanted
during the time she was having treatment. However, the sun smiled at her
every day, and I felt pretty good about that. My mom is an awesome mom,
taking care of her nine children with my dad.

When we heard that the cancer was slowly going away and the medication
was responding, my family and I were so happy. She is still alive today, and
though the breast cancer is gone, she might be at risk because unfortunately
this is her third time getting it. My family prays and hopes she doesn’t get
cancer ever again in her life. Everyone is glad for her. I’m so lucky to have
my mom. If I didn’t, a big portion of my heart would be missing, and I
think everybody else would really think that way, too. It is a miracle that she
survived cancer for the third time in a row and yet she did not give up. I love
you, Mom. You’re the best, and I’m so thankful to have you even though we

My mom had to show more affection than usual for my younger siblings
because they didn’t understand what was going on with her. She told me
that she didn’t want anyone to help her, and I understood what she was
trying to say. All of her friends helped anyway by cooking and coming over
to see that everything was fine at our house. She was always- and still iskind, generous, respectful, and caring. She had to show that she had the
courage to be strong and move on with life. My grandparents came over
from Tennessee during this time to help out with lots of stuff while she sat
on the couch looking pale and bald. She never enjoyed her baldness, and
would feel embarrassed for herself out in public, but she shouldn’t because
she is like a banana split with a cherry on top.

argue sometimes.
During this challenging time my mom didn’t want to let herself or others
down, even though from what I could tell, it wasn’t easy for her to do that.
Right now she is enjoying life and trying to get the cancer thing off her
head and just be happy with her life.

“Courage to me is being brave
		
even if you’re on the verge of dying.”
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Christopher Lacombe
Gregory Johnson, Teacher
McKinley South End Academy
To me the meaning of courage is to hang in there when you are going
through a tough situation. The person that shows courage to me is my mom.
All my life, my mom has shown courage to me. She shows courage by going
through a lot with me, my life, and my behavior. My behavior gets me into
a lot of trouble when I can’t control my anger. Some of the trouble I got
into was fighting in school all the time, and getting in trouble almost every
day. My mom didn’t speak any English. Sometimes she didn’t know what
to do, so she just cried to get all the frustration out. It made me very sad
when I would see my mom crying. Ever since I was five years old my mom
has been going through this with me. Now I’m much older, twelve years
old, and doing much better with school and my behavior. My mom is very
proud of me because I’ve been doing my homework and my grades are
moving up. That’s because I know my mom is counting on me and has
never given up on me.
I know that my mom showed a lot of courage because she hung in there
while going through all of those situations with me, and she never gave up.

“To me the meaning of courage is to 		
		
hang in there when you are going
through a tough situation.”
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Stephanie Gonzalez
Natasha Evitts, Teacher
Mario Umana Middle School Academy
I showed courage by dealing with problems having to do with my dad.
When I was a little girl I was always by his side, no matter what. I loved him a
lot. As I got older he was never there for me. Instead, he would go out with
his friends all night until he got drunk. He didn’t know what he was doing,
and he started to abuse my mom while I was sleeping. My mom got really
scared so she woke me up and left with my aunt. When I got even older, I
really felt like I didn’t have a dad anymore. He never called or checked up
on me. That hurt me a lot, because he would always hang out with other
kids instead of his real ones. He would also give money to people that didn’t
even appreciate him.
One thing I just found out was that when I was born he would always tell
my mom I wasn’t his daughter. Later on, he would make promises about us
going to one place or another, but he only kept those promises sometimes.
Then he just started to forget and would tell me that he would make it up
to me, but he never did. Whenever I think about these moments I still cry
because I love him, but he just doesn’t love me back. I have to show so much
courage because I have to show my dad that I’m very brave and that I can
live without him, even though that is very hard to manage at times. One
thing that hurts me a lot is that he always lies to me. He just doesn’t see it
as lying, so I get really mad. I wish I could forget about everything that has
happened between us.
I want to thank God because if it wasn’t for my mom, I don’t know where
I would be. Although we have to face these problems right now, my mom
has been working very hard so my little brother and I have a place to live
and food to eat. My brother and I are in school right now because of my
mom. We always try to get some help from my dad, but he just doesn’t want
to help us. My dad went to jail for five years and he got out in 2010. Since
then, he has never been there for us. When he tells me he is at work, I see
him out with his girlfriends. He always has his own little ways of changing
stories around so my family will forgive him. When I want to talk and I call
him, he never picks up his phone. He tells me that I never want to call him,

but how am I supposed to talk to him if he never answers his phone, or if
he is never home? My dad means the world to me, but whenever he acts this
way a piece of him in my heart just fades away. To me, the word courage
means to be very brave and strong in a tough situation like my family and I
are going through with my daddy.

“To me, the word courage means to be
very brave and strong in a tough situation 		
like my family and I are going through.”
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Korede Oyenuga
Melissa Heath, Teacher
Boston Collegiate Charter Public School
This was a time that wasn’t at all easy for me, mainly because this happened
on a day I just shut down, the time where I couldn’t do it anymore and just
gave up on myself, I just lost it.
After a couple of weeks of me acting so down and out of shape in school,
my teachers called home and asked my mom if anything was going on. My
mom decided it was time for me to go see a doctor.
After asking my mother and me a few questions, the doctor came to the
conclusion that I had a type of depression that had to do with anxiety. I was
really nervous and needed courage to be sure I would be able to get better,
but back then I believed that when someone says they have courage, they’re
just trying to hide the fact that they’re insecure about something. Now I
know that courage is being able to look into a mirror and say everything will
be ok, and to truly mean it.
I was told that I would take two weeks away from school, and at first I was
really happy because I thought that I was going on vacation somewhere. But
then the doctor told me that I would be going to a mental health facility
where they would help me get better. Since I had a wandering mind, I
thought it would be a place where they restrain people and inject them
with something to calm them. I really needed courage because I was afraid
of something happening to me. When I went inside the facility I had a huge
orb of fear surrounding me, but soon I calmed down because the place
didn’t look like a mental health facility, it looked like a kindergarten!
A woman took me to a room with some other boys. She gave us all paper
and asked us to write our name and write why we were there. I thought this
really was kindergarten because after we introduced ourselves, we played
games, and at lunch we ordered sandwiches from the deli down the street.
We were all having a good time. The center smelled like freshly baked
cookies that just came out of the oven. We also went on field trips and
walked to the park. We all became friends, but some boys got better faster
than I did and left.

Sadly, my time at the center ended as well, and it was time for me to go back
to school, the place where it all began. I wasn’t even sure I would live to
see another second after walking into that school, but after all the help the
center gave me, and all the fun I had, I felt brave. I felt courageous. I had
also started meeting with a mentor who helped me meet Michael, my best
friend. School became a breeze and I was better than ever. My grades were
rising and I wasn’t depressed anymore.
This was a time that I needed a lot of courage because I was afraid that
something bad would happen and I would never get better. After getting
all the help that I needed, I made it back to school. Now I feel like I can do
almost anything.

“Now I know that courage is being able to 		
look into a mirror and say everything
will be ok, and to truly mean it.”
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Mohammed Salih
Rebecca Fischer, Teacher
John W. McCormack Middle School
There was once a cat stuck in a machine. I saw it just looking at me and I
knew that the cat wanted help to get out. I felt so bad for it so I thought
about what to do. I told myself, “Time to show some courage.”
I know what you’re thinking, “A cat stuck in a machine?” Well this machine
is dangerous and it powers houses in Harbor Point. Cats love that place and
kids do, too. Anyway, the cat was stuck and there was a big fence blocking
the way to get in. So I got over the fence, got to the cat, and tried to pull it
out. The cat started yelling, not talking, and throwing hits because I think
the cat thought I was trying to hurt it. But also the pulling just made it
worse somehow.
I was about to give up when I realized that it was a hot day and the machine
was giving off heat as well. The heat and the cat’s fur made it way too hot
for the cat. So I got over the fence, got water, and went back over the fence.
When I returned, I saw the cat with its tongue out because it was so hot. I
put water on the cat to get the cat cool and slippery so I could get it out.
Soon the cat was slipping and I was pulling, not too hard to hurt it, and
what do you know? The cat came out.
Now the cat lives with me. His name is Bombu because he’s fat. I will never
forget how I found him and got him to safety. The cat was saved last summer
and the vet says he has a long life ahead of him. That was the time I showed
courage, but it will not be the last, there are still many stories to come.

“That was the time I showed courage, 		
				
but it will not be the last,
there are still many stories to come.”
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Ismael Medina
William Gould, Teacher
Joseph J. Hurley K-8 School
In my life, I’ve had courage growing up. I never had a father to teach me
right from wrong. I always had to depend on my mom.
In 2005, my mom, my little sister, and I moved to an apartment in Roxbury.
While we lived there I joined a baseball team in the South End. Before the
first game of the season, I started to notice that the other kids were just like
me. The only thing that was different was that they had their parents there
to support them. My mother couldn’t come to my games because she was
always working so that my two younger siblings and I could eat and have
a roof over our heads. One thing that made me sad was that when all the
other kids came up to bat, they had their dugout cheering and their parents
cheering from the bleachers. When I came up to bat my teammates were
cheering from the dugout, but when I looked at the bleachers I had no one
cheering for me.
I remember when I was about seven years old I asked my mom if I had a
father. She said, “Yes,” but after she said yes, I noticed a sudden change
in my mom’s emotion. I can still remember her sad face today. After I
experienced my mom like that, I told myself that I would never ask her
again. I didn’t mention my father to my mom for a while, but one day it
was killing me. I was determined to find out about my biological father.
My mom made that face again, but this time I wasn’t going to let it ruin my
question. I said, “Please, mom. I really need to know.” She told me that my
father left and found a new girlfriend. She said that he almost hit her.

“In my life, I’ve had courage growing up.
I never had a father to teach me right
			
from wrong. I always had to
						
depend on my mom.”

I regretted asking about him, and I was proud that my mom stayed up on
her two feet and didn’t give up on me, like my father did. That’s why every
Father’s Day I say, “Happy Father’s Day,” to my mom, because she plays both
parts in my life.
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Keanna Macdonald-Coakley
Dan Cesario, Teacher
Sarah Greenwood K-8 School
Everyone has their own meaning of courage. It can mean different things
to different people. Somehow everyone shows courage at some point in
their life. When I was seven, I lived with my grandmother. I really never
knew my mother that well. My grandmother would say, “You look just like
your mother.” That made me happy inside because it gave me an idea about
what she looked like. I didn’t know what my mom looked like. I had never
even seen a picture of her. That’s when I grew a lot more determined to
find out more about my mother.
One day, I asked my grandma what she knew about my mother. She told me
some stories about how she lived with her for a while, and how my sister and
I would always bother her when she was trying to sleep. My grandmother’s
stories made me laugh. Later that day, I asked her if she knew my mom’s
phone number. She went into her room where she kept her things. She gave
me the number and handed me the phone. When I got the number I was
excited, but I was scared to call. I did not know what to do. My grandmother
told me I didn’t have to call right then.
That night, I told my grandma that I would call my mom tomorrow. The
next day came and went. I didn’t make the call. Every day I would tell myself,
“I will call her tomorrow.” I was too scared to call. I didn’t know what to say
to my mom. I didn’t know what her reaction would be.
A week later, I was determined to call. Early one morning I picked up the
phone and dialed the number. My mom answered the phone with surprise.
She asked me who I was and I said, “It’s Keanna, your daughter.” She
sounded very happy to hear my voice, but I was still scared to say anything.
Finally, I warmed up and started to ask all sorts of questions. I knew she
would have to hang up soon, so I asked her if she could come pick me up
on the weekend and visit. “That sounds great!” she told me.

			
“I am glad I had the courage
to pick up the phone and call my mom.
		
Without courage I wouldn’t be
						
close to my mom.”

After that day, my mom started to pick up my sister and me for visits. I am
glad I had the courage to pick up the phone and call my mom. Without
courage I wouldn’t be close to my mom.
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Lindsay LeClaire
Debbie Auday, Teacher
Holten Richmond Middle School
“When we are no longer able to change a situation, we are challenged
to change ourselves,” said author Victor Frankl. This quote played a big
part in my life when I was younger. It says to me that even if you make a
mistake in life that you cannot change, you still have the ability to change
yourself. Courage, to me, is making a mistake and finding your will to
make a new beginning.
When I was a young child, around the age of three, I was always smiling,
happy and energetic because I had my uncle around me all the time. I knew
I could always look up to him throughout my life. Then he came to a fork in
the road and his life changed forever. He started using drugs and alcohol.
He grew violent and mean, strong and powerful. He was breaking into
people’s houses looking for money to buy these horrible things. He then
went to jail for four years and broke my family’s heart. I was asking where he
went, what happened to him. As I grew older, I started to realize the things
he had done. He made bad decisions and he knew he had taken the wrong
path. When he got out of jail, he came to my house to say hello and find
out how things were going. I was confused because I didn’t remember who
this person was.
Then it all started coming back to me. He was my uncle who I loved and
cared for, who put a big smile on my face every time I saw him. I was happy
to see my uncle, but sad at the same time. It took courage for me to see my
uncle after everything he had done. My uncle then began to change. He
found his courage and started believing in himself and believing in God.
He knew what he had done was wrong and irresponsible. I saw my uncle
changing and becoming the best person he could be. I started to follow
my uncle again and he told me, “Lindsay, you can be a leader. You have the
strength and power to do anything you put your mind to.” I have always
remembered what he said, and I have kept his words with me forever. I know
just how important it was for him to change, because he changed me too.

This situation had a big impact on my life because my uncle taught me a
lesson through his example. I would have never been the person I am today
without this situation. My uncle taught me that it’s not okay to take drugs
and break into homes for money, but it is okay to make mistakes and learn
from them. My uncle made me the person I am today because he made me
find my courage. Courage comes with new possibilities, new problems to
solve, and new fears to overcome.

My uncle taught me that it’s not okay to 		
take drugs and break into people’s homes
			
for money, but it is okay to
		
make mistakes and learn from them.”
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Jerrelynn Perez
Emily Trono, Teacher
Rafael Hernández K-8 School
Growing up I was the biggest daddy’s girl you could ever imagine. My father
and I were inseparable. I could be having the worst day ever, but when I was
with my dad, everything would be okay again. When I was sick or scared, his
hugs would make me feel a whole lot better. But most of all, his presence
made me feel like I had the best dad in the world, and I was proud to be his
daughter! Most of this changed about five years ago. Eventually, my mom
and father got a divorce. Years passed and I got older. So did he, and so did
my intelligence. I understood more about why things happened.
About a year ago, my father was diagnosed with type 2 diabetes, and I told
him that I’ll always be there for him, to guide him. After my parents got a
divorce, my dad moved to Providence for a couple of months. My brother,
sister and I rarely got to see him, and I could tell that it hurt my sister and
brother as much as it hurt me. But don’t think that after getting diabetes
he stopped his partying ways. Knowing his condition very well, he still had
an unhealthy diet, went to parties almost every two weeks, and got drunk.
This frustrated plenty of people, including me! One drink would turn into
two, then two drinks into ten bottles if you let him. He would start talking
nonsense, and sometimes even get physical. He would apologize to whoever
was affected by his actions, and we would always forgive him. But personally,
I was fed up with the same thing happening over and over.
As a daughter, I would try and help, but he would either not listen, or insist
there was nothing wrong with him, and that frustrated me even more. I
talked to my mom about it and we both decided that the best thing to do
at this point was to plan an intervention. This was the first time someone
actually listened and took action to solve this problem and I was relieved.
We simply stated that he had a drinking problem and that he needed to
stop. As I expected, he got a little angry, because my father’s the type of
person who doesn’t like hearing the truth. Soon enough, he got over his
anger and finally admitted that he did have a drinking problem, and that
he’d try to stop.

I think it takes a lot of courage to help someone with an issue, because
as much as you don’t want to face the fact that that person does have a
problem, you have to. Eventually, my father got over his drinking habit. He
has a couple of drinks here and there, but he knows his boundaries and the
consequences that he’ll suffer if he drinks too much. Although he isn’t the
best role model in the world, or the best father there is out there, he has
learned from his actions. I’m extremely proud to say that the mistakes he’s
made have taught him how to be a better person.

		
“I think it takes a lot of courage
			
to help someone with an issue,
because as much as you don’t want
to face the fact that that person
		
does have a problem, you have to.”
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Brianna Rivera
Debbie Auday, Teacher
Holten Richmond Middle School
A wise person once said, “Hard things are put in our way, not to stop us,
but to call out our courage and strength.” Courage is not only being brave,
but being a strong person and facing things in your life that are difficult
to handle. This quote connects to my life and inspires me because I’ve
had difficulties in my life and they just make me stronger. I have a health
issue called ADD. This means Attention Deficit Disorder. Having ADD is a
struggle for me every day because while other kids in school are doing their
work fast and finishing quickly, I’m still behind and having trouble. ADD is
hard to deal with.
Everyday ADD affects me. During class while the teacher is talking, I’m
thinking about other things. Sometimes I cannot get comfortable in my
seat and I keep moving around. This situation is difficult for me because
I feel different from everybody else. I was afraid I would never be normal.
Even though having ADD is hard, I have learned to deal with my difficulty
and work with it. I overcome my difficulty by trying my best and paying
attention. For me to be able to do my homework fast, I have to be alone and
there can’t be any distractions. I show courage every day because living with
something a person doesn’t want to handle is courageous.
This experience has impacted my life because I’ve learned so much. I’ve
learned to face problems and not run away from them. This experience
has given me courage in new situations by facing my problems and having
faith that I can do whatever I set my heart and mind to. Having ADD has
made me the person I am today. Sure, it causes me to have trouble in
school, but sometimes I like a good challenge. I am almost thankful to
have ADD because it has changed my life completely, and my parents,
brother, and sister have helped me and taught me not to walk away from
problems, but to face them. I am thankful for ADD because it has brought
out the courage in me.

		
“I am thankful for ADD because it 		
has brought out the courage in me.”
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DJ Dasilva
Aaron Cohen, Teacher
Jackson Mann K-8
It started when I was only eight years old. I used to like stealing money
from my father, and not a little bit of money. I used to steal $20-$40 every
two days. He thought it was my mom taking money from him so he didn’t
say anything. I didn’t want him to keep thinking it was my mom, but I just
couldn’t tell him it was me. I didn’t have the courage to do it, so I waited.
A few weeks later I felt the courage to go to my father and tell him that I had
been stealing money from him. Not a little money, a lot of it. He was mad,
but after an hour passed he was happy that I had the courage to tell him.
The next day, I told myself that stealing money is bad and I would never do
it again. I learned that if I didn’t have courage to tell my dad I was stealing
money, I might have kept doing it in the future.

			
“I learned that if I didn’t have
courage to tell my dad I was stealing…
I might have kept doing it in the future.”
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Esther Joseph
Jacquelyn Wesner, Teacher
Saint Columbkille Partnership School
Courage is the quality of mind or spirit that enables a person to face
difficulty, danger, or pain without fear.
I have shown courage in many ways throughout my life, but I think that the
story of me facing other people to stand up for a friend, is the best story of
all. I was only in first grade and we were coming back from a field trip of
pumpkin picking in a pumpkin patch. We were on the bus and were having
a great time… until the drama started. I remember it like it was yesterday.
My friend and I were on the bus laughing and playing games. The whole
bus was very loud and the driver seemed lost, though we were unaware of
that at the time. Then all of a sudden my friend started to get fidgety. I
asked her if she was okay and she said she had to use the bathroom, but
then added she could hold it. She could not.
After an hour or so she was getting really squirmy and the driver was
speaking into his walkie-talkie, probably because we were still lost. My friend
said she was fine and that she was just really excited to show her ginormous
pumpkin to everyone in her family. I asked her if she really had to use the
bathroom, and she said it was an emergency, but I should not tell anyone.
About ten minutes after that, the bus driver had to get out of the bus to
ask people for directions. The parent chaperones tried to keep everyone
relaxed. My friend whispered in my ear telling me that she really had
to go and she could not wait anymore. She asked me if I could tell the
chaperones that she really needed to use the restroom so they could take
her to a nearby store. I tried to do exactly what she said, but the chaperones
would not listen to me because of all the ruckus that was going on. When
I went back to our seat to tell my friend the news, she was just sitting there
crying. And the seat was wet.
When the other kids saw what happened they just howled with laughter.
The chaperones and I were trying to comfort her as best we could. The
others were just calling her cruel names that had to do with her accident.
She was so full of woe, and I was so fuming that I just stood up from my seat
and said, “You people are so mean to be doing this to her. What if you were

in this situation and everyone else just laughed at you, like your misery was
the funniest thing in the world? If you know what’s good for you, you would
stop hurting her feelings because maybe tomorrow you will go through
something just as terrible as her situation.”
After I said those words I sunk back into my seat, surprised about what I had
just done. I had never spoken in front of people like that before in my life.
After that, the whole bus was silent for about two minutes. Then another
girl broke the silence and said, “I think I have a spare pair of pants in my
backpack. You can borrow them if you would like.” Once everyone heard
that they all started to comfort my friend.
After that our class never laughed at another person’s misfortune ever
again. I was glad that I showed true courage to help out a good friend in
need. I loved the feeling of courage in me when that moment happened. I
know that that was the best thing to do and I did it. And it was the greatest
feeling ever to me.

“I showed true courage to help out
		
a good friend in need…
it was the greatest feeling ever to me.”
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Laura Clabaugh
Jeanine Pennucci, Teacher
Warren-Prescott K-8 School
For me, courage is standing up for yourself no matter what the cost. It is
more important to be true to yourself than to be popular. This can be a
hard lesson to learn, especially in school when there is so much pressure to
fit in with the cool kids, and drama if you do not. For people like me, who
are different and proud to be an individual, this can be difficult.
I learned a hard lesson last year, in fifth grade, when I was bullied by another
girl in my class. She was popular, everyone thought she was funny, and she
was loud and dramatic, so people paid a lot of positive attention to her. I,
on the other hand, was left out of almost everything and am anxious a lot.
I suppose she saw me as an easy target because of this. She started to taunt
me with words, making fun of my appearance, and my family. She did this
in front of other kids, but so that teachers would not hear.
When she realized I would not tell on her, the bullying got worse. She wrote
me a mean note using my name in an acrostic poem with mean words next
to each letter. I was crying in the hall when Jodi, a favorite teacher and
an adult that I trusted, noticed how upset I was. Sad and frustrated by the
whole situation, I gave her the note. She spoke to Mrs. Carter, my fifth
grade teacher, who brought the situation to the attention of the principal.

“For me, courage is standing up
for yourself no matter what the cost.”

The principal spoke to both of us at one time and indicated that he did not
know what to do, and nobody else seemed to either. This is when I knew I
had to demonstrate exceptional courage. Even though I hated this girl for
how she treated me, I suggested that we each leave his office and write three
nice things about each other as a way to get past the situation.
After this happened, my mom learned from talking to other parents that
my bully had shown the horrible note to other kids in the class before she
gave it to me. I wish that they had been courageous enough to tell an adult
before I had to go through this experience. This is when I showed courage.
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Catherine Hart Woods
Jamie Richardson, Teacher
South Boston Catholic Academy
Sometimes putting yourself at risk can be dangerous, but you have to do the
right thing. My dad is a true example of this. My dad saw a car crash and one
of the cars went up in flames. He saw the whole thing and he knew he had
to do something. He ran to the car that was in flames and the people inside
were unconscious. People were yelling to my dad and telling him, “You’re
going to get yourself killed,” but my dad ignored all of the comments.
The windshield was shattered and the dashboard had collapsed on both of
the passengers’ legs. The passengers were stuck and my dad was trying and
struggling, and pulling and hauling on the woman in the car. My dad was
pulling so hard and after a few minutes he managed to get the woman out
of the car. Someone brought her to a safe place and then called an ambulance, which took her to the hospital. The fire was rapidly moving towards
where the man, who my dad was trying to save, was.
The people who were at the scene kept yelling and screaming, “Stop!” and,
“You’re going to die, too!” Again, he did not listen to the remarks because
he was busy trying to save a person’s life! My dad continued pulling on the
man in the car. He had been pulling for a while and everybody was telling
him he was not going to get the man out of the car. My dad did not know
what the outcome of this problem was going to be.
After yanking on the man for a while, my dad did not have as much hope
but he still tried. He knew he did not deserve to fail after saving one person’s life and almost saving the other person’s life. He finally managed to
get the man loose and wiggle the rest of him out. He got the man and himself away from the burning car. My dad went as far away as possible, and that
was when the car was completely covered in flames. After my dad got both
the passengers out, the car blew up!
My dad was honored and was on the front page of the newspaper. He did
not care about the awards or appreciation, he just knew he had done the
right thing while his life was also at stake. My dad was pleased to be home

and safe, and to know what courage and bravery he showed in this accident
made him feel good about what he had done for the people in the burning
car. The people in the car survived but they were at a nearby hospital in
critical condition. When they got out of the hospital, they thanked my dad
so much. My dad says, “Even though your life can be at risk, sometimes you
have to do the right thing, be courageous and help others.”

		
“My dad says,
‘Even though your life can be at risk,
sometimes you have to do the right thing,
			
be courageous and help others.”
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Cyan O’garro
Michele Spratling, Teacher
Martin Luther King, Jr. K-8 School
Courage is making the right decision and moving forward from your
fears, no matter how difficult it may seem. Every night I go to sleep afraid.
I’m afraid that when I wake up, my mom won’t be alive. My mom has a
noncontagious disease called sickle cell. It affects her blood, and the doctors
predict she will not live as long as an average human being. Somehow she
is able to smile, laugh, clean, and cook. Every day she does more than what
she’s asked to do, she does more than what she feels like doing, and she
does more than what she’s able to do, and that takes courage. It takes a lot
of courage to move on every day thinking it will be alright, hoping for the
best, and not giving up on the dream for a cure.
I take care of my mom when she is really sick. I sometimes make dinner or
clean, other times I watch my baby brother and sister (all with the help of
my stepfather). Most of the time, I pray. I pray that one day there will be a
cure for sickle cell. I pray that one day I will see my wonderful mom run,
dance, jump, and truly be happy about her health. I pray that she will be
free and not be a slave to this disease anymore. I see my mom being strong
on the outside even though she is weak on the inside.
One day I came home and only my stepfather was there. My mom was in the
hospital with a blood clot in her lungs. Every day I felt so helpless knowing I
could not help her. I began being afraid to come home, not knowing if my
mom was going to be in the hospital or worse. I was afraid to have courage.
I am always afraid my mom will die. I am scared that I will be the one to
have to tell my brothers and sister that our mom has died. It takes a lot of
courage to believe that my mom is going to be alright. It also takes a lot of
courage for my mom to believe she is going to be alright and that her life is
not going to be over. Sometimes it all seems so hopeless.

and use the power of belief to have courage. Courage is making the right
decision, to move on no matter how difficult it may seem. Together we
made it through, and together we will keep moving forward no matter what
comes next. Life may be difficult at times, but life without courage is harder.

“It takes a lot of courage to move on every 		
day thinking it will be alright,
						hoping for the best,
and not giving up on the dream for a cure.”

Courage is a hard thing to have, and I’m thankful I have it. Facing my fears
is scary and pretty much impossible. My mom having a blood clot in her
lungs was scary and very dangerous. This scared everyone, but we made
it through as a family. We have courage. It is important to face your fear
the courage of boston’s children
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Kevin Umanzor Torres
Natasha Evitts, Teacher
Mario Umana Middle School Academy
Courage to me is when you are strong during hard times, and when you
move forward and don’t look back. When I was eight years old, my dad
came to El Salvador to visit. This was the best gift for my birthday. At the
time, my dad was living in the United States because we didn’t have any
money and I was sick most of the time. My dad did not have a lot of money
to buy my medicine, so he had to make the move when I was only two years
old. When my dad came for my birthday I was happy because I did not
remember ever seeing him in person, only in pictures. My dad stayed with
us for six months before he had to leave. He wasn’t making as much money
working in El Salvador as he was in the United States, so my mom decided
that we were going to leave El Salvador and live with my dad.
The next day I wasn’t as happy because I didn’t want to leave El Salvador.
I was upset about leaving my family and friends. I felt I showed a lot of
courage when I had to leave everyone and everything I knew. Our first stop
was in Honduras, and we stayed there for a night. The next day we had to
go to Chihuahua, Mexico. We stayed there for another night until we left
for the desert. We had to walk a lot. We walked for three and a half days
to get to a truck. After being in the truck for a few minutes, the truck hit
something and flipped. I cried because I didn’t know what happened to my
mom or dad. Luckily, they were both safe, whereas twenty-five other people
were injured. We had to walk for one more night.
After, we arrived at another truck. I began to cry because I feared the same
thing was going to happen to this truck. I was extremely excited to finally
arrive in Texas. I was happy about finally being in a house and being able
to eat and take a bath. We stayed there for two nights, and then headed to
New York.

“Courage to me is when you are
			
strong during hard times,
and when you move forward
					
and don’t look back.”

After all these days staying in the desert, as well as leaving El Salvador, I
showed a huge amount of courage.
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Kaman Hau
Jessica Tsai, Teacher
Josiah Quincy Upper School
What does courage mean? Courage to me means facing difficult situations.
I showed courage when my mom passed away and by going to see her in
person for the last time.
On February 8, 2008, I was at the hospital. The birds were chirping happily,
but it was a really sad day for my family. My family just found out that my
mom had passed away. After my family left the hospital feeling depressed,
my mom was taken away in a large, black car that went to a funeral home.
About a week later, we went to see my mom for the last time. I had the
courage to see her, even though it seemed really creepy.
When I got to the funeral home, I didn’t know what was happening. The
funeral director told me to go inside the closed door. When I went inside,
I saw my mom. I was panicking and scared because it was a surprise to see
her; I didn’t want to see her dead. However, I knew this was my last chance
to see her. I wouldn’t see her again after this because she would be buried,
and dirt would be separating her from me. I thought of my memories with
her. I remember the time when I was little, my mom taught me how to swim.
Now I was so sad; she would be missing a lot of events that are happening
with my family and me. I finally found the courage to walk to the casket to
see my mom with the support of my grandma. She knew how I felt, and
that made me feel more comfortable. It was the last time with my mom,
so I didn’t want to miss it. If you are Chinese, you have to bow to the dead
person with wine, honoring them. I honored her by bowing and burning
incense for her. In my head I silently said goodbye.

“When I show courage and hope,
		
I make my family and myself proud.”

Many people would be sad and depressed to see their mom pass away, but I
had hope and courage. When you lose an important person in your life, it
feels like you are missing a piece of yourself. Sometimes when I meet a new
person or teacher, and they ask me about my mom and dad, I try not to tell
them the truth. Then I feel guilty because I lied to them. When they find
out, they ask why I didn’t tell the truth and I feel very sad. I don’t like talking
about it, but I still show courage by dealing with it. I have the courage to
visit her grave every year to remember and honor her. When I show courage
and hope, I make my family and myself proud.
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Daniela Fuentes
Aaron Cohen, Teacher
Jackson Mann K-8
Have you ever celebrated Father’s Day without your dad? Well I have, and
let me tell you, it doesn’t feel good when your school is preparing a Father’s
Day festival and your dad isn’t there.
In Mexico, all the schools have special festivals for all the fathers. They
also make the students go to school to celebrate Father’s Day. I didn’t like
to go to school on that day. I didn’t like it because my dad was not going
to be there.
There was another part of that day that made me feel even worse, when you
had to work hard to make a gift to give to your dad. For seven years I had to
do that. Every year, I tried to do the best gift for Father’s Day. I was making
a lot of predictions about what my dad would like. I even learned a poem to
say in front of all the fathers. I couldn’t give the gift to my dad because he
wasn’t there with me at the festival.
My dad wasn’t there because he wasn’t in Mexico. He was here in the United
States. He was here because he wanted to give me and my family a better
life. At that time, I didn’t know that my dad wasn’t in Mexico. But I had
some memories in my head. And they helped me when I was sad, because
those memories made me very happy.
Especially on Father’s Day I always remembered all the moments we shared
together. For seven years, my mother was both a mom and a dad for me and
my sister. A phone call one day made me happy because I heard the voice of
my dad. For seven days of seven years it was a test of courage for me.

“I had some memories in my head.
		
And they helped me when I was sad,
because those memories made me very happy.”
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Juliana Wolfe
Erin Golden, Teacher
Saint Patrick School
How do you put courage into words? I was born in Voronezh, Russia. I had
a mom, but no dad. One day my mother saw people at the door. They came
to take me away. They took me into a car that looked like a box. They said
it was because there wasn’t enough food. Where are these people taking me? I
started to cry. That night a woman came in and gave me some bread and
soup. I cried even more.
While I was in the orphanage, I saw people come and leave. One day I saw a
family: a mother and father. Would my life be any different if I had had a father?
But I was not the one they wanted. They chose someone else. That night
a woman came in and picked me up saying, “Don’t worry, I will hold you
tight.” I started to cry, and I cried myself to sleep. Mommy, I miss you! When
I woke up I felt like my heart was broken even more than before. But after
all that crying, I was done.
Then another mother and father came in the door, and I felt the darkness
and sadness again. Three of us met them in the large room with a wooden
floor. I looked into the women’s eyes, and went right over to her. In my eyes
I tried to show happiness and love. I’m afraid. When they picked me up I
felt as if there really were people in my world. I knew these people would
be my family, but they had to leave, and I had to wait. They left me a photo
book of their family.
When my parents came back to the orphanage a few weeks later, they came
straight to me, hugged me, and picked me up. I was going home. I had to
leave everything behind, everyone there, and even my clothes. Can’t I take
my blue butterfly shoes with me?

Sometimes I remember what it was like before I had a family. I think about
how much courage I needed when I was an orphan, and when I was adopted.
And now, when I remember those things, I still need courage. I was almost
three when I came home, ten years ago this March. It’ll take courage to
return to Russia. Someday, I will.

“How do you put courage into words?”

The flight from Russia to Boston was twelve hours. When I arrived at the
airport everyone was there. My new sister Marjeta gave me a red balloon.
When we got home, everyone was so happy, and so loving, too.
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Jeffrey Osayande
Dawn Avery, Teacher
James M. Curley K-8 School
To me courage is when you move on with your life no matter what has
happened in the past. Have you ever been in a fire accident? In the year 2003,
when I was a young boy, my mum and my brother died in a fire accident.
One day, my mum said to my brother, “Go and boil me some water.” My
brother said, “Okay.” In Africa, instead of using a kettle, we use a boiling
ring. This is an electric heater that goes inside of a pan of water to heat it up.
After turning on the boiling ring, my brother went to the living room to
watch television. Then he fell asleep. The water boiled, and nobody was
there to turn off the boiling ring, so the water hit the electrical socket,
and it exploded and caught fire. The television was so loud that nobody
could hear what was going on. Then my mum woke up and saw smoke.
She got up and went to try and put out the fire. My sister and I were
trapped in a bedroom full of smoke. My sister was brave enough to save
herself and me by breaking down the door, taking my hand, and leading
us out of the room.
When we came out, we saw our mum on the living room floor dead, and
my brother was dead, too. My oldest sister was already there, and trying to
find the key to get us out. Some doors in Nigeria have to be opened on the
inside with a key. Our neighbors knocked down the door, and came in to
save us. After this, we all went to the hospital, and it was confirmed that my
mum and brother were dead.
When they died, it was really sad. It felt like the world was coming to an end.
I could smell sorrow in the air for a long time. I could hear people crying.
I could see people mourning their deaths for a long time, too. I could taste
tears from my eyes in my mouth.

After my mum and brother died, it took us a few years to move on and start
a new life. I left to stay with my grand mum in another state in Africa called
Lagos. After a few years, my dad got married to my step mum. Three years
after that, I moved in with them in the United States.
I have had to deal with so much loss and change in my life. This has taken a
lot of courage. I showed courage by moving on with my life after my mother
and brother died, but this was really hard. When I stick close to God, it
makes it easier to move on with life.

“I showed courage by moving on with my life 		
		
after my mother and brother died…
				
when I stick close to God,
it makes it easier to move on with life.”

My dad knew that he had to start caring for us. It was also difficult, because
my dad was traveling. I couldn’t help but think that if he hadn’t been
traveling, none of this may have happened.
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Sterling Mentor
Amy Higginbotham, Teacher
William B. Rogers Middle School
Courage means to be brave and stand up for yourself. It’s like a knight slaying
a dragon, standing up to a bully, or facing a fear of heights. There are many
different ways to show courage in everyday situations or something scary. I
have to show courage every day because I have to face my fear of stuttering.
It all started in elementary school in the third grade, when I started
stuttering. I didn’t know what was happening or how it started. In school
I had to take speech with my teacher, Mrs. Delfocko, and my friend, Luc.
Sometimes I stuttered so much that I sounded like Porky Pig from the
Looney Toons show.
Stuttering really affected my life. I didn’t want to talk to anyone, read aloud
or answer any questions I knew. We went to Mrs. Delfocko’s room almost
every day of the week. She taught us “turtle talk” and to take a deep breath
when we are about to read or talk out loud. Those strategies really helped
me, but I still was very afraid to stutter in front of my classmates. The next
year, Mrs. Delfocko had to leave to go to another state, which made me feel
like fixing my problem was over. I was devastated. I had a new teacher, Mrs.
Hansen, and my stuttering got even worse! Kids would make fun of me and
I felt like there was something wrong with me all of the time. Sometimes I
didn’t even want to read or talk to my friends. It was hard at first having a
new and different teacher, but I eventually remembered what Mrs. Delfocko
taught me and my stuttering did end up getting a little better.
Luc and I would go to Mrs. Hansen almost every day. We would go online to
research some games to help us with our stuttering or play board games to
help us. It wasn’t always fun but it did end up helping us with our problem.
By the next year, fifth grade, my stuttering did get better and some days
I wouldn’t even stutter. This made me feel like there was hope for my
situation. I knew I was a good student and had to work hard, but it always
seemed like I had to work even harder than the other students. In some
ways I didn’t think it was fair. Why did I have to work so much harder than
everyone just to talk?

By the time of my fifth grade graduation day, my stuttering had gotten better
and Mrs. Hansen was still helping me. I thought I would stop stuttering by
this time, but it didn’t completely stop. It is something I constantly have
to work on, even today, especially in school. It takes courage every day
to participate in class, talk to my friends, and read out loud. I hope my
stuttering stops soon or when I am older, but for now I try to be brave and
work hard so each day I can improve. This affects my life every day and I
will continue to use the strategies that were taught to me to stop stuttering.

“Now I try to be brave and work hard
				
so each day I can improve.”
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Zachary Martins
Sara Sabins, Teacher
Boston Renaissance Charter Public School
The dictionary defines courage as the strength to face danger when
overwhelmed by fear, but I define it as getting through a hard situation.
Mr. Edwards was loose, he played with us in Saturday School. He made time
for us during the school day even though he was so busy. He was the one
that you went to when you had a problem in class or anything.
One day, on a typical Monday morning, I was walking through the
gate to get into the Pods, where my classroom is. I stopped to talk to
Mr. Hendrixson about baseball and a kid came up to us and said, “Mr.
Edwards, Mr. Edwards died.”
I looked at Mr. Hendrixson and he said, “It’s true.” I said to him, “Stop
kidding. I have his phone number, I’ll call him.”
I started to see people in tears and other people just really sad. Instead of
going to choir, I went to class because choir wasn’t that important at that
minute. I went in and it seemed normal, but it wasn’t. We talked about
it, then we went to morning meeting. Some kids, like me, were crying
because we used to go to his office and play and he was really the main
person we trusted.
A bunch of adults came in to talk to us about it and people just started
crying. I saw Ms. Knoebel, a teacher, crying. I saw my own teacher who I had
only known for two months, crying. Right there and then, seeing her cry, I
realized it was a big deal to me.
The following Tuesday was the funeral. I couldn’t go because I couldn’t
get a ride, but I heard it was emotional. It’s hard to face death because it’s
really sad.

Now we’re doing well, but we are still repairing from this blow. The school
community has shown courage because Mr. Edwards had been in this
school for a long time. We had all gotten accustomed to him always being
around, always there for you and the teachers. It’s been hard repairing
our community because he was a big factor here. I believe everybody has
courage because we lost an important person but everyone just keeps going
forward because we have no choice. This is how my community--or should I
say, my family-- showed courage.

				
“This is how my communityor should I say, my family- showed courage.”
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Courage Beyond Boston
A special supplement featuring essays
from our national and international partners

The essays featured in this section were written by students participating in our
national and international programs. They represent the true universal nature
of courage, and support our strong conviction that all people have the capacity
to be courageous.
The Max Warburg Courage Curriculum’s Global Initiative
The Max Warburg Courage Curriculum began working with international
partners in 2007 in response to a growing need for accessible, proven
literacy and character development curriculum. To date, “The Max”
has worked with schools and communities in Thailand, Cambodia, the
United Kingdom, Mozambique and India. This list continues to grow, as
our organization seeks to partner with schools and learning communities
across the globe to engage students in the reading and writing process,
while empowering them to discover, recognize and celebrate the courage
in their lives.

Courage in My Community
The Max Warburg Courage Curriculum has proudly partnered with
Cambium Learning Technologies to host “Courage in My Community,”
which includes a nation-wide essay contest open to students in grades
5-8 in the United States. This program engages students in the reading
and writing process and integrates technology with our English Language
Arts curricula, while encouraging young people to write about personal
experiences with courage.
In addition to teaching guides and online resources, participating schools
are given access to a searchable database of award-winning essays written by
Boston sixth graders. We encourage participating schools to deepen their
experience by exploring and implementing our sixth grade curriculum,
and continue to offer support and guidance to make this possible.

We welcome any organization wishing to work with The Max Warburg
Courage Curriculum. Recognizing that the stories of courage from children
across the globe enrich the educational experience for all students, we seek
to share our materials and offer educational opportunities for children
outside of Boston.

For more information about The Max Warburg Courage Curriculum and our
programs, please visit our website: www.maxcourage.org
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Von Sreinet

The Cambridge School for Cambodia
Kauk Rovieng village, Kampong Cham province, Cambodia
The word “courage” means correct, brave and proud of what we have done
successfully with our own confidence. We should not think we cannot do
things.
During the Khmer Rouge time, my parents were forced to work hard days
and nights like many other Cambodian people. The Khmer Rouge regime
eliminated everything such as schools and hospitals. People had no rights
to speak out. They could only work under the regime’s orders. My parents
were forced to dig canals and grow vegetables. My parents were separated.
Many Cambodian people were killed by the Khmer Rouge soldiers, and
others died of starvation and malnutrition. Most of my relatives died during
in the regime that ruled Cambodia from 1975 to late 1978.
In 1979, after the Khmer Rouge regime was ousted, my father returned
home and looked for my mother and relatives. Finally, they met each other
in what we call “the family reunion.”

My mother works very hard to earn money to support my siblings and me
so we can go to school like other children in the village. My mother and my
brother went to the Phnom Penh suburbs and started to collect palm juice
to sell for money. The business there is going very well.

After the regime, my parents were farmers and they grew rice. Besides
growing rice, my father climbed up the palm trees to collect palm juice
to make palm sugar to support the family. After that, my father started
drinking wine and smoking cigarettes. Every time he was drunk, violence
happened in my family. Every time I saw my father, I tried to persuade him
to stop drinking. He got very angry with me.

My mother sends money home every month. I stay home to look after my
brother and sister. My siblings and I go to school every day. The work of my
mother and brother makes me love them so much, and I swear that I will
study hard until I finish high school.

Later, my father became seriously ill. My mother sent him to the hospital
and the doctors said that he had liver cancer. He died a few months after
he was diagnosed.
After my father passed away, my mother decided to stop my 14-year-old
brother from going to school. For my part, my mother asked me to wash
clothes for the neighbors and other villagers to get a little money to support
the family.

Photo and translation by Sok Chamroeurn, Program Officer, The American
Assistance for Cambodia

		
“The word courage means correct,
brave and proud of what we have done
successfully with our own confidence.”
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Lexi Sawyer

“Courage in My Community”
National Essay Contest Winner
Nicole Walker, Teacher
Heritage Middle School
It was about one year ago when I heard the news. I was terrified, disappointed
and sad. “Your father lost his job, and we are going to have to move,” my
mom told me. Boom! One sentence changed our lives forever.
At the time, I only thought of myself. I thought it was only affecting me. I
hated the idea of moving. I hated the thought of leaving my life behind. I
did not think about my family. I did not wonder if they were sad about the
whole situation, too.
Eventually, I saw the way my dad was handling it. He showed courage. He
was so positive, and I never knew why because I would have thought he
would have been just as sad as I was. He did so much to make our family
happy. Every job interview he had was far away, which wasn’t what I wanted,
but he looked for things like cheerleading gyms, since I’ve been cheering
my whole life. He also looked for good schools and good neighborhoods
just to make sure I was happy. He never once got down on himself, and if
he did, he never let our family see him down. He did the best to make our
family satisfied and happy.

			
“One day I hope to show
		
that much courage
				and affect someone’s life
like my dad’s courage affected me.”

This changed me so much. Seeing how much effort he was putting into
making my family happy really showed me something. He was so upbeat.
He made the whole “moving” concept seem not so bad.
My dad had courage. He lost his job and had to restart while continuing to
be the cornerstone of our family. When he did find a job, it was very far from
my old small town. It turned out not to be as bad as I thought. My dad made
it a lot easier on me. Seeing the way he handled it showed me what courage
truly is. It changed the way I handle situations. One day, I hope to show that
much courage and affect someone’s life like my dad’s courage affected me.
Heritage Middle School is located in Ringgold, Georgia
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Elenio Filipe Egidio
Rafael Jane
Brooke Hurlbut, Teacher
Chicuque Secondary School
What is courage?
Courage, to me, is to be a warrior and confront whatever we face along
the road. To have courage means to not run away or be fearful. To be
courageous you have to be strong and have self-esteem.
My name is Elenio and I’m a Mozambican, born in the Province of
Inhambane. I’m 16 years old and live with my parents and brothers.
Courage came to me when my two older brothers fought and I had the
courage to separate the two.
One day my two older brothers were fighting over a piece of land. My oldest
brother grabbed a bottle and broke it to use to hurt my other brother.
My uncle came to separate the two from fighting, and I found courage in
myself to help him. I grabbed the broken bottle from my brother’s hand
so he couldn’t hurt my other brother, but unfortunately the bottle cut my
finger when I grabbed it. Even so, I didn’t stop trying to separate the two,
and in the end we were able to stop the fight.

“To be courageous you have to
			
be strong and have self-esteem.”

I tried to calm the two of them, and I told my older brother, “Brother,
brother, brother, please stop fighting, because what you two are doing is
setting a bad example for us, your younger siblings.” After that moment we
all thought that the fight was over, but it wasn’t over. There was a pot of hot
water on the stove, and my oldest brother took the pan of water to throw
on my brother. I jumped in front of my brother so that the water wouldn’t
burn him. I tried to push my brother out of the way, and he tried to push
me out of the way, and the water hit him on his chest and on his left leg and
arm, and also hit me on my leg. The water burned our skin. That is a story
we will never forget.
I have courage inside of me, in my heart, in every moment.
Chicuque Secondary School is located in Chicuque, Mozambique
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Sreng Soklay

The Cambridge School for Cambodia
Kauk Rovieng village, Kampong Cham province, Cambodia
I understand the word “courage.” It means that everything is done through
our efforts and difficulties.
After the Khmer Rouge regime, like many people who had survived the
genocidal regime, my parents came back home to start a new life with
nothing. They grew rice and climbed up palm trees to collect the palm
juice for making palm sugar to sell at the local market.
My uncle was a motor bike repairer in the school village. He had five
children and his wife was a rice farmer. He earned money by repairing
motor bikes to support his family and help his five children to go to school.
One day while my uncle was repairing a motor bike, there was a drunk man
driving a motor bike who fell down in front his small shop. He helped the
man and took him to the district hospital.
Two years later, in 2005, my uncle got a headache. He took some medicine
but it did not help. He lost weight and had other symptoms as well.
Villagers advised him to go to the hospital, so my mother took him there.
Doctors asked him to have his blood tested. A few days later the results
showed that he was infected with HIV disease. My uncle remembered that
he was transmitted the HIV virus by contaminated blood from the drunk
man who had the traffic accident a few years ago. The man that my uncle
helped and sent to the hospital was an HIV patient and died of AIDS a year
later. My uncle became weaker and weaker because he had no money to
buy the medicine to treat HIV. He died in the year 2006, and his wife is also
now HIV positive.
My aunt had no choice other than to ask her oldest two sons to leave school.
These two children have to climb up palm trees to get palm juice to make
sugar to support the whole family, especially the younger brother and sister
who are going to school. Eventually, two of my cousins also stopped studying
because the family is very poor.

Only one brother is still able to go to school, supported by the earnings of
his older brother. All of his friends look down on him because his father
died of AIDS and his mother is an HIV carrier. Even though they look down
on him, he still keeps going to school regularly and studying hard in 7th
grade. He gets good results in school every semester because of his courage.
Photo and translation by Sok Chamroeurn, Program Officer, The American
Assistance for Cambodia

			
“I understand the word courage.
It means that everything is done
		
through our efforts and difficulties.”
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Jerimias Amilcar
Vilanculos
Brooke Hurlbut, Teacher
Chicuque Secondary School
I was born and grew up in the City of Beira in the neighborhood of the
Pioneers. I lived in the city of Beira with my parents and my older brother.
My brother is 21 years old and I am 14 years old.
Everything started when my father wanted to go and visit his mother in
Zavala far away from our homeland. It was March 7, 2008. Before all of
this, in 2004 my father had a stroke, and to stay healthy he had to go get
checkups in the central hospital of Beira. When he went to Zavala he stayed
there for six months and didn’t go to the hospital because he thought
he was fine. After a while he started to feel pain and other symptoms of
his sickness, but he didn’t say anything to anyone. My mother and I were
very far from him, and in the 7th month he called us and told us that the
sickness had returned with great force and he could no longer walk. This
happened on the 27th of July.

		
“At the time I was leaving there
					
were many tears…
			
but anything is possible.”

My mother went very quickly to Zavala and saw that it was true. She had
to stay there take care of him, and two years passed where I didn’t see my
parents. I went to live with my brother in my grandmother’s house. In the
beginning of the third year I had to leave my home city because my father
couldn’t return to Beira, so I was transferred to where I live now, in the
Province of Inhambane, in the city of Maxixe. I had to leave everything
behind including my friends and family. At the time I was leaving there
were many tears…but anything is possible.
In my new city there are many caring people. The biggest happiness of
my parents is that I am in a journalism group in my school where we learn
new good things about life. One day my parents hope to thank a volunteer
named Becky, who initiated the group in my school.

Chicuque Secondary School is located in Chicuque, Mozambique
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Allison Blankenship
“Courage in My Community”
National Essay Contest Runner-Up
Jessica Robey, Teacher
Franklin Junior High School

felt that he should be smart enough to talk again if it was at all possible. His
ship had sailed.
On October 31, 1980, the telephones at the Kettering Medical Center were
ringing off the hook. Rumors were flying around the Friday night football
game at West Carrolton High School that a student by the name of Steve
had been shot in the head the previous night. Everyone was saying he had
died and many of his friends urgently called the hospital to either confirm
or deny these rumors.
It was a miracle that he didn’t die. After two different surgeries to repair the
damage, his condition was finally stable, but things weren’t looking good.
The doctors said it would be at least six months before he could leave.
Even worse, upon waking up, it was discovered that Steve could no longer
speak, walk, read or write. His right arm and the right side of his face were
completely paralyzed.
He could hear the doctor whispering to his family, “He can’t read. Don’t let
him see any newspapers. We don’t want to upset him.”
His first thought was that the doctor just didn’t know what he was talking
about. How could it be possible that he couldn’t read? It sounded ridiculous.
But he soon found that the doctor was right. A newspaper had been left in
his room later that day by a visitor. Determined to prove that he could read,
he reached for the newspaper.
He could see the words, but none of them made any sense. The doctor was right.
He could not make any other sound from his mouth aside from, “Aye”.
This, in his opinion, was the most frustrating aspect. He would sit for hours
trying to figure out how to make some other sound, but no matter how
hard he tried, “Aye,” was the only sound he could make.
A speech therapist came to visit him after five days. She told him, “I’m here
to teach you how to speak again.” He felt her attempts would be futile. He

To his surprise, however, he made incredible progress with his speech
therapist. His first two words were “Pop” and “Mum”. He also regained
movement in his right side with the help of occupational therapy. Slowly,
the feeling came back to his arm first, and the use of his fingers came back
over several months, one finger at a time. The doctors initially said that
he would not be leaving the hospital for at least 6 months, but with his
incredible progress, he was released merely thirty days after being shot.
After the injury, however, it was difficult to adapt back to normal life. He
struggled in school because he was still relearning how to speak and read.
He was in and out of school a few times the next few years before he decided
to drop out.
Today he is 48 years old and the father of five children. He returned to
school at the age of 24 to get his GED and he received his MCSE several
years later. He is now an information technology consultant and has started
his own business.
I would not be here today if it weren’t for the incredible courage of my
dad. He went through a great struggle and pulled through it all despite the
odds. His courage and bravery inspire me and assure me that I am on this
earth for a reason.
Franklin Junior High School is located in Franklin City, Ohio.

“His courage and bravery inspire me
						and assure me that
			
I am on this earth for a reason.”
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Anita Esperança
Brooke Hurlbut, Teacher
Chicuque Secondary School
I was still a baby when there were floods in my village in 2000. My father told
me that when it started raining he thought that it was normal rain, but he
immediately realized he was wrong. A few hours later the land started to be
filled with water and it looked like a huge river.
My father also told me that our house flooded and we lost everything that
we had. My parents and my brothers took me to a high land area where
we settled until present day. The following day my father listened to the
radio. He heard that a pregnant woman had climbed a tree to escape the
flood and had given birth a few hours later. The woman was rescued by a
team that landed from a helicopter from South Africa; the team also helped
during the delivery of the baby girl, who was named Rosita.
The floods caused destruction of many things and as a result of that, the
government decided to start programs for prevention of natural disasters.
These programs help prevent wild fires as well deforestation which is caused
by man and is a disturbance to the environment.
The story of the flooding that my parents told me helped me understand
what I know about courage. We have to be courageous.

				
“The story of the flooding
that my parents told me helped me
understand what I know about courage.”

Chicuque Secondary School is located in Chicuque, Mozambique
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Elisa Serrano

“Courage in My Community”
National Essay Contest Runner-Up
Elaine Bailey, Teacher
Meadowbrook Middle School
“C-Com’on Molly, she’s really nice, uh… just this once,” I said back, trying
to sound as reassuring as possible.
Courageous acts are done every day, by anyone. Some people think to
be courageous you need to be outgoing and unafraid, and that they are
incapable of having courage because they are shy. That’s what I thought.
A few years ago, in elementary school, I had a friend named Molly. She was
nice to me, mostly because we had a lot in common; both of us had older
brothers, wore the same shoe size, and even liked the same channels on the
television! The only difference was that she had a strong personality and
mine was weak.
Amelia was a girl I sat next to in science. She was a girl Molly didn’t like,
and because I didn’t know her, I “didn’t like” Amelia either. Sitting next to
Amelia meant that we were lab partners and forced to talk to each other
by our teacher. At first I would just talk to her in small words like, “Yes,”
“No,” or, “Can you get that?” I would groan at the thought of speaking to
that “thing” that sat next to me. Later, after getting to know Amelia more,
I realized that she was really nice.
As weeks passed, I still sat with Molly at lunch and went along with any
gossip she had to say about Amelia. Even though it made me uncomfortable
gossiping with Molly, standing up to her was not an option for me. Some
days Amelia would come up to us and ask if she could play with Molly and
me. Molly would say a random excuse to get out of the situation and run
away laughing, pulling me along. Even though on the outside I laughed
with Molly, on the inside I truly felt bad for Amelia.

“But she’s fat!” Molly hissed. To that I just shrugged and ran to join Amelia
on the playground. Slowly Molly followed, and even though I could tell she
wasn’t having the best time, I knew Amelia was.
Later I realized that my action made an impact on Amelia’s life. My mom
informed me that Amelia’s mom had called her. The call was to compliment
me for how nice I was, and to compliment my mom for good parenting
skills. Apparently, Amelia had told her family about what I had done for
her. I didn’t think that my deed was worthy of recognition, but after that I
was proud.
Having courage doesn’t mean being unafraid, it means doing something
despite your fear because you know it is the right thing to do. Courageous
acts change lives and give people hope. I know that now.
Meadowbrook Middle School is located in Poway, California

“Courageous acts change lives
					and give people hope.
				
I know that now.”

One afternoon at recess, Amelia asked if she could play with us. “Yes, of
course,” I said instinctively.
“What are you doing?” Molly said, pulling me aside. Immediately I felt like
I had done something wrong, my palms and forehead sweat with fear.
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