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“But mommy I don’t wanna go,” Cassandra whined, as her mother drove her to her first day of school. 
“And I'm scared I won't make any friends.” “It’s gonna be fine, Cassandra.” “You will meet new people 
and make new friends soon enough” said her mother. Cassandra wasn’t so sure. She was sad that her 
parents moved her and her siblings to a new neighborhood in the suburbs. This town was much differ-
ent from the urban city that she grew up in, and this made her even more sad. “If the school is anything 
like this neighborhood then I really will be lonely,” Cassandra mumbled sadly.



Cassandra finally arrived at her new school, and suddenly her sadness turned into amazement. “Mommy, 
this school is so nice! It looks nothing like my old school, where we had to walk through metal detec-
tors! I could get used to this” she said happily. Cassandra’s mother smiled and said “You're gonna be 
just fine baby.” She gave her a big hug and kiss, and waved goodbye as she Cassandra entered her new 
classroom.



Cassandra opened the door to her classroom and walked in. The teacher said "Welcome, you must be 
Cassandra. The teacher turned to the class and said, "Class we have a new student named Cassandra 
and this is her first day, let's all say hello." The teacher pointed to where she could be seated and she 
slowly walked over and sat down. As Cassandra looked around she noticed that all of the students were 
White. She was the only Black person in her classroom. She looked at the walls and all of the famous 
people on them, except for president President Obama were white. There were even posters that had 
illustrations of mostly white children and characters. There was nothing that represented her and she 
started to feel different and alone. She felt invisible.



The next day during recess all of the girls gathered on one side of the playground. Cassandra cheer-
fully skipped towards the girls and asks “What are you guys playing?” Maggie replied “we are playing 
princesses.” “Can I play” asks Cassandra?” Becky replies “sure you can play with us.” But Justine quickly 
interrupts shouting “No! She can’t play princesses because she doesn’t look like one!” Cassandra felt so 
sad, and ran away crying.



Minyon, one of the girls from her class, walked up to her and asked why she was crying. Cassandra cried 
“no one likes me because I’m different. I look different and I talk different.” Minyon said “don’t cry. I felt 
different too when I came here from Vietnam. Kids would make fun of the shape of my eyes and how I 
talked with an accent. It still bothers me but I've gotten used to it now.” Cassadra dried her tears and 
continued to talk to Minyon.  From that day forward, Cassandra and Minyon became the best of friends.

Even though Minyon and Cassandra were really good friends, she still hoped that her other classmates 
would try to get to know her, but it just seemed like no one wanted to. She needed to think of a way 
for people to see her for who she was and not what she looked like.



The next week at school Mr. Thomas announced that the students would be having show and tell on 
Friday. “You should be prepared to bring in something that represents you, your culture, your family or 
something that is important to you, says Mr. Thomas. Suddenly Cassandra had a bright idea. She would 
use her show and tell time to talk about herself.



 When Cassandra went home, she told her mother about her idea. She thought it was brilliant and was 
happy to help. Friday came and Cassandra was very anxious.  Mr. Thomas asks for volunteers to present 
what they brought. Cassandra nervously raised her hand and said in a low voice “I...I...I’ll go.” Cassandra 
then slowly walked to the front of the classroom and began to read what she had prepared.



 “My name is Cassandra Morgan. I am 9 years old and I am African American. When I grow up I wanna 
be a doctor, but a long time ago that was not possible. My ancestors were brought here from Africa as 
Slaves. They were not given the same rights as white people because of the color of their skin. After 
a long time, many African Americans and some White people fought to free them, but they were still 
treated unfairly. They could not do the same things as white people like going to the same school or 
eating at restaurants. Finally, many more African Americans and White people joined together to help 
get laws passed so that they could have equal rights. Because of them, I am able to be in this classroom 
with all of you. I know I look different because my skin is darker, my hair is kinky, and my nose and lips 
are bigger than yours. I also talk different and I come from an urban community where people don’t 
have a lot of money and the houses are not that big either.  But just because I am different than most 
of you doesn’t mean we don’t have things in common. I like to dress up and play princesses. And I like 
to sing and dance. I love music and I love to learn. I am also good at drawing and my favorite subject is 
science. So now you can see, I am just like you, and there is more to me than what I look like on the 
outside.



Mr. Thomas remarked, “that was an amazing show and tell, it was so original! We’ve learned so much 
more about you.” Mr. Thomas then turns to the class and says, “Cassandra has shown us how important 
it is for everyone to be noticed in the classroom.” “I think as a class we will start learning more about 
each other and our differences, thank you Cassandra.” Cassandra went back to her seat with a big smile 
on her face, feeling proud of what she had presented. Becky leans over to Cassandra and says, “wow, I 
did not know that about you, you're really cool after all.”






