
Freedom In School 

 

David sighed as he looked out the school bus window. He had just moved to Canada a couple of 

years ago. They had to move from Nigeria because his dad had found a better job in Canada. He 

missed his old house, his friends, his neighbourhood. And he didn’t like his new school. He 

didn’t have many friends. The school bus screeched to a stop in front of his school. David 

hopped off and slowly walked through the doors to his class. He had a feeling that today was not 

going to be great. And he was right. He had a pop quiz in Math, sprints in Phys Ed, an essay in 

English, and lots of homework. 

 After a tiring day of school, the bus dropped David off at home. As he walked through the back 

door, he was surprised to see his grandpa sitting in the living room. 

 “Oh, hi honey,” said his mom as she kissed him on the forehead. “I forgot to tell you that 

grandpa is stopping by!” 

 “Oh,” said David, as his mom disappeared into the kitchen. “Hi, grandpa.” 

 “David!,” grandpa said with a smile. “How was school?” 

 “Good,” mumbled David. 

 “Doesn't sound like you had a good time,” said grandpa. 

 “Well…” said David, looking down at his shoes. “School is really hard and tiring. I hardly know 

anyone there!” 

 David’s grandpa  looked at him curiously. “Come sit down, boy,” he said as he patted the chair 

next to him. David sat down on the soft leather chair. “Let me tell you a story…from when I was 

about your age…”  Grandpa continued, “when I was a boy, I lived a happy life in Nigeria.” 

David nodded. “Then one day, I was shipped to another country. I don’t remember the details, 

but all I remember was being scared. When I finally got off the boat, I was in Nashville, 

Tennessee, on a big cotton farm. I remember having no idea were I was, or where my family 

was. I was put to work, picking cotton with other African Americans in the blazing sun. Our 

knees were cut and bleeding. If we made a mistake, we would get whipped by our masters. It 

was terrible. One day, I remember accidentally getting blood on some of the cotton. I was 



whipped. Hard.’’ Grandpa pulled up the sleeve of his plaid shirt. He had a huge scar on his right 

arm. David gasped. 

 “Then what happened?” Asked David. 

 “Well,” continued grandpa. “After years of working like that, I couldn’t take it. So I ran away. I 

ran into the forest near the back of the farm when no one was looking. And I kept running. Past 

the trees and brambles until I couldn’t run anymore. Then I remember hearing some branches 

rustle. I started to panic. But thankfully, it was a kindly lady. She took care of me and led me to 

an under ground tunnel. She called it the underground railroad. We  met some other people, but I 

don’t really remember any thing except we made it to Ohio, which was a free state.” 

 There was a long silence after grandpa finished his story. “Did that really happen?” Asked 

David, breaking the silence. 

 “Yes.” Said grandpa. “Those were cruel days back then.” More silence. “So,” Said grandpa. 

“What’s the lesson?” David stared into space. 

 “Well,” he said. “I guess I should be grateful that I even get to go to school.” 

 The next day, while he was on the bus, David thought about his grandpa’s story. That must have 

been horrible! He thought. And for once David was looking forward to going to school. 

 He was grateful he didn’t have to work until he bled. 

He was grateful he didn’t get whipped. 

 And most of all, he was grateful for freedom. 

 

 

 

 

 

 


