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            Dedication

            To you, the reader. May these stories help you find the dignity in your own journey.

        

    

  
        
            Introduction

            Welcome to our first compilation of stories, a collection created with immense gratitude and dedicated to the work of Global Dignity Canada. For 20 years, this wonderful initiative has championed the cause of dignity, and we have long been proud to support their mission. In honor of their two decades of commitment, we have brought together 20 stories—one for each year of their inspiring work.



At its heart, dignity is the belief that every person has inherent worth. It is a value that guides us to build a more compassionate world, not just for ourselves, but for all those around us. These pages hold short, easy-to-read stories that we hope will be a joyful and thoughtful exploration of that idea. Each one is a simple reminder that dignity and kindness are not just abstract concepts; they are choices we can make every day.



Each of the stories in this collection was written to reflect one of the five guiding principles of global dignity: the right to a dignified life; the opportunity to fulfill one's potential; the freedom to make personal decisions; the belief that dignity should guide all actions; and the understanding that our own dignity is always linked to the dignity of others.



This book was created for fun as part of our youth literacy program, and the authors hope you enjoy these stories. We hope they resonate with you and inspire you to see the dignity in yourself, in others, and in the world around you.

        

    

  
      
        
            Waffle's Big Winter Share

            By Eva Suluk

        

        Waffle the squirrel was a busy little fellow. His tail, fluffy and gray, twitched with every careful step. His home was high up in a grand old oak tree, its branches reaching like friendly arms toward the sky. Inside, deep in a hollow, was Waffle’s secret treasure: the biggest, neatest pile of nuts in the whole forest.

He loved his nuts. He had sorted them just right. Acorns here, hazelnuts there, and a special little stack of sweet chestnuts. He spent warm autumn days gathering them, his tiny paws working fast. He carried each nut with great care, polishing some on his furry cheek before adding them to his growing hoard. When he looked at his pile, a happy warmth spread through his chest. He felt safe and ready for anything.

But Waffle was a bit shy. He liked playing hide-and-seek with Rosie the rabbit and Freddy the fox, chasing each other through the rustling leaves. He loved their laughs, bright as sunshine. Yet, his nut stash was his own secret. He never told them about it. When Rosie asked, "Waffle, did you find many nuts today?" he'd just shrug and say, "Oh, a few here and there." He worried if they knew, they might want some. And these were his nuts. He’d worked so hard. So, he kept his secret tucked away, just like his nuts, deep in his cozy tree home.

Winter came early that year. One morning, Waffle woke up to a world painted white. Snowflakes, soft as feathers, fell from a gray sky. The air nipped at his nose. Soon, the snow grew deeper, covering the forest floor like a thick, cold blanket. Finding food became a real chore for all the forest animals. The ground was hard, frozen solid. Berries froze on their branches. Even the tough old roots were hidden under layers of ice and snow.

Waffle, snug in his tree, watched from his window. He munched on a sweet chestnut, its rich taste filling his mouth. Outside, he saw Rosie, her white fur almost disappearing in the snow. She hopped from place to place, digging with her strong paws. Her ears drooped a little. She looked tired. Then he saw Freddy, his red fur a bright spot against the white. Freddy sniffed the ground, his nose twitching, then scraped at the frozen earth with his claws. He looked thin. His tail, usually held high, hung low.

A cold ache started in Waffle’s own chest, not from the winter air, but from seeing his friends. He knew how hungry they must be. He knew how hard they were trying. He watched them for a long time, chewing his nut slower and slower. The happy warmth his nuts usually gave him felt a bit cooler now.

Rosie and Freddy spent their days searching. They moved together, two tired shapes in the vast, white forest. Rosie would dig near the base of an old pine, hoping for a hidden root. Her paws ached, her nose was cold, but she kept going.

"Anything, Rosie?" Freddy would ask, his voice a little raspy from the cold. He would try to reach berries on a low-hanging branch, jumping and stretching until his muscles hurt. He knew most of the good berry bushes were picked clean or frozen solid.

Rosie shook her head, her breath puffing out in white clouds. "No luck, Freddy. Just frozen dirt." She looked at him, her big brown eyes full of worry. "How about you? Did you find that old stump with the grubs?"

Freddy sighed, a long, shaky sound. "Nope. It's covered in ice. Couldn't even chip a piece off." He kicked a small lump of snow. "My tummy feels like a hollow log."

They walked on, their steps slow. They talked about sunny days, about juicy berries and sweet clover. They tried to make each other laugh, but their laughs were weak. They tried every trick they knew. Freddy used his sharp nose to sniff for old tracks, hoping a careless bird had dropped a seed. Rosie used her strong hind legs to jump high, trying to shake a hidden acorn from a branch. They even worked together, Freddy digging a big hole while Rosie searched the loosened dirt.

One afternoon, they found a small patch of frozen moss. It wasn't much, but they shared it, nibbling slowly. "It's not a nut, but it's something," Rosie said, trying to sound cheerful.

Freddy nodded. "We just need to keep trying. We're a good team, Rosie. We'll find something." He looked at her, his eyes serious. "You look so tired."

"You too," she answered. "But we can't give up, can we? Not now." They knew others in the forest were struggling too, but they were determined to help each other. They kept going, even when their legs felt heavy and their tummies rumbled like distant thunder. They refused to let the winter beat them. They would find a way.

Waffle watched them from his window, his heart feeling heavier with each passing day. He saw them try, saw them fail, saw them try again. He saw their tired faces, their drooping ears. He saw how they looked out for each other. His big pile of nuts, once a source of comfort, now felt like a secret burden. It sat there, warm and safe, while his friends shivered and scraped for tiny bits of food. He ate his own nuts, but they didn't taste as good anymore. Each crunch felt lonely. He thought about how much he liked playing with Rosie and Freddy. He liked their warm smiles, their quick jokes. What good was a full tummy if his friends were hungry? What good was a big pile of nuts if he had no one to share a laugh with? The thought made his fur prickle.

Then, a truly terrible snowstorm hit the forest. The wind howled like a hungry wolf. Snow fell thick and fast, blurring the trees, covering everything in a deep, white blanket. It piled up against Waffle’s tree, making the forest outside look like a big, soft wall. He couldn't even see the ground. He knew his friends would be huddled in their burrows, cold and even hungrier. The storm lasted for two whole days and two long nights. When it finally cleared, the world was silent, covered in more snow than Waffle had ever seen. It was too deep to dig through. It was too high to hop over. The forest was trapped.

Waffle looked at his nuts. The light coming through his window made them glow, a golden treasure. But the loneliness he felt was bigger than the pile. He pictured Rosie’s tired eyes, Freddy’s thin face. He thought about how they never gave up, how they kept trying for each other. He took a deep, shaky breath. He knew what he had to do. His heart thumped like a drum, loud and fast. He felt nervous, a little scared even, to give up his secret. But a new feeling, warm and strong, started to grow inside him. It felt like courage. It felt like friendship. He had to act. He just had to.

He zipped out of his tree, not even thinking about the cold. The snow was deep, but he pushed through it, his little legs working hard. He went first to Rosie’s burrow, a small hole tucked under a root. "Rosie! Rosie, are you in there?" he called, his voice a little breathless.

A moment later, Rosie’s head popped out, her ears flattened with surprise. "Waffle? What are you doing out here? It's freezing!" She looked pale.

"I... I need you to come with me," Waffle said quickly. "And Freddy too. It's important. Really important."

Rosie looked puzzled, but she trusted Waffle. "Okay. Wait here, I'll wake Freddy." She ducked back in, and soon Freddy poked his head out of his own nearby den. He looked even thinner than before, his eyes cloudy with hunger.

"Waffle? Is everything alright?" Freddy asked, his voice weak.

"No, not really," Waffle said, trying to be brave. "But I think I can help. Both of you. Just follow me. It's a secret. A good secret." He turned and started to lead the way, moving slowly so they could keep up. He felt a tingle of fear, but mostly, he felt a strange excitement.

Rosie and Freddy followed, their paws sinking deep into the snow with every step. They wondered where Waffle was taking them. Was it a hidden patch of berries? A secret spring? They didn't know, but Waffle's serious face and the urgency in his voice made them keep going. They reached Waffle’s oak tree, a tall, grand sight even with snow piled high against its trunk.

"Up here!" Waffle chirped, pointing to his hollow. He scurried up the rough bark, his claws finding purchase easily. Rosie and Freddy, though slower, followed him inside.

The hollow was warm, smelling of dry leaves and… nuts! Lots and lots of nuts! Rosie’s eyes went wide. Freddy gasped. There, in the dim light, was Waffle’s huge, shining pile. It was even bigger than they could have imagined. Acorns, hazelnuts, chestnuts, a mountain of food, neatly stacked and waiting.

"Waffle!" Rosie whispered, her voice full of wonder. "Where did all this come from?"

Freddy just stared, his jaw hanging open. He took a step closer, sniffing the air. "It's… it's amazing. So many nuts!"

Waffle felt a blush creep up his neck, but he stood tall. "It's my secret stash," he said, a little shyly. "I've been collecting them all autumn." He gestured with a paw. "And now… now they're for all of us."

Rosie and Freddy looked at each other, then back at Waffle. A slow, wide smile spread across Rosie's face. Freddy's eyes, which had looked so tired, now sparkled. "For all of us?" Freddy asked, as if he couldn't quite believe it.

"Yes," Waffle said, feeling braver now. "We can share them. There's plenty."

And so, they did. They all sat in Waffle’s cozy tree home, surrounded by the warmth of the wood and the delicious smell of nuts. Waffle pushed a big, round acorn towards Rosie. She took it gently, her paws trembling a little. Freddy picked up a hazelnut, turning it over in his paw before cracking it open. The sound was so satisfying.

They ate slowly at first, savoring each bite. The nutty taste filled their mouths, warm and rich. Soon, their hunger eased, and a comfortable glow spread through them. They started to talk, their voices growing stronger with each mouthful. They laughed, truly laughed, for the first time in days. Rosie told a funny story about trying to outsmart a grumpy badger. Freddy mimicked the clumsy flight of a hungry owl. Waffle felt a lightness in his heart he hadn’t known before.

He watched his friends eat, saw the color come back to Rosie’s cheeks, saw the spark return to Freddy’s eyes. He saw their dignity, not just in their resilience to keep going, but in the simple joy of having enough, of being warm and safe. And he knew, deep down, that sharing his nuts made him feel so much better, so much stronger, than keeping them all to himself. The nuts didn't feel heavy anymore. They felt light, like tiny sparks of joy. This feeling, this warmth in his chest, was better than any secret treasure. It was the feeling of true friendship.

"Waffle, this is… thank you," Rosie said, her voice soft. "You saved us."

"No," Waffle shook his head. "We save each other. You two kept going, even when it was so hard. You didn't give up. And I… I had these. We're a team."

Freddy nodded, his mouth full of nuts. "He's right. We're a team." He swallowed. "We can't just eat all your nuts though, Waffle. We need to help find more. The winter's still long."

"Exactly!" Waffle chirped, feeling a burst of energy. "We can do it together. We know all the best places. And now we have full bellies to help us."

They made a plan. The next morning, with the sun shining bright and their tummies full, they set out. They worked together, not just for themselves, but for others too. Waffle used his sharp eyes to spot places where snow might be thinner. Freddy used his strong nose to sniff out buried roots under the ice. Rosie used her powerful legs to clear paths. They shared what they found, not just with each other, but with other struggling animals they met. A small family of field mice got a handful of seeds. A cold, hungry blue jay found a few sweet berries.

The winter was still cold, still hard, but it didn't feel so scary anymore. Waffle knew his nuts had not been just his own. They were a beginning. A way to show his friends he cared, and a way for all of them to work together. And as they walked through the snowy forest, a kind and helpful team, Waffle knew that the best treasure of all wasn't a secret pile of nuts, but the warmth of friends, helping each other through whatever came their way. Together, they would make it.

      

    

  
      
        Discussion Guide for Waffle's Big Winter Share

        
	Waffle initially kept his nuts a secret because he worried others might want them. What changes inside Waffle's heart and mind as he watches Rosie and Freddy struggle, and what ultimately makes him decide to share his big stash?

	The story's guiding principle is that 'our own dignity is interdependent with the dignity of others.' How does Waffle's experience of seeing his friends suffer make him understand this idea? What does it mean for his own happiness when his friends are hungry?

	Even though Rosie and Freddy were very hungry and tired, they continued to look out for each other and try their best. How did their actions show they were maintaining their own dignity and supporting each other's, and how might this have inspired Pip?

	Can you think of a time in your own life when seeing someone else struggle helped you understand something important about your own situation or made you want to take action? What did you learn, and what did you do?

	If Waffle had continued to keep his nuts a secret and not shared them with his friends, how do you think that might have affected his friendships with Rosie and Freddy, and how might it have changed his own feelings about himself?



      

    

  
      
        
            The Pantry Project

            By Jamie Bell

        

        The bell rang, a loud, jangling sound that always made Kelsie jump a little. Miss Lilypad, their teacher, clapped her hands together.

"Alright, class! Listen up. We're starting our 'Community Helpers' project today."

Kelsie wiggled in her seat. She loved projects. She was good at them. Miss Lilypad held up a stack of cards.

"I've put you into groups. Each group will pick a community helper and learn all about what they do."

Kelsie watched as Miss Lilypad read out names. "Lily, Maya, and... oh, Kelsie! You're with Sam."

Kelsie’s ears drooped a little. Lily and Maya were her best friends. They always worked together. But Sam? He was new. He’d only been at Willow Creek School for a few weeks. He sat in the back, quiet, with fur a different shade of brown than most of the kids. He usually ate lunch alone. Kelsie glanced back at him. Sam was looking at his desk, not at anyone. She felt a small flutter of worry in her tummy. This wasn't going to be as fun as she hoped.

At lunchtime, Kelsie sat with Lily and Maya, picking at her carrot sticks.

"Can you believe it?" Lily whispered, munching on a sandwich. "I'm stuck with George. He never does any work."

Maya nodded. "And I'm with Pip. He talks too much." She nudged Kelsie. "Who did you get?"

Kelsie sighed. "Sam."

Lily's eyes went wide. "Sam? The new kid?" She leaned in closer. "My older brother said Sam lives on the 'wrong side of the tracks.' Whatever that means."

Maya nodded slowly. "Yeah, my mom said something about it too. Said his family just moved from far away."

Kelsie felt a prickle of unease. "What's the 'wrong side of the tracks'?" she asked, trying to sound casual.

Lily shrugged. "I don't know, just... not like our side. My brother said their houses are really small. And sometimes messy."

Kelsie chewed her lip. She looked over at Sam, who was still sitting by himself, carefully unwrapping a sandwich. He seemed neat enough. But her friends' words had planted a seed of worry. She pictured her own house, big and bright, with a tidy yard. What if Sam's house was really tiny? What if it was messy, like Lily's brother said? She didn't want to work on a project in a messy, small house. She liked things just so. A shiver went down her spine.

That afternoon, after school, Kelsie caught up with Sam by the bike racks.

"Hi, Sam," she said, trying to sound friendly. She shifted her backpack. "So, our project. We should probably meet up soon."

Sam nodded. He had kind eyes, Kelsie noticed, even if he didn't talk much. "Yeah, that's a good idea. We could meet at my house. My mom says it's easier to work there."

Kelsie's stomach did a little flip. "Oh. Your house." She tried to think fast. "Um, well, the library is really good for projects. They have lots of books about community helpers. And quiet spots. We could meet there instead."

Sam shook his head gently. "Thanks, Kelsie, but my mom really wants us to work at our place. She can help us if we need it. And we've got a big table." He adjusted his own backpack. "Is Tuesday good for you? After school?"

Kelsie hesitated. She really didn't want to go to his house. She imagined dusty shelves and cramped rooms, maybe old furniture. She thought about her friends' words again. "Wrong side of the tracks." She pictured a place that felt... unwelcoming. But Sam was looking at her, waiting for an answer. She couldn't think of another good excuse.

"Okay," she said, her voice a little small. "Tuesday it is." She rode her bike home, the image of a small, messy house stuck in her head.

Tuesday afternoon felt like it took forever to arrive. Kelsie packed her school bag with her notebook, pencils, and a few good ideas for the project. She kept thinking about what Lily and Maya had said. She tried to tell herself it didn't matter, but a knot of shyness and uncertainty tightened in her chest.

When the final bell rang, Kelsie took a deep breath. She didn't ride her bike straight home like usual. Instead, she turned left, heading towards the part of town she didn't know very well. The houses here were older, their paint a bit faded, with smaller yards than on her street. Some had pretty flower boxes, though, and kids were playing hopscotch on the sidewalks. It wasn't what Lily's brother had made it sound like.

She found Sam's address. It was a small house, painted a soft yellow, with a neat little garden out front. It wasn't big and grand like her own, but it wasn't messy at all. It looked cozy.

Sam was waiting on the porch. He gave her a small smile. "Hi, Kelsie! Come on in."

As Kelsie walked up the path, she noticed the garage door. It was slightly ajar, just a crack. She could hear a low hum of voices inside. As she got closer, Sam quickly stepped in front of the garage door, blocking her view, and gave it a gentle push, making it click shut. He didn't say anything about it, just ushered her inside the house.

The inside of Sam's house was small but bright. There were colorful drawings taped to the fridge, and a smell of something warm and spicy floated from the kitchen. It felt lived-in and loved. They sat down at a big, sturdy wooden table in the living room, spreading out their books.

They worked for a while, talking about firefighters and doctors. Kelsie felt a little more relaxed. Sam was smart, and he had good ideas. He wasn't messy at all.

Suddenly, Sam's mom called from the kitchen. "Sam, sweetie, can you grab those extra boxes from the garage? We're running low."

Sam sighed. "Okay, Mom." He looked at Kelsie. "I'll be right back."

He went to the door that led to the garage. He opened it, and Kelsie caught a glimpse inside before he stepped through. It wasn't what she expected. Not a car, not a pile of old tools. It looked like shelves, stacked high.

A few minutes later, Kelsie needed to sharpen her pencil. She couldn't find her small sharpener.

"Do you have a pencil sharpener?" she asked Sam's mom, who had just come into the living room.

"Oh, I think there's one on the workbench in the garage," Sam's mom said with a kind smile. "Sam's still in there. You can just pop your head in."

Kelsie walked to the garage door. She pushed it open slowly. The low hum of voices was louder now. The smell of warm bread and fresh fruit hit her. She poked her head inside, looking for Sam.

Her jaw dropped.

This wasn't a garage for a car. It was a bustling, lively place. Long shelves lined every wall, filled with cans of soup, boxes of pasta, bags of rice, and colorful fresh vegetables. There were big bins of apples and oranges, and loaves of bread stacked high on a table. People were moving around, talking softly, their arms filled with bags of food.

She saw an older lady carefully choosing a bag of flour, a gentle smile on her face. A young dad was helping his little girl pick out a carton of milk, and the girl was holding it like it was a treasure. A man with tired eyes was loading a box of food into a worn shopping cart, but he was humming a little tune as he did it. Nobody looked sad or helpless. They looked busy, and careful, and thankful. Some were even helping each other, pointing out where the best potatoes were, or sharing tips for a good recipe. It was like a busy, helpful little store.

Sam was there, pushing a dolly loaded with boxes of cereal. He saw Kelsie standing in the doorway, her mouth open a little. His cheeks turned a bit pink.

"Kelsie?" he asked, putting the dolly down.

Kelsie just pointed a finger, speechless. "What... what is all this?"

Sam came over, looking a little shy but also proud. "It's our family's food pantry," he said quietly. "We help people who need food. My mom and dad started it a few years ago. Lots of people in our neighborhood come here. And other neighborhoods too."

Kelsie felt a hot wave wash over her. Her face grew warm. All those thoughts she'd had, all those worries about a messy house, all those words from Lily and Maya about the "wrong side of the tracks"... they crashed down on her. This wasn't messy. This was important. This was wonderful. And she had been so quick to judge, so quick to think of Sam as different or less than. She felt a deep, twisting shame. Sam's family wasn't just living here; they were helping here. They were making a real difference.

The shame didn't last long. It was pushed away by something else: a strong urge to help. Kelsie looked around the busy garage, watching a woman carefully weigh some dried beans, and a boy her age stacking cans of tuna with great care. Everyone was doing something, and everyone seemed to understand how much this place mattered.

"Can I help?" Kelsie asked Sam, her voice a little shaky but firm.

Sam looked surprised, then a wide smile spread across his face. "Really? Yeah! We could always use an extra set of hands."

Sam's mom came over. "Oh, Kelsie, how nice of you!" She handed Kelsie a pair of gloves. "We're sorting a new delivery of apples. Make sure they're not bruised, okay?"

Kelsie nodded, pulling on the gloves. She walked over to a big crate filled with red and green apples. She started picking them up, one by one, checking them carefully, then placing the good ones into smaller bags. It felt good. Her hands were busy, her mind was clear. She saw how many people came and went, each one leaving with bags or boxes filled with good food. She saw a young mother leave with a bag of fresh vegetables, a happy look on her face. She saw an older gentleman pick up some fresh milk and eggs, nodding his thanks to Sam's dad.

It wasn't just about giving out food. It was about making sure people had what they needed to be strong, to learn, to work, to just live their lives without worrying about their next meal. She saw how important this was. Everyone deserved to have enough food, enough health, enough comfort to be their best selves. And Sam's family was helping make that happen.

The next day at school, Kelsie couldn't stop talking about it. At lunch, she sat with Lily and Maya, but instead of picking at her food, she leaned forward, her eyes bright.

"You guys," she started, "you won't believe what Sam's house is like."

Lily raised an eyebrow. "Is it really small? Or messy?"

Kelsie shook her head. "No! It's a food pantry! His family runs a food pantry out of their garage. They give food to people who need it. It's so busy, and everyone is so kind." She told them about the apples, about the shelves filled with good things, about the people she saw. "It's not just like, giving charity. It's helping people have what they need so they can do other important things. Like learning in school, or going to work."

Lily and Maya listened, their expressions changing from curiosity to surprise, then to something like awe. "Wow," Maya said softly. "I didn't know."

Lily looked down at her sandwich. "My brother was wrong," she mumbled. "The 'wrong side of the tracks' isn't about where you live. It's about... not knowing what's really going on." She looked up at Kelsie. "That's really cool, Kelsie. Sam's family is amazing."

Kelsie felt a warmth spread through her. She was so glad she had gone to Sam's house.

Kelsie and Sam finished their "Community Helpers" project with flying colors. They decided to focus on food pantries, and Sam was able to tell Miss Lilypad all about how his family helped people get healthy food. Kelsie added details about how important it was for everyone to have a chance to grow and be well. They even drew pictures of the busy garage and the people who came there. Miss Lilypad said it was one of the best projects she'd ever seen.

Working with Sam had taught Kelsie so much more than just about community helpers. She learned that judging someone before you knew them was a mistake. She learned that what looked plain on the outside could be filled with the most wonderful, important work on the inside. True worth wasn't about how big your house was, or what side of town you lived on. It was about kindness, and helping others, and making sure everyone had a chance to live a good life.

After that, Kelsie and Sam became really good friends. Kelsie didn't just meet Sam for projects anymore. Almost every Tuesday and Thursday after school, she would ride her bike over to Sam's house. She'd pull on her gloves and help sort cans, bag vegetables, or stack bread. Sometimes, Lily and Maya even came along, eager to help too. The garage was always buzzing, always full of people, always making a difference. Kelsie loved being a part of it. It made her feel like she was truly helping her community, one apple, one can of soup, one friendly smile at a time.

      

    

  
      
        Discussion Guide for The Pantry Project

        
	Why did Kelsie feel worried about working with Sam at first, and what made her change her mind about what Sam's house might be like? What lesson do you think Kelsie learned about judging people based on rumors or appearances?

	When Kelsie saw the food pantry, what surprised her most about the people there and how they were acting? How does a place like Sam's family's food pantry help people feel 'dignified' even when they might need help with basic needs like food and security?

	The guiding principle for dignity says a dignified life means an opportunity to fulfill one’s potential. How does having access to basic necessities like food, provided with care and respect at a place like Sam's pantry, help people have a better chance at fulfilling their potential in other areas of their lives, such as health or education?

	Kelsie felt 'a hot wave wash over her' when she realized what the pantry was. What do you think she was feeling in that moment, and what lesson do you think she learned about making assumptions about others? Have you ever experienced a situation where your first impression of someone or something was completely different from the reality?
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