Story 1:  Citizens and friends together  

“Brrrrng!” went the school bell.  The children tumbled happily out of their classrooms for lunchtime.

“Let’s go and sit with the new girl,” said Mere to her friend Max, as she grabbed her lunch out of her bag.

“Sure,” Max replied, looking in his lunch-box, “I remember how lonely I felt when I first started school when I moved here from Brazil.”  

The two children took their lunches outside and went to sit on the bench beside the new girl.

“Hi, what’s your name?” asked Max with a friendly smile.

“Oh, hello, I’m Isabella,” answered the girl, speaking with a strong accent. 

“Are you British?” asked Mere, recognising the accent.

“Yes, but I’m a New Zealander as well,” replied Isabella, “But I’ve lived in Britain all my life – well, up to now, that is.”

“How can you be a New Zealander if you’ve lived all your life in Britain?” asked Max, with a puzzled frown, “That would make you British, wouldn’t it?”

“My dad was born in New Zealand, but he moved to Britain when he met my mum, and I was born over there.  But because my dad was a New Zealand citizen, I can be one too,” answered Isabella.

“Even though you’ve never lived here until now?” asked Mere.

“Yes, because my dad is a New Zealand citizen. That means I am a citizen too because I’m descended from a New Zealand citizen,” replied Isabella.  “Are you both New Zealanders too?” 

“I am,” said Mere, pointing at herself.  “I was born here.  But Max comes from Brazil, don’t you, Max?”

“Yes, I was born in Brazil,” replied Max, “But I’m a New Zealand citizen now, too.”  

“What, were your parents from New Zealand too, like my dad?” asked Isabella.

“No,” answered Max, “My parents were both Brazilians.  But when my family moved here when I was little, we all decided to become New Zealand citizens.”

“Why?” asked Mere and Isabella at the same time. 

“Because even though New Zealand has been our home for a long time, after a while we felt like we wanted to make it more official by becoming citizens,” said Max proudly.  “We had to apply, and then we went to a big ceremony in the town hall.  There were lots of people there, and I went up on stage with my parents.  We had to say a special promise, and then the mayor gave us certificates to say we were granted New Zealand citizenship.” 

“Mrs Smith,” called Mere happily to the teacher on duty, “Isabella, Max and I are all New Zealanders, but in different ways!”

“In what ways?” asked Mrs Smith, walking over to see what Mere was so excited about.

“Well, Isabella is a New Zealand citizen even though she was born in Britain, because she is descended from a New Zealand citizen.  And Max is a citizen too, even though he was born in Brazil and he isn’t descended from a citizen, because his family was granted citizenship.”  

“And what about you, Mere?” asked Mrs Smith, raising her eye-brows.

“Oh, that’s easy,” answered Mere with a smile, “I’m also a New Zealand citizen, because I was born here!”

“That’s right,” said Mrs Smith, “you’re all New Zealand citizens – and it is so nice to see you are all friends too.”
