Story 2: Qais’ story
Qais kicked the football straight between the rubbish bin goalposts.  It kept rolling along the sandy ground behind the goal until it lodged in some dry bushes. 

“Hey, you’re good!” said his cousin, Hassan slapping Qais’ back.  “You should be in the Jordanian football team.”

“Except that I want to be in the New Zealand team, not the Jordanian team,” replied Qais, watching the goalie searching for the ball in the bushes.

Qais was on holiday in Jordan, the country where he had been born before he moved to New Zealand when he was very little.  Every four years his family flew back to Jordan to visit his relatives.   It was great fun to be able to play a friendly game of football with his cousin and old friends in the village square.
“But you’re still Jordanian, aren’t you,” asked Hassan.
“We still practice our Jordanian culture in New Zealand,” Qais answered, “but I’m also a New Zealand citizen now.” 

“Why did you want to become a New Zealand citizen?” asked Hassan.
“Well, New Zealand is where my family lives now.  It is our home.  So becoming citizens shows that we officially belong.”

“How did you become a citizen?” asked Hassan.
“First we had to apply to become citizens.  My Mum and Dad filled out forms for all the family and sent them away.  After a while we found out that the Minister had accepted our applications and we were told we could attend a big citizenship ceremony in the town where we live.

“I went with my brother and parents to a ceremony.  The mayor was there, and after we promised to obey the laws of New Zealand, he gave us all certificates to say we were now New Zealand citizens.  When the mayor gave me my certificate, he even asked me what I liked at school.”

“I bet you answered sports!” laughed Hassan.
“Too right,” grinned Qais.
“What’s it like in New Zealand?” asked Hassan.
“It felt cold when I first moved there, and I had to wear layers of clothes,” answered Qais.  He looked round at the village. “There are lots more bushes and trees, and the sea is always close.”

“What does being a New Zealand citizen mean, anyway?” asked Hassan, watching the goalie throw the ball towards one of his team.
“Well, it shows that I officially belong to New Zealand now.  I’ve got a New Zealand passport.  When I’m older, I could stand to be elected to Parliament if I wanted to.  I could even try to be Prime Minister one day!  But my favourite bit about being a New Zealand citizen,” Qais added, as he intercepted a pass and kicked the ball into the goal again, “is that it means that I can represent New Zealand in sports!”
