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Transformational Narratives
LEARNING PLAN 4 (CHAPTER 7-8) 

Hey there Educator!
1.	Print each excerpt page at 100%, using the 1”x1” test square on each print as a guide. 

2.	Cut out the graphic square with text on p.2 

3.	Align the square with their corresponding corner alignment markers to ensure that the pieces fit together appropriately 
and text remains legible. 

When each of the 15 text excerpt graphics has been printed and mounted to the blackboard, the result will be a 25" x 30" 
map of Africa!
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“Running for My Life”  p.227

My story is unique because of 
my circumstances, but the end 
results does not have to be. You 
do not have to be a refugee camp 

survivor to run for your life and 

of others.  

“Running for My Life”  p.62 

“Ten years ago, I woke up early to go to 
church with my mother and father,” I 
wrote in Swahili. “We were praying 
when trucks filled with soldiers came up. 
The soldiers pointed guns at us. They 
ordered us to lie down on the ground. I 
lay down next to my mother. She 
wrapped her arm around me. A soldier 
pulled her arm away and picked me up. 
He threw me in the back of a truck along 
with all the other boys and girls from my 
village. They took us to a prison camp.” 

“Running for My Life”  p.103 

My stolen childhood had been 
returned to me. I did not know how 
long this could last, but I knew God 
had given me a priceless gift. 

“Running for My Life”  p.119 

This new place was now my home, a 
home I loved and was proud of, a home 
I hoped to represent someday and 
make my home proud of me as well. 

“Running for My Life”  p.26 

I collapsed on the ground in the 
cave. My feet throbbed. Dirt caked 
with blood filled the cuts on my 
soles. Still, I did not complain or 
say anything about hurting. These 
throbbing feet were taking me home. 

Romans 12:18

“If it is possible, as far as 
it depends on you, live at 
peace with everyone.”

“Running for My Life”  p.72

If you are late, hakuna matata—no 
worries. In Africa, no one expects 
you to show up on time, anyway. 
No one, that is, except the people 
running things in Juja. “When you 
have an interview, you must not show 
up late. You must arrive early,” I was 
told. “Hukana matata does not work 
in America, and it will not work here.”  

“Running for My Life”  p.123

For me, I felt more than relieved to 
finally have my story out there. I 
felt at home. That day on the lake, 
Rob and Barbara Rogers stopped 
being two very nice but naïve 
mzungu who allowed me to live in 
their house. They became my mom 
and dad.  

“Running for My Life”  p.142

None of this made me feel greater 
pressure as I lined up for the 1,500 meter 
final. Pressure is trying to make a UN 
food allotment stretch for thirty days. 
Pressure is watching friends die of malaria 
and wondering who in the camp will be 
next. Pressure is writing an essay that will 
determine your entire future in a 
language you do not know. A footrace, 
even a championship race, did not make 
me feel pressure.

“Running for My Life”  p.162

Yet, as the boy who had returned 
from the grave, I very much wanted 
to do whatever it took to be alive 
again in my village. These were the 
traditions of my mother and father 
and my people. This ceremony was 
a part of who I am and who I will 
always be, no matter what country I 
call home.

“Running for My Life”  p.189

Oh what a wonderful moment this 
was. I was not running from bullets 
or away from hunger. No, this was 
the ultimate moment of running for 
pure joy. 

“Running for My Life”  p. 202

As soon as I stepped on the track, 
people around the world would 
hear my story. Once my story got 
out there, I knew God would also 
open doors for the bigger dreams I 
had for my people in Kimotong. 

“Running for My Life”  p.221

“However, walking across the stage at 
Northern Arizona University and 
receiving my degree represents both a 
past accomplishment and the future 
that now lays wide open to me. My 
life is now forever changed, as will be 
the lives of the generations that 
follow me. 

“Running for My Life”  p.22

I thought of the story in the book of 
Acts where angels set Peter free 
from prison in the middle of the 
night. The angel made the chains 
drop from Peter’s wrists and then 
threw open the prison gate. Peter 
walked right out of the prison and 
not one of the guards noticed. God 
did the same thing for me and my 
three angels that night. 

“Running for My Life”  p.7 

“We’re from the same village, which 
makes us family.” I smiled for the 
first time that day. “Okay”, I said. 
“Thank you.” For the first time since 
my nightmare began, I felt like I was 
not alone. God had sent three 
angels to watch over me. Soon they 
would do much, much more. 
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