
 
 

 

 
 
Evolving Communities 

This content includes real traumas and triumphs 
 of lived experiences of the communities studied;  

it is recommended that educators know the  
learners and the preparation they require  

prior to accessing the material. 
 

 

Teacher: Date: Period: Location: 

Course and section: 
English, Geography, 
Senior Social Sciences, 
Creative Writing, Media 

Unit: 

Lesson Title: Stories of Staying - From Democracy to 
No Man’s Land 

Number of periods: 
2+ 
 

Curriculum Overall Expectations 

 

Learning Goals 

• Analyze authentic voice narratives: Read and analyze two stories of 
individuals who chose to stay behind while their families and neighbors fled. 
Identify key motivations and emotions expressed in the narratives. 

 
• Demonstrate critical thinking skills: Compare and contrast the two stories 

by identifying at least three similarities and three differences in the characters’ 
decisions, challenges, and outcomes. 

 
• Synthesize information into a visual aid: Create a detailed fact sheet or 

timeline that accurately outlines the key events and circumstances leading up 
to the exodus, ensuring historical accuracy and clarity. 

Prior Knowledge Vocabulary & Specific 
Terminology 
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Instruction Strategies Assessment Strategies 
C-conversation O-observation P-Product 
F-formative S-summative 

  

Time Lesson Sequence 

 
 
 
 
 

 

Getting Started 
 

• As a class, brainstorm reasons why someone may choose, 
or be forced to choose, to leave their country. 
 

• Explain that students will be reading two such excerpts 
today. 
 

• Students will begin by reading two excerpts, Everyone is 
Leaving My Country. Here’s the Reason Why, and What 
Does It Mean to Stay In a Place Where Everyone Leaves 
attached below.  

https://www.thefledger.com/post/everyone-is-leaving-my-country-heres-the-reason-why
https://www.thefledger.com/post/everyone-is-leaving-my-country-heres-the-reason-why
https://www.shubnumkhan.com/what-does-it-mean-to-stay-in-a-place-where-everyone-leaves/
https://www.shubnumkhan.com/what-does-it-mean-to-stay-in-a-place-where-everyone-leaves/


 
 

 

 
 
Evolving Communities 

 

 
 

Action 
 
These tasks may vary depending on your students’ point of entry into 
this task. Offer choice so that they may successfully demonstrate 
their understanding of the texts. 
 
Some options are as follow: 

1. Use the Venn diagram included in this resource (see 
below) and compare the two stories you have read. 
 

2.  Using the Before and After chart provided, students 
will demonstrate an understanding of the impact in the 
following areas: economic, geographical, social, 
family, etc.  
 

3. Students will create a timeline and record the events 
leading up to the mass exodus of one of the two countries 
in the stories. Students should conduct independent 
research to add details to their timelines. 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 

Consolidation 

Using the Venn diagram, or Before and After chart, create an 
infographic of what has happened throughout the narrative. 

In English, this could be a good time to bring discuss Plot 
Diagrams. 

In Geography, a reflection on the essential questions may be 
more appropriate: Who’s where? Why there? Why care? 

 
Extension: 

 
Create an additional Fact Sheet to demonstrate your knowledge of 
other authentic voice narratives and how they relate to human 
migration. 
 
 

Universal Design 
Modifications (For all) 

Specified IEP Accommodations Resources 



 
 

 

 
 
Evolving Communities 

   

Educator’s Lesson Reflections 
 
 
 
 

 
Modifications for other courses 
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Story 1: 
Retrieved from:  https://www.thefledger.com/post/everyone-is-leaving-my-country-heres-the-
reason-why 
 

 
When I was a child, my sister explained migration to me using a simple example. She said that 
birds migrate because they need to find a better place to live. It's hard to imagine that 7 million 
people without wings would leave their country for the same reason. 
 
If you've been reading the International news section, you might be familiar with Venezuela, my 
beloved country. This state, known for being a cradle for liberators and revolutionaries, was 
once a place of hellish grace. Unfortunately, the current news is not about liberty and creation 
but oppression and destruction. 
 
Discovered by Christopher Columbus in 1498, Venezuela has one of the richest histories of 
Latin American countries. Since the declaration of independence, the country has 
experienced different forms of government, from totalitarian to democratic. 

 
 
 

 

http://www.thefledger.com/post/everyone-is-leaving-my-country-heres-the-reason-why
http://www.thefledger.com/post/everyone-is-leaving-my-country-heres-the-reason-why
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From democracy to no man’s land 
Venezuela became internationally known for its vast reserves of oil, attracting people from all 
over the globe to work and invest in Venezuelan natural resources. This transformed the 
country's economy into one of the greatest in the region. 

 
Prosperity was found in many corners of the state. The oil reliability was high, education was 
easily accessible, and the economy had a constant growth path. Despite this, the government 
failed to secure the social growth and development of the population, and civic culture was 
lost. Therefore, this "stable democracy" started to crack, and a crisis was about to be born, 
one with political, social, and economic nature, never known to the country 
before.  
 
The system transitioned from a stable bipartidism to an unstable multipartidism, and democracy 
was left to welcome autocracy. Due to the failures of the system to advance with the progress of 
the nation, the land became fertile for an "outsider". In a cautionary tale, seemingly ignored by 
the west, very quickly a once democratic country fell into the iron grip of a populist. 
 
Three outbreaks happened at the end of the 20th century: one social, one military, and one 
economic, causing the citizens of the country to strive for change. In stepped Hugo Rafael 
Chávez Frías, or as his supporters called him "The Commander", a political actor who arrived 
at power through democracy and had a direct impact on Venezuelan politics through 
neosocialist ideology. The "United Socialist Party of Venezuela" became the dominant 
political party in the country through fervent populism and a cruel political agenda. I was a 
baby when this man came into power, and I have spent twenty years of my life watching my 
beloved country go into a state of madness. Now, as a political science student, it's disturbing 
to analyse political objectives which “aimed” for the improvement of the nation to result in 
loss and devastation. 
 
The nation became ruled by fear and anxiety, and basic products like toothpaste, toilet paper, 
food, and medicine were difficult to find or expensive to buy. The minimum salary was in the 
range of $1 to $40 per month, and most international indexes were downgrading the country 
rapidly. 
 
From 1999 to the present day, the country has experienced a constant decline in its 
economy, society, education, and life with dignity. More than 7 million Venezuelans have left 
the country in search of a better life and opportunities to grow. This number is similar to the 
population of whole countries like Paraguay, Laos, or Libya. Living in Venezuela was almost 
impossible; surviving became the general rule, and leaving the country became most 
Venezuelans' dream. The country with the largest oil reserves in the world suddenly became 
the country with one of the largest emigration crises in history. 
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The international impact of the Venezuelan migration crisis 

Migration crises like this tend to have a direct impact on the international system in aspects 
like public policy, economy, cultural exchanges, and international relations. In the Venezuelan 
case, we can observe how this population has broken the global status quo by trying to find a 
home in places that are not their country of origin. 
 
The economy has been affected in Latin America due to the Venezuelan migration in some 
countries of the region. In some cases, there are advantages to Venezuelan migration based 
on the educated manpower and professionals. Even so, this is not always the case. There 
are critical situations about this crisis, and there are some particular features of this 
emigrational phenomenon, starting with the fact that this event is not caused by conflicts like 
the cases of Ukraine or Syria but by the mismanagement of the country. The spectrum of 
Venezuelan migration also has its shades of cultural changes. With more than seven million 
people around the world, Venezuelans have brought their culture and merged it with those of 
the countries they live in, causing some cultural differences in language, gastronomy, and 
day-to-day living. 
 
As a Venezuelan myself, I find it hard to live in a place where most of us don't feel secure 
about our future, a place with a government that does not listen to our voices, and a youth 
whose main dream is to leave. If you ask me which part has been the hardest, I would say 
the separation of families in the country. Seven years ago, all twenty members of my family 
lived in Venezuela. Today, only five of us remain in the country, and Christmas and 
birthdays would not be the same without my dear sister, cousins, and uncles. 

 
The beginning of the end 

It's sad to read that 7 million people have left, most of whom have gone through hell to 
immigrate, but I cannot help but feel hopeful when I read about the impact that my people have 
had all over the world. Venezuelan culture is now found in all corners of the globe, and our need 
for change has been heard by many countries. 
 
Many states of the international system have raised their voices about the Venezuelan case, 
some condemning the regime, and others supporting it. Some NGOs have supported the 
Venezuelan population through mechanisms like humanitarian help and human rights 
programs, but the progress seems to be created by the Venezuelan population itself. 
 
Entrepreneurship, informal work, and innovation have thrived as  
 
alternatives to a formal way of living. The reality of the situation has definitely changed 
throughout the years, and perspectives of growth have been present in and outside the 
nation. National and international changes have made their way through the impact of a 
population that has risen its voice as high as the Everest but is frequently ignored. A famous 
phrase is heard in a lot of cities in the world: "Venezuela is getting better". But is it really 
getting better, or are people just hacking their way into the status quo of this place? 
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Story 2: 
Retrieved from:  https://www.shubnumkhan.com/what-does-it-mean-to-stay-in-a-place-where-
everyone-leaves/ 
 

 
What does it mean to stay in a place where everyone leaves? 
Posted on January 5, 2022 by Shubnum Khan 
I live by the sea. 

I have always lived by the same sea on the same coast in the same house. I live in a sleepy 
city, a city where nothing seems to happen where people sit at the beach and stare until the 
surf and the sky become one long burning blur. 

I live in a place where people leave. 
 
My city is Durban, the green streak that cradles the curve of the Indian ocean on the east 
coast of Africa where the warm Mozambique current runs. In my city things grow with 
passion; guavas bloom with bright pink centers, heavy watermelons and bags of lemons are 
sold on street corners, avocados adorn trees like Christmas lights, bunches of bananas burst 
out of purple sheaths, children sit atop trees and eat giant sticky mangoes between their 
fingers. A seed splits open in shoot before it even hits the ground. The green here sometimes 
makes your eyes water; it is so vibrant, so swampy, so lush that it feels like you are 
swimming. 

Everything is so abundant and unashamed of what it is. Coriander abounds after the rains, 
moss blooms on walls, birds bicker on rooftops, fishermen struggle with shoals of sardines in 
their nets and sugar cane rolls over hills like endless waves. It is hard to hold pretensions 
when surrounded by such abundance and that is why, perhaps, my city is looked down upon 
by other cities in this country. My people are thought to be a touch uncouth, a little rough 
round the edges. People here shout over walls for their neighbors, they haggle at the 

http://www.shubnumkhan.com/what-does-it-mean-to-stay-in-a-place-where-everyone-leaves/
http://www.shubnumkhan.com/what-does-it-mean-to-stay-in-a-place-where-everyone-leaves/
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markets, they wear flip flops to meetings and they drive with their windows down. 

They point. 
 
When people leave this city, they change their accents, they say, ‘Oh, Durban?’ as if they 
have never heard of the place before, as if they had never lived here once. They laugh as if it 
is a funny little spot on the map. 

 

They try to rinse the green out of their eyes. 
 
They say the city is too slow. Too small. Too stilted. And they are not wrong. Job 
opportunities are few, creativity is undernourished, ambition is trampled, tradition weighs 
heavy, ideas are stifled, egos are bloated and progress never seems to fully arrive. We trip 
over ourselves too much. 

Meanwhile everyone else moves on. 

 
It often feels to me like I’ve been left behind. Like anyone who has ever wanted to do 
something with their life has packed up and left and somehow even though I have also been 
this person I have ended up staying. It’s like that feeling of moving while standing still on the 
sand as the tide comes in: all you’re doing is sinking deeper. 

Everything here looks to the ocean whether it wants to or not; the entire city seeks the water 
as if thirsty. The sea is always a thing calling you to look back even though the only thing you 
want to do is turn forward. Perhaps this is what it is, instead of ignoring the call like others, I 
am too busy cocking my head to listen, instead of looking forward, I am too interested in 
looking back. 

Perhaps this is my problem. 
 
I am a zombie movie aficionado and there is a line in World War Z that Brad Pitt’s character 
says when trying to convince a family locked in their home to escape with him: Movement is 
life. I think about it often – movement is life. If you move, you might survive, if you stay behind 
you are stuck. In the 2014 novel, Station Eleven, one character, during a worldwide pandemic 
finally flees the flat he is hiding in after months. His paralyzed brother who has to remain 
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behind chooses to end his life because he cannot go with. 
 
 
Movement is life. 
 

 
To survive you must move. If you become too comfortable where you are, you cannot thrive. If 
you lock yourself in one place, you stagnate and nothing will ever happen to you. Life is a 
moving thing: the earth rotates, seasons change, trends come and go, language morphs, 
viruses mutate, technology advances, people get older; they find partners, they have children, 
they buy houses, they move cities, they change jobs. 

Everything moves. 
 
 

 
But does that mean to stay still is to die? 
 
Because I am learning that to stay still is not easy. That to remain in the same spot can be 
excruciating. And that there is certain value in staying; it means being able to endure, it means 
being able to truly know a place, it means being able to pause. If you stay in one place you 
have a moment to look, not only at your surroundings but at yourself. 

Perhaps moving is the easy choice. Perhaps moving is just running away from something. 
Perhaps that something is yourself. 

Is movement really movement if you’re going in circles? 
* 

 
Perhaps there are things to see, when one stands in the same place for so long. 
 
The sea traces the journey of my origins. It carries the same current that brought my 
grandfather from India here 85 years ago in 1936 when he boarded the SS Takliwa with his 
mother. After the 21-day journey he arrived in a country where, he says, he was astonished to 
see there were street lights at night, where fresh water ran from taps that filled him with such 
excitement that he could not help but put his mouth to the spout to drink. He lived in a house 
with extended family along the river as if the sea itself had deposited him on the banks after 
his journey. He missed India dearly of course, he said, but there was opportunity in South 
Africa, a better future. He came to this city to find a better life. 
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On my days when I feel like I have been left behind, I wonder if perhaps my staying here honors 
his movement. 

This is the city where people with dreams leave but it is also the city my grandfather with 
dreams arrived in. It is the city he walked in for over 60 years, most of it as a travelling 
salesman selling cloth and lace from a briefcase in the CBD, and then as a retiree catching a 
minibus every day and walking the streets from morning to evening until his death at 93. 

Perhaps my stillness is to make up for his movement. 
 

* 
 
I’ve watched my city for more than 30 years now, watched summers sweep in to smother 
everyone with a blanket of humidity, watched thunderstorms roll onto the coast during late 
afternoons in January, watched spring carry in crops of bougainvillea and noisy mynah birds, 
watched ground nuts erupt at market stalls in April and oranges abound in winter, 
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watched my city grow more and more convoluted with corrupt politicians and clueless leaders 
who know nothing about how to bring this city to life. 

I have watched people leave. 
 
I have watched so many people leave. I have seen how much has changed and how much has 
remained the same. It feels sometimes as if I am in a bad marriage with this city but somehow, I 
have decided to stay, to stick it out, to be the partner who is somehow trying to make it work. 

Winter is coming, the papaya tree is no longer bearing fruit, people are dusting out their blankets 
and the sun is turning a little watery at the edges. When I was little, I dreamt of living in other 
cities. I dreamt of apartments in high rises and busy sidewalks and strange lands that I would 
have to adapt to. I dreamt of pushing kids in swings in autumn filled cities and crossing busy 
sidewalks in high heels. Drinking coffee in parks. Instead, I sit at my window and watch the 
moringa tree grow a little higher as I grow a little older. I didn’t think I would still be in this city 
walking along the same sea and the same shore and returning to the same house. Maybe my 
dreams were not big enough. Maybe they couldn’t pull me out quick enough. Maybe I am not 
who I think I am. 

What does it mean to stay in a place where everyone leaves? 
 
It means to look back over your shoulder and listen. To wait for something, although you do not 
know what. It means to stand in the wind and hold yourself still, even when it feels like you are 
going to blow away. 
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Use this chart and fill in what happened before mass populations fled and after. 

 
 

 Before After 
Economical   

Geographical   

Social   

Family   

Religion   

Laws   

Rights   
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	The beginning of the end

