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Once upon a time in the
Land of Not, there was a boy 
who could not eat nuts.

His name was not Johnny or 
Randy or Paul. He was not 47 or 
5 or 95. And he was not happy 
because he could not eat nuts.

NOT PAGE 41



“Hi, kid who can’t eat nuts,” said a woman who was not driving a 
green boat or a blue truck or a pink train. “You do not look happy 
today.”

“Hi, not Mrs. Smith,” said the boy as he sat in his assigned seat, which 
was not in the front or at a window. “You do not look happy either.”

Indeed, both were frowning.

NOT PAGE 136



You see, in the Land of Not 
people were known by what 
they were not. By what they 
couldn’t do, by what they 
didn’t do, by what they 
didn’t like.

And everyone was not happy.

“I don’t like the violin.”

“I don’t speak Spanish.”

“I can’t see clearly without 
my glasses.”

“I’m not Jackie.”

NOT PAGE 19



Every day that was not Saturday or Sunday, the woman who was not 
Mrs. Smith took the students to a building that was not a post office or 
a restaurant or a movie theater. And every day, the students repeated 
the same chant along the way:

“I am a kid from the Land of Not! I cannot, know not, do not, am not!”

“I am a kid from the Land of Not! I cannot, know not, do not, am not!”

“I am a kid from the Land of Not! I cannot, know not, do not, am not!”



It was another dreary day 
in the Land of Not. Every 
day was not sunny. The bus 
arrived at the building.

“Hello, boy who can’t eat 
nuts,” sulked the woman 
who did not teach reading or 
science or history.

As the students took their 
seats in the classroom, a 
man who was not wearing 
sneakers or shorts walked in 
with a new student. 
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“Hello, class,” said the man. “This 
boy’s name is not Henry or Roy 
and he’s not from the Land of 
Not. He does not live on Walnut 
Street, he does not have a dog, his 
favorite color is not green, and he 
does not know how to draw.”

“I can’t draw either,” moped the 
girl in the front row.

“Perfect. You two will make great 
friends,” he said while giving her a 
thumbs down. “Let’s all introduce 
ourselves. Boy who can’t throw a 
football, you go first.”
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The boy in the front whose 
arm was in a sling stood up.

“My name is not Simon or 
Sally or Sam,” he said with 
a frown. “I can’t play sports 
right now. I don’t know how 
to cook eggs, and I don’t 
like orange.”

NOT PAGE TRIANGLE



The girl in the second row 
stood next.

“Hi, boy who doesn’t like 
green. My name is not Anna, 
I can’t read Russian, and my 
birthday is not March 12 or 
March 19 or October 4.”

NOT PAGE 71



“My birthday is not October 
4, either,” said the boy in the 
back, whom we met at the 
start of this story. He stood 
and spoke. 

“My name is not Gary or 
Michael. I’ve never visited 
Tokyo, I can’t eat nuts, and I 
don’t know my times tables.”

NOT PAGE 134



The teacher stood from her desk. 
“Boy who is not from Not, you can 
sit beside the girl who can’t ride a 
skateboard.”

Though he didn’t say it, the boy 
who was not from Not was confused 
about the Land of Not because no 
one smiled. Not the students, or 
the teacher, or the principal. A few 
minutes later another boy in the class 
raised his hand and announced to the 
teacher, “I really, really, really, really 
don’t have to go to the bathroom 
right now.”

“Okay,” the teacher said. “I don’t 
either.”

The boy sat back down and the 
teacher continued the lesson.

NOT PAGE∞



“What’s 4 plus 4?” the teacher 
asked.

“Not 15!” shouted the girl in 
the front.

“Correct,” the teacher said, 
writing NOT 15 on the board.
“What else is it?”

“Not 127,” shouted another 
student.

“Correct,” said the teacher. 
“Boy not from Not, you haven’t 
spoken yet. What’s 4 plus 4?”

NOT PAGE 8



The boy who was not from Not 
looked around. Everyone was 
staring at him.

“Eight?” he said shyly.

“Eight?” the teacher repeated as 
the class chuckled. “Math is not a 
joke.”

The boy could tell the teacher was 
not happy, and he didn’t speak for 
the rest of the day.

ERROR 404: PAGE NOT FOUND



The next day, which was not Wednesday, 
was show and tell day. The boy who was 
not named Bobby walked to the front of 
the room and held up a round ball.

“This is not a tennis racket,” he said, as 
the class nodded. “I can’t play tennis.”

NOT PAGE 6



Next was a girl whose hair 
was not blonde.

“This is not a violin,” she 
said holding up a metal 
instrument with a horn on 
the end of it. “I can’t play 
string instruments.”
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“Boy who is not Paul or Joe,” 
the teacher said, pointing to 
the boy who was not from 
Not. “It’s your turn.”

He walked to the front of 
the class confidently. He had 
planned what he was going 
to say with his parents the 
night before. He looked at his 
frowning classmates.

... 09749445923078164062862089986280348253421170679821480865132823066



“Hi everyone. My name is not Paul 
or Joe,” he said. “My name is not 
Jack or Jill or Rob or Red, and I 
could stand up here for the rest of 
the day telling you all of the names 
that are not mine. My name IS 
Collin.”

The class gasped. The teacher 
jumped from her chair.

“Show and tell is not a joke,” 
she said, her voice rising. 

“Do you understand, boy who 
is not from the Land of Not?”

NOT PAGE 438



“My name IS Collin, and I’m 
from the Land of Can,” he 
said. “In the Land of Can, 
I can. I know. I do. I am.” 
He held up his old school’s 
yearbook. “In these pages 
are my friends from the 
Land of Can.”

The class was shocked 
because the kids on the 
cover of the yearbook were 
not frowning. They were 
smiling.

“Why are they not sad?” 
one student asked.

NOT PAGE -3



As Collin opened the book to the first page, the teacher ran from the 
room to get the principal.

“They are happy,” Collin announced. “They are happy because they are 
doing what they love... they are being who they are.” Collin pointed out 
different pictures in the yearbook. “Look,” Collin said. “This boy is 
playing baseball because that’s what he likes.” He turned the page. 

NOT PAGE 12 

 “And she is playing 
the violin. And she is 
coding a computer 
program.”

He closed the yearbook. “In the 
Land of Can, you don’t know 
people based on what they’re not.”



“You mean you are who you 
are?” one student asked.

“Not who you’re not?” 
asked another.

“Exactly,” Collin said, 
walking over to the boy 
holding a basketball. 

“We are who we are, 
not who we’re not.”

NOT PAGE 12



Collin looked at the boy and 
smiled. “Who cares if you can’t 
play tennis? This is not a tennis 
racket. It’s a basketball, and you 
play basketball.”

The boy stood still for a moment, 
then started dribbling the 
basketball slowly on the ground 
in front of him. Bounce. Bounce 
bounce. Bounce bounce bounce.

“You can do it!” Collin 
encouraged, and the class joined 
in. Soon, the boy was dribbling 
the ball like a pro, bounce 
between his legs, and bounce 
bounce over his head and bounce 
bounce bounce bounce bounce 
around his back, and the class 
cheered, and the boy smiled.

NOT PAGE 12



The cheers grew louder as the bounces bounced higher and faster. The 
class could be heard throughout the hallways.

Soon the teacher returned with the man who was not wearing sneakers. 
The students stopped cheering as the basketball dribbled to a stop. 
Bounce bounce bounce. Bounce bounce. Bounce.

“What’s going on here?” the man who was not wearing sneakers 
demanded. “This is not how you should behave. This is not how it’s 
supposed to be. This is not who we are in the Land of Not.

NOT PAGE 12



“Principal Handy,” said a girl 
from the third row, calling him 
by his name. “My name is Claire 
and I like to play the trumpet.” 
Claire held up her trumpet and 
played a beautiful tune.

Principal Handy could not 
believe what he was seeing. 

The teacher just shook 
her head.

NOT PAGE PURPLE



Then Bobby stood. “My name 
is Bobby and I like to draw!”

Bobby walked to the 
chalkboard. It was finally 
his chance to show his talent 
to someone other than his 
parents. He drew a red rose 
on the board and underneath 
it wrote the words “red rose.”

NOT PAGE 



The other students continued 
to show their talents. Morgan 
made a coin appear from 
behind Michael’s ear, and 
Michael did a handstand in 
front of John’s desk, and 
John started writing a rap 
about everything he was 
seeing, about all his friends, 
about all the talents, about 
all the smiles.

Everyone was smiling. 
Everyone, that is, but one.

NOT PAGE GOOGOL



Collin looked to the back 
of the room and saw the 
boy who could not eat nuts 
sitting at his desk, frowning. 
Collin approached him.
“What’s wrong?” Collin 
asked. “Aren’t you excited 
to show us who you are? 
You are more than the boy 
who can’t eat nuts.”

“This is all great,” said the 
boy, “but people need to 
know that I can’t eat nuts. 
If I eat nuts I could get 
really sick.”

NOT PAGE 91



Collin put his hand on the 
boy’s shoulder. 

“Everybody has things that 
they can’t do. I can’t hear 
without my hearing aid. No 
one should ignore these 
things. We should accept 
them and understand them 
because they are very 
important. But we should not 
let them define us, and we 
certainly should not 
let them keep us sad.”

NOT PAGE 18



Behind them, the students were showing their skills and flipping 
through Collin’s yearbook.

“I can take good pictures, too!” James said, pointing to a picture 
of a student with a camera.

“And I like helping animals!” Debbie said, turning to a picture of 
a field trip to the zoo.
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Finally the boy who could not eat nuts stood on his desk. “Everybody!” 
he shouted. The students stopped talking and turned to face him. 
Even the principal and the teacher listened to what he had to say.

NOT PAGE 14



“My name is Tom. No, I 
can’t eat nuts because they 
will get me really sick. It’s 
important that you know that 
I can’t eat nuts so you can be 
safe around me, but I don’t 
want you to know me only as 
the boy who can’t eat nuts. I 
want you to know me as the 
boy who can tell jokes and 
can run fast and can play 
chess.” 

A smile began to form on 
Tom’s face. “I also want you 
to know me as the boy who 
can sing.”

NOT PAGE 1



As the sun emerged from the clouds and brightened the classroom, 
Tom took a deep breath, looked at his smiling classmates, and sang:

PAGE 30

“Do what you love.
Embrace what you’ve got.

You are who you are.
Not who you’re not.”
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Do you know the  
Words of Can?

Turn the page...

Additional asset-based school resources are available at www.thelandofcan.com



CAN Constitution

Collin and his friends from 
the Land of Can live  by the 
principles outlined in the Can 
Constitution. By  following   these 
five   tenets, you too can be a 
Citizen of Can.



Words of CAN

Collin & his friends know the 
Words of CAN. How many of 
the CAN words do you know?



What can you do? What 
would you like to learn how 
to  do?
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