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Weaver in Bamako

ali, one of the largest countries in West
Africa, is surrounded by land on all
sides. Many of the villages and cities in Mali are
built near the banks of the Niger River, which flows
through part of the country from west to east, and
provides water to grow crops. There are many groups
of native people in Mali including the Bambara,
Malinke, Fulani, Songhi, Tuareg and Dogon tribes.
Most people practice Islam, though some practice
traditional African religions.
Mali is well known throughout West Africa for
its art—weaving, fabric art, leather work, jewelry,
metal and wood sculptures, swords, silver teapots
and even marionette puppets. My favorite Malian
art is “mud-cloth.” The women create drawings
on strip-cloth using a brown dye made from mud.
Mud-cloth shirts are very popular for Malian men.

Market in Niono

Niono market
near the mosque

(r) Strip cloth cut
into shorter lengths
and sewn together

Cotton yarn
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Weaving Strip-Cloth in Mali

“

Regardez!” a voice calls out in French to
warn me. Walking around the dusty streets in
Bamako, Mali where I live, I have to watch my step.
Since early morning, the weavers have been at work
on small looms all along the sidewalks—too many to count.
Cotton yarn is stretched
everywhere across the street, 40
feet, 50 feet, and even 60 feet
long. Be careful not to trip!
The looms (see photo) are
very nar row (some only 12
inches wide), easy to take apart
and small enough to pack up
and carry home if it rains. They
are used to create West African
“strip-cloth” in many bright colors and designs.
Weavers wrap yarn tightly
around their looms and stretch it
across the street, creating the long
yarns (warp) of the cloth. Then
they attach the yarn to a pulley operated by their toes! This
allows them to pull open the long yarns and pass the
short lengths (weft) through in a weaving pattern.
Strip-cloth is the most popular cloth sold in West
Africa. Narrow and long (sometimes 6 inches wide and
50 feet long), it is cut into shorter lengths and the strips
are sewn together side by side to form a square piece of
fabric. This square or rectangular piece can then
be used to make clothing, tablecloths, or decorations. Each strip is unique in color and design—a
special creation of the weaver.
But, wait. Do I see only men at the looms? In
Mali, men do the weaving! Women spin cotton
into yarn used to make strip cloth, dye the yarn in
many colors, and carry the bright piles of finished
cloth on their heads to sell at the market place.
However, only men weave strip-cloth in Mali.
“Ça va? Ça va?” (pronounced sa va) “How’s
it going? Can I buy some fabric today to make
a skirt?” I pick out a dark blue and white stripcloth that I think looks beautiful.
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I pay for the cloth in West African Francs and make
my way back home, being careful to walk around the
looms and step over the yarns. At home I enjoy sewing the strips of cloth together. I look at each strip
and think about the weaver who
spent so many hours creating his
special design. I think of all the
looms and colorful yarn and all
the weavers throughout the city
of Bamako.
—Gail Shands, Colorado.
Trained in the biosciences, Gail is an
environmental educator. She wrote
this article after her work experience
with the USAID in Bamako, Mali.
Author’s Note: The official language of Mali is French,
which is spoken in the capital
city of Bamako. In the small
rural villages of Mali, most people speak native African dialects
such as Bambara. In the northern
areas of Mali, some of the people speak Arabic. Mali is perhaps
most famous for Timbuktu. This ancient city built in
the 12th century is surrounded by sand of the Sahara
Dessert. In Timbuktu, you need a camel to get around!
• See the back cover for more images from Mali. If you
want to learn more about Mali, ask your teacher or librarian
for books about West Africa or look up Mali on the Internet.
Photo (below):View from roof of the mosque in Djenne.
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Understanding Racism and Discrimination

F

or the past six weeks, I have been participating in a “Study Circle.” Each Wednesday
afternoon, twelve of us meet for two hours to discuss race relations. We are six people of color (three
African Americans, two Asian Americans, one
Native American) and six European Americans.
There are seven men and five women, ages 21 to
81, in the group and one of the two coleaders is an
African American person. I guess you can say that
our discussion group is diverse enough to have a
variety of perspectives. It was carefully selected to
be this way.
At our first meeting, rather than introducing
members one at a time to the whole group, we
were given a few minutes to talk with each person
in the group, one person at a time. Every four minutes, we met a different person in the group. This is
because not everyone may be comfortable speaking
to a big group of people.
We have weekly reading assignments; the reading notebook is as thick as a text book. There is
no shortage of material on this topic! We have also
viewed two documentaries on race relations to
help us understand the issues of discrimination and
oppression that are deeply ingrained in our society.
We have discussed what prejudice, discrimination, stereotypes, ideology and racism is. Our history is full of discrimination and oppression on
the basis of religion, race, caste, ethnicity, language,
national origin, culture and economic conditions,
as well as disabilities, gender or sexual preferences.
We learned how some groups in the society have
many more privileges than others,
and what White Privilege is. We
have seen how racism continues to
occur on a daily basis. The six of us
who belong to various communities
of color have shared our personal
experiences when it seemed appropriate and expressed how it feels to
experience these acts of racism and
discrimination repeatedly. We have
tried to understand how racial microaggressions (at subtle levels) can occur
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From the Editor

in every day life. If we were to stop there, that
wouldn’t be enough. It would just make some folks
feel guilty, but it wouldn’t solve the big problem—
the racism that still exists!
So, during the last two meetings, we learned
how a person with privilege can become a strong
ally to people of color or an oppressed group. An
ally is a person who listens well and is there to help
people who need support. What skills do you need
to become a better ally? Also, how can we become
advocates for a racism-free society?
First, we can try to understand what it means to
be a person of color in our society. We can listen to
the minority when they share their points of views
and respect their opinions. We can take a stand
against the injustices taking place; we can stand by
their side and take risks; we can talk to other people who might help improve the society; we can
talk with our friends, family and classmates about
racism, and the connections between racism, sexism, economic issues and other forms of injustices.
It is up to us to create a society that is based
on respect, love and equality for all. Study Circles
allow us to see the impact and talk about the issues
on an individual level. In our final meeting, we
took turns complimenting someone in the group
and passing an unraveling rainbow-colored yarn
ball until the entire group was knit into a web of
the connections we had made. Perhaps, you might
organize a study circle in your school or community with the help of two experienced adults.
Just because we have a black president and a
national holiday for Dr. King, we
might feel that there is no racism
in the U.S. But we must do much
more than proclaiming February
as Black History Month or March
as Women’s History Month to end
oppression. Let’s learn to respect
differing view points, to appreciate
diversity as our society’s strength.
Let’s end racism in our school, community and society.
Happy New Beginnings!
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In the Name of Freedom
The mother goddess
Wept
As the business man
Ripped the tender heart out of
The First People.
Their land
Free for any man and woman
Now taken by
Beast of iron
Minds of steel.
Can they feel?
The atrocity is now.
A culture as rich as
Any known.
Torn apart each
Brick
And
Stone.
Leaving us desperately
All alone.
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In the name of
Fast land and
Quick gold
Here we are enemies in
Our own home.
So perhaps I am but a child
Of the four winds
But I have every right
As my father
And love as much as my
Dear sweet mother
And salute every warrior as
My brother
As we continue to learn
So much from each other.
Fly high bold eagle
Dig deep brown bear
The air we breathe and
This land we share
To be a slave to no man
If we but dare
And where life is lived freely
I’ll meet you right there.
Painting and poem by Jon Bush, Native American
and African American artist, Massachusetts.
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What’s On Your Mind?

Send your submissions to: editor@SkippingStones.org

Questions

Littering

What’s the difference between trees and animals? Are
trees really living things? But if they are living things, then
why do they release oxygen? How come they don’t move?
How do they get water from their roots if you can’t see any
holes in them? How do they suck up the water?

People’s lives being thrown away.
In America everything is the same, useless.
All crumbled up like paper balls.
The men in their raggedy clothes.
The abandonment in their stomachs,
as if they are gravy smeared take-out cartons.

How does life work? How do people move with just
a few brain signals? How come there are five kinds of animals—cold blooded, warm blooded, mammals, amphibians
and reptiles? When did birds realize that they could fly?

— Krystal Fernandez, 13, Florida.

Where do you go when your life ends? Do you go to
a black room where you can never do anything again? Or
do you go to a great, mighty, beautiful palace that would
stay there forever, and your life-force or soul will stay there
for 100 years or more until it is recycled to go back to your
new life—as a citizen of earth again?

The American Dream
Dive into your promised freedom,
Nourish the soul.
Branches evolve. When you think about it,
Kids bang.

Are there animals on another planet that can outsmart
us by 1000 times? Could one of those alien life forms
come to our planet? How does gravity keep us on earth?
How did life start, anyway? Did the heat
get mixed together with water to create
tiny molecules that got bigger over time?
—Dimitri Barlow Bong, 9, Native American
Scandanavian, Oregon.

The American Dream worth
The beheading of luxury in America,
Weep now for the country
And stoke our appetite for soulful love.
—Gabriel Calderon, 16, Florida.“This poem covers the
capitalism-driven ‘American Dream’ and the materialism
and exploitation that has ensued because of the ‘American
Dream’ and the decreasing value of the concept of love.”

I Wish…
I wish I knew how to never let the sun come up in the morning
so that I could never wake from an endless dream,
but I do know that when the sun rises a new day will start and a new dream will be made.
I wish I could sit on a star
just to watch the world spin and change from high above,
but I know I can just watch the stars at night and know the world around me is changing every second.
I wish I were able to accept the people lost in the world
so that I can never miss anyone,
but I know I am just like anyone else and you can’t always be strong over everything.
I wish I could make the world spin backwards
so we can go back in time and change the events that affected the world badly,
but I will always have to remember those events as the past that made the future to this day.
I wish to be a genius
so that I can know everything,
but I’m enjoying the fact that in life you don’t need to know everything, I like just being me.
—Maura Kelly, 13, Pennsylvania.
Jan. - Feb. 2011
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Alive

Nature Page

T

Children’s Canvas
Beautiful children’s artwork,
Unfolds before us,
The dusty powder creates such vivid images.
The colorful chalk,
Leading us down to intriguing paths.
The blacktop driveway,
The concrete sidewalks,
Become the children’s canvas.
The sky becomes dark,
The children scatter,
The raindrops cascade to the ground.
The beautiful artwork fades away.
Colors wash away,
Along with the children’s happiness.
The sun reappears;
A chalky rainbow appears in the sky.
—James Mullen, 16, Pennsylvania.

Night Sky
Dark clouds up in the sky
People down below
The stars share a secret
That everyone wants to know
Stars see everywhere
All around the world
They see what everyone’s doing
Every boy and girl
Stars do their job very well
Their light is very bright
Working hard all the time
Being out each night
And when their job is done
And the night is at an end
They patiently wait side by side
To come back up again.

he rain drowns out all other sound, the gray drowns out
all other color, the cold drowns out all other sensation,
and a deep, welling sadness drowns out all other emotion. My cotton hoodie is soaked through, sticking to my body in places and
chilling me to the bone. Yet I refuse to shiver. Do I already have
hypothermia? Am I encased in a block of ice? I do not know. I
can’t feel anything. Not the marshy, wet, sucking ground beneath
me, and not the rough bark of the tree at my back. When I look
up, I lift my head just enough to peek out from under my hood,
and all I see is gray; gray tumultuous clouds, gray deadened grass,
gray rain coming down in sheets, pounding me until I chip away
like a block of stone at the mercy of the ocean; I am turned into
sand. All that is left of me is the soggy residue of a spirit, no fire left
in it to burn, no warmth with which to hope. I am numb, and my
head sinks back to my knees.
Through the cloth of my hood, and through my tightly shut
eyelids, a light shines. So bright! It seeps through my rain-soaked
skin, my etched away body, and acts as a defibrillator, jump starting my spirit. I begin to feel again. The first sensation is pain, my
whole body burns from the cold, and the water suddenly begins
to steam off my clothes. Somehow, I muster the energy to stand
up. At first, I use the tree for support, keeping my eyes on the
ground. I lift my chin, and let go of the tree. As I take my first few
baby steps, the world
seems to transform. The
grass turns from gray to
green; the clouds dissipate revealing a brilliant
blue sky. The tree grows
buds; they flower and
then burst into rustling
emerald green leaves.
Most of all, as I gain my
confidence and start to
run, the sun, a shining
golden orb in the sky,
lifts my feet from the
flowering meadow and
pulls me into the sky, I
am soaring.
I am alive.
—Hanna Hostick,14,
German American, Oregon.
Art by Paula Gregovich.

—Alyssa Clark, 14, Pennsylvania.
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��r �nv�r�n��nt�
Can you find the Boldfaced Words related to the Environment in this Word Search?

O

u r p l a n e t , � T � N D N � N � � � � N � � � N � � � N N � T � � R � �nv�r�n��nt
can kill living organB � � N D T V � � R R N � � � � � F � � � � � � R � � ������t���
fl�r�
with its envi- �
isms. Huge tracts of land
� P � D F � � N D D � � � R � T � N � R � � � R R � � L f��n�
ronment and the many R � T � � � R � � � T R � T � � � L R B L N H � � � � N b��d�v�r��t�
are being employed for
fr��h��t�r
�t���ph�r�
diverse ecosystems, is � D � � � � � � L � F V � � � T R � F H � � � D � N � � d�f�r��t�t��n
food production. While
� H H � � � R L T R R � � R B R N N � � F T � � N H � � �r��nh�����ff��t
amazing! Ecosystems � � � � � Z � � � N N � � H � � � R � � � R T � � � H � �l�b�l��r��n�
a large amount of food is
�l���t��h�n��
are regions where many � N � � � � � H � N � � � N B � B � N � � � L � � � � � �r��nr�v�l�t��n
h�rb���d��
produced, over a billion
p��t���d��
organisms live interde- � � � � � � � � Z � L F N � � � � � � N T � � � � R N � ��nth�t��n�tr���nf�rt�l�z�r�
people still suffer from
� � � � � N � � � � N � � L � � L N � D N N R R � D � P ��ln�tr�t��n
pendently and rely on � L � N N D � H � R � � N � � L � D T � T � F � � L � N �nd�n��r�d�p�����
r�d���
hunger and malnutrition
r����
the resources provided D � � N R T B � D � � R D R L � � N � � N � � T N � R � r����l�
(the lack of health-pro� � � � T � � � � � � � R T F � L R � � R T � � � � � ���t�pr�t���l
n���
by their surroundings, �� �
moting, well-balanced
� � � N F � R � � � N F � � � � T D � � � R R N � � �d��
�r��n��
like air, plants and inor- � T � L � T � R � � � R � R N � � � � � � L � � � D � T food), which can lead to
ganic substances such � � T R � � � N � � � T � � � B H R N D � F � D � � � � disease and death.
T R P � � T � � � D � � R � � V �H L B � � � � P �V �
as rocks and our pre- L P � � � � T � H T T � � � Z R � � � R � R � � N � � �
An ever-g rowing
cious water for food. � � R P � T H V � � V � D � � � � L � � F � F N N T P R population pushes the
T �� � � � � T N N � � T � T�R � D � H T � T � � �
From deserts and forests �
Earth’s resource capac���� T V � � � R V� P � � � � � P T � P � � � � � L
to Arctic tundras and � � V V � � � N � � � � � � R � � � T L � � � � � � � � ity to its very limit by
oceans, our earth sup- H � R � N N � � R � � F � � � Z � � � T � � � Z � � L � expanding and devel� T ��H � � R F � � � � � � R � � � �N H � � � �
ports millions of dif- �� R
R � Z � L � T R � F N � ��R T � N� � T � H T N � �
oping land use, which
ferent life forms—flora N � R � L T � � � L � T � � R R � � � � F � P L R � � � leads to more deforesta(plants) and fauna (ani- R � � T � � Z T � � � � N R � � R N R H N T N T R T N � tion and water pollution.
� P T � �NNR�� � �R P � � N�DH�H � � � T � H
mals). Some regions like
When ecosystems are
the Amazon Rainforest
degenerated, many of their living organisms face extinchave so much biodiversity that we are unable to docu- tion or become endangered species.
ment all the countless rare and beautiful species of aniThere are many ways to reduce our adverse impact
mals, insects and plants.
on the environment. We can reduce the amount of waste
Most of the water on our Earth—about 97 %—is we create, reuse items rather than throwing them away
salt-water. Only about 3 % is fresh water that we can after a single usage and recycle old items so they can be
drink and irrigate with. Over half of this fresh water is used for another purpose. For example, instead of disfrozen as glaciers and ice caps in the Arctic and Antarctic posable cups or plastic bottles, we can use reusable cups
regions and some mountain tops which are not easily many times over! Eating locally grown organic food is
accessible. Our planet is surrounded by an atmosphere— good for us and for the environment.
the air that we breathe. It protects us from harsh condiThere are organizations like the United Nations
tions and creates a perfect climate for us to live in.
(UN) taking collective action to help save our environThe environment we depend on is changing rapidly. ment. The UN Framework Convention on Climate
Industrialization, development, deforestation and popula- Change organized the Kyoto Protocol to curb our emistion growth continue to reduce the biodiversity of eco- sions of greenhouse gases from our transportation, deforsystems at rapidly increasing levels. Modern convenienc- estation and power generation activities. In 2010, 187
es like automobiles, airplanes, plastic bags and bottles, countries met in Copenhagen, Denmark, and then in
synthetic clothes, and thermal (coal and oil) power plants Cancún, Mexico, to see how to implement changes.
produce greenhouse gases. Inevitably, this creates a green- The UN has developed the Millennium Development
house effect and global warming and the resulting climate Goals (MDGs) to address problems like poverty, hunger
change. In addition, the Green Revolution of the 1960s and the environment. Non-governmental organizations
has continued to increase the use of harmful, synthetic (NGOs) help raise awareness of ecological issues such
chemicals such as herbicides (that kill plant life), pesticides as the rainforests and endangered species.
(which kill insect life, like honey bees) and synthetic
Want to help? Talk with your friends and brainstorm
nitrogen fertilizers for rapid growth of crops. Since these
ideas
and action plans to help protect the environment.
chemicals are used to grow crops that we eat, we end
—Amber Hampton, student intern & Arun Toké, editor.
up ingesting small quantities of the same chemicals that
Jan. - Feb. 2011
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Editor's Mailbag

I

A Costa Rican Adventure

n January, I went to
Costa Rica with my
mother, father and my 9
year old sister. Costa Rica is
located in Central America.
Its capital is San José, Spanish
is the official language and
colón is the currency.
Costa Rica is known
for its beautiful and diverse
nature—volcanoes, lakes,
forests, vegetation, beautiful
flora and fauna. Many exotic
frogs and gigantic trees, flowers and banana plantations characterize Costa Rica. It
is also a country for all kinds of water sports and hiking with its many hanging bridges and canopies. One
canopy zips through a very secure metal cable on top
of the trees that goes more than a kilometer.
In this land known for many extreme sports and
adventures, I can say I had one of my own. However it
was not the one my family planned or I expected.
After hiking through the Parque Manuel Antonio,
we arrived at a beautiful white sand beach with clear
waters and nature all around. We saw monkeys and coatis (raccoon-like mammals) come for food.
While I was swimming in the warm water I felt a
sting on my ankle. My mother and I did not pay too
much attention as we continued swimming, but all of a
sudden the pain was stronger and I felt a burning sensation close to my ankle and foot. It felt like two needles
stuck on my ankle. I decided to come out of the water.
Once on the beach I saw two small red marks
around my ankle. My mother and my father were both
concerned. “What bit you? Is it something poisonous?
Could it be a jelly fish?” they wondered.
As my parents became more worried a crowd surrounded me. Not knowing how to help me, my parents got quite distressed. My father decided to look
for help. He found a beach guard who, after hearing
the story, did not seem worried at all, and that seemed
to comfort my father. In the meantime, my mother
thought we needed to get an ambulance because the
affected site was all red and swollen. After a short
while, my father and the guard came back where I
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was lying in the sand, and
told me that those markings
had been caused by a hilo de
oro (thread of gold), a kind
of tiny, transparent fish that
abounded in the sea. He told
me that I was the third person to have been bitten by
the hilo de oro that day. Then,
he explained to me and my
family that the best way to
cure it was to rub sand on
the bites. After knowing
what it was, my mother was
calmer but I still felt the itching and burning where I
had been bitten. It was spreading all over the leg.
After applying sand and massaging it all over my
foot, ankle and calf, the pain and burning decreased. I
decided not to get back into the tempting, clear and
transparent waters. Instead, I decided to go back to my
hotel. On my way home I thought, “It was in the beautiful water that I got bitten, but at the same time, it was
the white sand that cured me!”
From this experience I learned that nature can not
only delight us with its beauty, cause problems and
pain, but the same nature also has healing properties.
Even with this experience, I loved Costa Rica and
now I know that nature is an important aspect of this
beautiful country.
—Claudio Sobejano, 8, Pennsylvania.

Wanted! Your Creations for our Pages
We welcome your creative writing (stories,
poems, essays, opinion pieces, etc.) and original artwork for publication in each issue. Share your ideas
and experiences, opinions, dreams and visions. Prose
(1,000 words), poems (30 lines), photos/art (upto 8
pieces). Please include a cover letter.

2011 Youth Honor Awards
We invite your writing and art on Cultural
Diversity, Family & Society, Nature & Ecology,
Youth Activism, Creative Conflict Resolution,
Peace and Justice. Send your entries by June 25 to:
Skipping Stones P. O. Box 3939, Eugene, OR 97403
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Nana Jean: Let’s aim a little higher, a little farther, and make a difference in our world

A

s a guide on the side, I ask my students to
select a guiding quote: something that means a
lot to them, something they read in a book, something
they heard from a famous person or even a relative. I
often borrow these quotes from my students and put
them where they can help me! The one by my phone
reminds me, “The first step to wisdom is silence; the second is listening.” The quote on my computer gets me
through writer’s block: “I can do all things through Him
who strengthens me.” And the quote over my desk quiets
my frustrations with: “You may not be able to change the
world, but at least you can embarrass the guilty.”
Our quote for now is, “A genius is someone who aims
for something that no one else can see…and hits it.” I would
like you to find a use for this quote. Take a moment to
put in another word for “genius” if you like. You could
insert “innovator” or “risk-taker” or “one who makes a
difference” or “going-to-get-this-done hard worker” if
you wish.
Often, I close my eyes and think about whether or
not to aim for something very difficult or out of reach.
Sometimes it works out, sometimes not. When it does,
I am encouraged to aim a bit higher and a little farther.
I recall a time that I aimed high, reaching for a
mark that my teacher could not see. I disliked the way
history was taught with monocultural perspectives, and
I had to repeat a U.S. History class in summer school.
I put my heart into it this time and wrote a stirring,
creative beginning to my paper on the Oregon Trail.
My teacher did not believe me, an African American
student, when I told her I wrote it myself. Discouraged
by her low expectations of minority students, I did
not bother finishing the research paper and received
another low grade. Her harshness and her assumptions
hampered my interest in writing as well as in history.
Much later, as a classroom teacher, I found Oregon
history peculiarly intriguing: Oregon hosted on its soil
a moment of inclusion when York, a black man who
was Clark’s slave, and Sacajawea, a Native woman, voted
along with the rest of the Lewis & Clark Expedition
for the location of its winter camp. Yet, Oregon’s history is marred by racist laws. One law assessed blacks,
Chinese and Hawaiians an annual $5 tax for the privilege of living in Oregon! This legacy of exclusion is
seen today in the absence of people of color in many
Oregon communities.
Reaching higher can be as simple as not telling or
Jan. - Feb. 2011

reacting to racist jokes. A quote from one of my students: “I will never tell a racist joke, so I’m not racist, but...
I have laughed at other people’s racist jokes,” and later in
the course, “It will never again be okay to laugh at a racist
joke or even to keep silent when one is being told.” These
students are beginning to understand their own roles
in the subtle, often-hidden racism that surrounds us
all. Every term, my students report to me that when
they take the time to open their eyes, they notice that
while shopping, driving or meeting, people of color are
treated differently. One said, “Race shouldn’t matter, but in
this country, it still does—to everybody.”
On a more complex level, let’s consider my own
case. I am one of very few African American faculty
members at Oregon State University. What is it like to
be this brown face in a sea of whiteness?
“It is as if we are all on a river that flows quietly and
gently along. Most of my friends, students, and colleagues float
on this river in a strong, sturdy boat of their majority status—
a boat I cannot get into because I am not white. The river, our
societal mainstream, is accepted and hardly noticed. I manage
to swim or float alongside the boat as I am learning how to
navigate this mainstream. Every once in a while someone in
the boat notices my struggle and tosses out an inner tube or
briefly holds my hand. And then sometimes, someone reaches
out and pushes my head under with, ‘Just get over this race
thing, Jean.’ I sputter, resurface and continue on. In the long
run, I figure it makes sense to construct a raft for myself. So
while I talk to those in the boat and we run difficult rapids
together, at the same time I must lash together whatever supportive materials I can find. The response? ‘Hey, how come
Jean gets a raft?’ If I say, ‘Because I can’t get in the boat with
you and I’m getting tired of staying afloat without more support.’ Some of them say, ‘What boat?’”
We all struggle with the complex issues raised by
this metaphor, whether it applies to race or other areas
of difference. The challenge for those in the water and
for those in the boat is to reach out for each other on
our common journey while aiming to make a difference in the very river that carries us all along.
May you have many wonderful
experiences as you work to make a
difference in your world this year.
A larger version of this appears in
“Cultural Competence: A Primer
for Educators” 2nd edition, by Jean
Moule (Cengage Learning, 2012).
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Our First Lady, Michelle Obama: Modeling The Way

N

ever have we witnessed or heard of a First
Lady who eagerly rolls-up her sleeves, literally speaking, and tackles the task in the dirt, on her
hands and knees when necessary. Michelle, working
with her head chef, other staff,
and local school children laid out
and planted a White House garden. There hasn’t been one since
Franklin Delano Roosevelt’s
presidency. What the White
House residents don’t consume
goes to local soup kitchens to
feed the hungry so very little
food goes to waste. Michelle
leads a campaign to wipe out
obesity among the nation’s children. Our First Lady hula-hoops,
jumps rope, and runs with school
children while she talks to them
about her childhood, striving
for excellence and maintaining a
healthy mind and body.
Michelle LaVaughn
Robinson was born in Chicago
on January 17, 1964, and raised
on the south side of the city in
a middle class, predominantly
African American neighborhood. Her parents were hardworking and
they raised
their children
with high
expectations.
She graduated
from Princeton
University in
1985 with a
bachelor of
arts degree.
She obtained
her law degree
from Harvard
University in
1988 and
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returned to Chicago to work for a prestigious law firm.
During the summer of 1988, Michelle met a summer
associate at the law firm, Barack Obama. They married
in 1992. In 1996, when Michelle Obama went to work
for the University of Chicago in
the city’s Hyde Park neighborhood, Barack launched his political career.

What an awesome First Lady
she is. While she is doing all of
these extraordinary things with
her time she and her husband,
Barack, are raising two daughters.
Their daughters are in elementary and middle school. Michelle
and Barack, like any other parents, make all of their parent/
teacher conferences, and as many
other school events as possible.
She is a helpmate to her husband,
but she does not override him.
She keeps her home as normal
“I come here as a mom whose girls are
as possible and guards their prithe heart of my heart and the center of my vacy, but they both agree that the
world—they’re the first thing I think about good of the nation trumps privawhen I wake up in the morning, and the
cy every time. There is so much
last thing I think about when I go to bed at to admire about our First Lady.
night.Their future—and all our children’s She is not afraid or ashamed to
future—is my stake.” —Michelle Obama. be who she is, to be forthright
about the good and the bad of an
issue. She wears her own style and she wears it well.
Michelle and I share the same story in so many
places. We are African American women and proud of
our family heritage, both of us born in Chicago and
raised on the south side by hard-working parents. We
both obtained degrees beyond four years of college. My
maiden name is also Robinson. Both of us can trace
our ancestry through slavery in America back to Africa.
Heck!, we are probably related. At least, I certainly
would like to think so.
What a great model Michelle is for women! She is
an even greater model for women of color everywhere.
—Paulette Ansari, educator and storyteller, Oregon.
On the Cover: Michelle Obama by artist Jon Bush, Mass.
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Dr. King’s Ideals Have Impacted My Life & My World

T

his is a day when we reflect on the life and the
ideals of Dr. King, who would have been 82
years old today. The celebration of Dr. Martin Luther
King’s legacy continues to be an important landmark
as well as a personal inspiration for each of us. This
day has become for us both a time to understand
the meaning of Dr. King’s place in the history of our
nation and an opportunity for us to live up to his ideals.

Dr. King inspired everyone with his words, “Unity is
the great need of the hour.” Unity is just as important today as it was in 1967. U.S. troops were sent to
Afghanistan soon after the September 11, 2001 attack
on the twin towers in New York City. The deadly war
in Afghanistan still continues; we still are waiting to see
its end. Unity, nonviolence and peace are sill the need
of the hour today.

Two years ago, as we were celebrating the legacy
of Dr. King, an historic event took place in the U.S.
For the first time in our history, we have an African
American as our President. Similarly, at our school, we
take pride in having Verna Moore as the first African
American to head our school.

My earliest memory of Dr. King dates back to
the second grade. I read a book written by his sister,
and it provided a detailed account of his life. I have
since read other books, about the values and ideals of
Dr. King, and they have inspired me in many ways. I
strive to live up to his teachings, which encourage us to
serve our community. I ran for an office in the Student
Government Association, so that I could serve our
school. Even though I was not elected, I will not stop
working to make our school a better place for us all.

History consists of significant events engineered by
great leaders who have shaped our world. Dr. King can
certainly be considered among those great world leaders. He was a visionary with determination to bring
about change. He believed change could happen without violence. He advocated the principles set forth in
the U.S. Constitution and in the Bill of Rights.
Although the Bill of Rights was supposed to provided equal rights, in reality, this was not followed by
all; so Dr. King decided to take action. In the early
sixties, he focused his energy on eliminating racial discrimination in the South. In the South, police dogs,
bullwhips and cattle prods were used against blacks
seeking the right to vote or to eat at a public lunch
counter. Dr. King worked hard to help congress pass
the Civil Rights Act of 1964. On March 9, 1965, he
led a symbolic march to the Edmund Pettis Bridge, in
Selma, Alabama. Three marches and five months later,
President Lyndon Johnson signed the Voting Rights Act
of 1965.
Dr. King then challenged the nation’s priorities
concerning the rights of each individual regardless of
race. He said that civil rights laws were empty without
“human rights,” including economic rights. He disliked
the big gap between the rich and the poor. In 1967, he
opposed the unpopular war in Vietnam. He strongly
believed peace could be attained through non violence
and non-cooperation practiced by another great leader,
the successful reformer in India, Mahatma Gandhi.
On the eve of the Montgomery Bus Boycott, when
people were wondering if change could ever happen,
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Dr. King called for greater diversity in our educational system. He believed that diversity may well be
the greatest strength of our nation and of our school.
Diversity appears in many forms including race, gender,
religion, age, socioeconomic background and national
or regional origin. When people of different ages, races
and values join together, they find innovative solutions
to the problems they face. Dr. King embraced diversity.
In our Student Government Association, we respect
one another and we work together to make our school
and our community better, to fulfill his dream.
If we are to be united as a single community, we
must embrace our differences and be like the heart of
a lotus flower. The outer petals are very rough. As you
peel each petal and come closer to the heart of the
flower, the petals are softer, gentler and sweet smelling. Dr. King is that lotus heart. Each of us must peel
away the petals of hatred, jealousy, greed and anger and
reach the lotus heart of kindness, generosity, purity and
peacefulness. We cannot entirely correct all injustices,
but we can work together to make our world a better place. Although Dr. King was assassinated, his words
still live today. Keep your heart free
and clean, and do not forget the life
of Dr. King. Do not let his words or
accomplishments lose their purpose.
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—Shreya Rangarajan, 13, Indian
American, Maryland.
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Dear readers, I am eager to share a story:

M

artin was sad and feeling ignored because his best friend, Fritz, did not come over to his house even
though he had promised he would visit at least once every day!

So he found himself wandering into the woods. At first, he was just angry. His mind fed him all sorts of
unhappy thoughts: “Fritz does not really want to be my friend. He has lots of money, lots of video games and
other friends. He has no need to have me hanging around him.”
He wondered if he could be jealous of Fritz?
He started to watch birds settling down at dusk. They
were obviously happy together, cheerful. They crowded
eagerly, playing merrily.
His eyes caught a brightly painted bird feeder. The
joyful birds were gathered around the bird feeder which
left him only more lonesome. So he left the woods and
went to the mall, where he walked by a pet store.
Fortunately for him, the owner of the store was not
busy. There were hardly any customers in the store. So
Martin asked a few questions and the owner had time to
answer them all.
“What do birds like to eat? Do birds fight with each other?
Where do birds sleep? How does one make a bird feeder that
can make birds love to come and feed hour after hour?”
The owner advised him to focus on making a feeder
for common birds like blue birds, robins, crows and black
birds. He showed him pictures and sketches of some bird
feeders. “You can make your own bird feeders. Birds
need extra food in the winter!” he told Martin.
Martin decided to walk home and immediately begin making a bird feeder.
But as soon as he began working, he had trouble figuring out some things. So, without a thought, he called
Fritz and asked him to come over and give him a hand.
Fritz said, “Sure!” and, he went over to help Martin right away!
Together, Fritz and Martin made a great bird feeder and painted it. They went to show it to Fritz’s grandmother who loved birds. She loved their creation and asked them to make three more. She wanted to give them
as gifts to a few of her friends.
Working on the bird feeder project together, they felt that wealth, toys and games no longer competed on the
same level. What mattered most was the warmth of friendship and functioning on a deep level of oneness.
They were proud that they could work at their highest level. In working, they were bonded together, and their
friendship was strengthened.
Send your questions/comments to:
Dear Hanna c/o Skipping Stones
P. O. Box 3939
Eugene, Oregon 97403 USA
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In Peace,

Illustrated by Paula Gregovich, Oregon.
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Friends Are Colorful...

T

he only difference between Gloria and me was
that I’m white and she is black. I felt that was
nothing special, but my mom said it was a big thing.
When Gloria came over, my mom ignored her
when she asked if she could get a drink of water. Her
face crumpled up when she asked for the third time
and my mom didn’t answer.
My stomach flip-flopped and I took Gloria outside.
“Here you go,” I said, giving her some of my water. “Is
your mom mad at me?” Gloria asked, taking a drink of
water from my bottle. I knew I would be lying if I said
“no,” so I said, “I don’t know. Probably not.”
“Good,” Gloria sighed. We played outside for the
rest of the play date. My mom was watching us play
from the high window with a frown.
A large blue truck rolled by while we were playing
hopscotch. Gloria’s mom rolled down the window and
smiled. Her white teeth glowed against her brown skin.
“You have a good time, Gloria?” asked Gloria’s
mom. Gloria nodded, but looked at me out of the corner of her eye.
“Well, that’s great. Come in the car, Gloria! Bye,”
called Gloria’s mom.
I waved and skipped back into the house. Mom
was waiting there, her hands planted on her hips. “That
girl has no manners, taking our water and things like
that,” she said.
“I gave her the water. She was thirsty, Mom,” I
reminded her.
Mom shook her head. “I don’t like that girl. Why
do you like her?”
“I like her because she’s my friend,” I told Mom.
I woke up to a ringing sound in the morning. I
heard Mom answer it and say, “This is the Jones’ residence. How may I help you? Gloria? A play date? No,
you can’t come over. Bye!”
She slammed down the phone and screamed,
“What a rotten kid! Inviting herself over like that!”
“Do you dislike her because she’s dark?” I asked.
“Yes, I don’t like her! And there’s a mighty good
reason,” she replied.
So I asked my mom if I could go to Gloria’s house.
She scrunched up her nose but said, “I’ll give you ten
minutes. If you’re not back by then, I’m calling her
house. Understand?” I nodded.
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“I just want to be friends with you again.”
I jumped on my purple bike and started riding.
When I got to Gloria’s house. I was sweaty and I really
wanted to go inside Gloria’s air conditioned house.
I knocked on the door. Gloria’s mom answered.
“Oh, hi. I thought your mom didn’t want you to play
today.”
I felt myself turn red. “That was nothing. I just
came over to see Gloria for a few minutes. Is she here?”
“Yes, she is here. Gloria! Come down. Lisa’s here to
see you.” Gloria’s mom called loudly.
When Gloria’s mom left, I said, “I just came to see
if you were alright.You didn’t pick up my call.”
“Your mom is mad, I can tell. But why?” she asked.
“It’s personal,” I said, turning redder.
I looked at my watch. Six minutes had passed.
“I must go now. My mom is expecting me,” I said
after a little while.
“OK, bye!” she called as I jumped on my bike.
When I got home, my mom was waiting for me.
“I’ve made a decision. I’ve banned you from seeing
Gloria. She’s not our type of people. I don’t like her or
her family,” Mom replied. Tears came to my eyes.
“You should make friends with our type of people,” my mom went on, “There are some girls in our
neighborhood... Sally from across the street is about
your age and...”
I felt a stomach ache starting. My mom stared at
me as I sat down and buried my face in my hands.
I had to talk to Gloria to tell her the news. I dialed
her number and she answered, “Yes?”
“It’s me, Lisa. Listen, I have to tell you something,”
I said. “I can’t play with you anymore. My mom doesn’t
want me to play with dark skinned kids,” I said softly.
There was a long, painful silence and then Gloria
shouted, “Yeah, well, I don’t want to be your stinking
friend anymore. I’m not going to be friends with racist
families!” She hung up with a bang.
A few days later we were driving to my grandma’s
house. Mom stopped in front of the old looking house
and said, “Come on. Grandma is waiting for us.”
I jumped out of the car and knocked on her door.
Grandma answered, all dressed up and happy.
“Lisa, come on in! Oh! Carrie! Come in,” she said.
Grandma offered to make us cookies and tea. My
mom got up instead to make the tea.
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“She was the first female black doctor in our town.”
“Lisa, darling, you look sad. How’s Gloria, sweetie?”
Grandma asked.
“I’m not allowed to see her anymore because she’s
black. Mom doesn’t want me to play with Gloria,” I
answered quietly.
“What? Carrie, come here right now! CARRIE!”
Grandma yelled.
Mom came in wearing an apron. “I’m not done
with the cookies and the tea isn’t hot yet,” Mom said.
“I don’t care! Sit here,” Grandma pointed to a seat
next to mine.
Mom sat down. “What is this? Not letting Lisa play
with Gloria because she’s black!” Grandma snapped.
“Well, they aren’t our type of people. They never
help us or do anything, like friends should,” Mom said.
“Do you know what Gloria’s grandmother did
for you? When you were about six years old, you had
pneumonia. We were very poor and couldn’t afford a
doctor. You were dying, Carrie. I phoned every doctor in town, thinking I could get a loan from the bank
later, but all of them were busy or out of town. The
only doctor I could reach was Gloria’s grandmother,
Tanya. She was the first female black doctor in our
town. I knew she was busy with other clients, but I
called her and begged, but really, I didn’t even need to.
She asked if she could come over instead of us going
to her. Tanya canceled her other patients and came
right over. You had a fever of 104°F.! Tanya gave me
the most expensive medicine for you and nursed you
back to health. She visited you, Carrie, for a week or
two. When I asked her how much I owed her, she said
‘Nothing. I’m just happy that your daughter is in a
healthy condition.’ I couldn’t believe it,” Grandma said.
It was really quiet for a while. Then Mom said,
“How come you never told me this?”
“I didn’t think it really mattered. But now, I think
it’s important for you to know,” Grandma answered.
I felt weird. Gloria’s grandmother had saved my
mom’s life. Her life! My mom wouldn’t be here if it
weren’t for Gloria’s grandmother, and neither would I.
After we finished eating and we said goodbye to
my grandma, we drove home. “Could you stop here
for a second?” I asked my mom when we passed by
Gloria’s house.
My mom nodded and said, “I’ll come with you.”
We walked up the cement pathway to the house
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and knocked on their door.
Gloria and her mother came to the door. They
both seemed surprised to see us. Gloria had tear streaks
and red eyes. Her lips were drawn into a frown.
“What are you doing here?” asked Gloria’s mom.
“I’m here to apologize for my horrible behavior
to the one you love. I acted unfair to Gloria. She didn’t
deserve that abuse from me. I’m sorry,” my mom said,
looking at her shoes.
Gloria’s mom twirled the end of her curly hair. She
made a face and replied, “I guess I forgive you, but I’m
still a bit mad. Please, apologize to my daughter instead
of me.”
My mom nodded and bent down to be face to face
with Gloria. “I am very sorry I acted horribly to you.
I was a bad person. Please forgive me for my nastiness.
Please,” Mom begged.
Gloria nodded, “It’s OK. Lisa’s grandma just called
a few minutes ago and explained everything.”
Mom walked to the car, and Gloria’s mom went
back into the house. I stayed there with Gloria. Her
eyes were crusty with tears, and she rubbed them away.
“I’m so sorry I yelled at you. I’m so sorry that I
hung up on you. But I’m the most sorry that I said that
you were not my friend anymore,” apologized Gloria.
My eyes became big and I said, “But I wanted to
apologize to you. You didn’t do anything. I said that
I couldn’t play with you anymore because you were
black. That’s a horrible thing to say.”
“But your mom was the one who told you that,
and she just apologized to me. So, you didn’t do anything wrong,” Gloria explained.
“But I miss being your friend,” we both said at the
same time.
It was quiet for what seemed like forever. I stared at
my feet, the way my mom did. I felt embarrassed.
“You don’t have to be sorry. I just want to be
friends with you again,” said Gloria, looking nervous.
“I agree with you,” I said looking at her.
“So we are OK?” I asked.
“Yes, we are, we really
are,” she said with a smile.
—Athena Gerasoulis, 11,
Chinese-Greek-American, New
Jersey, likes to draw and write.

Skipping Stones

Jan. - Feb. 2011

Skipping Stones Stew

Laughter
When I’m sad and depressed
upset and distressed
Irritated and annoyed
angry and destroyed
I feel all alone
In a world of pains and groans…
It is now my goal
to cheer up my soul
So I open the portal
to the luminous light
and let out a soft chortle.
Then I let it erupt without a fight
and begin to guffaw.
I withdraw
from my dark seclusion
and enter a new illusion.
One filled with a cerulean ocean.
Cotton fish swim within.
Swiftly swimming in a tranquil motion.
With a longing look within their eyes
drifting in the skies.
The swaying fields of emeralds
drift beneath my feet
left, then right, and repeat.

Warmth of a Fireplace: After Playing in the Snow
—Athena Gerasoulis, 11, Chinese Greek American, New Jersey.

The beauty strikes me with a blow
and time begins to slow.
I am floating in my laughter
In the beauty of Earth.
Simply laughing my cares away.

Growing Up
I remember the time
when my biggest problems were
what color crayon I was going to use
or what dress Barbie was going to wear today
I remember the time
when my biggest worries were
what Scooby Doo episode was going to be on
or what game we were going to play
but as time moves on
my problems and worries get bigger
such as when is the algebra test
or when the midterm is
time seems to flash through my eyes
loved ones are lost
and problems get bigger
but it’s all a part of one thing:
growing up.
—Grace Ficco, 14, Pennsylvania.

With a breath of fresh air
a taste of fresh air
and a smell of fresh air
I say goodbye to my
despair
and hello to tender love
and care.
—Aaron McClure, 13,
Pennsylvania.
Art: Paula Gregovich.
“Laugh when troubles come
your way. Nothing conquers
calamity better than that.”
–“Tirukural” from South India
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Nice and Tall

T

he familiar click of her dance teacher’s tongue
brought Tia to attention. The lanky 12 year
old recognized the sound indicating Mrs. Subhra’s
annoyance, even through the fog of her daydream.
“Tia, don’t you understand the step?” she asked.
Was it that obvious Tia hadn’t been paying attention?
“You watch Nina. Stand behind her
and follow along,” Mrs. Subhra urged.
“Why is she doing this? I know the dance
inside-out!” thought Tia. She was twice
as old as Nina and she was supposed to
learn from her? This can’t be happening!

“Since all of you seem to know the dance, I think
it would be more interesting if we adjust the choreography so that not everyone is doing the same thing at
the same time. In some sections we will make it more
like a play, where each of you will have roles.”

Tia felt herself
go pale. “A tree?
What kind of role
is that? You mean
I just stand there?”
she blurted.

Tia, like the four other students in
her class, had recently started taking
Indian dance lessons. She had begged her
mom for years to sign her up, ever since
seeing her cousin dance at her graduation performance.
She vividly recalled Sonia’s beautiful costume—brightly
colored silk with a gold border. The peacock blue one was
so cool! And the best part was the fan that opened up between
her knees when she squatted. It was almost like a surprise that
was revealed to the audience during special moments in the
dance.
If only we had had enough money to sign me up then.
Gosh, that would have been just perfect. I was probably about
seven—now I’m practically a teenager and way too tall! I feel
like a giant in this class. I’m even taller than Mrs. Subhra!
“Tia! Behind Nina!” repeated the teacher impatiently. Nina turned back and flashed Tia her cheeky
grin.
Mrs. Subhra restarted the music. She took out her
wooden sticks and hit them together to emphasize
the rhythm of the music. Tia’s brow furrowed as she
regained her focus. She knew this dance and she had
to prove it to Mrs. Subhra once and for all. She refused
to look down at Nina. Her long and slender body performed the dance with graceful movements, though at
times she seemed to struggle to unfold her never-ending limbs. No tongue-clicking that time! she thought, quite
pleased with herself.
“Good,” the teacher confirmed. “Now, I’ve been
thinking about the recital next week,” she began.
Tia listened intently. She did want to perform but
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was not at all eager to dance in front of an audience
with the little ones from her beginners’ class.

Tia’s interest rose. This sounds kind of
cool, she thought, much better than doing a
baby dance on stage standing alongside real
babies! Mrs. Subhra went through her list
of “parts” assigning everyone a role.
“…and Nina, you will be the
Goddess Parvati.”

Tia couldn’t recall what parts were
remaining, but her anticipation mounted as her name was called last. Surely
Mrs. Subhra realizes that I’m the best dancer here.
“And Tia, since you are so nice and tall, you will be
a tree.”
Tia felt herself go pale. “A TREE? What kind of
role is that? You mean I just stand there?” she blurted.
“Oh no...you will have some delicate swaying
movements,” Mrs. Subhra reassured.
As Tia left the class, the words seem to echo in her
head, “NICE AND TALL!”
“Why does everyone always say that?” she asked
her family in exasperation that evening over dinner. It
is not so nice being so tall!”
Her little brother started snickering into his plate,
almost to the point of spitting out his curried peas.
“Maybe you should change your name to TREE-A,”
he snorted.
“Very funny!” sneered Tia.

“Now Tia, this is a group performance,” her mother said. “You have to share the stage with the others in
your class. You may not have the biggest role but I’m
sure it will still be lovely. And remember there’s always
next time.”
Tia figured now would not be the best time to
break it to her mom that there would not be a next
time. She was not going back. Dance wasn’t like what
she had imagined. She wanted to really dance! It’s just
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noticed that she was not the
only one standing still. She
glanced at Nina who was
not moving. The Goddess
was frozen! Tia glanced at
the other students. They
were waiting for Nina to do
her part. She glanced at the
teacher and knew from her
expression that her tongue
was clicking away.
not fair being in a class with little kids. And now this tree
thing is the last straw!
Tia realized that taking lessons was a sacrifice the
family was making. Now that her mother was working, they finally had a little extra money. She couldn’t
quit now—her mother would be disappointed, especially with a performance coming up. Okay, I’ll have to
get through this humiliation, but right after the program, I’m
quitting! she thought, while gulping down her peas.
The dreaded day seem to arrive in record speed.
Mrs. Subhra greeted the family as they arrived at the
auditorium. “You look lovely,” she told Tia, smiling.
Tia had borrowed one of Sonia’s costumes and had
to admit that she enjoyed dressing up. “And it’s even
green,” her teacher continued, gesturing to Tia’s outfit.
“Just perfect for a tree!” Tia cringed.
After Mrs. Subhra gave her welcoming speech, she
introduced the beginners’ class. The dancers took their
places on stage. Tia was in the middle with two little
munchkins on either side. Was it just her imagination
or did she hear giggling? She scanned the audience and
saw her little brother smiling widely in the front row.
He was mouthing something. Tia struggled to read his
lips and finally deciphered, “TREE-A!” She glared at
him, knowing that seeing her with her miniature classmates must have indeed been quite a sight.
Luckily the music started and Tia’s attention shifted
to the performance. She knew the dance well and started in unison with the others. I’ve got to get through this
mortifying episode so I can QUIT and put this whole dance
thing behind me, she thought.
After completing the introduction, the drama portion started. Tia assumed her “role.” She wished she
could do like a real tree—and leave! Suddenly she
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Suddenly Mrs. Subhra
grabbed her sticks and started beating them together
wildly to provoke Nina to move. But Nina did not
budge—she wasn’t even blinking.
Tia took a deep breath and started dancing Nina’s
part. She did know the dance equally well. The other
dancers followed Tia’s lead and eventually even Nina
snapped out of her tree-like stance and resumed dancing. The audience cheered enthusiastically. The role
reversal had actually worked out well. They had probably noticed some confusion on stage, but they had also
noticed that Tia took the lead. The teacher gave Tia an
appreciative wink.
Suddenly it occurred to her that dance was not that
bad after all. There was something to be said for maturity. Tia smiled, and stood nice and tall.
—Rachel Paul, aerospace engineer, Quebec, Canada.

Cultural Competence: A Primer for Educators,
2nd edition, by Jean Moule (Wadsworth/Cengage
Learning). Do you like our regular column, Nana
Jean? If you are an educator interested in understanding cultural and racial bias, both intentional
and unintentional, in education and promoting a
racism-free institution, you might like to use this
excellent resource book by Dr. Moule, a professor of elementary education at the Oregon State
University. While the book covers just about all
aspects of theory and practice in the field, Dr.
Moule focuses on teaching students from different racial and ethnic backgrounds. See page 11 in
this issue for a condensed excerpt from this book.
ISBN 978-0-495-91529-4.
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The Locket

“S

hhhhhh

o, Sweetie, are you ready?”
her father asked.
Grace took a deep breath and closed
her eyes.
“Yes,” she exhaled.
This was her big day. She, being only
five years old, was the youngest finalist in the national
music championship. Her deep purple eyes flashed
open, as they darted from left to right anxiously. She
gripped her violin in one of her sweaty palms as the
other hand closed around her smooth golden locket.
Her name is Grace, Grace Elizabeth Louise. Her
mother passed away of cancer when Grace was only
three, but she remembers her mother clearly for she
loved her dearly. She remembers the saddened look in
her mother’s eyes as she glanced at Grace for the last
time. The memory scarred her deep within. Death is a
harsh idea to be accepted by anyone, especially a toddler who is just starting to remember events in her life.
Grace wants to remember her mother forever. She
never stopped imagining what things would be like
for her if her mother were still alive. She longed to see
her, just one more time; she’d do whatever it took for
that to happen. It was the sole reason why she kept on
wishing upon a star. Her father always accompanied her
and was always there for her. Age had wrinkled his skin,
but no matter how exhausted he was, just simply seeing
the smile on his daughter’s face was worth everything.
They were not wealthy; her dad worked for minimum
wage at a tennis racket factory. Grace was gifted with
an amazing talent, and her dad had stopped drinking
and smoking, and cut down on eggs and meat just so
that he could afford private violin lessons for her.
When it was Grace’s turn to perform, she held
onto her mother’s locket. Suddenly, the ground began
to quiver. At that exact moment, the background
turned snow white. Everyone vanished from the scene.
Grace was bewildered.
“Hello,” she called out.
No one answered. Out of the farthest corner of her
eyes she saw someone walking straight towards her; a
woman, the figure became clearer and clearer. She was
someone Grace knew well, from deep within her. She
knew who the woman was but she couldn’t believe
her eyes. She thought they were playing tricks on her.
The woman walked beside her, bent down and looked
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Grace straight into her eyes. She had the
same deep, clear purple eyes.
Grace touched her face with one
finger to make sure she was real. She
gasped, not expecting to feel actual
human flesh... it was her mother! Her
mom embraced her. Grace smelled the
delicious lilac scent that her mom always wore. She
didn’t want to let go of her mom. She wished that time
would freeze right at that moment… Grace’s mom
took her hands and looked her in the eyes.
“Grace, I have always believed in you, I will always
believe in you. Do your best, search for your inner self
and be who you really are.You can do it. I am so proud
of you,” she said.
Grace was speechless, gazing at her mom in amazement for a long while before she began, “But how... ”
“I am only allowed to stay momentarily. I want to
tell you how special you are and let you know that no
matter where you are, what you do, I’ll be with you.”
“Mom, please stay, I’m begging you to,” Grace
cried out, “I need a mother, I need you in my life.’
“What has happened in the past cannot be
changed,” her mom replied, “Look at me, honey, live
your life being the best you can be, so that in the end
you won’t have anything to regret. Know that I’m
always with you, my presence will always be within
you.
“Good bye, Grace,” her mother whispered softly,
“My time is up, I must leave now.”
Grace gazed at her, knowing that she would never
see her again. She wanted her to stay, to be with her
forever, but that was not possible. As she watched as her
mother faded away, a tear rolled out of her eyes.
Then, as quick as a flash of lightening, she was suddenly back inside the auditorium. The audience roared
with applause and welcomed her. Grace was renewed
with extra confidence; she wasn’t going to cower any
more. She boldly walked on stage, sat down and gently laid her violin on her shoulder. The music flowed
through the auditorium. It was a rich honey sweet
melody mixed with an inexplicable feeling of joy and
sorrow. Everyone sat there, frozen, speechless, as they
were swept off into ecstasy.
—Zhaoqi Li, 13, Chinese American, Florida. Zhaoqi
plans to become a medical doctor to help those in need.
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Self Discovery
Yesterday, I was a turtle, constantly retreating in to my shell;

Sheltered, timid, terrified of emerging and discovering who I
could be.
Blending in to the background, I hardly spoke. My shell was
my armor, shielding me from harsh words and rumors.
Though I grew older, I shrank into myself.
Today, I am a Blackbird; still awkward and unwanted
at times, but I no longer hide.
I am more confident and grounded in my beliefs,
For their sharp words no longer pierce.
Wearing my black feathers with pride in my heritage,
Slowly toward my hopes and dreams,
I am learning to fly.

Yesterday, I was a fern;
Shrinking from touch and curling under pressure,
It was hard for me to trust.
Vulnerable, my emotions made easy targets.
Cruel, vociferous children and tyrannical adolescents
Poked and prodded me until I screamed in anguish.
I yearned for quiet anonymity if no popularity was to be had;
Forever afraid, I missed all the beauty around me.
My eyes were always shut tight.
Today, I am a jasmine plant;
Ordinary upon first encounter,
Often overlooked until I flower for the select few,
Now blossoming into unique beauty.
I bask in the sunlight in small doses;
Bashful, not yet completely self-aware.
Wide-eyed with wonder at the world,
Eager to travel, for I am exotic
And can adapt to any place.
I can see the world before my eyes.

Yesterday, I was an old shirt, forgotten;
Worn and soft, comforting and familiar,
But pushed aside for passing fancies.
Useful and full of advice that fell only upon deaf ears,
Unwanted and forlorn, passive and defenseless.
Alone in the corner, I wept.
Today, I am a fleece blanket;
Tender caresses and warm embraces,
I am support for the confused and the unguided;
I surround with love.
A sanctuary for frightened little ones,
I have no need to speak, for my actions are enough;
I give more than I take.
Yesterday, I masqueraded as a teen magazine;
Techni-colored like all the others, I tried to blend in.
Read, but easily forgotten, I was never satisfied.
Sometimes, I snuck in a story meant to educate,
But eternally, it met with disgust or bewilderment,
Never with an understanding pat to my cover
And encouragement to be myself.
Unfulfilled, starving for acceptance,
I longed for solidarity, not the gossip I was replete with.
I was ashamed.
Today, I am a prized copy of Pride and Prejudice;
Alas, not loved or enjoyed by all,
But with loyal friends who will never abandon me.
A hint of days gone by,
Wistful longing for romance.
No quiet desperation or pleas for help.
Riveting is my story; the words I offer help many,
Bringing a smile to many a face or tears to many eyes;
I am cherished now.
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Yesterday, I was a cliché pop song off the radio;
slightly off-key, I strove for perfect pitch.
Trying so hard to be flawless,
I lost sight of the music.
In attempting to please everyone, no one saw me;
I was only ever a girl.
Who knew that I had a name?
Today, I am spiritual;
Many layered, fulfilling,
Bursting with memories, stamped with my signature.
Every crescendo swells with confidence,
Every phrase a wave of emotion.
I feel deeply and others clearly hear my voice.
I am nobody but myself,
And that is all I need to be.
Tomorrow, I will become a butterfly;
With wings spread wide, I give back
What I had once received.
With loving advice, I’ll draw others in to my warm embrace.
Exotic and bright, I will travel the world,
Easily fitting in anywhere I land.
For I am myself, nothing more or less,
Comfortable in my new skin.
—Ananya Mishra, 18, Indian American,
now attends Emory University, Georgia.
She enjoys Bharatnatyam Odissi dance.
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Cultural Collage

I

Lingo

t’s Saturday morning in Lausanne Center, and
I’m sitting where all the buses congregate. I
watch them go by. I love the globalized sprawl of international franchise that put Starbucks in this town, purging all the Swiss food I have ever tasted (gherkins, cheese,
baguettes, fondues) as I retreat back to Western roots. If
only for a moment, a minute, long enough to sip and
savor, then: “Excusez-moi?”
I must have dropped my receipt. “Oui, merci,” bubbles up, and I let it out. I feel it all flooding back until
I can steal another sip. As I sit there, people
weave in and out of eyesight, and everybody has somewhere else to be.
“Où est la station de métro?”
“À côté du cinema. Il y a un bus juste là.”
I heard that buses aren’t allowed to
wait for you. With perfect coordination of
movement, as shopping bags swing like sand bags at
your side, timed to the rhythmic thumps of foot against
pavement, you raise your eyes and secure, in no uncertain terms, a You’ve-Seen-Me-Now, You-Leave-You’reSnubbing-Me expression—but it just doesn’t matter.
They pull away in spite of every calculated attempt
at emotional manipulation. But I know they’re only
keeping time. You stop for one, you stop for everyone,
and this world runs on ordered, methodical protocols.
The Lutry #9 arrives. With it, a flurry of French
enunciation: “Cah-roe-leen!”
I embrace a halo of hair, familiar brown wire. I
know her voice as it melodically accents English. She
looks at me and I know her large, lidded eyes.
“I’m late,” she says, “I missed my bus.”
“That’s ok,” I tell her. “I was early.”
We’re meeting for lunch, and there’s little question
about where we’ll go. We both love the local Chinese
restaurant. The owner whizzes and whirrs throughout
the place with a formidable air despite his advancing years. He knots his eyebrows and on a busy day a
glimmering sheen of labor runs down and pools in his
worry lines.
I love the sound of his voice. “Bonjour,” he greets us.
“Deux, deux,” he mutters as he reaches for menus.
I love the paternal concern he exhibits for my inability
to speak the language. He wraps up two menus in a
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by Caroline Saine, studying in Lausanne, Switzerland
smothering embrace, clutching them to his chest as he
takes us to our seats.
“French, again?” I tease him.
“This is Switzerland, mademoiselle! You must learn!”
We mull over the menus in a silence laden with the
smell of simmering boeuf and rice dishes thick with
perfumed spices. My friend makes m-m sounds in her
throat. Sautéed vegetables are flipping and frying in the
background. She skims the poulet, canard, riz, boeuf, porc.
“Vous avez choisi?” he asks.
For so long, the fruit-salad juxtaposition of letters—so often disfigured into é, â, ç and countless
others—and the inadequacy of my American accent
delayed my progress in learning a foreign language.
I have always loved words. It wasn’t until I
encountered the throes of relative illiteracy that I
began—in some small way—to fear them.
“Oui,” I say; one word I’m comfortable with. “Le
plat du jour, s’il vous plait.”
Our food arrives. Meanwhile, I overhear snatches
of conversation from the table beside us. Toujours, encore,
oui, oui, beaucoup, aussi, merci. I settle in to the new corner of the world I have discovered. I am carving out
a place amongst the words and sounds that once confounded me.
“Bonne journée!” says the owner, as we get up to go.
“Oui, bonne journée,” replies my friend—no wave,
no flourish, just simple formality.
I remember my surprise upon discovering that staple phrase meant “good day.” Yet I secretly harbor my
own notion of what those words mean. I am adjusting
to life in Switzerland, to a new dictionary, new words,
new names, new phrases to add to those that I’ve loved
my whole life. I just won’t be convinced that the literal
translation forces away the true meaning behind what
I hear—not a French formality, not a cast-off goodbye,
not the insincere hopes of a stranger that I have a “good
day.” As we part, I would like to believe that old man is
wishing me more than just what is customary.
“Bonne journée!” he says to me.
I believe that man is wishing me luck on my wonderful journey, my life, my adventure, and perhaps—
maybe—he is hoping I encounter a few new funny
French words on my way.
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German Exchange Students

W

ith each new school year, class
size enlarges and funding diminishes. This trend has created a major setback for schools across the United States. For
teacher Kyle Yamada, who studied German
in Heidelberg, it is sad to watch. That is
why Yamada and German educators, Heinz
Roehrig and Heribert Ohlmann appreciate
the German American Partnership Program
that provides an enriching, cross-cultural
experience for high school students from So.
Eugene High School and the Gymnasium
Wendalinum, Germany, for the last 20 years.
Skipping Stones editor, Arun Toké and
I spent some time talking with the German
exchange students at South Eugene High
School one October morning. When we
asked the students to share their insights,
students commented on the differences they
observed. In Germany, Hatzfia, is a com- German Exchange Students at the Golden Gate Bridge, San Francisco, CA.
pensation for people who are unemployed
hen we planned this exchange our teacher
or homeless. West Germans also pay a tax
said a lot of things in America were differthat supports the rebuilding of former East Germany.
This sparked a discussion about the fall of the Berlin ent than in Germany.
Wall and the consequential meshing of East and West
I was a little bit scared, because I didn’t know
Germany. When we addressed transportation, the auto- what it would be like. Then we landed in America on
bahn (like the Interstate Freeways of the United States) September the 25th, and we finally got to know our
inevitably came into the conversation. Yes, there are host families. That was the point I lost all my worries.
some stretches of the autobahn with no maximum
In the following weeks, I realized more and more
speed limit, but this is rare. There is a misconception
that
it is very much like in the American movies—the
that everyone in Germany drives 120 miles per hour all
the time. Yet, many people don’t even need to drive at school is very big, lockers on every wall, and a lot of
all because every city and town is connected with the groups like cheerleaders, soccer players, football playfast and reliable train system. Of the 18 students who ers... except that the cheerleaders and the football playhad come on the exchange, almost all of them either ers were not as famous as in the movies. But a very big
difference? I couldn’t find a lot.Yet, I found that:
used the public bus, bicycled or walked to school.

W

This year’s program took the exchange to the state
capitol building, the bustling streets of San Francisco,
and the natural beauty at Silver Falls and Smith Rock.
They also had the opportunity to learn about how the
government laws work from County Commissioner,
Pete Sorenson. While the students were in the U.S. for
just three weeks, the sharing ddin’t stop when they
returned home. Next year the tables will turn and they
will host a group of So. Eugene High School students.
—Jessica Jorgensen, 19, student intern, Oregon.
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• Everybody here is friendly and interested in other people,
which is wonderful. In Germany we're not that way.
• Everything here is bigger than in Germany (even the
shampoo bottles).
• In America, you find many more fast-food restaurants
than in Germany.
• The school system is a lot different.
• The people here care about the environment.
So there are some differences, but not enough to
get a culture shock!
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_ German Exchange Students Share Their Experiences in the U.S. _
I really like it here, and I’d love to come back. I
have made a lot of friends, and I really like the way
of life here. I think I have travelled a lot for a youth
of my age, but I had never been to another continent.
I had only travelled in Europe—to England, Italy,
Spain, France, Switzerland, Austria. I think travelling
in Europe is a lot easier than travelling in America.
We drive for an hour or two to reach France, and
Americans can drive a few days and they’ll still be in
the U. S. A.
Another thing I realized during our trip was that
the school here is a lot easier than in Germany. I talked
to some German exchange students who are here for a
year. They also told me that school is pretty easy here.
Students in the U. S. can go to the bathroom
whenever they want to, but in Germany we normally
have to ask permission. And we’re also not allowed to
eat and drink during lessons. Furthermore, our sports
clubs are independent; they don’t belong to school.
A lot of Americans have a connection to Germany
—they have relatives or friends there and many have
been to Germany on vacations.
In the end I can say, I really like the US and I definitely will come back some day. I think it was a wonderful cultural experience.
—Anna-Lena Schwan, 16, St.Wendel, Germany.
Visiting Smith Rock, Oregon. Photos: Heinz Roehrig.

I

came here to see the American way of life and
to get to know all the different cultures that live
here. It has always been my dream to go to America. I
have travelled to Spain and Austria before. My dad was
in Chicago last year, and he told me about America,
about the cities there and the lifestyle.
I really want to try as many restaurants and different foods as I can. Mexican food, Indian food and of
course all the different American dishes like pizza and
sandwiches and all that stuff. I really want to eat an
American steak. My dad told me that it’s the best steak
ever. And I’d like to see different places of the cities. To
learn about foreign cultures is very important to me.
I have had so much fun so far and it’s a grat experience to go to foreign countries and learn about
school systems, cultures, food, stereotypes about
Germany and all that other stuff. But I also miss my
parents and especially my girlfriend a lot. And I think
that’s why home is always the best place to be.
Americans are very friendly. Especially in shops or
on the street. They always ask you stuff like “How’s it
going?” or “How are you?” They are also very patient.
In Germany, you don’t find that many people that are
that kind, friendly and patient.
Typical American food for me seems to be steak,
burgers, pizza and all that fast food you can get. I don't
think there is a typical German food because when
you go to different states in Germany you will get different regional dishes from those states.
I live in a very small town in Germany. It’s
very quiet there, and you can’t do anything in
the town. It’s sometimes annoying ’cause you
always have to go to another city by train or
bus to do something.
—Sebastian Rothhaar, 16, St.Wendel, Germany.
Special thanks to teachers Kyle Yamada of SEHS
and Heinz Roehrig of St.Wendel, Germany.

What would you tell someone who wants
to learn a new language, but hasn’t yet?
I would tell him, Go for it!
—Julia Stein, 16, Germany.
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“I want to have some ‘Real American’
experiences such as going to a big
supermarket, attending a football
game and eating hamburgers.”

I

was excited about coming to America as I’ve never
been here before, and it was always a big dream of
mine to come here. I’ve only known America from TV
shows, so I was excited about seeing whether my stereotypes were true or not.
I wanted to go to the Coast, which I did last weekend! I wanted to go to Portland which I did the weekend
before, and I want to visit San Fransisco. I want to have
some ‘Real American experiences’ such as going to a big
supermarket, attending a footballgame or eating hamburgers. I have met a lot of nice people here. I have also
enjoyed the ‘American way of life’ and the new cultural
experiences.
I noticed a lot of differences between the German
and the American school! My school in Germany is much
smaller than South Eugene High School. The school day
in Eugene is also longer, but has a big lunchbreak in the
afternoon, which we don’t have in Germany. The teachers
here are not as strict as the German ones, and the classes
are bigger. I think that we have to take more subjects in
Germany, too. Also our ‘learning-level’ seems to be higher.
Germany has a leading position in the European
Union (E.U.) because of our central location in the heart
of Europe. We have a really good school system and people who graduate in Germany have a good chance to find
jobs all over the world. The German educational system
offers you great possibilities. German products, like cars,
for example, are known for their high quality.
We Germans love to travel around the world. I’ve been
to many countries so far! I’m also proud of the German
food. I think that our food is really tasty!
I think that a lot of people have a wrong image about
Germany. Many people may think that we only drink
beer, which is not true. Some people still think that we are
Nazis. But we definitely object to this part of the German
history; we don’t identify with that!
It is always important and helpful to learn new languages because it offers you a great opportunity to learn
more about a country and its culture. Maybe you could
learn the language of a country you always wanted to visit;
who knows—you may get the chance to actually go there,
practice your knowledge and improve your skills.
—Julia Stein, 16, Germany.
Jan. - Feb. 2011

Pig’s Feet and
Poisonous Beans

T

he thick salami-like slice of mystery meat
with something like bones inside didn’t
look all that bad to me. I picked it up with my
chopsticks and liked the taste of tofu wrapped
around it. After living in Wuxi, China for a week,
I was getting used to unusual dishes. “If you don’t
tell me what it is, I will eat it,” I often said to my
Chinese friends and hosts.
On that day, another American at the table
asked what I just ate. “Pig’s feet,” said our interpreter. The ‘tofu’ was really skin. My first reaction was
‘eeew’ even though I tried to keep my mind open.
After years of working with immigrants struggling
in the United States, I was getting a lesson in how
my students feel when they come to the U.S.
Over One Billion
Our college in Tacoma, Washington began a
Summer Academy in 2007. Chinese students from
Liaoning University came to visit us with two of
their teachers. Every morning they learned English
in my classroom, and then we went on trips to
places like Mt. Rainier. We got to know one another well while trapped together on a bus for hours,
trying to understand each other with our very different languages.
Often the students wanted better shopping than
our malls provided. Even Nordstrom didn’t seem
to be quite what they wanted. One girl longed to
buy a handbag for her mother from Louis Vuitton. I
had never heard of this designer, but eventually we
found a small shop that carried these expensive bags
in downtown Seattle. I had the impression that even
our big city was too small a town for them.

Skipping Stones

Page 25

I was right. 13 million people live together in
Shanghai. The state of Washington has about six and
a half million people. During my trip to China, I discovered the Nanjing Lu (road) in Shanghai. On the
Nanjing Lu shoppers find one department store after
another with gorgeous clothing and handbags like the
one my student needed for her mother. Every night it’s
lit up like Christmas, with families strolling and others
dancing something like Tai Chi. The skyscrapers tower
over the people below. A New Yorker I met said her
own city felt like a ‘village’ after visiting China.
No Road Rules or Rage
All those people living
together make busy streets and
sidewalks. In China, the traffic laws are more like loose
guidelines. Taxis frightened me.
There were no seat belts in the
backseats of most cars. So, as the
driver dodged pedestrians, the
turns flung me from one door
to the other in a kind of tennis
where passengers were the balls.
Walking on the street
was no better. Motor scooters buzzed in every direction.
Each time I left my apartment I
needed to guess where I could
step without getting hit.
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To warn others of their approach those cars and
scooters honked. All the time. Around 10 PM the traffic
sounds would stop and then start up again at 6 AM.
My students in the U.S. had never mentioned how
differently the two traffic systems operate. When I talked to one student in China, he said he’d wondered at
how politely our drivers stopped for pedestrians.
Amazingly, no one I saw in China ever displayed
road rage. They simply looked out for themselves and
never expected others to do anything else for them.
Are You Tired?
In China, my friends would drop hints, and I
wouldn’t understand what they wanted. One evening
a young man kept asking me if I was tired. I told him
several times that I was fine and needed to stay up to
call my family. After the third time he asked, I understood that he was tired and wanted to go home.
The same sorts of things happened in the US. One
student asked me if I was tired because she was tired
and wanted me to turn down my car radio. They must
have thought I was rude every time I bluntly told them
how I felt or what I needed!
Poisonous Beans
My polite students also had problems with our
cooking, just like the problems I’d had with those pigs’
feet. The first year they were here, we gave them sandwiches for lunch. In China, they almost never eat cold
lunches because uncooked food is just not a meal to
them. They think raw vegetables are difficult to digest
so the cold salads here hurt their stomachs. One of
the Chinese teachers told me that she considered panseared or slightly cooked green beans poisonous. I’m
sure she thought ‘eeew’ about much of what we offered
her during her stay in the US.
I never could have imagined what it felt like to eat
pig’s feet until I tried it myself.
In the same way, it was impossible for me to understand
how foreign our culture feels
to others until I visited China.
The only way you’ll ever
know what it’s like to visit
another country is to try it
yourself!
—Karrie Z. Myton,Washington.
Photos: A Chinese meal (p. 25);
Electric scooters in the city (top);
Author at a Buddhist temple.
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For My Own Good:

I

t was March 2006 when I heard the news. I
had just come back from school, and my mom
shocked me with unexpected news. “Cindy, we’re
moving to Canada.” I felt as though my heart had
ripped apart. I was younger then, but I knew where
Canada was! It was on the other side of the world.
What about my friends? My extended family? And,
most importantly, my dad? Concern filled my heart. I
had nothing to say. My mom told me the tickets were
already booked; that we would
be leaving during my second
week of grade 2.
When we arrived at Pearson
Airport, my head was filled with
questions like: Where do we go
now? Who’s coming to pick us
up? Where exactly are we going?
Will we still have Korean food
to eat in this strange country?
I didn’t know much about
Canada. All I knew was that I would have to speak
English. While I was still lost in my worries, my dad’s
friend came and picked us up. I jumped in his car, and
he asked us, “Are you wearing your seat belts?” Seat
belts? No one wore seat belts in Korea unless they were
sitting in the front! But desperate for some sleep after
such a long flight, I wore my seat belt.
We arrived at my dad’s friend’s apartment two and
a half hours later in a quiet town called London. We
were greeted by the wonderful smell of homemade
brownies. My brother and I dug in. It was our first time
ever eating brownies. We rarely ate pastries in Korea.
Then, we called my grandma. She was glad that we
had arrived safely, but she was also crying because she
missed us. She cried and cried. I thought, “Isn’t this too
much for a little girl like me?” Hearing my grandma’s
voice made me miss my extended family terribly. My
eyes were overwhelmed with tears, and I could not
hold them back any longer. I cried long into the night.
Soon, we rented a town house and moved in. We
also bought a new red car. We were settled in with a car
smaller than my car in Korea, and a house that was way
bigger than my apartment in Korea. For me, it was like
a mansion.
I started school at Emily Carr Public School on
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My First Memories of Canada
April Fool’s Day. When I walked into the class, I saw
the students sitting on the carpet, listening to a story
the teacher was reading. Back in Korea, we rarely read
storybooks together, and we didn’t have carpets in our
classrooms. We had no hooks, but we had cubbies perfect for our age. I had to get used to this type of learning environment. It did not take too long, but it took
me a little while to figure out that I was the only Asian
in my class—something that might have seemed obvious to others, but not me.
My courses also differed
from what I knew. Canadian
math was extremely easy for me,
but I found science challenging.
Communicating was also hard.
My English was not perfect, but
my classmates helped me out.
I was grateful and extremely
thankful to them.
Three months flew by as if I
had been there for five minutes.
In those three months, I had finished my ESL courses.
Days passed quickly, and I was already in the fourth
grade. Everything was fine until one day, I had to write
a test for something I hadn’t studied for. I was very nervous and anxious about my results. It turned out that
the test was for gifted screening. After a lengthy process,
I was told that I had been accepted into the gifted program. Once again, I was surprised, and this time very
happy. It felt like I was soaring through the sky, a gentle
breeze blowing past me, birds chirping in to join my
joy. It was the most wonderful surprise!
These days, I look back, and think of my family in Korea. My eyes still well up with tears, as I miss
them dearly. I asked my mom, “Why did we come to
Canada?” And guess what she said? “We came here for
your own good.” As I thought about what my mom
told me, I realized, she’s right;
everything was for my own good.
—Cindy (Yoo-Kyung) Hong, 12,
Ontario, Canada. She adds:“At home,
I speak Korean. I am also learning
French at school. In my free time, I
love to read and play the piano and the
violin. I enjoy composing music for the
piano. I also love writing stories.”

Skipping Stones

Page 27

Poetry Page
Haiti
I am not lonely, but I feel alone
Stop asking how you can helpDon’t you understand?
We do not exist anymore.
We live to forget, so this tragedy will be forgotten.
There is nothing that I need
And what you have to give I do not want.
The thing that scares me the most is waking up for another day;
I have gotten to the point where I no longer bother to pray.
I always knew that someday we would all end,
And that the truth would only stay within.
I do not ask for favors but I have one.
No, I do not want your money
Save your bread—
Just say you’ll remember Haiti—
When it is dead.
—Lauren Welch, 12, Florida. “I chose to write about the Haitians and
their loss.... I enjoy writing about life and its uneducated values of love.”

Ink of Tears
Cumulous billows of black
Encase the unstable structures
Like a sheet on a new bed
Ink for tears.
Plaster slapped across your face
Splattered like dew drops
Hardened into a mold of decay
Ink for tears.
Stench of bacteria, infested debris
Toxic waste emitting from bodies
Acid water falling down like torrential rains
Ink of her tears.

Hands that reach
Hands that receive
We all need someone
To be there
To see the bright side
And to rebuild
What has been demolished
We will construct stronger
And be stronger
Gain Knowledge
And never lose hope
When you learn
How to ride a bike
You may fall
But the only way
To become a better rider
Is to get back up
And to try again
That's what we will
Do to Haiti
We will be that someone
To help them ride again.
—Sydney Brandon, 12, Florida.

Hands grasping for a single drop
A supernova white cascades down
On the fallen city
Gazing upon a blood-filled cross.
Ink for tears.
—Lauren Magarino, 13, Florida. “I was inspired to write this poem
because of the strong feelings I felt—the sorrow, the pain, and the reaching
hands. Reaching outward to help the nation rebuild the remnants of the past.
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Helping Haiti
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Haiti has been in the news a lot
lately. Over 230,000 lives were lost
because of the 12 Jan. 2010 earthquake.
The continued human suffering thereafter
in Haiti has been a cause for concern for
even school children in the U.S. Cholera
has claimed over 2,000 lives recently. We
share a few student poems expressing their
emotions and two Haiti photos taken in
2010 by Jane Roodenberg, Oregon.
Jan. - Feb. 2011

Careful kittens

Twin Troublemakers

(This poem is meant to be read by two voices)
Meow
Arguing

Meow
Over a ball of yarn
Mine

Mine
We kittens - purr

Paws on the yarn

Both of us keep
fighting

And they keep watching
Meow
Meow
So fun to watch
We are both gentle
But we are careful
Not hurting each other
Partners in life
Purr
Neither one harmed
Purr
Meow
Meow.

Paws on top of each
other
Fighting for the yarn
We are together
Never hurting each other
Purr
We’ve stopped now

The twin troublemakers ponder
about where to strike next
in a canary-colored pot.
Meow! Crash!
The twins strike again, this time
knocking over flowers.
The lavender violets reach at the blonde
sun
like a dog reaches for bones.
Their eyes are security cameras
waiting for their next move.
The jade, green grass cradles the cats
like a mother who supports her children.
The cats’ furs are as soft
as silk.
Purr!
The cats fall asleep waiting for tomorrow
while the sun waves goodbye.
—Jane Hwang, 10, Illinois. Art: J.H.

Meow
Purr
Meow.

—Jissmaria Karickal,12, Indian American, Illinois. Art: Mindy

The Dog of Destruction
Chewing through carpet
Big shoes
Leather couches
And pillows
Under the pool table he hides
With socks in his mouth
Darting across the dog park
Toward the tennis ball
Getting excited when the doorbell rings
When the day is over, he takes a long nap.

Locket
A rhino dodged at my soul.
I pulled away from the chains.
—Kendylyn Hinze,7th grade, Michigan.
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—Rachel Stratil, 13, Pennsylvania. Art: Paula G.
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A Sweet Memory: A True Story of a Guide Dog Graduation

F

or the longest time ever
I had wanted a dog
of my very own that I could
do everything for. My parents
decided that I could raise a dog
for Guide Dogs for the Blind
as my very own dog for a year.
I agreed, and shortly thereafter
on September 5, 2008 a small
male, yellow lab was placed into
my arms. His name was Tully.

him. He was very much the same; a
beautiful golden-brown color, with
his bushy tail, long ears, and always
the same twinkle in his eyes.
When Tully saw me he rushed
at me and landed on my lap. He
couldn’t stop wiggling. He was so
happy to see me again. I looked
at my beautiful golden boy. I was
overwhelmed. I had waited so long
for this day.

For a year I did everything
for Tully; I bathed him, fed him,
took him to guide dog meetings,
and most of all, I loved him.
He meant everything to me.

I went over to Mr. Hoage and
said, “Mr. Hoage, I’m Sarah.”

On September 26, 2009 I gave Tully back to Guide
Dogs for the Blind for advanced training. I shed a lot of tears
over him and I longed to see him.
Four months later Tully graduated as a guide dog with his
partner, Mr. Bill Hoage.
This is the story of Tully’s graduation.

I went back over to Tully, sat down and opened up
the letter. It read:
“Thank you to the special girl for the great job you
have done raising Tully.”
I started to get a lump in my throat as I read it.

I

t was Saturday, January 16, 2010 and I was with
my family at the Guide Dogs for the Blind campus to see my dog, Tully, graduate as a guide dog to Mr.
Bill Hoage.
I was excited and nervous at the same time. I hadn’t
seen Tully for four months. Had Tully’s personality
changed? Did he look different? I had a million questions running through my mind.
While my family and I were waiting, a staff member walked into the room and said, “Hi everybody, I’m
Heather. I bet you’re all excited about seeing your dogs
again. I’ll just take you over to the dorm where you’ll
meet them.” She paused and looked around and then
said, “Alright then, let’s go!”
Once everybody was seated in the dorm, the staff
started bringing out the guide dogs and their partners.
I was in another room because my group was larger. I could hear everybody laughing and crying as they
saw their dogs again. But where was Tully?
After waiting a few minutes, I saw someone leading a man on the other side of a low wall. Then, I saw
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Mr. Hoage pulled me to him
and said, “Come here. Thank you
for all that you did.” He then handed me an envelope.

After awhile of visiting and picture taking, it was
time to get ready for the graduation ceremony.
Mr. Hoage was led off to the side of the stage,
while I led Tully to a side room with the other raisers
and their dogs.
At 1:30 the ceremony began, but I wasn’t listening.
I was thinking, “Well Tully, this is it, boy. This is the end
of the line for you and me, and it’s just the beginning
for you and Mr. Hoage. Do me proud, Tully. Never let
Mr. Hoage down. I love you.”
One by one, the raisers and the graduates walked
up to the stage and both said a little something before
they sat down. When it was about my turn I got up and
walked to the edge of the stage to wait.
Then I saw Mr. Hoage being led on stage as one of
the staff said, “And next we have Bill Hoage receiving
Tully, a male yellow Labrador retriever raised by Sarah
Fowler.”
I walked across the stage to Mr. Hoage and I placed
Tully’s leash into his hands.
Mr. Hoage took the microphone that was handed
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Nothing Like A January Row . . .

W

ith a lurch we are set free from the shore.
We drift a while, enjoying the morning.

It is a small lake. Tiny and yet hopelessly spacious.
From one side to the other is an adventure I’ve had
many times, yet it does not grow old.
The sun is low, about to rise and shed its skin
of warmth on the earth below. Overhead is an endless stretch of sky, not yet blue with day, and with no
boundaries. All around us are trees. Evergreens, still
bright with colour, willows, bent with sadness, and the
bare arms of many others. They are uncountable.
Our paddles slice the water in perfect time. Yours
on the left, mine on the right, we float gently but
steadily forward.
We let our arms rest and simply sit for a while,
enjoying the morning.
I cut the surface with my fingertips, watching my
reflection swirl. The water is icy cold. It feels as though
it should be frozen over; its hands grasping mine make
my breath catch.
My hands are numb. I pull them out slowly, sighing
as the blood rushes back into them. They feel alien, a
part of my being that has left to never return.
We continue on. The lake is calm, though the air is
biting. My toque is snug over my ears.

You in the front of the canoe, me in the back, we
curve our path around a small islet. It takes us only a
moment until we are around it and facing the way we
came, the cabin and beach outlines far ahead.
Everything is peaceful. Quiet. We both wordlessly
set our paddles across our laps and take a moment to
enjoy the beauty of our surroundings. I look at you.
You turn to look at me. There’s something in your eyes
that is gloriously happy.
We stroke the water together, a sheet of glass bending beneath our paddles. The trees grow tall as the
beach approaches.
We hit land. I sigh and we leap into the icy water.
Our shoes fill up and the legs of my denim jeans are
soaked through. We haul the canoe onto the shore with
our frozen limbs.
“Nothing like a January Row,” you say, hot breath
swirling in the chilly air. I smile, agreeing. Nothing so
cold, nothing so beautiful… It is simply unique.
You take my hand. “Let’s go in,” you
say. And we are on our way, back along
the trail, to our small piece of home.
—Mariah Dear, BC, Canada. “My dream
is to become a novelist for a living. I have
loved writing since I first picked up a pencil!”

A Sweet Memory ...continued
to him and he said, “Thank you, Sarah.”
After Mr. Hoage, I took the microphone and said,
“Even as a young dog, Tully seemed to know what
his life was meant to be. I remember once when Tully
was about seven months old. I was on a walk with my
guide dog group and someone else was walking him
for me. This person wasn’t watching where he was
going and almost ran into a pole but Tully pulled him
out of the way before he hurt himself. I was very proud
of him. To see Tully graduate today is very rewarding
for me. Even though it is bittersweet, I have to say this
is one of the proudest days of my life. I just want to
end by thanking Guide Dogs for the Blind for giving
me a wonderful dog to raise. I want to thank my guide
dog leader for helping me raise Tully. And last I want to
thank my wonderful parents for all the time and love
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they put into this to make it possible for me to raise
Tully. Thank you.”
At 2:24 p.m. the graduation came to a close.
My family and relatives came over and congratulated me and Mr. Hoage. I watched Mr. Hoage and
Tully with tears in my eyes. I reached into my pocket
and fingered Tully’s old dog tags.
A little while later Mr. Hoage’s brother announced
that it was time to go.
I said goodbye to Mr. Hoage and then I bent down
and gave Tully a hug.
As I watched Mr. Hoage and Tully walk away a
couple of tears slid down my cheeks. I wiped them
away and whispered, “Goodbye. I love you, Tully.”
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—Sarah R. Fowler, 15, homeschooler,Washington.
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Keys
There is a key to your house.
A key to your car.
A key for everything.
But one key that you have to look
everywhere for…
Is the key to your heart.
— Jessica Gandhi,14, Indian American, Illinois.

Love
Love is a gentle, sunset zephyr blow-drying your hair
Love is like a legato melody that lulls you into sleep
Love is a green viper that strikes unexpectedly
Love is joy.
—Gersandre Gonsalves-Domond,
Age 11, grade 6, New Jersey.

Willis Tower
Created in the late 1900s.
She wakes up when the sun rises with a blink,
Family and friends wave “Hi” from their apartments,
Seeking knowledge and wisdom.
She smells the scent of blueberry pancakes
from a nearby restaurant,
She hears honking and beeping of cars,
It’s rush hour.
If you listen closely,
she whispers ‘goodbye’
when night falls.
At night, as the people go to sleep,
All you hear are crickets chirping,
And the sound of her snoring.

“Good teaching is loving and listening to students, sharing wisdom, and
nurturing their love for learning.”

Our 22nd Anniversary Special!
Receive 22 back issues (one from each of our 22
years) for just $44 ($66, International addresses)!
Send your orders by February 22 , 2011 to:
P. O. Box 3939, Eugene, Oregon 97403 USA
Or, email to: info@SkippingStones.org

—Ashley Mathew, 12,
Indian American, Illinois.

Clothes

Art: Mindy Cooper.
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My family is a clothing store.
We each are a different article of clothing that makes up
the store.
Dad is the pair of brown sandals,
which are guaranteed to take you anywhere.
Mom is the warm and bright sweater,
promising to protect you through the winter.
My sister Tara is the colorful dress in the window,
bold, fun, and daring to make a statement.
Velvet, the soft bunny, is the pink purse.
It’s sparkly and can make anyone smile.
I am the glittering accessories,
always shaking things up or pulling an outfit together.
—Tessa Petak, age 12, grade 7, Pennsylvania.
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Earth’s Changing Climate by Christine Petersen.
(Marshall Cavendish). This thought-provoking book for
youth shows the need for urgent action on our part.
Imagine what the imapact would be if ocean waters
were to rise by 100 feet. The governments must enact
treaties to stabalize the earth’s changing climate before
it is too late. Ages 12 to 16. ISBN 978-0-7614-4006-2.
Zishe the Strongman by Robert Rubinstein, illustr.
Woody Miller (Kar-Ben). This is a beautifully-told tale
of a Jewish strongman from Lodz, Poland, who captivated crowds in Europe and the U.S. in the 1920s with
his mighty muscles. It captures a slice of early 20th century life before the advent of mass entertainment and
electronic media. Ages 4-8. ISBN 978-07613-3960-1.
Yummy: The Last Days of a Southside Shorty by G.
Neri, illustr. Randy DuBurke (Lee & Low). This graphic
novel is a compelling dramatization of a youth gang
life in Chicago. It will make you question your understanding of good and bad, right and wrong. Based on
true events. Ages 13 and up. ISBN: 978-1-58430-267-4.
Being Green: How to Make Your World a Greener Place
(Weigl). This six-book series for kids features ten different ways to live a less wasteful life and learn the basic
science behind each environmental concept. Every little act helps make a difference in the world. The books
feature themes of reducing waste, renewable energy, and
eating, building and traveling green. Ages 9–12.
The Totally Out There Guide to Glacier National
Park by Donna Love, illust. Joyce Turley (Mountain
Press). A non-fiction book that covers both the geological and human aspects of the park. It explores rock
formation, wildlife, roads, etc. Complete with glossary
and fun facts. Ages 9-13. ISBN 978-0-87842-566-2.
The Boy Who Conquered Everest by Katherine
Blanc with Jordan Romero (Balboa Press). At school,
Jordan saw a map of the famous “Seven Summits.” Four
years later he had climbed the 7 peaks including Denali
and Everest. How did he do it? What’s your Everest? How
do you plan for it? Ages 8-12. ISBN:978-1-4019-3117-9.
Time To Pray by Maha Addasi, illustr. Ned Gannon
(Boyd’s Mills). Yasmin visits Teta, her grandmother, in
the Middle East and learns her Islamic heritage. Upon
return home, she discovers Teta has gifted her everything she needs for her five daily prayers, including a
miniature mosque and a timer with a muezzin, calling
her to pray. Ages 5-9. ISBN 978-1-59078-611-8.
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The Good Fire Helmet by Tim Hoppey, illustr. Lori
Eslick (Elva Resa). Tommy and his younger brother,
Christian, treasure the firefighter’s helmet that once
belonged to their dad. Christian believes the helmet
makes him brave, but his big brother isn’t so sure. One
day Christian falls into the creek and is being swept
downstream. Tommy draws on memories of his dad
and the courage he had within to rescue his brother
(see p. 35). Ages 6-10. ISBN 978-1-934617-06-9.
Woman Heroes of World War II: 26 Stories of
Espionage, Sabotage, Resistance and Rescue by Kathryn
J. Atwood (Chicago Review). These profiles of courageous girls and women from Europe and the U. S. are
great reads for ages 12 & up. This book is not just for
Women’s History Month. Includes list of resources for
further studies. ISBN 978-1-55652-961-0
Extraordinary Women from U.S. Hostory by Chari
R. Smith (Teacher Ideas). This teaching resource allows
you to bring nine famous historical women to your
classroom. Their contributions in the fields of politics,
art, sports and medicine are enacted in nine short plays.
Suitable for grades 4–8. ISBN 1-56308-989-0.
From North to South/Del Norte al Sur by René
Colate-Lainez; illustr. Joe Cepeda (Children’s Book
Press). An immigrant family must endure separation
when Mama is deported to Mexico for not having
papeles. Love and courage help the family through this
uncertain time at El Centro Madre Assunta, a refuge for
women and children waiting to be reunited with their
families in U.S. Ages 7-11. ISBN 978-0-89239-231-5.
Papers: Stories of Undocumented Youth, 60 min., by Anne
Galisky, dir. (Graham Street Productions). Two million
undocumented children live in the U.S. They attend
schools here, have American values and know only this
country as their home. But because they were born
outside the U.S., when they graduate from high school
they find the door shut on their future in the U.S. In
most states, they can not attend university or college
without a social security number. The documentary
looks at this issue on a personal level. Ages 10-17.
Families of Afghanistan (Master Communications).
Meet Zamora and Madina, two Afghan girls, in this 25
minute DVD and see a glimpse of their everyday life in
this war-torn country. This DVD is a part of the larger
Families of the World series for ages 9-13. A great teaching resource for classrooms and homeschoolers.
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a Meet the Artist: Lori McElrath-Eslick, illustrator a

“

As a children’s book illustrator, I’ve painted
children as ‘actors’ almost. I think of my models differently... as a scene-stealer, also as storytellers.
As a painter, my goal is to paint faces and places to
the best of my abilities and to have an emotional
effect for the viewers—feeling the sun on faces, hearing the waves on the blue water, or wanting to take a
walk down the same quiet street.
“I love to paint, and I want my viewers to feel
the paintings as a positive part of a memory they may
have had. In illustrations for children’s books I want
you to feel the emotions for the story...through the
colors I choose and the light I cast on my works.
“I also write, and I feel it is important for me to
challenge myself to do the story not only with pictures, but words as well.
“Painting with oil paint is my favorite! I also love
watercolor, but oil paint is like butter. Who doesn’t
love butter?! I have an example of one of my favorite
paintings...my three steps of creative work.” (see p. 35)
Kristen Trawczynski, a student at the Kendall College of Art
& Design, interviewed Lori Eslick (www.EslickART.com)
after her recent visit to Kendall College as a guest speaker. We
share excerpts from this interview conducted via e-mail.
Kristen: How did you get your start as a children’s book
illustrator?
Lori: I started out as a greeting card artist. When I
sent out samples of my Hallmark cards to art directors,
one of the cards sparked an interest with a freelance
art director who approached me to have me do a children's picture book, and I consequently illustrated, The
Lark Who Had No Song. My greeting card work did a
great job preparing me as a book illustrator as you do
art to accompany the text for greeting cards as well as
for books.
Kristen: I’ve noticed several of your books seem to be based
around the idea of motherhood. I’d assume you’re really close
to the ideas presented in these books. Was it a personal choice
to work with those kinds of stories or was it just the connections you’ve made?
Lori: As a Mom, I do illustrate the subjects that are
close to my heart, pictures/paintings of kids involve
my heart...as often as they hire me. I also submit my
samples to a wide variety of magazines, ad agencies,
etc. Often they hire me based on my strengths, and that
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usually is my personal works. Also, they hire me based
upon my latest portfolio works, which tend to repeat...
meaning children’s books beget more children’s books.
Kristen: Is there anything specific that you keep in mind
when sending your work out?
Lori: I research who I would like to work for, and try
sending the samples appropriate to the source. If you
saw some of my personal works, it is much different
than the children’s picture books. I recently sent an art
director a CD with my personal paintings. Certainly
not children’s picture book stuff, nor Hallmark cards. It
is a rare art director who can see that an artist is capable
of many different styles without showing them. I did
this because:
1) I will stretch my abilities by trying a different genre.
2) If it is a prestigious magazine, the works the art
director and magazine print are truly stunning, and it
will be an honor if they choose I or my work is chosen.
3) I like to do my own personal works, not just freelance works for something, and it is truly a pay-off to
have those works used and printing rights purchased.
Kristen: Is it good for aspiring illustrators to try a variety of
genres and styles? Or is it a better to just focus on a specific
thing depending on what the person is trying to go into?
Lori: I am thinking it’s best to be a master of one
genre and style, and to be a good enough illustrator of a
couple more—all techniques that you are comfortable
with. That’s tricky as a student...because your deadlines
also dictate that the work gets done in timely fashion.
Sometimes as a student you are reluctant to try new
techniques, and this is the time in your life to do so—
to take chances! I think the professors know this. They
watch you improve your techniques, drawing abilities
and confidence. Yet, often a mistake piece happens, and
that also happens to us professionals. We just have to be
able to start over... with time bearing down upon us...
with confidence that we make the best decision—to
start over. It helps to know a technique well enough,
and when you’re comfortable with the medium.
Kristen: Is there any other advice you’d offer to an aspiring
illustrator?
Lori: As illustrators we need to be able to provide
information about our world. We need to be smart
interpreters.
Lori lives in Michigan. She has illustrated several children’s
picture books. The Good Fire Helmet is reviewed on p. 33.
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How do you...? Artist Lori Eslick Shares more Insights
Arun: How do you prepare yourself before incorporating nature scenes in your paintings?
Lori: I love to do “plein aire painting,” which is a fancy way of saying that I cart
my easel and paints out doors. I paint the nature in front of me. I may add more
to the paintings later.
If I think ahead, sometimes I bring my camera outdoors at the same time and
get a photo, as the sun shining on the objects will change before your eyes. So
taking a picture will help you to remember what shape the shadow was at exactly 10:14 AM because at 10:30 AM it will be different, or raining or whatever...a
mole may just pop up in the middle of it, then the whole painting changes!
Arun: When you are working on a scene with African American or other minority children as subjects, do you do a special preparation or research before you paint?
Lori: I take photos of such portraits, as much as I can. I have a great imagination, but I cannot even begin to know what another person’s life is like...
However, if I can take lots of photos of another person’s life essence, it helps me
to begin to understand. And I appreciate the portraits of my subjects—the beauty of other skin colors, watching them and to see the differences.
Also, I take time to let the children I am photographing get used to my camera,
until they relax and forget about me taking photos while they play. As much as
possible I use photos of kids I know. When I paint kids that I know and care
about, it shows...I want to paint people who I care about.
Arun: How do you mix your colors or how do you choose your color schemes?
Lori: I seem to choose paintings of outdoors (natural) settings, as I love nature.
And it shows... lots of green, there seems to be lots of green in my work.
Typically, I paint and then scan the artwork into my computer...and adjust the
colors some using Photoshop. Since I love to paint, I am hopeful that I will
always get to do it. Painting with oil paints is my passion!

Step 1: Rough in art

Step 2: Define Values

Step 3: Finish
the painting
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A Visit to Mali, West Africa

(top) Market Day in Tonka; (left) Djenne Mosque; (right) Granaries in Dogan. Photos by Gail Shands, Colorado.

