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From the Editor
beginnings; life is a continHave you heard the story
uous cycle! Season after
of five blind men and the
season, year after year, the
elephant? When these blind
circle of life is unbroken.
men heard that an elephant
In Hinduism and Buddism,
had come to their town, they
life continues even after
went to 'see' the elephant.
death in the spiritual world.
Each person touched a difWe are reborn after deathferent part of the elephant.
in a different body, in a difWhen they got together,
ferent
place. Hopefully, we
they were surprised to dishave gone through changes
cover that each one of them
in our thoughts and actions
had totally different images
that would develop us
-huge soft rock, tree trunk,
spiritually. Thus, what we
hairy rope, round sword-to
A
Pa'
0 Youth in Myanmar, Asia
do now, shapes our future!
describe the same creature!
We might ask questions like: what kind of
Even though it's Back-to-School time for many
future do I want-materialistic or spiritually
of us, students in Australia, for example, will enjoy
aware? What do I need to be content: good health,
their "summer vacation" in November, December
material wealth, friends and family that accept me
and January. And, millions in the world learn at
lovingly,
self-esteem, helping those in need? Am I
home, outdoors, or even on the streets.
curious and willing to take on new challenges that
While the First of January implies a new
life often brings?
beginning in Western cultures, the New Moon in
Extend your friendship to people from other
February signifies the Chinese New Year; and the
cultures, religions, or countries. Invite someone
Hindu New Year comes in March or April. The
from Africa to a special event at home. Go to
exact dates vary each year as they follow a lunar
slideshows or presentations on China or Tibet.
calendar, like many other traditional cultures.
Exchange ideas, learn customs and new ways of
In cold climates, Spring-when the growing
season begins-might mean new beginnings. In the looking at the world. Teach your mother tongue to
someone you know. And, encourage them to share
tropics, farming communities might celebrate lifetheir
language (or other skills) in return! As a first
giving rains, or a successful harvest later on, as a
step, you might find someone who'd translate Una
time of life renewal; just as Back-to-School is a
Maestra de Espanol for you. If you already know
new beginning with new classes, new books, new
Spanish, you might help translate for someone else.
teachers, new friends, and perhaps, a new school.
Welcome diversity in life!
-ANT
But in many ways, there are always new

Una Maestra de Espafiol: A Spanish Teacher
Un dia mientras mi amiga Susi y yo jugabamos ala hora del recreo, una companera de nuestra clase nos dijo que queria aprender espanol.
Nos pregunt6 si Ie podriamos ensenar y Ie contestamos que S1. Y a ella se uni6 otra nina mas. Asi
fue como empezamos nuestra clase de espanol.
Susi tenia una alumna para ella y yo otra para mi.
A los pocos dias otras companeras querian
estar en nuestra clase y les dijimos que ellas eran
Photo credit: Debbie Jejkin-Elnekave

bienvenidas. Ahora, tenemos entre ocho y diez
estudiantes de espanol- iY esto es sensacional!
Es un trabajo que nos gusta mucho, porque
nuestras alumnas nos hacen muchas preguntas
y tienen mucho interes en aprender. Espero que
muy pronto todas puedan hablar espanol con
otros ninos de nuestra comunidad. jEsto es muy
divertido! En otras palabras, This is exciting!
-Ch"
. E
'
Gr. 4 , Spnn
. gji'le ld , OR
nstlan D emse
spinoza,
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Letters to the Editor
"The times are changing," and
while change usually works out for the
best that is not always the case. The change in
family relations is a cause for grave concern.
Gone are the days of extended families, and here to
replace them are tiny units that often do not look at
each other as much more than an economic bond.
Until recently, most people resided with a huge
group of relatives. A couple would marry, and live
with or near their parents, siblings, and relatives.
Bonded by lineage, the group would all work
together in gathering food, wealth, and social
status. If a person was prosperous, the glory would
be reflected upon the entire family. Likewise, had
shame fallen upon a person, the whole family
would suffer. Everyone relied on each other, and
consequently, no one was ever truly alone.
Fastforward to urban society in the nineties, a
time of "looking out for number one". Yes, people
still strive for success and glory, but their motivations have been severely altered. They do what
they do to satisfy their own ego, or their own personal need for wealth. They will, for the most part,
not be going home to share an evening meal with
a clan of cousins, children, and elders. Many will
be going home to no family at all.
In our so-called "advanced" societies, familial
ties have become more of a burden than a blessing.
Today, we have deadbeat dads and teenage girls
with unwanted babies. In other times, men and
women used to rejoice at the birth of their children.
Having offspring meant extra help in the field,
increased production for the family, and later in
life, someone who'd care for and support them.
Why the change? Why do most of the families
that do exist end in divorce, and many others continue on in perpetual violence? There are happier,
better ways. Why don't we look across the globe at
people like the Tobrianders of New Guinea? They
see the importance of a large, extended family. A
married couple lives with the husband's family, and
all relatives live and work side by side. No one has
to worry about being desolate and alone; the clan
would never let such a thing happen. In that part
of the world, there is a thing called honor- and
charity towards fellow beings is a big part of it.
The message I am attempting to bring is simple:
A return to the times of brotherhood and sisterhood
and respect, not of loneliness and violence.
Page 4 Skipping Stones Vol. 10 no. 4

Nuclear and single parent households have the
potential of working just as well as extended ones,
but they all will have to adapt some of these ideals:
1. Learn to love your sister / brother, mother /
father, son / daughter for what they are, not resent
them for what you feel they are not.
2. Appreciate what you have; don't let envy and
greed propel you into going after what isn't yours.
3. Generosity is the key to love and coexistence. If you see someone suffering, don't just walk
away in disgust! Get them help, get them training,
give them money, and most importantly, give them
unconditional support.
Just because times are changing, it doesn't
mean our interactions with one another have to
change. Human love and respect is as old as time
and a little thing like a rise in technology shouldn't
stop it. Families were created for a reason, and if
God hadn't wanted us to rely on other people, he
wouldn't have created that essential thing called
love. Love is the one thing that can keep us all
together, and as long as we remember that, everything else should magically fall into place.
-Alyson M. Walansky, 18, Brooklyn, New York

Potion of Fun
Potion of fun
to drown the
sorrows
laughing
mane
vague memones
of the
night
unfixable
errors
the lines
are blurred
and the road

is endless
twelve or is it
twenty-four
tonight
time to ride
the ride
of your life
but the ride
is stopped by
an innocent
life
lights of red

blue and
orange
screaming of
SIrens
to dull
the pain
numbness
takes over the
body and mind
it is all
my fault
it is all
my fault

"Someone close to me, whom I care about
very much, was drinking and driving. He ran a
red light and slammed into a car carrying a 20-yrold college student. She was killed instantly. I
know many teenagers drink and drive. The majority of my friends do, and they do not realize how
dangerous it is. They think they are invincible..."
-Carrie Graves, Claremont High, California

2m6'lacl1t'j 7Jl~~e'le1tceS

Meeting People

"Each year an on-going theme in our second grade class-room is
I am from African ancestors
not only respecting differences (race, gender, sexual orientation,
Different people
religion) but embracing them. Around the time of Valentine's
from different places
Day, the children are asked to write poems reflecting their ideas
can meet and make new friends
about diversity and multiculturalism. I feel these poems demonPeople can meet
strate, in a powerful way, what all individuals are capable of.?'
to talk together
~
-Nancy Blumenthal, teacher, McDonough £.5., Owings Mills, MD~ They can talk of the languages
their ancestors
used to speak
It Takes all Kinds
Differences are Okay
-Ryan Younger
Some people are tan
People are suffering
Children of the World
some people are pale
Prejudice and stereotypes
some may have a patch over one eye
children all around the world
hurt them
some may have scars from acidents
different from each other
Africa, India, Poland, USA
No matter what
make new friends everyday
everywhere
we are all people
it doesn't matter what color
no one looks the same
it doesn't matter where
You might have dark skin
Some may be Jewish
children all around are friends
light skin, tan or peach skin
some may be Christian
people all around are family
You might like to eat
some may be Polish American
different things
-Sydney Btum
Asian American
like chrushkis
African American
Races and Faces
or chicken parmesan
or Canadian
All the faces around the world
But we all have skin
No matter what
for
peace and liberty
and we all have to eat
We are all people
Every person means
-Nicky Karwacki
-Jay Kraska
love and joy

Good People

Valentine Poem

People are not just black and white
They have lots of colors
beautiful colors
Lots of good people

I am glad we are different
or we wouldn't be able
to tell who's who
Some kids are small
and others big
Kids all over the world
are different
I am glad about that
-Megan Stover

My friend's brother
has muscular dystrophy
My grandfather is paralyzed
from the waist down
He lives in Puerto Rico and is 94
All good people
People should stop others
from being prejudiced
I'm Spanish, Italian
Irish and Cherokee
I'm American
-Ana Rodriguez
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We are a Family
All races
created equally
should always care
about each other
and be proud
-Lindsey Foreman

-Prashant Sabapathi

The World is a Rainbow
The world is a rainbow
with all its different races
Look around and see the Earth's
permanent rainbow
within your heart
One person is only a speck
One hundred people
don't even make half
A baby just born makes a new
color of the rainbow
makes it more beautiful
When someone dies
the world loses a color
But that color will be filled in
again
-Rachel Milman

Youth Honor Awards

Summarizing Reality
We do things that are bad
To make ourselves feel good
A good feeling that lasts a minute or two
But can cause a lifetime of damage
Never satisfied with who we really are
Always trying to be someone else
We fear change, though we try to control it
We must be accepted, not just appreciated
We fear what is bad
Yet abuse what is good
We classify each other
By our beliefs, looks and popularity
We must work to prove ourselves
Why can't we just work together?
We all have weaknesses
Yet we feel we must deny them
We say one thing and do another
We were all created the same
But we reject those who are different
Everything must have an explanation
Nothing can be left a mystery
Because we fear the unknown
Everything' must be equal
Nothing can be left off balance
Our strength depends on how much
We can take from others
We judge from first glance
And never see what is underneath
So much talent under the blue hair and nose ring
We just never take time to go very deep
Now that these facts have been brought out
From between the lines
How can we resolve
What has been summarized?
-Ashley Brauer, 14, is an 8th grader at Rockford
Middle School in Rockford, Michigan. Ashley writes,
"(The) poem I wrote explains how I see the world
today. I hope you will read it carefully."

Illustrations: Flowers by Serena Antonelli, Italy
Earth: Running on Empty
by Jason Wilkinson, Eugene, Oregon
Youth Honor Awards

Have You?
Have you ever looked at a tree
with its divine curve of branches
the feeling of your fingertips running over the
rough bark
the sweet, low sound of the leaves rustling?
Or have you cut it down?
Have you ever seen a sunflower
tall and strong, reaching high into the air
guardian of all around kissing the sky?
Or have you trampled it?
Have you ever seen a bubbling brook
the way the water laughs
as it soars down
through the rocks and moss
felt the cold cool of the water
as it laps over bare feet?
Or have you filled it with poisons?
Have you ever seen
the innocence of a deer
the soft coat of brown and white
antlers tall and proud
large eyes of pure peacefulness?
Or have you shot it just to kill?
Have you ever questioned
the wonders of nature?
Why does a lightning bug glow?
What makes a rainbow?
Ever seen the pure beauty of nature?
The way white-tipped waves are pulled to shore?
Studied a horse's muscles as it runs free
in an open plain?
Have you ever seen the damage we do to nature?
The ever-lasting destruction?
Ruining the perfect beauty of it?
Or have you turned away and closed your eyes?
Have you?
-Amanda McGuire, 13, Saco, Maine, writes:
"I wrote this poem because I see how people take
the environment for granted. I want my poem to
make people see how beautiful and important
nature is, and how they can begin to appreciate it,"
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Regardless
of What you Think
I've been black all my life
I've been proud all my life
I've been educated all my life
Regardless of what you think
I've stood up for believed rights
I've served the God I believe is true
I've never been ashamed of who I am
Regardless of what you think
I've spoken when spoken to
I've respected those worthy
I've acknowledged those in authority
Regardless of what you think
I've never spoken obscenities
I've never rebelled against morals
I've never strayed away from what's right
Regardless of what you think
My peers, you're undoubtedly important
And I respect your opinions and rights
But I refuse to be swayed
by the ignorance of the inexperienced
Regardless of what you think
-Ashlea Leshel Schaffers, 13, Stone Mountain
Middle School, Stone Mountain, Georgia, writes:

"Personal experiences and events in everyday
life inspire me to write my poems. If I am trying to
express feelings, poems prove to be the solution.
"After starting 8th grade, I realized that kids
in school were very concerned about what their
peers thought of them. I had always been taught to
think for myself, and to realize that my peers are
going through the same things I am. Therefore,
they have not lived long enough to acquire the
wisdom needed to give sound advice. The words
"regardless of what you think "popped into my
head. I went to my computer and started typing.
Words and sentences began to form.
" I like to sing, cook, draw, and make people
laugh whenever possible. I enjoy playing basketball and football. My favorite subject is French,
because it's a beautifullaIi.guage. I like school a
lot, and I always have time for recreation."
Page 8 Skipping Stones Vol. 10 no. 4

Cuba Journal
Seventh and Eighth Graders at Woodcrest
Bruderhof School in Rifton, NY, participated in
the Seventh Friendshipment Caravan to Cuba in
May 1997. They devoted their school journal to
excerpts from their travel diaries:
"Joy! One thing I learned from Cuba is that
one can live simply but be joyful. In Cuba the
people are happy whether they have one light in
their house or if they have one pencil at schooL..
"I have a dream that one day the embargo will
be lifted from Cuba. When asked, what will you
do to keep the dream alive, I reply:
" ...I will continue to fight against the unjust
blockade...with conviction and with love for
Cuba. I will continue to fight against the death
penalty, the sanctions on Iraq, and the corrupt
system that lets the rich get richer and the poor
get poorer. I will fight for Cuba, fight for the
world and fight for joy. I will do all this with love
and nonviolence."
- -Gillian Potts , 12

-Nothing is more important than a child.
"[Cuba's] idea of a strong nation is a nation
with healthy, well-educated children, ready to
pick up the dream where others left off-not with
a gigantic military force, and children starving on
the street. A banner I saw in Cuba said, 250 million children are homeless worldwide. Not one
of them lives in Cuba.' We experienced the truth
of these words."
-Raymond Mommsen, 13
"Going to Cuba was the best thing that ever
happened to me. During that one week, I learned
so much... There is no point in comparing the
Americans with Cubans, the differences are too
great. Which US street could you walk down, feel
safe and be greeted by everyone with a Buenos
Dfas? Who in the US would invite a total stranger
who spoke hardly any English into their house
and then serve them their best? I can't wait 'til
the day when our President goes to Cuba because
I am convinced it will change him! There is no
way you can go to that island and come back
supporting any hatred towards Cuba."
-Colleen Trapnell, 13
Youth Honor Awards

Hunger and the Meal Makers
Strath Haven Middle School, Wallingford, Pennsylvania

people who lost their jobs runaways
lost people hungry people many people
scared people drugs alcohol and abuse
pain suffering cold and hot
homelessness away gone hope not there
when in vain people abusing using
welfare hell on earth unclean unclothed
because they wore out striving
-Elizabeth Condron, 7th grade

H
u

n
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e

r

Hunger is the void burning inside us
yearning to be conquered
unavoidable, attacking from all sides
tearing at our souls, burning, yearning
every time we confront we retreat, never
facing head on, never to end the hunger
always delaying, supplying relief, never
to end millions of hungry children
always burning, always yearning
never ending, hunger -Ian McAnlis, 7th grade

The Meal Makers and its student members provide service to a wide variety of community organizations. Eighth graders from Strath Haven School work together with Meal Makers to prepare and
serve food for the needy as part of their Family and Consumer Science Class. After school, student
volunteers from all three grades travel to the City Team Rescue Mission in Chester, Pennsylvania, to
complete meal preparations and tour the facility. Approximately one hundred Chester residents, including those in rehabilitation for drug and alcohol abuse, come for a healthy meal. Through serving meals
and talking with residents, students encounter people who are very different in their circumstances, but
similar in their gratitude for the gifts they recieve, their future hopes, and the love for their children.
It is a powerful experience to witness poverty and addiction, and then participate in action for change.

We, the sixth grade students at J. C. McKenna
Middle School in Wisconsin, have been studying
tropical rainforests since 1988. We became one
of the first groups of students in Wisconsin to
purchase rainforest acres to protect endangered
habitats. Through the print and television media,
our actions became a positive role model for
other students- but soon, buying acres of rainforest did not seem to be enough. A newspaperTropical Tribune-devoted to tropical rainforests and related themes was created. Last year,
over 1,500 copies were distributed to people in
all 50 states and several countries.
The Tropical Tribune is the only studentwritten newspaper in the country regarding tropical rainforests. It provides accurate and reliable
information about the plight rainforests face,
Youth Honor Awards

constructive conservation efforts and ways to network student/teacher projects and interests. Our
readers have become immensely more aware of
circumstances surrounding rainforests and the
people who live in them.
Our goals for creating a newspaper were to:
improve writing abilities, write for an intended
audience, improve research skills, become
informed critical thinkers, participate in a democratic society by having a voice in a current global issue, and to increase self-esteem by teaching
others through our own learned "expertise."
The Tropical Tribune strives to foster a sense
of social responsibility, and represents an outlet
for student action as we become aware of the
social, environmental and political issues associated with conservation. Networking children with
a student-created paper empowers them to make
a difference-and hopefully they will continue
to make a difference for the rest of their lives.
The Tropical Tribune, J C McKenna Middle School,
307 South First St., Evansville, Wisconsin 53536
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Art by Serena Antonelli, Legnano, Italy
I'm the one
You can see
But I'm not
I'm the one
You can love
or hate
I'm the one
You can cry
Or laugh with
I'm the one
But I am two
Two of me in only one
. " " : :'

.

My Friends: A portrait (Pencil on paper)

Hand (Pastel)

Metaphor: The World for Me. Woman,
Water, Sun, all together in one element.
(Ink on paper)

Desert Storm black and red (Pastel)
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"My favorite artist is Van Gogh.
I like his works. They move a lot of
emotions in me. I have studied his life
and I really liked what I've read.
"I just start to draw a bunch of
lines and create something from them.
I would like to improve my art and
maybe become like my mom-a really
good artist. I love her work."
-Serena Antonelli, 16, was an
international exchange student from
Legnano (Milano), Italy during the
97-98 school year in Eugene, Oregon.
Youth Honor Awards

Rebirth
there I sat up so high in an ever green tree
with a leaf in my hand
wondering if what touched it could ever touch me
once green and thriving now brown and dead
just then there was a rush of the wind
that shattered my thoughts
the leaves on the ground swirled and leapt
at the sight of their queen

Entries Worthy of Mention
Students at the Lowell Whiteman Primary
School have been studying Tolerance throughout
the year. They chose famous quotes that they felt
reflected tolerance and then illustrated each one.

"There are two
ways of spreading light- to be
the candle or
the mirror that
reflects it."

unveiling a great and beautiful woman
clothed in the green she was to destroy
she whispered and laughed with a bitter cold breeze
that danced and laughed when it hit the trees
the leaves trembled and began to fall
as I saw this death all around me my spirit cried

-Edith Wharton
Poster by
Katie Sabin, 13, &
Sharon Retz, 13.

she heard my sorrow and rose up to me
so high up in an ever green tree
she looked deep within with clear, strong eyes
and in a soft and yet powerful voice
she said
tothe kridelle
shninlokt tichen
kith kipelle

she spoke with the tongue of the earth
that my ears could neither hear nor understand
there was another rush of the winds and she was
consumed by the earth from whence she came
leaving the green world she had entered gold and
red and even more beautiful than before
as I sawall these new colors I understood
what she had told me
I understood that in order to live things must die
once more I looked at the leaf in my hand
and I did not see death and I did not cry
and I wondered no more
what had touched the leaves
for what had touched them had now touched me
"I was raised in Alberta, Canada, on afarm with
my four brothers and sisters. I've spent a lot oftime
in Mexico and traveling elsewhere. 1 am pursuing my
dream as an artist and a poet. 1 was inspired to write
this poem by my surroundings and seasons. Autumn is
a beautiful time ofthe year and 1 can't help but let it
affect me in everything 1 do." (See cover art by Gloria).
-Gloria Robertson, 16, Eugene, Oregon
Youth Honor Awards

"Peace is a
journey of a
thousand miles
and it must be
taken one step
at a time."

-Lyndon Johnson
Poster by
Samantha Winter
& Nichole Rothe,
both 12 years-old.

~.way this poem a reading unusual is this know I
see you things the all of think you if but
?be should they expect you like really they are
way certain a being something to used get you When
.form same the be should everything think you then
know everyone let to is poem this of point the So
different and new is something life in when that
,weird it call and it dismiss don't
covering special that in for
.dear and unique something be can
-Sheryl Totten, 17, McLeansville, North Carolina

Ill·
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Our Home
A black chimney stands isolated in the sky
giving birth to thick smoke
that is slowly seized
by the overtaking air.
The poison smoke rises as
environmental cares mount
but languish
in the back of bustling minds.
As pollution continues to defile
the Earth, our home,
blind apathy renews all threats
to our very existence.
-Katie Bowman, 15, Brown Summit, N. Carolina
"We should protect plants and animals. If we cut
down the trees, then there won't be shade and the squirrels
won't have any place to live. And, birds can't live under
the ground. I think people should leave nature alone."
-Abbey Forbes, 7, Port Deposit, Maryland

Flower Flower
Children are the flower
beauty of the garden
~
Children are the flower
, ))
beauty of the home
\Q
~.
Dream of the country
h1 ~
,
flower flower
'"
-Aditya Gopal, 8, New Delhi,lndia
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Mexican Folkloric Dancers

I am part of a club of folkloric dancers. We dance to
traditional music known all over Mexico. All of us are
between 12 and 21 years old.
Our dance troupe shows people in the U.S. that all
Mexicans don't come here to make problems. We really
would like to share our culture because, to tell the truth,
we all could learn more from each other. I feel pride and
joy when I come out to perform-of course, there's the
nervousness at first, but when everyone cheers and
applauds I feel as if I want to go in again and dance
the whole day!
We don't have to hide our culture. Even though
some people don't appreciate Mexicans, we really try
very hard to make people value our differences. After
all, we really like being here and nothing is better than
to have people from around the world talk to you and
show you every part of their culture.
-Anayeli Cuate, 14, Mexican-Amer., Bridgeton, NJ
Page 12 Skipping Stones
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Resource Conservation
Earth is a fragile place. Most people take the health
of our planet for granted way too often. We rob ourselves of crucial natural resources.
Smoke and grime funneled into the air from
factories and cars is the most prominent source of air
pollution. People think that because it disappears
quickly, it's not damaging. We are also cutting down
trees and clearing land for construction and feeding
livestock. This not only kills wildlife, it kills one of
our only natural suurces of air purification: trees.
I think families and businesses should invest in
buildings that have already been used. We need to stop
clearing land for construction of new homes. Maybe
if people made more of an effort to conserve, many
species of animals would survive.
Did you know that the world's rain forests are
being destroyed at the rate of 150 acres a minute?
There are endless numbers of rare, undiscovered, and
perhaps vital species of plants and animals that may
not survive this destruction.
We need to care for our planet the way it has cared
for us. If we take action to preserve it, it will be here
for a long time to come.
-Kim Presler, 14, Rockford, Michigan

Protecting the Earth
I love nature. I'd like to see every human effort put
forth in order to protect it. There is so much to learn
from our surroundings, the animals which live here,
and our people. I wish we all would realize what a
threat pollution is to our earth, and that there could be
peace worldwide. I think we can learn to change our
actions to make a difference.
-Danielle Meyer, 16, Milaca, Minnesota

Excerpts from Honor Awards

Exemplary Projects

Walls of the World
Fourth Grade students of the GEMS program
in Bridgeton, New Jersey, studied famous and
historical walls of the world. The study unit was
based on two books Talking Walls, and Talking
Walls: The Stories Continue by Margy Bums
Knight (Tilbury House).
.

As a part of their study they located the walls
on a world map, then read about what made these
walls famous. They created scale models, dioramas, and did research reports. They learned that
the definition of a wall is quite unique. As a
culminating activity the students wrote a form of
cinquain poetry about the walls that impressed
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Fall Concert Posters
Students in Andrew MacCrimman's 7th grade
art class at Lincoln Hall Middle in Lincolnwood,
Illinois, created program covers for their school's
Fall Music Concert using the landscape, traditional images or symbols of various
.,.,:., '/:MVi·W~:/·<;'<::
countries.

~. Oh,Freedom ~
Seventy-seven creative students of Hispanic,
Black, Caucasion and Asian descent wrote an
88-page play, Oh, Freedom, in three acts. Along
with improving language skills, they helped to
improve racial and cultural harmony and awareness at Beryl Henry Elementary School and in
the surrounding community.
Repha Buckman, the writer-in-residence who
coached the 5th and 6th graders, was sponsored
by the Southwest Arkansas Arts Council through
their Arts in Education program.
Oh, Freedom is a historical play, set in Little
Rock, Arkansas, around the year 1844. The main
character, Hope, learns through her father's death
that she is actually a slave and will be sold. The
story centers around her journey to freedom and
leads to other members of the slave community
escaping through the Underground Railroad.
The play required in-depth research dealing
with sensitive issues. The Arts Council held a
public performance in front of a racially diverse
group which had never before participated in
anything together. The superintendent of Schools
and the principal were both supportive and proud.
Copies of the play are available at school library.
-Mrs. Sonji Flemons and her 5th and 6th grade
students at Beryl Henry Elementary, Hope, Arkansas

Artists: Bradley Sacher, 12 and Caroline Froning, 12
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People like us

Taking Action

• Alta-Abled! On 27 May 1998, Tom Whitaker,
a person with disability (Tom has an artificial leg)
successfully climbed Mt. Everest and fulfilled his
life-long dream. Congratulations, Tom, for meeting the challenge!
• The Pemon Indians of Venezuela's Amazon
rainforest region are trying to defend their ancestral
rainforests from development interests. One of the
most unique environments in the world could be
destroyed if plans by the Venezuelan and Brazilian
governments to build high voltage powerlines
linking the two countries go ahead. Within a few
years, hundreds of electricity pylons, sub-stations
and powerlines would begin to deface the Canaima
National Park-home to Angel Falls and one of
the few UNESCO World Heritage sites in Latin
America. The Pemon Indians are blockading the
international highway linking the two countries
in an attempt to oppose the powerline scheme
which will open the area to mining and logging.
According to the London-based Survival
International, this development project violates
just about every national and international law
guaranteeing the Pemon Indians' land rights to
their over 500-year-old home!
• Autumn and Spring are perfect times for
Planting Trees. Do you see open land in your
school yard or neighborhood? Think Trees!
Native trees, fruit trees, shade trees, flowering
trees... any kind of tree that will grow in your
bioregion! Ask a landscape designer, a master
gardener, an extension agent, a teacher or parent.
Plant trees, and grow tree-mend-us friends!
• Participate in the Annual Clean Up the World
on Sept 18-20. From Poland to Fiji, Argentina to
South Korea, thousands of people are organizing
a wide range of projects and campaigns designed
to improve the state of their local environment.
Think globally; act locally. Join or create a nature
restoration project in your community!
• Books Go Everywhere! National Children's
Book Week is set for November 16-22. Borrow
great books from your library. Read when you
can. Enjoy them with your family and friends!
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• The American Bar Association's annual Images
of Freedom photography contest was won by
Vimal Bhakta, 18, of Arizona. His photo showed a
teenager's hands writing a letter to his governor.
Write letters to your elected representatives or
government leaders and express your opinions on
ecological, international,and social issues. Get addresses from a parent, telephone book or librarian.
Your letters make a difference! For every letter
received, they figure scores of others feel the same
way. The National Youth Forum, Respecteen, saysTeens can't vote, but they can influence Congress.

• The 90 Miles to Cuba Campaign by the
Woodcrest Bruderhof School children in New
York state has already collected 80,000 signatures
(one signature = 1 foot) or 15 miles of signatures
calling for an end to the economic blockade of
Cuba. Many Bruderhof students have visited the
island nation (see Cuba Journal, p. 8), with the
Pastors for Peace's Friendship Caravans of
Solidarity with the Cuban people. These caravans
bring material aid and messages of friendship
between the two countries. To receive a petition
for you and your friends to sign, contact Violeta
Kurtz, Cuba Gang, Woodcrest School, Rifton,
NY 12471; e-mail: 90miles@bruderhof.com
• Want to be a Rock Star? Beyond Words is
looking for kid musicians and their bands for
their upcoming book! Teenage performers and
bands can enter the Rock Star Contest by 1 Nov.
Call Beyond Words at 1-800-284-9673 for details.

<)- ¢

Native Ways; Native Voices

0

<>

Poems from Native American Fourth Graders in Arizona
~.,

pictures carved into the side reveal
the way the Indians survived
how the cowboys bargained with the Apaches
how dreadful some of the cowboys
treated the Indians
the fresh fragrance of stew cooking
I will climb the mesa soon
the sound of the rain hitting the mesa
is as soft as the wind whooshing in my ear
to watch the rain dancing on the mesa in the wind
is like looking at a rainbow
or painting a masterpiece
the rain softly hits my face
on top of the towering mesa, I see wooden barrels
and a wooden stick
I will always respect that mesa
-Rachel Nabors, Holbrook, Arizona

Swish
My basketball springs
like a tumbleweed jumping up and down
in the dusty afternoon
the ball goes up and up
till it encircles
the rim like a
hurricane or a tornado
beginning
the net tickles its side
as it swishes through
another three-pointer makes the day

-Chance Yellowhair, Indian Wells, Arizona.
She writes, "/ like to write. My teacher gives me
paper so / can write and draw. / am a forth grade
student in Holbrook. / like to play basketball and
go to Pow Wows. / like living on the Navajo
Reservation where it is quiet. Herding sheep is
boring so it gives me a lot of time to think and
draw pictures in my mind and in the sand."

1

i,

Mesa'
In a far off distance a beautiful red mesa
has great and happy stories to tell

......

Grandma
Grandma
a proud Navajo
always full of energy
she makes the best fried bread
always has a smile
the strongest person I've ever known
her hands are as soft as kitten's fur
she doesn't speak any English
her voice is soft when she speaks
I cannot tell what she says
she has long, brown hair
always in a bun
another word for my grandma is love

"/ feel so overjoyed on the reservation. On a
hot summer day while / was playing, / stopped
and looked around me. Horses were eating their
green hay in a corral by the mountains. Sheep
were grazing high up on the mountain plain while
dogs and cats were fighting like rambling animals
in the woods. The strong scent ofmutton,fried
bread and Navajo medicine drifted through the
air. The last time / ate Navajo medicine, / was
very unhealthy. / remember the hogan and the
sound of a drum playing. My hands and my
brother's handsfly through the never-ending sky."

-Rebekah Wilson, 4th grade, Holbrook, Arizona

On an Indian Reservation in Oregon
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Crying Onions

y soup boils in the kettle as I sit and
watch. The soup I made from carrots, beans, meats,
and onions. Onions, onions... the words repeat over
and over in my head.
Onions are known for tears. I am known for
tears. Me, the onion, my father the meat, my
mother the beans, my sister the carrots, and white
men as cooks. My family boils and bubbles until
the white men drink us up.
I suppose you don't know what I am talking
about. Sit down and I will tell you a story.
When I was just eleven summers old, I led a
basic life- rising and setting with the sun. During
the day were chores and play. After helping mother
and taking cm:e of the baby, ther~ w~re games and
fun. But the mght was my favonte tIme of all.
e all w.oul~ gather and tell stories of the lighted
pIctures 10 t e sky.
One day, when another girl and I were playing,
we saw our first white man. Over the next few
weeks, more and more white men moved in.
My baby sister caught a disease, so we went to
the medicine woman of our tribe for help. She gave
her roots to eat and prayed to our spirits. She said
in a quiet voice, "This disease is not ours; it was
brought by white men."
The white men builtforts around us. As though
they were trying to suffocate us. Every time we
turned, they were watching us. As though we were
their prisoners. As though we were their prey.
Onions, onions...
The next morning our father, an tribal elder,
told us that he was going to confront the white
men. He said he would be back before sunset.
Sunset came. Father didn't. He was now part of
the spirits. We had to live with another family.
They would hunt for us, and we would do their
chores. Onions, onions...
One day, out in the fields, I noticed a horrid
smell. I followed it to the top of the hill and there,
below me, lay thousands of dead buffalo. Their
eyes open, as if blaming me. We wouldn't be able
to hunt buffalo anymore. White men were killing
but not eating. Killing but not using. Killing but

w.
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not thanking. White men had come at the speed
of a wild horse. Killing everything in sight. The
basic life I led had changed like winter to summer.
Our tribe and other tribes were pushed together
to live on reservations. White men needed our
lands for railroads and forts.
They told us we would be fed by the government. What is a government? How can it take
over our way of life? Onions, onions...
Now, much later, I realize the white men had
won a battle we had never fought. There is more
dark than light in the sky now.
So I tell you this story... crying onions.
-Jessica Sager 12 Hugo Minnesota Jessica
writes, "Even thou~h r'm not Native Ame;ican, I
still enjoy writing and learning about other culures.
I was inspired to write my story when we studied
'The Trail of Tears.' I was amazed at the trauma
the Cherokee and other tribes went through."

My People's Pain
The wind whistles wildly
As time slowly passes
The pain lingers on
It is an endless storm
My people ask unknowingly of the future
The memories of endless walks
To unknown solid earth
The cavalry's powerful movement
Wild fire of my village flourishes
Into angered winds
Rape, the dark scars are left upon my women
Identity departs far from theit bodies
Their crafts cry into the night
Replaced with guns and weapons
Tears run down their faces
Their tears tum into rage
They fight fiercely against their foe
Explosions of the sun mix with the breeze of wind
Ashes gently descend to the ground
Hoping they will grow into a radiant com stalk
Is there a future for my people?
--Stephanie Stine, 16, Aurora, Colorado

The Navajo

Learning at the Aztec Ruins

The Navajo are as strong as the mint sage
that grows on the beautiful reservation
Watching the old woman
flip the powdered pearl dough back and forth
as it slides into the hot grease
while the fry bread puffs up
like a bear awakening from a strange little creature
Listening to the echoes of baby eagles
crying between the red mesas
The spirits of the traditional people
follow us wherever we go
As mother nature watches over us
with joyful tears in her eyes
proud of our culture
Seeing the bright bottle-green Juniper trees
stand high above the rocky hills
like pine ,trees in the fresh forest
makes me proud of my clan
As the sun sets behind the sacred mountains
the Navajos crawl into their sheep skins
Anxious, waiting for dawn to come
To see the tall green Juniper stand high
above the rocky hills

Third graders from Lydia Rippey School, in
Aztec, New Mexico, participated in a writing
workshop of author Vma Krishnaswami, held at
the Aztec Ruins in northern New Mexico. They
toured the ruins, learned elements of storywriting,
and developed their own works. The children
began their stories in the Great Kiva and later
read their stories aloud to an audience of parents
and teachers. Their works were also exhibited at
the A. R. National Monument's visitors center.

-Finnia L. Begay, 11, Indian Wells, Arizona

The Kid Who Found Pottery -AshLey M. Holland

"My mother
is a poet and she
writes a poem for
every new rug she
weaves. I am aLso
a Navajo rug
weaver. I Learned
from my sister.
My other sister
toLd me to give
it my best, and to
remember where
I camefrom.
"Living on
the reservation is fun, no city noises and no pollution.
My peopLe are beautifuL peopLe, but you see kids getting
into gangs and drugs. I didn't want that for myself.
My mother has aLways toLd us to follow a traiL; make
your own path that you can be proud of I want to
be a famous poet and weaver."

The Lion
Once upon a time, long ago, there was a lion.
He was big. He was sneaky. He played tricks on
other animals. He lived in the Ruins. He liked his
house and always played around there.
One day, he took a walk, and saw some Pueblo
children. He thought he could make friends and
play with them. ''I'm going to make friends with
the children," he said.
But the children didn't want to play with him.
They ran back to their homes screaming. The lion felt
sad. He wanted to make friends, but he was a bad lion.
The Pueblo children felt bad for the lion. But they
were still a little scared of him.
One morning, the lion went to the park. He saw
the children again. He asked them if he could play.
He was nice. He changed because he never had
friends before now. He said,"I'm going to make
new Pueblo children friends." And he did.
-Richelle CharLie, 3rd grade, Aztec, New Mexico
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Traditional Cultures of Southeast Asia
I use photography to capture the essence ofplaces that are like no other in the world. Typical
activities, costumes and personalities combine with colors, shapes and patterns to reflect the cultural
richness of these extraordinary ways of life. Although my work includes landscapes, wildlife and architecture, photographing indigenous people is the most challenging and rewarding for me. My goals are
to transport the observer around the world to places that remain traditional, untouched by modern life;
to celebrate customs and values that have endured for generq.tions; to reveal the untold stories of
extraordinary people living in the remnants of time. Contemplate these images from Myanmar (formerly called Burma), Bhutan, Irian laya, Nepal and Thailand. What do they convey to you? Take a closer
look. Discover the great differences and the common humanity among the world's cultures. I think you
will agree that the world does, indeed, live in the most astonishing ways.
-Debbie lefkin-Elnekave
Myanmar is primarily an agricultural country. While the
greatest land area is devoted to rice, significant area is also
planted with wheat. During the planting and harvest women
plow, thresh, winnow and transport the wheat just as they did
in pre-industrial times.
All that is precious-people, crops, water-moves in open
wooden carts drawn by teams of bullocks. Throughout the
contryside, small caravans lumber along, as these hardworking
people devote their entire day to the tasks of replenishing their
family food supply or finding buyers for their wares.

School Girl in Dhulikhel, Nepal

Fish are caught on the southwest coast of Myanmar for local
consumption, and are a major source of protein in the diet. One
leg firmly planted on the stem, the other extended to power the
oar, a fisherman dances his boat toward the lacy network of canals
that will lead him home (see back cover). Fresh water fish are
preferred, but the government is encouraging salt water fishing.

Women Carrying Wheat, Bagan, Myanmar
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Pa Laung Woman in Norlae, Thanon, Thailand

Since the 11 th century, Theravada
Buddhist pilgrims have come here to build
pagodas in hope of achieving Nirvana.
Today, thousands of these shrines grace
the landscape, pushing their way toward
the sky as if joined in one majestic prayer
(see back cover). As the day draws to a
close, a lavender veil gives way to dusty
rose, then to hazy magenta and finally to
deep amethyst as the sun sets to cast a
rich dusk over the countryside.
Traditional villages around Inle Lake
(below) are untouched by the mainstream
of progress. They sit on stilts throughout
a lacy network of canals, in total harmony
with their environment. Native lntha
people ("Sons of the Lake") tend to
floating gardens in their dugout canoes.

In the Irian
J aya Village of
Beriten (Indonesia) you feel
like you are a
million miles
away from
anywhere.
Then an Asmat
child peaks
through the
door of a hut,
on the threshold
of his own
discovery. His
curiosity makes
the world come
alive!

Wooden carts drawn by bullocks are common.
Vol. 10 no. 4 Skipping Stones Page 19

Women of Myanmar enjoy much freedom and equality.
In their Buddhist religion, however, their place is secondary.
Males can become monks and earn merit in a number of
ways. The few women who become nuns (see above)
usually hope to be born as a man in their next reincarnation.

In a lively circle of friends, women
clean fish in Thandwe. Many women
paint their faces with thanaka to call out
their beauty and shield their skin from the
harshness of the sun. But I wonder what
Straight-backed girls toting water pots on their heads walk will protect their age-old culture from
the harsh demands of a newer world?
so gracefully they appear to be gliding across the landscape.
-Debbie lejkin-Elnekave, Chicago, IL
The Pa'a tribe, the second most numerous ethnic group
on Myanmar's Shan Plateau, descended from Tibetan and
Part II featuring Thailand in the next issue.
Burman people. They are farmers and they sell cordia tree
leaves, which are used for making cheroots (the Burmese
cigars). The women wear long, sleeveless tunics and
cropped long-sleeved jackets with brightly colored turbans.

Women Farmers of the Pa' 0 Tribe, Myanmar
Page 20 Skipping Stones Vol. 10 no. 4

Woman on a Bullock Cart, Bagan, Myanmar

I don't mind school starting except I dread having to write themes. I can't ever figure out
what to write. I'm starting High School and it will be worse than ever. What can I do? -S.B.
Dear SB.: Some tasks do feel impossible to accomplish. Possibly, you prefer subjects like math or
science based on concrete facts and formulas, leading to correct answers. There is no such security in
creative writing.
Does a writing assignment cause you to freeze-your flow of ideas immobilized? Do you throw
yourself into a self-imposed prison whereby you sabotage all ideas that come to your mind as too dumb,
stupid or boring? Do minutes or hours go by as you are stewing in search of a no-fail topic while the
paper in front of you remains blank? Are you overcome with a sense of inadequacy?
In order to leap into creative writing, I suggest
you think of yourself writing in a diary. The pen
excitedly flies over the page. Into the paper pour
your feelings, thoughts and deeds. The words that
appear reveal your inner truth, uncompromised and
confident.
Recently, I had a wonderful time attending
a week-long writers' workshop taught by much
published and beloved author, Ursula LeGuin. The
magic of the workshop was that I dropped judging
and condemning new ideas. Instead, my mood
changed to having the fun of adventure. Whatever
idea came to mind, I accepted and started to write.
To my surprise, ideas came easily-my mind
became a story factory.
I now realize that in times past, I approached a
writing task as if I were a new, never yet blown up
balloon; TIGHT. I have since experienced a satisfying
stretch. I have learned to approach writing challenges
as if I had become a much used balloon, the rubber
stretched and softened, ready to let ideas flow
Illustrated by Rachel Knudson, Eugene, Oregon
unafraid; UNCENSORED.
Try it. Write a paragraph every day. For example: pretend you are a flea in a dog's ear; a spot of
ketchup on a picture; a bolt of lightning; a piece of tartar on a tooth. Throw your writings away or save
them. Just experience the freedom of writing with fun-filled abandon.
Happy stretching!

In Peace,
Comments? Questions? Write to:
Dear Hanna c/o Skipping Stones
Post Office Box 3939
Eugene, OR 97403 USA
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SANS BORDERS: A Gathering of International Students
Every year, many students travel to other
countries for an extended time to study in local
schools and to live with host families. We gathered
a group of eight international students who had
come to Eugene, Oregon,for ten months through
several exchange programs (see page 26).
We bring to you excerpts from a two-hour
discussion between Skipping Stones editors (Arun,
Rachel, Hanna), our high school student interns
(Jenny, Rebecca, Holly) and the exchange students.
Heartfelt thanks to Beth Erfurth, the Eugene AFS
Coordinator, for moderating this extraordinary
exchange on 4 June 1998.
Beth: What were your expectations coming to the
United States?
Anna: I tried not to expect very much. I wasn't
excited about going at first. And since we had TV
shows and movies, I pretty much knew what it
would be like. What surprised me, though, was that
people were nicer than I thought they would be.
For some reason, I thought Americans would be
more superficial. But everyone has been really
great to me, they've totally changed my mind!
Beth: Do you feel we are like what you've seen
in the movies?
Anna: (Roar of laughter) Oh! No... not anymore!
Manuela: I didn't want to come, but my parents
said it would be good for me. I just wanted to play
basketball. I didn't think about too much before I
came here.
Marianne: For me, it was important to not have

Anna is from Sweden
and wants to live abroad

Ilkka of Finland likes
to ski and rides bikes
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many expectations. I didn't know how it would
be, so I pretty much came with an open mind.
Evita: I thought there was going to be more freedom here in America. Then I got here, and I was
kind of suprised because I realized I had a lot more
freedom at home in Latvia. We have more things
that teenagers can do and experience. Here it is
more serious-more rules, more controlled.
Dominika: There isn't much for teenagers to do
here. In Poland there are more places to go on
Fridays and Saturdays and have fun. There are
limitations, but it isn't as strict. Here they just go to
the movies or to the mall, because there's nowhere
else to go! (Laughter) One thing that everyone told
me before I came is that school is really easy in
here, and it's true. And teachers are really helpful.
Beth: You say it's easier- what kinds of classes
are you taking?
Dominika: Chemistry and Physics. You don't
have to study a lot, you can use your notes. Some
of the material I had already learned at home.
Anna: It's easier to control your grade here. If you
want an A, you can do all your homework, or do
extra credit. For an A in Sweden, you have to fully
understand the subject, you can't just do extra
credit. It's not enough to just do your homework!
I1kka: I thought I didn't expect anything, but then
I was disappointed at first because they were doing
the same things that I did in Finland. But I think
there are more things than just going to the mall, or
movies, or discos. It's a different culture! You have
to think a little harder about finding things to do.

Marianne,from
Denmark, likes to travel

Magi, from Hungary,
likes to write poetry

Marianne: You get a whole new perspective of
what you do at home, because at home you're in a
routine. Every Friday, you had your things to do,
but now you are able to think about what you did
with a new perspective.
Manuela: Yeah, I feel like a 13-year-old, because
here I do things that I did when I was younger in
Brazil, like go to the movies or the park.
Serena: But I think that it's kind of fun. It's like
doing things you did when you were younger. True,
I wouldn't want to do that for too long. But it's
good to go back [to Italy] knowing what it's like
here. It has been a good experience. I had expectations from the movies about the "cool" American
guys and everyone said I was so lucky. Now I'm
here and "where are they?" (Lots of laughter!)
One disappointment I've had is the prohibition
on cigarettes and alcohol. In Italy, I never had to
think about it. I don't understand some of the rules.
So many kids drink and party anyway, so why
have the rules?
Dominika: They think they're so cool because
they drink or smoke, even though they shouldn't.
Serena: In Italy, we don't have certain ages to
drink or smoke, but we don't see really drunk people on the streets, either. Or even in your home. But
here, teenagers have parties and drink so much, you
don't even recognize them. They drink as much as
they can, just because they're not allowed to do it.
Magi: I see the other part also. It's not nice when
you see 13 and 14-year-olds drinking. In Hungary,
there aren't age limits either. But I think it's OK to
have a limit of 16 or 18, so that when you're
younger you can't get alcohol- or it's harder.

Evita,from Latvia,
loves to draw

Dominika, from
Poland, likes to travel

For me, I didn't have expectations, but I did
have personal goals. I didn't want to go back home
and feel disappointed that I didn't do this or that
while I was here. I was surprised that Americans,
in general, are more conservative than I thought.
Except here, in Eugene, it seems like you can
express yourself; you can be an individual.
Serena: Yeah, that's nice. (General agreement)
Beth: What do you feel you have learned this year?
What type of personal growth or accomplishments?
Marianne: You learn a lot about yourself. I've
learned to appreciate more my family at home,
and everything I've got. The whole experience has
been so great, and it's something you can't get by
just sitting at home.
Manuela: For me, I'm more patriotic now. When
someone talks about Brazil or asks questions,
I want to talk about it. Also, now I can see my
parents from another perspective, and appreciate
them, because I'm away from them.
Dominika: I didn't know I would survive here for
so long, but I did it, and I'm proud. I appreciate and
love my family more. And my friends. I miss them!
Anna: I've learned a lot about myself. I'm much
more out-going. I can walk up to people and
introduce myself, and maybe that's because I have
had to use my time well, because it was limited.
I'm nicer to others. I know now that there's no
point to unnecessary arguments.
I1kka: Certainly I've learned a lot about myself.
Also, I've grown-up and some of my personal
values have changed.
Evita: I agree with all of this, and I feel I'm more
independent now, and more open.

Serena ofItaly, loves art,
music and happy people

Manuela,from Brazil,
plays basketball
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Serena: Yeah, I'm also more open now. In Italy, I
had my friends and I was critical about first
impressions of other people. But I've figured out to
just talk to them learn about them, and start a new
friendship. You realize,
'Wow, they are a lot like me.'
I'm more talkative. Before
I would just sit and listen.
Beth: For those of us who
know you, that's hard to
believe!
Serena: I love my family
more; I miss them a lot.
At the same time, I love
my family here, too.
Magi: I think I'm more
patient and more open. I've
learned to get over frustrations, like getting to know
people. I'm proud of myself for coming here; more
proud of my country and my family. I've learned
to get to know people better, to appreciate them.
Beth: It seems you have come and felt limited in
some ways, felt restrictions, but in the end, you're
feeling more independent and grown-up. (Heads
are nodding).
Anna: I've learned to respect personal values and
beliefs. In Sweden, we never talk about religion,
and not many people go to church. But here, you
have so many different people and nationalities,
religions, colors. At first, it was hard for me to
accept that, but now I've come to respect it.
Marianne: That's what I like about being here,
because you can be who you are, talk openly about
religion, and everything. That's nice.
Arun: It seems like many of you have discovered
the key to a multicultural world! We are a salad
bowl of different cultures. What about languages?
Marianne: In the U.S., people are expected to
know English, but many Americans never travel
anywhere to know what the world is like. Now,
they are starting to think about mandatory second
languages, and it took a lot to get to that point! In
Denmark, we speak 3 or 4 languages. America is
so big, people don't really get out of the country.
Magi: In Europe, the countries are so small. You
can drive four hours and be in a different country.
Here, I could fly ten hours and still be in the U.S!
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(Roar of laughter) So, maybe even just the size of
this country makes it less necessary.
Manuela: But in Brazil- and it's a very big
country-we have to learn many languages.
Marianne: I met students
at school here and they
don't even know where
Denmark is. 'Oh, it's somewhere in Europe.' They
know Europe and the U.S.
and that's pretty much it.
Arun: In Denmark, which
languages do you learn?
Marianne: We have to
learn Danish, then German,
English, and you can learn
more after that.
Hanna: It's interesting that
although Americans don't
seem to know much about other countries, there
seems to be a social climate of more acceptance
and accepting the other. There's a contradiction
here!
Marianne: Yeah, it doesn't matter what skin color
you have or where you come from, you can come
here and fit in and be yourself.
Magi: Well, the whole United States is based on
being an individual. People came from all over to
build a new life, and to protect what's theirs-to
protect the individual.
Holly: Here, in the U.S., we think, "Yeah, we'll
accept anyone, but only when they learn English."
After that, we don't want to learn anything about
their culture! It's like total tolerance, and we
respect differences, but we don't need to know
anything more! We end up not learning about
other cultures, and isolating ourselves.
Arun: Is it about isolation, or is it an attitude of
"there's nothing more to the world than us?"
Holly: Yeah, I think that's the attitude.
Marianne: It's like you say, "We're so big and
powerful. We speak English, so we don't have to
communicate with anyone else in their language."
Beth: I think it really depends on the individual.
We don't all have that attitude. That's one reason
we HOST international students, to bring that culture
to us, to learn from it. After all, the world is getting
smaller every day, and we need to interact.

Marianne: Yeah, I think the host families are an
example of those who don't have that attitude of
intolerance. It's not everyone, but it seems like the
majority.
Arun: From my experience in Mexico and Central
America, many Americans, if they travel, take the
"Gringo Trail," always on the tourist route- not
really learning about the culture, customs or languages. How did you all learn English so well?
Dominika: Language is really important in Poland.
You need to pick-up at least two languages in
school for any kind of good job or to go to college.
Beth: Has your English improved after being here?
Everyone: Yes! For sure.
Serena: After two years of English in school, I
thought I was really good, but I got here and
couldn't put two words together! (Laughs!) If you
want to learn a language, live in that country for a
while. It's completely different from school.
Beth: It's a tribute to how humans are adaptable!
Arun: Would you address the differences in our
lifestyles? For example, energy efficiency, living
standards; etc.
Evita: In Latvia, we walk a lot. Here, to get somewhere, you need to drive a car or take the bus.
Dominika: Here, if your parents have a car, you
can drive. In Poland, you have to be 18. But I think
it's better, because you get to walk everywherewith friends- through the forest or by the lake.
Anna: I think it's horrible to stand at the crosswalk
and watch all the cars go by with just one person in
them. It drives me, I mean, it makes me so mad.
Rachel: You mean it drives you crazy?
Anna: But America is an automobile society. At
home, in Sweden, everybody is brought up using
public transportation or walking or biking. I just
don't feel very good about driving around town.
IJkka: Here in Eugene, it's actually pretty good,
because there's a good bus system and bike lanes.
It's not so bad, compared to other Cities.
Beth: A lot, too, depends on the size of the city!
Anna: The cities are just built differently in the
U.S. I come from a small town, but even in the
bigger cities, it's more concentrated; somehow it's
easier to get around. Here, everything is more
spread out, with malls far out of town. Or, people
work in town but live far away.

Arun: During my travels in Europe, I've seen
sections of towns where no cars were allowed.
Are there such places in your home towns,
dedicated to the pedestrian?
Serena: Yes, downtown mostly. A lot of young
people will walk around during the weekend and
fill it up, and no cars can go through.
Anna: And there are a lot of boutiques and stores
close to the street where people walk, shop and
gather. Not like a mall. I mean, it wouldn't work
if you had cars going through.
IJkka: There are places that are becoming more
like the U.S., more spread out. It's like a new trend.
Beth: That's disappointing for a lot of us
Americans!
Arun: There was a street in downtown Eugene that
used to be closed to cars. Then shopkeepers felt
that many young people were hanging around,
"causing problems," and car shoppers did not have
access to their businesses. So, it was reconstructed,
and opened to traffic a couple years ago.
Rachel: Yes, in general, we as Americans are very
car-oriented. But, I have to say: I'm 25, and I've
never had a drivers license. I ride a bike, walk or
bus everywhere I need to go. (Applause!)
Beth: What about resource efficiency? Do you
have recycling in your countries? Are we more
wasteful here in the United States?
IJkka: Yes, wasteful! But at least, in Eugene, you
have curbside recycling programs. In Finland, you
need to do it yourself-you have to take it to a
recycling center.
Magi: In Hungary, we tried a program for recycling. After a couple of weeks, we got a letter saying 'Thanks, but this isn't working!' Maybe people were just not into it- it was too new!
Anna: Maybe recycling of trash is pretty good
here, but I still think Americans are wasteful.

(Agreement).
Dominika: Yeah, like a lot of food is wasted here.
IJkka: That would be rude in my country.
Magi: But in Hungary, I couldn't go to a restaurant
and ask to save the bones for my dog!
Serena: I've had recycling at my house for 3 years.
But, my host family here recycles sooo much that
when I go home, I'll be so mad if someone tries to
throwaway something that should be recycled.
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Manuela: In Brazil, in my town of Curitiba, we are
famous for recycling, and for our efficient transportation. It's a really big town, and it works, so I
think my town is a little different!
Arun: I grew up in India, and we didn't have anything like curbside recycling. But we had traders
who'd come and give you money for things like
used clothes, bottles, paper and notebooks. Because
they were valuable and reused. Here, you have to
pay money to have those things taken away!
Manuela: Well, in Curitiba, people can collect
recyclable things and trade them for bus tickets, or
food. It works really well, especially for the poor.

***

Arun: Can I ask your reaction to the Thurston
High School shooting incident?
Dominika: This would never happen in my country. It's too easy to get a gun here. At home, maybe
people would get in a fight, but not like this. It's
really sad. He's so young! They should have talked
with him or something before he hurt other people.
Magi: What made him think that shooting would
be a solution? Why did he think so?
Dominika: What was in his head that he decided
to kill people? How does that happen?
Marianne: What kind of "punishment" is there for
young people that will help them? Something that
doesn't make them into a criminal? Maybe schools
don't have the budget anymore, but what about
counselors to help deal with this? Something
needs to happen for them to stop and think!
Evita: Yes, I think he really needed counselling
instead of being expelled. What did that solve? I
mean, if more people cared enough to know about
his family life, maybe they could have known he
had problems, and tried to change something.
Magi: A lot of Europeans think America is really
dangerous. And things like this are blown up in the
media, and it's very negative.
Serena: I mean, we know that this country isn't all
like that, but when you just watch the news, you
might think it happens here all the time. It's not the
first time this year.
Ilkka: I'm afraid that because European countries
follow the U.S. example, we might have events like
this in our countries. Maybe in the near future!
Arun: Europe is becoming more united, through
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the monetary system, and politically. As members
of the European Union, do you feel like one nation
or still like seperate, individual nations?
Marianne: I feel like we're closer to being one
nation, which helps young people move between
countries and find jobs, so that's good. But we are
still individual nations with separate cultures and
identities.
Magi: Hungary is not a part of the European Union
yet, for fear of our culture being lost. But I think
even the younger generation realizes that these
things are important- that we should preserve
our songs and foods and languages. I want to stay
Hungarian, not just be a generic 'European.'
That's important.
Anna: I'm not sure that the bigger it gets, the better it gets. I think we'll still be different countries,
but it will be easier to travel and work. Although,
as it gets bigger, the more dangerous it becomes.
Ilkka: I worry that the European Union wouldn't
work, that certain nations might not be able to keep
up, or that others might get too powerful.
Anna: It really hasn't been long enough to know.
Ilkka: Yes, it will be interesting to go back and
see the changes that are happening now.
Beth: So, what about going home? What sort of
adjustments will you have to make?
Ilkka: Home won't be the same now.
Manuela: I'm a little afraid to go home! What if I
don't like it anymore? I see things differently now.
Dominika: I'm anxious and afraid to go back to
Poland. My friends might think I'm different.
Anna: I think I'll feel a little stuck back in
Sweden. I mean, there's nothing new at home. I'll
see the same old group of friends, even though I
love them, and my family. I think there's something
that has changed in me.
Man uela: Yes, here, even if you don't do anything,
it's still something new. I'm afraid people won't
notice all the changes in me. This experience is
huge to me, but so hard to explain to other people!
Magi: I think maybe I've forgotten how to speak
Hungarian. I'm so used to thinking in English now!
Anna: I think English is a language that's easier to
express myself in. I'll want to practice it while I'm
there. But I'm afraid my friends will think I'm only
trying to be cool.

Beth: I think you'll have no problem fitting back
in and speaking your own language again-it will
just take a couple of weeks!
What are some things you will remember most
vividly about your experience? Any special or
funny stories? Revelations?
Evita: I'll remember my host family the most.
IJlka: Sometimes I would cycle with the University
of Oregon cycling club on long rides. Once, we
were going to go on a ride called the "Bear Creek
Ride," but I thought they said Beer Creek. So, after
that, they had to call it Beer Creek Ride! (Laughs)
Rachel: Do you see any youth movements springing up across borders? Forms of solidarity? Any
struggle toward greater freedom, spirituality or a
passion to make the world a better place?
Anna: I think young people in this country are
more motivated to travel now. They want to see
more of the world, to meet more people like them
from different places. In Sweden, if you have a
nice family and house, you tend not to move too
much. But I think that's changing.
Beth: Do you think this experience will change
your plans for the future? Will you be able to
pick up where you left off? Or has the exchange
experience changed your direction?
Marianne: I can't go back and pick up where I left
off. I've changed so much in the way I see things.
I want to travel more. That's my goal because I've
learned so much in just a few months here.
Serena: At first, I thought I couldn't make a good
friend in ten months. But I have! What will happen
to our friendships in the States, and all that we have
learned? I want to keep my friends here, and also
make more friends in other places. I want to travel,
to learn about other cultures. I'm more curious.
Marianne: In Denmark, when my friends say they
want to travel, they mean go to Spain and drink. I
want to really go into the culture and learn about it.
Dominika: I like to compare cultures, too. It's cool
to know first-hand how things are in other places.
Magi: Having friends all over the world means I
can learn what goes on in their countries. Before, I
wasn't that interested. But now, I feel their country
is a lot closer to me. I care what happens there and
how things affect them. Now, I just want to learn
more, and try out new languages.

Anna: There are so many great people in the
world, you just want to meet them all. My goal for
this past year was to change my life-I wanted
more experience, more self-confidence-and that
has happened! More than my parents wanted, I
think. I want to live on my own. I'll start a new
school in a different place, but not too far away
from my parents or friends. I realize that I don't
want to live in Sweden forever. I love and appreciate it, but there's so much more to see in the world.
Manuela: It would be great to travel more. My
family will always be there for me, so I can go and
learn more about the world; live somewhere else.
Beth: Do you think your parents expected this
much of a tum-around? Will they be disappointed
by your sudden independence?

Dominika: I think they are proud of us, living here
for ten months. They are happy for us. They didn't
have anything like this when they were young.
Serena: My mom is kind of disappointed now!
At first, she wanted me to go; my father did not.
Now, my dad says I should travel, and my mom
says 'You need to stay home! Maybe in ten years
you can travel again!' I'm not even home yet, and
I want to travel again.
Magi: I think our parents know that any way we've
changed is not negative; any change is good. My
mother is excited that I might want to travel again.
Anna: My mom might think I grew up a little too
fast, but I can't go back to myoId life. She knew
this was the best thing for me to do.
Beth: Is it more typical in your culture to stay
home longer? Here, you're usually out of the
house by age 18.
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I1kka: In Finland, school is paid for by taxes, but
housing is not provided. It would be too expensive
to live on your own, so usually you stay at home
and let your parents pay the taxes!
Anna: But still, moving away is not as far as in this
country. You can move anywhere in Sweden and
still be just hours away from your parents and get
there by train or bus very easily.
Serena: In Italy, staying at home makes sense
while you're in school because you don't want to
have to work and go to school. You want to do
well at school.
Arun: I'm curious about your goals for the future.
What do you want to do with your lives?
I1kka: Finish school, do well, and find a job.
Anna: Use my time as well as I can. Later I'll
decide on a career, or where I want to live.
Dominika: I want to finish school, find a job, but
I feel like I'm too young to worry about it now.
Evita: Get a good education, a good job, so I can
travel and do what I need to. That's very important.
Magi: I'd like to find ajob which is open, maybe
in media. I want a lifestyle in which I can choose
what I want to do, with many opportunities. Later,
I want to be able to provide for my children.
Manuela: I want to play basketball! (Laughs all
around!) I want to be famous. That's my dream,
but I know I have to study.
Serena: When I'm 30, ifI'm done with school
(HaJ), I want to be an architect. I want to be really
independent, to have my own apartment; but
always have people around. I want to have fun!
Beth: I see a very international outlook in youth
from around the globe.
Arun: Do you all feel optimistic about the world?
All: Oh, sure!
Rachel: What about social issues, environment, or
politics?
I1kka: Politics? I don't care. But I am concerned
about the environment. (All agree)
Anna: I think we've started something here, with
coming to the States. I'm sure we'll send all of our
kids to different countries to be more aware. It's
such a great experience.
Serena: Yeah, I'll send my brother!
Arun: Do you have any parting thoughts for our
readers? Any wise words?
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Serena: Don't work too much. (Ha, haY
Dominika: You can watch TV and movies and
think you know something about a culture, but you
can't really know about it without going there,
being there, living there!

Vase with Flowers -Serena Antonelli, Italy
Considering International Exchange?
Are you 15 to 19 years-old? Interested in an
educational exchange experience? Contact your
local/regional chapters of one or more of these
student exchange organizations.
AFS-USA: American Field Service, 198 Madison
Ave, 8th Fl., New York, NY 10016; 1-800-876-2377
CIEE: Council of International Educational
Exchange, 419 Boylston, 7th Fl., Boston, MA 02116
Rotary International, 1 Rotary Center, 1560
Sherman Ave, Evanston, IL 60201 USA
EF Foundation for Foreign Study, 1 Memorial
Dr., Cambridge, MA 02142; 1-617-252-6200
ASSE: American Swedish Student Exchange; Tel.
1-800-733-2773
YFU: Youth For Understanding IntI. Exchange
3501 Newark Street NW, Washington DC 20016
Tel. 1-800-TEENAGE, or 1-800-424-3691

Olympic Dreams

The Piano

Nadia shivered with anticipation as she pushed
open the heavy oak door and entered the gymnasium for the Olympic Trials.
She sat down in the competitors area and put
down her gym bag as she watched her best friend
Amy, whose mother was once on the Olympic
team, begin her routine on the uneven bars.
Amy flew through her routine executing each
move flawlessly but as she prepared her dismount,
she slipped and fell on her wrist and as the judges
announced the scores, Nadia pushed her way
through the crowd to comfort her injured friend.
After the medics wrapped Amy's wrist, Amy's
mother approached her with a look of anger and
sadness. Suddenly she began to yell, "Amy, we've
been praticing that dismount for months and you
never had a problem! What happened out there?"
Then she began to cry because her dreams of Amy
following in her footsteps were history.
"There's only one spot on the team left..."
Amy's mother sobbed as she fled the gymnasium.
Meanwhile, Nadia was preparing for her last
event, the uneven bars. As she chalked her grips,
she couldn't help but wonder if Amy still had a
chance at the Olympics. Amy was still in first place
and Nadia was close behind. Nadia knew that if
she did well on her last event, she would get the
spot on the Olympic team. But if she messed up,
Amy would follow in her mother's olympic glory.
Nadia felt a surge of power as she moved
through her routine she had practiced for so long
but the thought of her decision haunted her as she
thought, "Should I go for it or what?"
As Nadia reached the climax of her routinea double flyaway, it seemed as if she were moving
in slow motion. As she landed it perfectly, she
knew she was on her way to the Olympics.
The deafening roar of
the crowd surrounded Nadia
as she cast a look over at
Amy, who was smiling
through her tears of anguish,
clapping the loudest of all.

I have been playing the piano competitively for
most of my life. Playing the piano is usually enjoyable but at times very frustrating. I have to sacrifice
many things that I want or would like to do. But
I do enjoy practicing, as well as performing.
To be a competitive pianist is to be patient, and
willing to practice and sacrifice. I must have high
expectations and believe in myself. Some of these
qualities are instinctive, although others are
achieved through hard work. Normally, I practice
four to six hours everyday. Before a big competition, I practice six to eight hours a day when there
is no school, and about five hours along with
school. I usually go to ten piano competitions per
year which are international, national, as well as
state and regional. These are exciting for me.
I am proud and honored to win. But when I
lose, I feel I need to practice more and often am
disappointed in myself. But win or lose, I still try
harder for the next time. I don't judge myself on
winning or losing, but on how hard I tried.
Giving my best is very important to me.
Playing the piano can be frustrating. I get
particularly annoyed at the high expectations that
my parents and piano teachers have for me. This
is because my sister was a success and they want
me to be better than her. She fulfilled everyone's
expectation by representing the United States in
the Chopin International Competition in Moscow.
I also get angry at myself when I'm practicing and
get stuck and can't produce what I need. On the
other hand, getting a lot of attention, high honors
and awards, and reaching beyond my expectations
make piano very enjoyable to me.
My life is not that of a typical thirteen year old.
I can't do many things with my friends when there
is a competition; but every now and then I'm just a
regular kid. I realize how important the piano is to
me, as well as for my future.
I am scheduled to audition in Paris, Moscow,
and on the east coast this summer for college, even
though I am still in middle school. Piano provides
me with an opportunity to express myself. I know
I will always have piano in my life, whether it is a
concert pianist or as an outlet for my emotions.
-Erica Kim, 13, Gr. 8, Lincolnwood M.S., Illinois

-Katie Brooks, 14, Gr. 9,
Hicksville, New York. Katie is
also a Black Belt in karate.
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A Cross-Country Day

got to school feeling good. I was dressed
up for our spirit day with my heavy bag hanging
at my side. My excitement had mounted all week,
culminating today-the day of my first crosscountry race. Because I had never before experienced the magnitude of the event, I didn't feel
nervous at all.
The day before, I had talked with my coaches
about how I was to run the race. Because they
had only known me a short while, they were not
accustomed to the way I ran, so they told me to
pack run with the other girls on the team, and to
just enjoy myself.
During lunch, I talked with some other girls
on the team. I saw Sandra, a veteran junior, and
she said, "Hi there, are you ready to race?"
"I suppose so, but I'm not really sure," I
replied, "Are you nervous at alIT'
"Oh, gosh, yes. What would a cross-country
race be without that nagging feeling in the pit of
my stomach? I'll see you in the locker room!"
I remember thinking that maybe I was doing
something wrong; maybe I was not prepared
enough, or not prepared at all. It seemed that I
was the only one who was actually excited about
the race; maybe that was because I was the only
inexperienced freshman on varsity.
Finally, I was entering the locker room as
the day drew to a close. I put on my singlet and
shorts, and felt invincible. The entire outfit made
me feel fast. I talked with my teammates as we
packed up. "Nicolete, do I need spikes?"
"No, sweetheart, the ground is really hard and
dry from all this hot weather. Also, half of the
race is on cement," she told me. The bus was hot
and sticky as everyone sat around trying to make
small talk, but we all knew our mission. Today,
we would prove ourselves before all the other
teams in the region.
I stepped off the bus, following my teammates
in a single line. We were one of the first teams
there, and sought refuge from the sun under some
trees. Eventually, more teams arrived and I was
amazed at how many people were milling about.
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There were thirty teams from all over the area
running in the race. There were friends, family,
athletes, and others enjoying the excitement of
the first cross-country race of the season. My
parents arrived about an hour before the race,
then it w~s time to warm-up.
We ran for a little while, then stretched. Then,
did running pick-ups as we quickened our leg
speed to make sure our muscles were ready to go.
Coach Tom talked to us about our final strategy.
When the starter called us to the start line, I was
up in front. I could feel the other girls around me
tense up and practically hold their breath. I
heard someone say, "I can't believe we're racing
again." Then, BANG! We were off!
I struggled for postion as I ran up the start
hill. I watched as other people were accidentally
kicked and jostled, and I found out that the start
line is the ultimate cutthroat situation. I had gone
out a at a speed comfortable for me, but saw
my pack of teammates behind me. Coach Tom
seemed surprised to see me as I entered the
woods, and said, "That's great, Kelley. If you're
comfortable, stay right there." I soon grew tired
of all the people around me, so I left them and
went from thirtieth place to fifteenth.
I came out of the woods, and onto the pavement, and saw a LANGESON girl in front of me.
I passed her, but noticed she was wearing spikes.
All I could hear was the click-clack of her shoes
for the longest time! I passed through a huge
crowd on either side of the trail. My parents
shouted to me that I was in eighth place! I felt
great, so I pushed hard the last mile. Slowly, I
caught up with a CHAUNCEY girl in the last 300
meters. As I approached the finish line, a huge
roar went up from the crowd. I pushed myself
harder to catch up to the next runner. In the last
25 feet of the race, I caught her and slid in front
to cross the finish line. Fifth place in my first
cross-country race and I felt awesome.
That day, I found out that I was a runner.
Each day I love it even more. My first race will
always remain one of my sweetest memories.
-Kelley Otstott, 14, Faiifax Station, Virginia

Ya Cola!
X t was a hot, dusty day in Zambia. Waves of
heat rose over the pot-holed roads of Lusaka, the
capital. It was Sunday, and Joseph, a friend of
mine, had invited me to a game of soccer.
We walked out the gate of my house and
crossed the road. As we walked, we heard people
shouting excitedly, "Ya Gola!" which meant,
It's a goal! in Nyanja, the local language. We
ducked through a hole in a vine-covered fence
and walked out on a well-beaten path leading
through cornfields. We came to some small
crumbling houses with rocks on the roofs to keep
the tin from blowing away. In front of us was the
dirt path with the kids already playing a game of
soccer. There were about ten kids sprinting after
the ball in sweaty, tom clothes.
The soccer field was much different from the
fields I was used to; a tiny, bare patch of earth
between two maize fields. Joseph introduced me
to Joe, Peter, Mianga and the rest of the players.
Some were small, some tall, but all were skinny
from their staple diet of maize meal porridge.
The kids wore ragged T-shirts, shorts with holes,
and were mostly barefoot. Some wore shoes on
their kicking foot for protection from the ball.
Salaula, the second-hand clothes that all the
kids wear, are sold in the Kamwala market in
Lusaka. Joseph wore a Sharks shirt he bought.
He wears it all the time, probably without
knowing much about the San Jose Sharks.
Joseph and I were put on the same team along
with a few others who I later came to know on a
first name basis. We restarted the game with no
whistle because there was no real referee.
Everyone passed to me, probably because I was
the only Mzungu, or white kid, playing. Some
people stopped to watch us, including some of
the players' sisters.
While the sun went down, my shot bounced
off the cross bar and into the goal. Someone
yelled, "Ya Gola!" My kick had knocked the
cross bar down, which was made of sticks nailed
together with rusty nails. We put it back up.
Victor, the goalkeeper laughed at everything,
even when a goal was scored on him. He was
very good, though, and saved a lot of the shots

with dives and tackles. Once I scored, the other
players paid more attention to me.
I dropped back after a while and played defense
with Joe. From that position, I was able to watch the
game a bit, and realized how good the players really
were. To them, bicycle kicks were simple things
that could be done all the time. Some players would
dribble around each other by juggling the ball with
their heads and feet, or used tricks I had never seen
before. Their full concentration was on the ball, the
game, and the players around them.
In America, my parents paid for me to be on a
team. Then the coaches gave us expensive, fancy
uniforms with team bags. The team traveled all over
the countryside to play other teams. The players did
not concentrate on the game. We all wore cleats and
shin guards. Nobody played barefoot.
Players in Africa learn to play at an early age.
They play with their friends in all of their spare
time. They play on any open spaces they can find,
even roads. It is the only game for which they have
enough equipment; a ball and something for goals.
I have seen balls made of bunched up plastic bags or
rags tied together, with goals made from old bricks.
Suddenly, the ball landed right in front of me,
but I lost it quickly to another player. He went on
to be challenged by another defender. The ball was
headed out of the goal mouth by Mianga, then to
Joe, then Joseph who tried to score. The ball flew
over the wall and landed in someone's house.
The game stopped and the dust settled down.
After Joe got the ball, we restarted the game.
The ball was kicked into the thorn bushes along the
wall. Joe pulled it out and threw in to Mianga who
got a break-a-way and... "Ya Gola!" we all cried as
we jumped in the air celebrating. The goal was the
last of the day, for it was dark
and we could no longer see
the ball. I said goodbye to
everybody then went back
home with Joseph. I thanked
him for a great day of soccer!
-Magee McIlvaine, 13,
was born in Canada, studies
at the American International
School in Lusaka, Zambia.

Vol. 10 no. 4 Skipping Stones Page 31

Do Bees Sneeze?: And Other Questions Kids Ask
About Insects by James K. Wangberg (Fulcrum
Resources, Golden, CO). Kids get answers to
their questions from a well-known entomologist
in this fascinating and fact-filled book. A great
resource for students, educators and parents.
Stone Wall Secrets by Kristine and Robert
Thorson, Illtr. by Gustav Moore (Tilbury House,
Gardiner, ME). Grampa tells of the geological
and pioneer history embedded in each stone used
to build the walls around his fields. Ages 8-14.
Teacher's Guide exploring geology is available.
A Field Guide to Nearby Nature: Fields and
Woods of the Midwest and East Coast by Peggy
Kochanoff (Mountain Press, Missoula, MT).
Beautifully illustrated and fun to read, this entertaining book will guide you closer to nature's
wonders. Ages 8 and up.
No Mirrors in My Nana's House by Ysaya
Barnwell, Illtr. by Synthia Saint James (Harcourt
Brace, CAY. Beautifully illustrated. Includes a CD
recording by Sweet Honey In The Rock. Ages 5+

•

The Golden Axe: And Other Folk Tales of
Compassion and Greed retold by Ruth Stotter
(Stotter Press, Tiburon, CAY. For teachers, storytellers, parents and anyone wanting to add a multicultural context to their lives. Ages 11 and up.
Mother Teresa: Helping the Poor by William Jay
Jacobs (Millbrook Press, CT). Born in Skopje,
Yugoslavia, Mother Teresa, adopted Calcutta,
India as her home. Read about the dedication and
hard work that brought her recognition. Ages 8-13
Tongass: The Last American Rainforest by
Shelley Gill and Shannon Cartwright (PAWS IV,
Homer, AK). Detailed illustrations, a running story
line and historical facts all blend to tell a beautiful
tale of the people and land of Southeast Alaska. A
call to action to end forest destruction. Ages 6-15.
The Shaman's Apprentice by Lynne Cherry and
Mark J Plotkin (Harcourt Brace, CAY. Deep in the
Amazon Rainforest, a Tirio Indian youth learns
their ancestral healing knowledge from a much
respected shaman in this true story. Ages 5-10.

Get Set! Swim! by Jeanine Atkins and Hector
Viveros Lee (Lee & Low Books, NY). A story of
competition, perseverance and pride. Jessenia is
determined to win even away from home. Teamwork and pride are sometimes true winners! 7-12.

The Dancing Turtle: A Folktale from Brazil by
Pleasant DeSpain, Illtr. by David Boston (August
House, AR). Now told throughout Latin America,
this folktale of the witty and courageous turtle
began in indigeous Brazil. Turtle has to escape
being cooked into a dinner stew! Ages 5-9.

Salsa (Bilingual Edition) by Lillian Co16n-Vila,
Illtr. by Roberta Collier-Morales (Pinata Books,
Houston, TX). Vibrantly illustrated, this enticing
book will make you want to dance. Bumbambum,
1-2, cha-cha-cha! Learn the instruments and
imagine playing with the band. Ages 5-13.

Grannie Jus' Come! by Ana Sisnett and Karen
Lusebrink (Children's Book Press, CAY. Set in
rural Panama, a young girl anxiously awaits her
Grannie's visit. She does everything to make her
Grannie feel welcome. They celebrate their loving
relationship with laughter and fun. Ages 5 +.

Passage to Freedom: The Sugihara Story by Ken
Mochizuki, Illtr. by Dom Lee, Afterword by
Hiroki Sugihara (Lee & Low Books, NY). Fiveyear-old Hiroki and his family made a decision
that saved thousands of lives during the Holocaust. Based on Sugihara's own words. Ages 8 +.

A Gift from Papa Diego: Un regalo de Papa
Diego by Benjamin Alire Saenz, Illtr. by
Geronimo Garcia (Cinco Puntos Press, TX). Little
Diego's only birthday wish is to see his Grandpa
from Mexico. Colorful clamation. Ages 8-12.

, The Book of Miracles: A Young Person's Guide
to Jewish Spiritual Awareness by Rabbi Lawrence
Kushner (Jewish Lights, Woodstock, VT). An easy
to read book about building a strong, spiritual
foundation for our lives. Ages 9-13.
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Hip Hop Land by Gmar Shaheed (AfricanAmerican Images, Chicago, IL). Rap and hip hop
are extensions of African-American culture. The
colorful illustrations make this book enjoyable
for both child and parent, while expressing music
through cultural awareness. Ages 4 to 12.
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What.s On Your Mind?
This is a forum for expressing views on critical matters in our lives. We know that you have
unique and fresh perspectives. We offer this page for your active participation and invite an
open dialogue. Let us know what's on your mind! Try to express yourself in 250 words or less.

Generation Gap

Defend Your Country with Beauty

No one wants to admit that our society has
failed-they've been trying to focus on gun control. I agree that desensitized emotions and child
neglect are causing major problems. I believe
that the way to solve issues with teenagers is to
create a more supportive community made up
of caring and understanding peers and families.
Many of the solutions, like intervention,
counseling, places teens can go to "cool down"
-sound very promising. However, I have to say
that mediation seems to only be a way of covering up the problem of misunderstanding and the
generation gap between teens and adults. My
impression, from personal experience, is that
adults feel that teens are a completely different
foreign group of people, and vice-versa.
Mediation is a way to reach a compromise,
yet it doesn't seem necessary. Adults were once
teens, and even though the popular culture hasn't
changed, the same basic feelings of confusion and
a desire to fit-in remain, within any generation. If
adults wouldn't look down on teens and alienate
them, but rather treat them like equals, perhaps
we wouldn't need to set up mediation programs.
We need to change the attitudes and views of
people towards each other and raise our children
with peace and equality-related morals before
any real societal change can be expected.

Pollution is a problem all over the world.
Houses, factories, power plants, cars, trains,
planes and ships pollute the air with harmful
exhaust. This type of pollution is dangerous
to human and planetary health.
We often use lakes and rivers and especially
oceans as durr.ps for many kinds of chemicals.
Oil is now a common ocean pollutant. It may
leak from an oil tanker while at sea. The thick,
sticky oil kills fish, birds and other living things.
Solid waste pollution includes litter, garbage,
papers, old cars, empty bottles, tin cans and
plastic bags. Unthinking people throw these
things anywhere-in streets, parks, rivers or
countryside. As cities grow, these problems
grow, too. Why not take pride in your country
and keep it healthy? For nature and for you!
-Julijana Gorgieva, Skopje, Macedonia

-Hollee Keegan, 15, Eugene, Oregon

Coming Attractions!
• Turning Points in My Life: I Remember When ..
• Family, Support Groups, Building Bridges of...
• Loss, Fears, Grieving Loved Ones
• Homelessness, Poverty, Living on the Streets
• Solving Conflicts and Problems Creatively
Send your submissions (under 750 words) to:
Skipping Stones Magazine
P. O. Box 3939
Eugene, OR 97403 USA
e-mail: skipping@efn.org
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Ebonies Debate
Toni Cook of the Oakland School Board states
that all students come to school with a home
language pattern other than English and that the
school system willfill-in the communication gap
so that all children can be educated.
If our forefathers stood for nothing else, it
was for equality and a better education, no matter
what our racial, ethnic, or cultural background.
Communicating effectively regardless of
multiracial language patterns can be achieved in
an environment teaching standardized English.
I feel teaching a child of any ethnicity should
not be a problem in a stable learning environment
and they should not be taught incorrect grammar.
-folie Dugas, Carencro, Louisiana

A Guide/or

~

~

Are We Raising Violent Children?
Skipping Stones wishes to provide this space for a
discussion of "How to raise caring, creative, conscious
kids." We begin with an article focusing on nonviolent
child rearing. We invite your questions and insights.
I grew up in a simple, humble family in India.
My father was a teacher. My parents never used harsh
words or corporal punishment with me or my brothers,
not even when we made mistakes. Rather, they guided
us by communicating verbally. They were our living
example. Although my father helped us develop our
natural tendencies and abilities, it was enforced by his
own self-discipline and not some sort of military discipline. He used suggestions, not orders. He taught us
to think properly before acting. We followed spiritual
practices at home: meditation, worship, prayer and
yoga sadhana. On any given day, for example, if we
had not done a certain practice, he would not get angry.
He would simply punish himself by not having breakfast. We would not feel good about this, so we would
try to correct our mistakes. My father always talked
about Mahatma Gandhi's life. Gandhi also practiced
self-inflicted punishment to guide his followers.
During my 25-year residency in South and Central
America and the US, many parents have complained to
me about their children's behaviour. Many parents use
corporal punishment to correct their children. I have
always opposed this. Those who beat, hurt, slap or whip
their children are enemies of the religion, because they
are pushing the next generation into lower level of consciousness. My suggestion for these parents has always
been that the problem is not with the children, but
themselves. By giving external punishment you can
not change internal habits, temperaments and natural
tendencies. So, I ask them to change their own habits,
nature, behavior, and way of acting toward their children. I suggest they always personally be good examples in words, thought and action. Often working parents bring problems home. Perhaps during their day's
work they are not satisfied with themselves. So, if
their children do something wrong, they get angry and
beat them without analyzing or thinking about it.
This creates disharmony in the whole family.
Kids are innocent. A child's growth begins with
positive interaction between him/her and the parents.
The period is crucial for education. Today's society
inspires violence. We are giving a wrong message, that
the only way to express anger is through violence. If
that's the state of interaction with our children. we are
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going to see much social disturbance and psychological
imbalance in the future, and society does not have any
infrastructure to deal with this.
Communication between parents and children
should be free and sincere; not suppress feelings and
emotions. Parents should be silent observers of their
child's actions. If parents follow the right path and selfdiscipline, children will follow their parents' model.
Parents should know the needs, aspirations, limitations, and strengths of every child. Children are highly
suggestible. They will do whatever we tell them to do.
They're imitative and will copy our behaviors, which is
one of the greatest risks of using corporal punishment.
Every conscientious parent should promote a
healthy outlook and sense of well-being in his children.
The parents themselves should be a source of light if
they wish to make their children brilliant and healthy.
An unhappy, worried, sickly parent who is full of private griefs and woes cannot guide a child and lift him /
her up to a high standard of life.
Based on my personal experience, we can raise kids
without using corporal punishment. My parents avoided
it, and so can you, by acknowledging the inherent
divinity of a child.
- Swami Brahmavidyananda, 53, directs
Satyananda Yoga Ashram in Florida. (Article and the
insert below, excerpted with permission from Hinduism
Today, July 1998 (for subscriptions: 1-800-890-1008).
Only Italy, Denmark, Sweden, Finland, Norway,
Austria and Cyprus outlaw hitting of children by
their parents. The Parent Code in Sweden, the first
country to pass such laws, states, "Children are to
be treated with respect for their person and individuality and may not be subjected to physical punishment or other injurious or humiliating treatment."
The Austrian lawmakers wrote, "The motive for this
reform is our knowledge of the immeasurable harm
children suffer when parents are not willing or able
to avoid physical punishment as a way of bringing
up their children." Some countries outlaw only
hitting of students by teachers, including Malaysia
and South Africa. Corporal punishment in schools is
legal in 23 of USA's 50 states, and by parents in all
states. According to recent polls, 70% of US parents
hit their children. In India, Malaysia, Mauritius and
Sri Lanka, teachers routinely hit even good students.
-Julie Rajan, in Sparing The Child, H.T., July '98

Intha fisherman on Inle Lake, Myanmar.
A Newari Man in Kathmandu, Nepal.

Novices at Shwenandaw Monastery, and
Sunset over Bagan, both in Myanmar.

Traditional Cultures of South East Asia Photographs by Debbie Jefkin-Elnekave
of Chicago, Illinois. (Also see the photo essay on pages 18-20).
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