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From the Editor
Time flies! It seems only yesterday that Amy
Klauke and I were working on the very fIrst issue
of Skipping Stones! We did the editing and layout
on a borrowed computer, and the paste-up on a
make-shift light table at the Aprovecho Institute,
where I shared a comer of a small, wood-heated,
simple offIce space.
This issue marks
the Eleventh Year of
our grassroots magazine. We chose to
become a community
resource; an educational and charitable
nonprofit organization. You can rest
assured that media
giants would find it
hard to swallow

Skipping Stones!

When we had just begun, we were told by an
educational magazine that they'd rather wait for a
few years to do a review, because most magazines
close their doors within the fIrst five years. Thanks
to you--<Jur subscribers, contributors, and friendswe are still skipping along! How did we survive
not five, but ten years?
Without biting off
more than we could
chew! We do our best to
keep the expenses low.
We grow by word of
mouth, reviews, and
your recommendations.
Even today, our office is
modest by any standard.
We believe that we
should pay as we gonot borrow money
against the future.

We try to follow
This magazine is
what we stand for, and
a labor of love. We do
in what we believe. For
it because we care for
example, we use soy ink
the world, and its
Ten Years Ago! Arun with young contributors at Krutsio, Mexico
to print on recycled and
incredible diversity.
recyclable paper. And, we employ a local, family-:
Our board members, staff, interns, contributors,
owned printing press (not some large outfit, thouvolunteers, and advisors come from diverse cultural, ethnic, spiritual, and economic backgrounds sands of miles away). We also reuse what we can.
-a small representation of the multicultural
Yet, we know that we are far from perfect! We
world at large. (Please see pages 4 and 5).
have made some mistakes, of course, as everyone
does.
But we strive to make the magazine more useFor the most part, Skipping Stones is made
ful and effective. Our student reviewers tell us how
possible by donations of time, effort and money.
Articles and art, poems and photographs featured in we did in each issue. Tell us how we can serve you
better. What do you like (and not like) about the
the magazine are not "bought" from professionals
magazine?
After all, Skipping Stones is your forum!
for money. Rather, they come from authors and
artists, young and old, new and experienced, as
As we look ahead, we feel the urge to focus on
contributions to make this world a better home for
community building, reducing violence as well as
everyone and everybody.
our impact on nature. We begin Volume 11 with
special features on Adoption, and the Solomon
We are a non-commercial operation. We do
Islands, where family, community, and nature are
not sell our subscribers lists to others. And, you
being nurtured in everyday life.
will not find paid advertisements of products,
either! We offer a forum for promoting cultural
Adopt us as a special member of your family
diversity, to share creative ideas, and to increase
and community. Together, let's enrich our world!
an awareness of the natural world and the
ecological web that nurtures us all.

~Jevf~~
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Dear Arun:
Thank you for coming to our class.
I thought it was neat when you showed us all the
magazines, pictures, drawings and clothes-they
were very pretty. I wish I could go to India.
I also liked the way you put together the
magazine-the way you used kids drawings and
laid them out like a collage.
-Sara, Patterson Family School, Eugene, Oregon

f/l
St. Vincent de Paul Village children with back issues

Thank you for your gentle note reminding us
about our gift subscription. What a contrast to the
impersonal, hyper-dramatic notices we receive
from other publications!...Our grandson reassured
us that he was still interested, and indeed, his
mother said that she reads it with interest as well.
Refreshing. So, please renew the subscription.
Thank you for providing this unusual publication in our increasingly commercial, crass and
hedonistic world.
-Jean Anderson, Portland, Oregon
Would you please thank Oasis Foods, SELCO
Credit Union, and the Share It Now Foundation
for making it possible to receive Skipping Stones
magazine? I will make sure that our staff and students are made aware of the magazine and its
great encouragement of appreciating differences.
I will also encourage student participation
with staff members and students.
-Merrie Olson, Thurston HS, Springfield, Oregon
Page 6 Skipping Stones Vol. 11 no. 1

I am a 12-year-old student in seventh grade
who is very grateful to whoever thought of the
idea of a multicultural magazine for kids. Reading
and thinking about the submissions has made me
realize how rich and different other cultures are,
and I am very thankful for that.
Recently, I saw a website devoted to writings
about the Asian "immigrant experience." I read
some of the pieces and disagreed with them: I
have never felt the need to embrace or discard any
of my family's values. I accept some, and others I
oppose, but this has not been a dilemma for me.
The "immigrant experience" is not a quandary,
rather it is an opportunity to visit one of the most
diverse countries in the world and learn from
what you see.
I am a second-generation Indian immigrant. I
lived for three years in India, and I go back there
every summer. I speak and write both Hindi and
English. My culture and religion (I am a Hindu)
are very important to me. I celebrate many of
my religion's ethnic festivals, as well as, enjoy
visiting other cultures' public festivals. This summer I have attended a Buddhist ritual, a Japanese
exposition, and an Irish festival.
My interests include the piano, Kuchipudi (an
Indian dance), sports, volunteer work, reading and
writing fiction, nonfiction and poems. My dreams
include someday, changing India for the better, in
a way that will be remembered. I would like to
start an organization, similar to the "Head Start"
program in the US, for the impoverished children
that live all over India. I dream of writing a book
or an anthology dealing with India.
-Easha Anand, Potomac, Maryland
My name is Olya Shishlova. I'm from Russia.
I was born on July 5. I'm in eighth grade. My
hobby is painting. I work as a journalist in the
city's local newspaper. I have been writing poems
and stories for 3 years. I like sweets!
My favorite sport is basketball. I studied to
play basketball last year. I like to listen to good
music. My favorite actresses are Elena Koricova
and Sintia Rotrok. I like to watch films. I have
many friends. I like them and they like me.
-Olya Shishlova, 13, Novovoronezh, Russia
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Your staff at Skipping Stones
has been participating in an exciting c:::r~=::===~:J
housing experiment for four years. That's long enough ~ 4Q
to call it successful and share our adventure with you.
~
Most of you know that our Editor, Arun Toke, and his wife, Bidyut, grew up in different
e:::;,
parts of India. I, Hanna, was born in Prague, in the Czech Republic, lived in several
~
European countries, and all over the United States' East Coast and Midwest, before moving
D
to Oregon on the West Coast. All of us have left our friends and
relatives thousands of miles away. One could imagine that we might
feel lonely, sad, and isolated among strangers.
Fortunately, the opposite is true. We joined with
C;)
~
ten other individual households, bought a piece of
C
land right in the city. We committed ourselves into being affectionately
e::::;>
supportive of one another, living like a cozy, extended family, as we each
C::>
created our own houses, assisting each other in the process. Whatever
Q c;;.\
happens to anyone of us, we help each other out!
CC)
We chose not to build fences around our houses. Instead, we have C'=>
friendly porches and a path connecting one house to the next. Our
GZ>
intentional community consist of 14 kids, and 22 adults.
e=.
~
..
We share laundry rooms, tools, hot tub, garden
tools, and an exercise machine. One member also built a community
~
room in which we all eat together once or twice a week; we also meet
there for discussions, movies, games, play-reading. We plan camping
trips, swimming, hiking, picnicing events. We join
in celebrations, help out in sickness, and as babies are born.

We are experiencing that our commitment to listen
to each other and share ourselves with one another is a
significant step in becoming open minded world citizens'11!~'§i

o

This page shows you all of our homes. Come and visit!

oC>

If you ever find your household small or lonesome, keep your Sherlock Holmes
detective eye keenly open to sense who might feel likewise. Trust your intuition and
judgement. Invite another household or two to bake cookies, play games, go ice skating,
make crafts, or eat supper. Before long, several households may come
~ to feel bonded, like an extended family-and no one needs to be lonely!

~
~
~

Gii::a

Inquire about our housing project,
or send any of your questions to:
Dear Hanna c/o Skipping Stones
P. O. Box 3939, Eugene, OR 97403

In Peace,

~~
c>

c:>

.::::::::::l

Illustrations by Judi Lamb. Eugene
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Adoption: Enriching Family
What makes a family? What makes a parent-child relationship?
Are the family bonds in adoptive families as strong and healthy as
they can become? What is it like to adopt, and to be adopted?
Skipping Stones staff had a delightful gathering one cool
December evening with three adoptive families from the Eugene area.
Arun: What's your experience with adoption? How has it worked
for you?
Trisha: I was surprised Alex doesn't really ever say much one way

Y-a111illes Y-eatu'led
• Trisha, director and teacher at
a private school, and Do Mi, a
free-lance indexer, have a daughter Alex, adopted from Texas.
• Marta, a registered nurse, and
Neal, a computer engineer, have
3 daughters: Hannah, Abby, from
India, and Erin, from Oregon.
• Deb, a program director at a
nonprofit counseling service,
and Patty, a retired government
worker, have two adopted
daughters: Akasha, from India,
and Kalikah, from Texas.
Editors, Rachel Knudson (who
has an adopted brother from Vietnam) and Hanna K. Still,facilitated the children's discussion.
Special thanks to EmmaLou
Moore, our intern from the Univ.
of Oregon's School ofJournalism,
for transcribing with amazing
speed. Thanks also to Cynthia
Lewis-Berry for children's photos,
including the front cover.

or the other about being adopted. It doesn't seem like it's been a real
big issue. But, she has come across kids who just don't understand.
They say things like, "How come your parents don't look like you?"
And ask her over and over again. That bugs her. When we told her
that Skipping Stones wants to do this discussion on adoption, she
said, "Yeah, the kids need to know about this so they can stop
asking!"
Neal: It's been very positive. Somewhere I learned of a guy who
was saying, "If we would have known how well you bond to your
children that you adopt, we would have never gone through all of
the fertility tests, and tried all the things that we did in order to have
children the other way." That's so appropriate. I must admit it's a
question that we probably asked ourselves before we adopted Abby:
Would we bond with her the same way we bonded with Hannah,
who we had biologically? I don't think we seriously worried about
it. But one wonders... and the answer is an overwhelming yes!
Marta: Hannah was five when we were starting the adoption
process. She had been my only little, cherished baby for five years.
I thought, "How could I ever love anybody like I love this beautiful
little child?" But I just kind of went on faith that it would all fall
into place. I remember looking at the video of the time in the airport
when we picked up Abby. It seriously looked like I was in laborwith Abby breathing. She was four months. I felt like I had just
delivered when they handed her to me. It was wonderful.
Deb: I remember when the packet arrived with Akasha's papers and
picture. I remember sitting down and I felt this rush of, "What if I
look at her and it doesn't feel right?" I felt all this anxiety. I sat down,
lit a candle, and opened the packet. There she was... just this huge
forehead and these huge black eyes. I took the picture in front of
the candle, and had this kind of visualization of her mother handing
Akasha over to me. From the moment I saw her, I was in love. In
fact, she was divine and wonderful! I think with Kalikah, adopting
our second child, I knew it was going to be fine. I didn't have that
same anxiety. I don't know what it's like to bond to a biological
child, but I can't imagine that it's any more intense or total.
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Do Mi: It's neat to hear this from parents who
have had children join their family both ways.
Sometimes I get into discussions with biological mothers who end up implying that my bond
is not as strong as theirs. It's very difficult for
me. I tell them I can't imagine loving her more
or being more committed to her.
Trisha: There's no room for more!
Arun: Did you ever think that maybe there
would be rejection; that they'd not accept you?
Trisha: She was a baby, and babies need love
and care. And I knew that when we were there
for her, she would be there for us. We got this
little tiny Polaroid picture of her, and she was screaming. I just
thought, she looks beautiful, she looks beautiful to me. And we
carried it around. We traded pictures every few hours. We had
to wait four weeks after that. It was like torture-like we had
given birth but then they said, now you have to wait four
weeks to see the baby.
Do Mi: After five years of pregnancy!
Trisha: We lived in an intentional community, so it was really
hard to find an agency that would work with us. It had to be a
place that would take a single parent in the first place. So, it
took me five years to find the right route. I actually tried to
adopt through India first and they wouldn't do it. I had already
done the visas and paperwork, but it all fell through.
Deb: I had two other babies assigned to me before Kalikah
came. In one case, I talked to the birth mom in the hospital and
she changed her mind. The second time, they gave the baby to
relatives. But I also had this faith because of what had happened with Akasha, which was interesting. She was assigned
to a different family. But for some reason the hands of the gods
had reached down and given her to us. I felt that way about
Kalikah, too. I felt like the right baby was going to happen.
Akasha arrived at three months, and I didn't realize how
much of her infancy I had missed until Kalikah arrived at 13
days. When you adopt, you might miss some really early stuff!
Arun: A friend just adopted a baby from India. It took her
forever to get the visas and paperwork done. The baby was
already a year old when it arrived. She's very happy, but I
can see that she missed so much of the child's early life.
Trisha: But then she has another seventeen years to go, and
the rest of her life.
Deb: When Akasha came, and maybe part of it was jet lag,
but she really looked like she was in shock. I have pictures of

~~

ALex, Trisha and Do Mi

Alex tl~e
f
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"Being adopted is pretty much like
being a normal kid. Sometimes I wonder about my real mom. Sometimes
it's really annoying, because someone
would ask: me if I was in an orphanage." Alex says. When she was born,
she had two siblings, ages 5 and 7.
When asked when to tell a child
they are adopted, Alex says, "Tell a
child right away, have them understand! When you're adopted as a baby,
it's no problem. Then start from the
beginning. But when you adopt an
older kid, it would be hard to explain,
but important. You can't hide the fact
that you're adopted. Other kids will
ask things like, 'How come you're so
tall and your mom is so short?'
We don't have the same genes!"
Alex loves animals. The most
painful event in her life was when her
pony died. She was 4. But she has had
other animals to take care of, which
has helped her through her grieving.
Alex would adopt her own children in the future. She feels lucky to
have been adopted. She is willing to
be interviewed, because if others are
adopted because of what is published,
then it will help the children who are
adopted-and their families.
Vol. 11 no. 1 Skipping Stones Page 9

Erin, Abby and Hannah

;Il661{t a~e

11

Abby says, "I don't really
know a lot (about the adoption)
because I was just four months
old. But I know that my mom had
me when she was 17, and she did
not have enough money to take
care of a child.
"My sister was happy that
she was going to be an older
sister and not just an only child.
And, Erin wasn't a part of our
family until three years ago."
She has had some problems with
her siblings, but feels they are
normal ones.
Abby likes sports, especially
basketball. She thinks it's neat to
talk about biological ancestors
and birth culture... "to know I
have more family out there." She
wants to learn more about India,
and visit there some someday.

her from the first three or four days. You look at her eyes and she
was like, "I'm in the wrong place. This isn't right!"-the smells,
the faces, and the sounds.
Trisha: And the temperature of the air!
Do Mi: Alex was always really calm and solemn, but she wanted
to be held 24 hours a day! We had thought and read about this a lot.
So, we knew that kids went through different kinds of transitions.
Arun: Hannah, what was your first memory ofAbby, may I ask?
Hannah: I remember my mom crying and worrying at the airportI couldn't understand why! Then, as the plane arrived, I remember
getting really excited because I was going to see my sister for the
first time. When she stepped off the plane, I remember thinking she
was so little and I wanted to hold and dress her. I told everyone I
knew!
Marta: It was really fun seeing the love instantly with Hannah,
being little. The love just exuded from her.
Neal: It helped that she had a full head of hair for Hannah to comb.
Trisha: I flew to Texas because the agency didn't have anybody to
bring Alex to us. While I was holding her, waiting for my plane back
to D.C., a man stopped, looked at me, and said, "Did you just adopt
that baby?" I said, "Yes, I did!" And he whipped out his wallet. He
had 13 kids! I think nine of them were adopted. He took in specialneeds-kids, and he told me about each one. Pretty soon, I had this
little group gathered around me, wishing me well. All these
strangers I've never seen again!
Marta: Erin's been living with us a little over two years now, since
she was 16. She asked us to take her in. It's been quite amazing how
things have fallen into place with an older child. Very differently
than what we had expected. We thought, she'll always just be Erin;
not exactly our daughter. But it has really surprised us! She feels so
much like our daughter, and it's wonderful.
Erin: It's been really interesting and a really good experience.
I've grown to love everyone in the family-like a relative's love.
Marta: Our family works very differently from her birth family.
Erin: It seems so natural, yet odd. Like when I'm washing dishes in
the kitchen, thinking, "Why am I so comfortable sitting here washing their dishes? Should I be thinking about myoid family?" I'm so
comfortable with them. It seems so right, like it was meant to be.
Marta: Sometimes I get embarrased at work. I'll talk about my
daughter, about Erin. The people I work with look at me kind of
oddly, like, "She's not really your daughter. She's just been living
with you for a couple of years. What are you trying to do? Steal
someone else's daughter?" But they don't really understandwe don't totally understand!
Arun: How about the sibling relationships?
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Erin: It was rocky, at first-and still is, sometimes.
I think it's been good, though. I think it's easier for
Hannah and I to get along because we have more
things in common. I think it's harder for Abby and
I, because my younger sister, my birth sister, is
A~by's age, and they're best friends. I see Abby
gomg through all the stages and I know my sister is
doing that, and I'm missing out on it. So it's hard.
But it has been good to bond with her as a sister.
Hannah: With Abby, it wasn't hard to adjust
because she was younger, and I was a lot younger,
too. I just kind of accepted it. I thought, "Oh boy,
I'm getting a little sister."
But, Erin wasn't really expected. It was weird
because she was a year older than me, and I had
always been the oldest. All of a sudden, Erin was
getting to do certain things that I couldn't do just
because she was older! That was frustrating. I got
jealous of her a lot.
Marta: Erin was craving a lot of mom and dad
attention. That was hard for Hannah to share.
Hannah: There have been really awful times when
I wished she hadn't come to live with us at all.
But most of the time, I'm glad that she did.
Marta: I just felt like they were both presented
with the perfect opportunity to learn all the things
they needed to learn. They compliment each other
personality-wise. My perception of Erin is that
she's really vivacious, ready to tackle anything,
call anybody, do anything. Hannah struggles harder
with those sorts of things. Yet Hannah is the one
who is studious, very self-motivated-Erin struggles with those things! So, they got thrown together
in this household, where they're watching the other
person, thinking "My God, how do they do that?"
Neal: Well, Erin came equipped with a boyfriend
which was probably another source of some
'
jealousy for Hannah.
Marta: A boyfriend of three years! That was a
shock for us, because all of a sudden we were dealing with dating issues. But, I feel so lucky to have
three beautiful children, and I love each one of
them so much. They're all so different. I love that.
And they all seem to need different things from us.
Neal: It makes you understand why people start
adopting and then just can't quit.

Marta
and
NeaL
with
baby
Abby

from
India.
Arun is
in background
Arun: Maybe we could compare the idea of
intercountry or intercultural adoption with sameculture adoption. Do you have any comments?
Trisha: There is an incredible difference between
interracial adoption and uniracial adoption. Kids
who look basically like their parents don't get
adoption brought up to them all the time.
Marta: It's not plastered on their foreheads!
Trisha: Because they don't look like their parents,
every kid they meet in the park, or at the fair, or
anytime they go anyplace, somebody is saying to
them, "That's not your mom! How come you are
different? What happened to you?" Early on, we
taught Alex to say, "I'm adopted. I'm African
American and my parents are European
American." She just rattles that right off!
Still, sometimes a child will ask Alex, "How
come you have two moms?" She gets tired of that.
People will come up to us in the park and say,
"Is she adopted?" (which is nicer than, "Is she
yours?"), and they say, "Oh, how exciting! Have
you had her long?" They assume for some reason
that you must have just adopted them.
Do Mi: They also say, "Where is she from?""Texas."- "Oh! She's not from Africa?"
Trisha: You can see their brain actually changing.
I always say, "There area lot of kids in Texas who
need homes."
Deb: We used to get asked, "What language will
they speak?"
Hannah: I had a girl in the third grade ask me if
Vol. 11 no. 1 Skipping Stones Page 11
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my sister had brown teeth. I said, "No! She has white teeth, just like
you!"
Arun: In India we have had an extended family situation, like in
many traditional societies. Uncles and aunts, grandparents and sisters, and"everybody is living together. Adoptions in India have been
often in-family, where you adopt your brother's or sister's child
because maybe one of them died, or both of them, or some other
need for it-like, they live in the city, and you live in the country,
and there isn't a good school. But it was still in the family. Are you

raising your children with a knowledge of their birth culture?
Do Mi: We've thought a lot about that. We think it's really important for her not to think, "I'm a kid in a white family." She's African
American, and she's going to go out into the world as an African
American woman. She needs to have her culture as a support.
She doesn't just need us to love her and shelter her. She specifically
needs African American culture! So, we've tried to do that. But
I walk around feeling guilty that I haven't done it well enough.
Trisha: It's typical of Alex to say, "What's the problem with adoption?" It wasn't, "Oh yeah, it's really hard for me to be adopted."
Deb, Akasha, Kalikah and Patty
Rather, it's those people don't know about it-they have a problem
with adoption that they need to fix. It's been hard at times. We've
Kallkah, a~e 6 really worked on her having an awareness of her race. People sometimes have
a hard time with that.
Kalikah was born
Adoption of African American kids by white parents was banned for a lot
in Texas. Her mom
of
years
because social workers, the black social workers union, got together
came to get her at the
and said "This is wrong. It's really harmful to the kids.' What they were talking
airport. She has an
about I kind of agreed with, so we've felt like we were on the fence with this.
older, also adopted
Because we feel like we've had to do a lot of preparation. We have become
sister, Akasha.
partially an African American family, in order to do what she needs. We want
Kalikah has met
to raise her bi-culturally. People don't always do that.
her biological mother,
Do Mi: She's African American in a racist society. She has experienced racism
brother and sister.
periodically in this town since she was two years old.
She likes gymnastics.
We were talking with a woman who had tried to get an adoption agency to
sponsor workshops about racism for parents before they adopted their children
U We've become
from another country. The agency refused and said, 'We don't want people to
know about this because we're afraid they won't adopt.'
partially an
African American Trisha: They think if people know that their kids will experience racism, and
that they'll have to deal with it, they won't adopt. So they don't tell them about
family, in order to it beforehand.
do what she needs. Deb: So much of what we experience in life is based on the perceptions within
We want to raise ourselves. I know with the girls, I've always celebrated their culture, and
her bi-culturally. demonstrated, from my and my family's point of view, the fact that they are
of a different culture. I think they both feel really good about that. In fact, in
People don't
the past, I've gone to Akasha's classes and done projects on India and Indian
always do that." culture. But this year, she instigated it. She is in a group with four other girls.
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She says, "Mom, I want to get a sari for everybody...We've got to do it
this way." For the first time she has stepped up to the plate and wanted
to do that. She's embracing it!
Kalikah started school this year. About the third day of school I asked
her how school was going, and she said, "Oh, I don't know." I said,
"Well, what's wrong?" She said, "All these white kids are bossing me
around. I feel like a slave." I just thought it was interesting. She connected this piece of black history in relation to herself! Sometimes she says
things like, "I'm going to free the slaves." But I don't think she's ever
had an experience of discrimination. Neither one of the girls, to my
knowledge. Maybe it's just because we've been fortunate enough in
Eugene to put them in an alternative school. In another situation, they
might be hearing really terrible things.
Arun: So do you celebrate many cultural festivals, like Diwali and
Kwanzaa?
Trisha: Kwanzaa is our biggest holiday.
Do Mi: Which is a struggle because we do also celebrate Christmas in
our family. We're not Christians, but it's in our family tradition. We
decided that we wanted to carryon our memories from childhood. But
Christmas tends to take over! We say, "No, we're not going carolling
until next week!" Also, we haven't found an African American community in town to celebrate Kwanzaa with. In fact, we've taught some of
them about Kwanzaa, which is a little strange! Although, Alex got to go
to the Black Student Union Kwanzaa celebration a couple weeks ago.
We celebrate Martin Luther King's Birthday. But it's not just the holidays. It's our everyday awareness, what we notice in the news, what we
find important, who we identify with. We've changed our lives, because
we're a family of color. We're not two white parents with an African
American child. We're one family. And, it's part of our family culture.
That's incredibly enriching!
Trisha: Our holidays tend to be around what we want to do with Alex,
and what we want to teach her. That has become a natural part in our
decisions. In our day-to-day life, we do things a lot differently than we
would have if we hadn't adopted an African American child.
Do Mi: It's a change in how we see the world!
Deb: I think it's great. I've always loved India and been interested, but
I don't think I would have wanted to learn as much or wanted to travel
there specifically. I feel like I was born Caucasian, and have had that
experience growing up. And now a piece of my heart is Black and a
piece of my heart is Asian. If I had adopted Caucasian kids, that whole
consciousness never would have come about.
Arun: So, you're saying your family has enriched itself as a result of
intercultural adoption!
Deb: Absolutely.
Arun: At what age, do you think, did Abby or Akasha or Alex start to

Akasha, a~e 11
Akasha laughed and
giggled when she arrived at
three months old. She has a
younger, also-adopted sister,
Kalikah.
Akasha says, "some people are ignorant about adoption and can ask silly questions, like, 'Will she speak
Hindi when she starts to
talk?'
"From time to time, I
would want to know what
my mom looked like, how
she acted, what were her
interests, and how old she
was when she gave birth.
"In America, I felt like
an alien. It's a strange experience to be in India one
minute, then sitting in a big
machine for a long time,
then in a totally new and
different place-with strange
faces looking at you."
When asked if she would
ever adopt a child, Akasha
says, "I want to have my
own children (to have something in common with them)
but then also adopt. It's nice
to help others understand
adoption."
Akasha expressed discomfort about being called
"beautiful" all the time. She
says, it's OK to be different,
but sometimes, they don't
treat her like a person.
Akasha has played the
violin for seven years. She
hopes to go to India when
she turns 16.
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Adoption
really know they were adopted and different?
Do Mi: Alex knows she's a different race from us, but the same as
a million other African Americans like her. We have explained
about her proud heritage from the beginnning.
Deb: Both the girls, in all the pictures they've drawn of themselves,
have always drawn themselves with brown skin. Sometimes they
draw us brown or white. But it's like they've never had confus~on
about color and that was good for them.
Marta: Abby has not always been happy that she's brown. I don't
remember how old she was when she would scratch her skin. She'd
scratch so that it would be white. It was about second grade. Some
kids called her bad names. Even recently, she has said to me,
"I don't want to be different."
Do Mi: Alex has gone through this at times, too. Sometimes she
feels it would be easier if her skin was lighter.
Arun: So, would you recommend intercultural or interracial
adoption to couples or people who are seeking to have a child?
Do Mi: If they're willing to change their lives! We meet people who
say, "Oh, I want to adopt a cute little brown baby." I don't encourage
people who seem like they're really clueless, and they're not going
to learn something. It's hard, because the children need homes, and
it's better to have a home that isn't going to give that cultural support, than not have a home. But the truth is, white adoptive parents
need more education.
Arun: Perhaps, the children will change and teach their parents.
Do Mi: Yeah, but that's not their job.
Trisha: That's putting too much on the children. They need a home
where they can grow up loving themselves, and feeling good about
themselves. Also, feeling good about the people that they have come
from. Not the specific people, but their ancestors, and the group of
people that is their birth culture. If people feel like they can learn
and get comfortable with the culture that they are planning to adopt
from; if they feel like they can integrate parts of that culture into
their lives so that their child can have it, then they can be confident
that they are ready for that child to come into their lives. They have
to be comfortable with the person that their child needs to be-it
would be a lot better for the child!
Deb: There is a long-term research study of adoptees that are 20
years of age. They did a whole bunch of psychological tests. They
had kids who were not adopted, and same-race kids who were
adopted, and also Black and Bi-racial kids who were adopted into
Caucasian homes. There was no statistical variation in the kid's
adjustment based on racial differences.
It was more dependent on the health of the family-if the families were alcoholic or substance abusers, for example. I was really
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Emma's Story
"I was adopted
by myfather
that I have now.
My mother
divorced my
biological
father when I
was a year and
a half, and we moved to Alaska.
I always knew I was adopted.
My mother was open about it and
even kept up a relationship between
my birth father 's parents and us. So I
have three sets ofgrandparents! But
it was never really an issue because
I was so young,. I had a family and
it was all I had known. My little
sister-we're six years apart-was
intrigued that I had two half-sisters
and another father. She wanted
another father, too! I didn't really
have any motivation to meet my
birth father until we found out he
was dying from an inoperable brain
tumor a couple ofyears ago.
It hit me hard because I didn't
know anything about him. He was
a stranger to me. I didn't hate him
or love him, but I did want to meet
him. So I went to Texas. I was 18.
The last time I had seen him, I was
three. This time, it was hard because
of his condition, but it was good to
see my grandparents again. And I
met my halfsisters for the first time.
It's a bit odd, but I feel closer to
his family and his siblings than I do
to him, but there's a lot involved.
When I met him, he was the man
who had left my mother, and my
mother had gotten her heart broken.
When kids in school wouldfind
out about my adoption, they would
say, "Gh, then you have a stepfather
and a half sister." I would get so
angry, because it was like our family
was different from regular families.

_______________________________ Adoption
thrilled to find the study. I've been reading a bunch
of books on this issue. For some Black kids who
were adopted by white families, there was no issue
at all. For others, it was a big issue!
Marta: I think maybe we've approached Abby's
adoption differently than both of your families.
I don't feel we've altered our family much at all
with the adoption of Abby. True, we've learned a
ton about India. Any time Hannah has the opportunity to do a project we head towards India some
how. But we really have not gone out of our way,
honestly, to learn a lot more. We don't celebrate
the Indian holidays.
Neal: But, we love Indian restaurants!
Marta: We've also got two other kids from different places. I'm wondering if it's because we just
don't have the energy. My sense is that the kids
have not really had to struggle a lot with who they
are. Abby is proud of the fact that she's from India,
most of the time, at this stage in her life. Hannah
was mentioning that when Abby was little she felt
really proud of her being from India. She took her
to show and tell, and we did little projects in
elementary school.
Do Mi: So you made that difference be positive.
Marta: We made the difference be positive, but
we haven't really done a lot of research. We've
collected a lot of books on India. We've told Abby
that we'll go to India when she's a little older.
Neal: I have wondered if Abby (or, for that matter,
any child that comes from another culture and
looks different) will have problems in terms of
identifying with, or trying to decide, what culture
she really belongs to. She's growing up in this
white culture, and yet she knows that she's different in terms of color. That distinguishes her, and
might make it environmentally a little tougher for
her to fit in as an adult, once she leaves the nurturing elements of the family. It's been probably my
biggest concern. So it's nice to hear things like the
study you mentioned.
Arun: Do you have any advice for prospective

adoptive families?
Trisha: Be ready for it to take a long time, but
don't give up. Eventually it'll come through.

Marta: I have a real hard time supporting private
adoptions. Working in labor and delivery, I see
them not happen-where planned adoptions fall
through. We, ourselves, had two that fell through,
so it's hard for me to recommend that avenue.
My advice would be to find an agency that you
feel compatible with. Yet, we do have a friend
who did it all on her own. She went to Romania
all alone, and brought her child back.
Neal: I guess in our lives, going through the
adoption experience was a lot like birth. It took
nine months!
Trisha: The agency we went through had us say,
"Could I accept a child like this, like this or this?"
And it was really good because it made me think
about how I would handle that. Could I really open
up my heart to anyone of these situations? I think
if you really can, and you're willing to do what
that child really needs, I think you should go for
it. Like we said earlier, it will be your family.
Marta: I would say that with parenting, whether
you do it biologically or you do it through
adoption, you have special learning opportunities.
Do Mi: Just know that this is really going to be
your child. And yet, you also have to be willing to
have a family that's different from the mainstream
and to be actively telling yourself and your child
that it's a positive thing. Everyone, to some degree,
has to go through a process of saying difference
is not bad. It's wonderful! Be ready to teach your
child that, too.

Just a few Resources on Adoption:
Adoptive Families of America, Inc. offers a free,
96-page Guide to Adoption, a catalogue of resources
and the Adoptive Families magazine. For more info:
www.adoptivefam.org; or call (800) 372-3300
Holt International Children's Services:
www.holtintl.org; Toll-free: 1-877-HOLT KIDS
Also offers a bimonthly magazine, HI Families
Open Adoption & Family Services, Inc.
Toll free: (800 )772-1115
PLAN Adoption: Call toll-free 1-800-207-4213
Guide to Adoption by Elaine L Walker. 1992.
Loving Journeys, Box 755, Peterborough, NH 03458
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Cross-Cultural Communication

both roll our eyes and rub our stomach when we
hat do you get when you mix two English
speaking parents and one five-year-old Russian
taste something good. We stick out our tongues or
squinch our mouths when we taste something bad.
speaking daughter? A lot of hand signals!
Jordan gave the okay sign to strawberry ice cream,
On March 23, 1998, my husband and I flew to
tomatoes, and cucumbers. She quickly squinched
Russia to adopt our daughter. We were excited and
her mouth at tasting cinnamon and jello.
nervous to meet "Jordan." As a communication
teacher I knew we'd have to overcome a language
Jordan and I look at each other's faces to know
barrier. Mter all, Jordan didn't know English and
how each other is feeling. We look in the mirror
we only knew a few words and phrases in Russian.
together and see how many faces we can make.
How would we understand each other? On the
How happy can we look? How sad? Who can pout
the best? I say Jordan can. Jordan says I can! We
plane I could barely sleep, wondering how we
express happiness, sadness, surprise, silliness, and
would bridge the gap between our two languages.
I didn't need to worry. Our hands, our faces and anger through our faces. And we both smile. A lot.
We learned to point to a particular object when
our feet took over when our words failed. When
I can't remember the Russian name or Jordan can't
you can't find the right word to tell your parents
how you feel, what do you do? You use your face
remember the English name. We both shrug our
shoulders when we don't understand something
and your body to express yourself. So did we!
or point to our heads when we forget something.
What I found remarkable were the nonverbal
Jordan forgets to brush her teeth. I forget to grab
actions that Jordan and I had in common- even
my car keys. When she falls off her bike or bumps
though she was born in Vladimir, Russia, and me
her head or I bang into something, we comfort
in Akron, Ohio. When we first met her at the chileach other with a pat on the back. And we tap our
dren's home, Jordan jumped in my arms and
toes to our favorite music or wiggle our fingers
hugged me. She was happy I was there. No words
when we are bored.
could have explained her feelings better.
Talking with anyone is never easy whether a
Yes and No are universal non-verbal gestures.
person is from your culture or a different one. It
Just about everyone knows and understands them,
can be very easy for adults and kids to misunderlike shaking heads up and down or side to side.
stand each other when they're talking. For a while,
Jordan quickly nodded her head yes when she liked
Jordan and I talked in two different languages,
something and just as quickly no when she didn't.
Russian and English. We now speak mostly in
While clothes shopping, we learned that her
English, but still use our shared non-verbal actions.
favorite color was pink. She picked out pink pants,
shirts, and socks. Jordon learned that her mama
The next time you are having trouble underlikes to wear blue and her papa will wear just
standing your
about any color.
brother or your
mom or your
The how-to's were easy. We just showed her.
friend, do what
Soon she was turning all the lamps in the house
Jordan and I doon and off, the diswasher on and opening the
"watch" how they
door for Mocha (her dog) to go outside.
say something.
We learned that it was easy to know when
You might learn
either one of us liked something. Jordan and I
more from their
both used our hands to gesture thumbs up and
actions than their
okay. When Jordan looked out the airplane winwords can tell you.
dow for the first time, she gave the thumbs up
sign that she was excited to be on an airplane.
-Karin-Leigh
Spicer lives in
We learned that when it comes to tasting new
Jordan, 5 and adoptive mom, Karin Centerville, Ohio
food it's easy to tell what we like or dislike. We
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Plane Ride to a Different Life

many toys. I like see how I
lthough I can't
used to look and how I've
recall the details of my
changed over the years.
adoption, I did know one
thing, my new parents in
My adoptive parents
America were waiting for
are the best! We go on
me. A small picture of a
walks, canoe and particichubby baby and piles of
pate in family events
information on myself
together. I take bike rides
were going to have to
with my Dad, and during
substitute until the real
the summer, I go swimlittle girl came!
ming with my Mom. My
grandparents live with me,
It is pretty amazing to
too. We go to the movies
have a baby, three months
once in awhile or do
old, fly on an airplane
something special.
almost halfway around
the world. I went over
My family has tried
the Pacific Ocean with
to get me involved in
absolutely no relatives,
One-year-old Leah Soo in traditional Korean hanbok cultural events and
just a stranger looking
Korean groups. I have met
after me, some insignificant baby.
some wonderful Korean people, and someday
I want to go and visit South Korea. I have seen
I have no memory of my birth parents, my
beautiful pictures; lotus flowers, large misty
foster parents or my early life. Someday, I would
mountains, and lily ponds contrast with the
like to find out about my biological mother. I can
bustling capital city of Seoul. I know that for
assure you that I am truly in debt to her because
ceremonies or other special events, the women
she knew that I might have a better life someand girls wear the traditional, colorful, dress-like
where else. Perhaps I wouldn't get such a great
garment called a hanbok.
education or a wonderful home where I used to
live. I can accept that part of my past very easily.
I really don't know a great deal about my
biological mother. Someday, I may find out more
As a baby, I must have been very confused.
about her. Or maybe she'll stay a mystery. But
Why on earth was I getting onto an airplane?
either way, I'm glad I was adopted by such a
Where was I going? Who was that strange person
wonderful family! I can reflect on all the good
and where's my mom? The process was long and
things that have happened to me, and I can be
I didn't know that my new home would be very
thankful for all that I have.
different from Korea. I must have cried quite a
bit and caused a lot of trouble, but at the end of
-Leah Soo Driska, 11,
my journey, I was probably a bit calmer.
was born in Kwangju,
Once in awhile, I like to look back at my baby
pictures. A chubby baby with brown hair that
stands up on end, a small mouth and a little body,
lost in a large white outfit looks back at my face.
I see a pudgy little girl toddling around a babyproof room. Then, moving on to a slimmer,
older one, (including a smile full of braces). I
can remember that room with large windows and

Korea. She moved here in
Oct. 1986 to Kensington,
Connecticut, where she
attended a Korean cultural group and summer
camps for three years to
learn about her homeland
and its language.
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<lhe Solomon Islands are a group of 9 main
islands and 913 smaller islands. There are not many
roads or cars on the islands. It has always been very
difficult to travel between villages. People must
either go'by sea or walk in dense rainforests that are
often too thick to travel through. Years ago, people
only had their tiny wooden canoes to travel by in
the open sea. People did not visit other villages and
so every village developed their own language.
There are 63 different languages in the Solomon
Islands. It's not uncommon for people who live only
a few miles apart not to speak the same language.
Eventually, people from Western countries
began to come to the Solomon Islands in ships to
trade for items such as pineapples and coconuts.
As people in the Solomons began to have access to
boats and engines, it became a little easier to travel
between villages. People had to develop a new
language that everyone could speak so that people
could talk to their neighbors. Pijin is the language
that developed. It's a combination of English words and
local words. Although many of the words sound familiar
to English speakers, the words are often in a different
order or spelled differently.
The people in the Solomon Islands are Melanesian,
84% of whom still live in villages. This means that the
parents don't go to an office every morning! Most
parents fish or work in the garden to feed their children.

Timefor a drink! A Solomon Islands boy
climbs a coconut tree to get green coconuts.
The sweet coconut water is a favorite treat.
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Thumbs up! Children from Tatamba Village, Ysabel Province

Many of the 913 islands of the Solomons are uninhabited.

Because most of the country is separated by water,
most Solomon Islanders do not have cars. Instead of
driving to visit neighboring villages or a store in another
village, the families all go by canoe.
Most families in the Solomon Islands do not have
a television and there are very few books. Any time of
day you will find parents with their children sitting
under the cool shade of a mango tree "storying" with
their neighbors. People will talk about the day-to-day
life in the village. Sometimes they will tell "custom
stories" like the ones you will read on the following
pages. These stories are not written down anywhere;
they have been passed down by parents telling the
stories to their children for hundreds of years.

Bananaflower: Solomon Islanders use the flower to flavor soups and the banana leaves as afood dish.
Malaitan man carving a canoe for his son. Mavin, a Guadalcanal girl, plays "stack the coconut shells."
Photos and text by Jennifer and Derek Snelling, Peace Corps Volunteers (1995-97) in Ysabel Province.
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The Story of

Waitopi Pungu

Once there lived a fisherman named Waitopi
Pungu. He wasn't a good fisherman, but he
always wanted to eat fish. All his life, he tried
to catch fish, but he had no success at all.
One day, he made two baskets, garao, and
went out on the reef and collected shells, pungu
(that's how he got his name). He went right in the
centre of the reef and began to sing this song:
WAlTa PI PUNGU NA PUNGU
FANE RAU RAU MAl NA PUNGU
TARO WONU KAGARAO

He repeated the song over again, and the
baskets were full. Then he carried them home.
He baked them in the oven and waited for them
to be cooked. After an hour or two, Waitopi
Pungu opened the oven and began to satisfy his
need of fish. Because of the delicious smell of the
pungu shells, he hummmed tra-la-ti-ta sounds
while he ate. Then along came two brothers.
They asked him for some fish, but he was too
selfish to give any away. The two bothers went
away and found leaves of breadfruit and sewed
them together as wings of birds. The older brother tied them to his small brother's hands and put
him on the tree branch which pointed out to the

sea. Then along came a very big fish. The small
boy jumped, got hold of it, and swam ashore.
On their way home, they found some wild
yam. The yam had many roots with fruit, so they
dug it up and carried it with the fish. They baked
the fish and grated the yam for pudding. When
these were in the oven, they grated coconut to
add to the yam to make a nice pudding.
It was delicious and smelled very good.
While they were having a nice feast, suddenly
the selfish Waitopi Pungu arrived outside their
house. "Please son, give me what smells nice,"
he said. They told him of his selfishness. He
didn't care about his mistake. He went right into
the house and sat down to beg. They gave him
some pudding with fish.
He ate and ate until he couldn't eat any more.
Then he went to sleep. When he woke up, he .
thanked the two brothers for their generosity and
kindness. He went away to his home thinking
how much nicer it is to share than to be selfish.
Since then, Waitopi Pungu has been sharing
his food with friends and strangers, and everyone
in his village likes him.
--Katherine Mau, a studentfrom Makira Province

The stories on pages 20-25 were written by students in McMohan Community High School, Tulagi,
Central Province, and Gizo Community High School, Western Province of the Solomon Islands.

Lint Lavumanu, an Ysabel boy, plays on a
bed of clover during a typical village day.
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The Paul family of Ysabel. Sandrik, Shelley, Ben, Havaso,
Mirion, Solomon, and Simata. The kids are dressed in
their uniforms, ready to walk along the beach to school.

Simbo Volcanic Island

Melanesian Festivals

This story is based on the arguments between two
islands, Kolombangara and Simbo, which are located in the
Western Province near Gizo. In fact, they are quite far from
each other. Gizo is at the center between the two islands.
You have to travel at least two hours from Gizo in each
direction to reach them; Kolombangara to the east and
Simbo to the west.
My grannies told me this story when I was a ki~
Long, long ago, the hatred and conflict between the
chiefs of two different islands was a major problem in the
Western Islands. One evening, the chief of Kolombangara
sat on the mountaintop and watched the sun set on Simbo.
He admired the mountain of Simbo. In fact, he was
jealous of the how big it was. Struck by anger and jealousy,
he started to provoke and challenge the chief of Simbo.
The chief of Simbo was patient. He didn't bother to do
anything or respond to what the Kolombangara chief said.
In fact, he grew tired of it.
The Simbo chief said, "Aha, now it seems that you
challenge me to fight even though I don't want to. We will
never touch each other's body or punch each other, as the
sea divides us. All we have to do is to destroy each others'
mountains. We will find out which island is more beautiful."
"That sounds great!" replied the chief of Kolambongara.
"Get your three stones ready," he instructed.
"Ready!" said the chief of Simbo.
The stone throwing began. The chief of Simbo picked
his first big stone to hit the mountain of Kolombangara.
It missed and landed in the sea on the other side. The chief
of Kolombangara had his first shot, but also missed and it
landed on the other side. The throws continued. The chief
of Simbo had his three shots but they all missed the
mountain of Kolombangara.
The Kolombangara chief had one throw left. He
picked up a very big stone, breathed in, and threw the
stone as hard as he could toward Simbo. It landed right
in the middle of the mountain, and split in half. The big,
beautiful mountain fell, and sank into the sea. Because
it was so heavy, it shook the ground. Two volcanoes
were created on the mountain of the split island.
Today, if you come to Simbo, you will see the three
big rocks and the two volcanoes. The three rocks help
protect the island from big tidal waves!
-Lavinia Sione, Form 3, age 17, Gizo

On Friday, 10 June 1998, the
Melanesian Cultural Festival started in
the capital city of Honiara. There were
many people and performances from
many different provinces. The main
cultural shows took place at King
George Sin, China Tapu, and the town
grounds. The countries which took part
were Jallow, Vanaoto, Fiji, Papua New
Guinea, New Caledonia, and of course,
the Solomon Islands.
They shared their traditional living
styles from the past century. In the
Solomon Islands, there are many traditional customs, which were performed
in the ceremony. The festival lasted for
about one week.

Independence Day, July 4th
In the morning, crowds of people
gathered at low sentania for the beginning of the Independence Ceremony.
The Solomon Islands Government
presented gifts to the visiting countries
that took part in the ceremony. After
the gift presentation, marching bands
performed dances with traditional
instruments, which delighted all of
humankind. Then, the crowds of people
went to their favourite place to watch
the cultural show!
-Joseph Kogs, McMohan CHS, Tulagi

A standpipe of water for three families.
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The Story of

Basana

Once upon a time there was a chief who had a beautiful
daughter. The chief and his daughter lived and worked together.
Many boys in the village wanted to marry her. They argued
about her, but the girl and her father did not understand the
reason. One day, a boy asked the father if he could marry the
girl. The father said, "Yes, but my daughter has gone to the
stream. When she returns, you must take her to your house."
When the man saw the girl, he ran toward her and pulled
on her, but the girl cried and said, "I don't want you." So the
boy went home sadly.
The chief was very angry with his daughter and said to
her, "Who are you going to marry? Are you going to marry a
basana (devil)?" The chief told all the people in the village
that on Friday night there would be a Ball. If any of the boys
could dance well enough, he would marry his daughter.
When it was time for the dance, all the boys in the village
danced, but not one of them danced well. At last the chief's
daughter saw a handsome boy that danced very well. The girl
ran toward the boy and danced with him. While they were still
dancing, the boy and the girl ran away through the big bushes.
While they were still running they came to a big, flooded river.
The boy told the girl to climb onto his back, so they could
reach the other side of the river, and she did. When they
reached the home of the boy, he said "open," and a big stone
rolled to the side. When they went in, the boy said "close,"
and the stone closed. When the girl looked at the boy, he
changed into a basana! The girl was afraid but she couldn't
run away, so she lived with him.
After a few months, the girl was pregnant. Every day when
the basana went out to find food, the girl tried to open the door
by saying "open," but it didn't work. The girl gave birth to a
baby boy. The boy grew up and his mother taught him to say
the words "open" and "close." One sunny day, when the basana
went out to find food, the girl told her son to say "open," and
he did. When the stone door opened up for them, they went
out. The girl told her son to say "close." And the door closed.
The girl and her son ran away. When they reached the big
river the girl asked, "What are we going to do?" The boy told
her to climb onto his back, and he carried his mum across the
river. When they reached the other side, they kept on running.
They reached the village, and told their story. Everyone in the
village brought their traditional medicines to cast the devil
away. When everything was done, the girl and her son lived
with the girl's father, and they lived happily ever after.
-Anita Maike, 14, Gizo Community High School, Western Province
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A carver on the island ofNew Georgia
makes a traditional table. It will take
him many weeks to complete the fine
details a/the scene he is carving.

Building a House
Years ago, some of the village
people wanted to build a house, but
they didn't know how to make a
crossbar. They put up the crossbar,
but it fell and killed five people.
The village people gathered one
evening and shared their ideas
about the house. The next day,
they went off to build up the same
house. They put up the crossbar
but then it fell and killed another
five people. Then a dog came
towards them and barked "look,
fellows." They turned their faces
and looked at the dog. The village
people understood what the dog
had said, so they went and dug a
hole in-between the crossbar, and
then built the house!
-Walter Galo, McMohan CHS

The Dolphins

Megapode Birds

A Story from the Marovo Lagoon
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Once upon a time, there lived forty brave men
in the bush. Oile day, they planned to go down
to the river to have a bath. When they left their
village, they also carried forty big stones with
them. A few hours later, they came to the river.
As they arrived, they heard a bird cry like a
horn that they blew. So they dropped their stones
and followed the noise. They thought that maybe
somebody blew a hornshell in order to fight.
They followed the sounds and reached the place
where a giant lived.
When they saw the giant, they asked him
about the horn cry. The giant said that it was in
Telepare, on the other side of the lagoon. The
giant had very long hair. He threw his hair across
to Telepare, and the men began to walk across.
When they reached the middle of the sea, the
giant pulled back his hair. And all the forty men
fell into the water. They did not know what to do,
because they were far from the mainland. Some
of them thought of changing into fish, but some
did not agree because their children would eat
them. They could change into sharks, but then
they might bite their children. They could change
into crocodiles, but their children may kill them,
or they might eat their children! They thought of
all the animals in the sea, but it was very hard.
One of them finally said, "What if we changed
into dolphins?" Everyone agreed. So the forty
men changed into dolphins.
That's why, when you meet a dolphin, they
don't want to bite. They just want to play or race
with canoes or ships. They are the forty men who
have changed into dolphins.

I have heard many stories from older people
in my village about a strange bird, called
Megapode, in our Pijin language. In the olden
days, these birds flew all the way from Eastern
Solomons to the Western Solomon Islands, to
find a place to stay. On their way, they go through
places like Rendovai, Vella and Ramongga.
When they came to Rendovai and asked for
a place to stay, the people from Rendovai said,
"Go away! You'll spoil our ground by digging it
up." So they went down to Vella Lavellrai and
asked for a place to stay, but the people there
said to them, "Not here! You'll spoil our nuts
by digging them up, and then there will not be
enough for us! Better go somewhere else!"
They went to Ramongga Island, but the
people there rejected them, saying, "Go away!
You'll make a lot of rubbish here!" So again,
the Megapode birds left for Simbo Island. When
they reached Simbo, the leader of the birds went
to a woman, and said,
"Please, we have come all the way from the
eastern islands just to find a place to stay. Other
places have rejected us, saying we'll spoil the
ground, nuts, and make a lot of rubbish. Would
you allow us to stay here on your land, please?"
The woman from Simbo felt sorry for them,
and said, "You can stay here as long as you like."
After staying there a time, the leader of the
birds said, "Since you allowed us to stay on your
island, we'll lay many eggs."
That's why if you come to Simbo you can see
the Megapode's eggs. People in Simbo love to
eat the eggs, as well as people from other islands.
What sweet, lovely Megapode eggs
from Simbo!
-Armstrong Rago So, 17, Gizo Comm. High School

-Edna Hitu, 17, Gizo Comm. HS, Western Province
Megapodes are birds that look like a turkey, but are much smaller. They lay their eggs
in the sand near inactive volcanoes, which still produce hot lava beneath the ground.
The heat from the earth keeps the eggs warm until they hatch. The eggs are very big, and
are often eaten by Pacific Islanders. It's surprising to see such a big egg from such a small bird!
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Two Boys and the Snake
was asleep. They moved slowly toward it and
speared it. They cut the snake into two parts. One
boy carried it's head, and other one carried the
tail. They took it to their house. Their mother saw
it and she was very happy to see the great thing
happen. So they kept the body of the snake.
The next day, the boys and their mother sent
the news across the island by making a big fIre at
the beach of the village. When the people on that
far-away island saw the fire, they knew that
something great had happened. One man came to
the village to see what was happening.
The man asked the woman and her sons. She
said to him, "Sir, my two sons have killed the
snake!" The man was very happy to hear the
news. The man said to them, "Where is the body
of the snake?" They told him it was at their
house. They all went to see the body of the snake.
When they arrived, the man was afraid at first.
After he saw it, he went back to the island
and told the news to all the people on the island.
The people were very happy to hear that news.
The head of the people told them all to go back to
the old village. When they arrived, they had a big
feast to honor the boys and their mother. After
they lived happily together again in that village.

Once upon a time there were two boys and
their mother, who lived in a village. There were
also many other people who lived there. Near the
village lived a big snake. Many people of that
village were killed by the snake. The snake had
also killed the father of the two boys.
People in the village knew that if they stayed
there, they would all die. So the village elders
told everyone to leave. Soon, everyone started to
go to an island far away. This is how the boys and
their mother were alone in that lonely place.
One day, when the boys saw that everyone
was gone, they asked their mother, "Why?"
Their mother explained what had happened to
their father. "Your father died long ago when you
were small," she said.
When the boys grew older, they wanted to
make spears to kill the snake. They asked their
mother to make spears for them. When she made
them, she told her sons not to go far from their
house. But the boys didn't listen to their mother.
Every day, when their mother went to find food
for them, they went to find the place where the
snake lived. One day, they finally found it.
The next afternoon, when their mother went to
find food again, the boys went to the place to kill
the snake. When they arrived, they saw the snake

-Tina Manubuasa

Did you notice that the Solomon Islands students use the English language in a different
way? Perhaps, it's because they're used to the Pijin language. Match the Pijin phrases with
the English. It helps to read the Pijin out loud. The words sound just like they are spelled. -JS
(Some key words: save = know;

kasem

Pijin
1. Go long wea, yia?
2. Mi wokabaot nomoa.
3. Mi no save.
4. Iu kasem hao mas ia nao?
5. Iu save toktok blong mifela?
6. Long wea nao post ofis?
7. Lukim iu.
8. Mi laekim slip tumas.
9. Mi seke. Si hem big fo gud.
10. Swim faestaem.
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= reach;

laekim

match

English
I'm afraid. The sea is rough.
I'm going for a walk.
I don't know.
How old are you?
Take a bath.
Where's the post office?
I'm sleepy.
Where are you going?
See you later.
Do you speak our language?

a.

b.
c.
d.
e.

f
g.
h.
i.

j.

= want;

swim

= bathe)
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~'llncess tind the ;J'lo'}: A Modern Fairytale' ,~~

<Z:oday it is nearly impossible for any
fairytales to occur. The disbelief in fairies, much
less the usual assortment of witches, goblins,
gnomes, and princes disguised as frogs is far too
great for any magic to actually happen. What if a
fairy tale was to actually take place today?
Take the story of the princess and her golden
ball. The princess' name would most likely be
Jennifer, since that is the name of about half the
girls in America today. Her favorite toy was her
golden ball, because it was made of gold. Why
else would a 20-year-old woman play with toys?
One day Princess Jen was playing in the
garden palace. It was the only place she liked
because the high walls kept out the Paparazzi
and their flashing cameras. She was dancing
around with her precious golden ball, knowing
that if anyone saw her they would think she was
insane. She peered into the water of the pond in
her backyard because she felt that she might be
getting a pimple, and wanted to make sure that
she took care of it before anyone saw her. But
just as she leaned over, the golden ball slipped
from her fingers and plopped into the water.
"No! My golden bal!!" Princess Jen cried.
"Look at it, glittering there on the bottom for
those fish to have forever!" Princess Jen would
have jumped in and grabbed it, but her father had
warned her many times never to go into the pond.
It was full of pollution. So Princess Jen sat there
and cried, not knowing that a toad watched from
a nearby lily pad.
"Excuse me, Princess. I couldn't help but
notice your distress. Allow me to get your ball for
you." The toad jumped into the pond, pollution
and all, and retrieved the golden ball. Dropping
the ball on the grass, the toad looked up at Jen,
who only stared at him with large eyes.
"Frogs don't talk!" she exclaimed, backing
away. "Stay back! I know karate!"
"See, Princess, that is just my problem. I'm
not really a frog. I'm a handsome prince, and
even though you can marry out of royalty now,
I'm sure your father would be happy with a

prince for a son-in-law," the toad assured her.
"Someone must have put drugs in my diet
soda!" Princess Jen cried. "Stay away from me,
you hallucination!"
The frog immediately saw this was going to
be more difficult than the fairy manual had said.
"I promise. Look, I'll tum into the man of
your dreams as long as you kiss me. Try it and
you'll be surprised." The frog said.
"No man of my dreams would make me kiss
him before he would love me! Go away or I'll
set off my portable body alarm!" Princess Jen
screamed. "My father will sue you!"
"Why would your father sue me? I'm just
talking to you," the bewildered frog asked.
"Hello! It's the '90s! Everyone sues everyone
for anything. You've been in the pond too long,"
Princess Jen replied. "So you'd better leave me
alone or you'll be ruined for the rest of your life."
Dismayed, the frog turned away, and then
decided to give it one more try.
"I'll buy you a diamond necklace if you kiss
me," he said in a low voice.
"A diamond necklace? Forget it! I already
have twelve," she answered with a laugh. "But
since you're not fading away as most hallucinations do, you must be real. In that case, I have a
much better idea."
"What? I'll do anything!" the frog answered
desperately.
"Well, the down side is that you'd stay a frog
forever. But we could tour the country! I'd play
the air guitar and you'd sing! We'd make millions
and become famous!" Princess Jen offered, her
eyes glowing with the prospect of money.
"Sure. I mean, why not? At the rate I'm going
I'll never find a princess to kiss me anyway. I'll
do it!" The frog agreed, knowing in his heart that
it was the best deal he'd get in his life.
So the two became a famous rock duo and
played to sold-out audiences. They made millions
of dollars and fans, and lived happily ever after.
-Alexandra Paull, 14, Clarkstown HS, New City, NY
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YenHua

randfather's flight was arriving at 7:38.
Mom asked us to get dressed up, but my older
brother Henry insisted on wearing his tom
Cincinnati Reds T-shirt. Cece was prancing
around in black party shoes and a frilly dress.
I wasn't sure what to wear.
"Hurry, Helen," Mom said. "We're leaving
in five minutes."
Quickly I slipped on an outfit Grandfather had
sent me years ago from China. Blue silk pants
and jacket with red embroidered flowers. A little
tight, but I could still get into it.
"What did you wear that forT' Henry asked in
the car.
• • • • •
Grandfather was one of the last people off the
plane. He walked unsteadily towards the crowd
waiting at the terminal.
"Baba, Baba," Mom shouted. His eyes lit up
and he almost ran towards us. Mom hugged him.
Dad, Henry, Cece and I stood back, waiting.
Finally I went closer to him and stood up straight.
He patted my head and smiled. Then he said
something to me. I looked to Mom for help.
"Grandfather says you look very nice."
"Thank you," I said.
Grandfather kept talking to me in Chinese.
When he saw my blank stare, his expression
changed. His eyes narrowed as he looked hard at
my mother. I wanted to explain to him that Mom
had tried to teach us Chinese. She got us Chinese
flash cards with words and pictures. Once she
tried sending us to Chinese Sunday School, but
we didn't want to go back.
On the way home in the car everyone was
quiet. Grandfather dozed next to me. I pushed
myself as far as I could against the car door.
When we got home, Mom took Grandfather up to
his new room and he shut the door. "He's tired,"
Mom said. "Let him rest."
It had been my room before; a sun porch,
just big enough for a bed and small desk. The
windows opened out and from there I could see
the railroad track that ran along the back of the
house to places I could only imagine.
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To get ready for Grandfather's arrival, we had
moved my bed in with Cece. Her room faced the
street. No tracks, no trains to count in the early
morning light. We had put up new wallpaper in
myoId room, light green with white dots. That
should bide the cracks, Mom said. The rumbling
of the train each day had cracked the paint in the
back rooms. I missed the cracks, wider on the
bottom like the branches of a tree in winter.
Mom had been mad when the last sheet of
wallpaper wrinkled near the ceiling. She tried to
peel it off, but the paste had already set. "It looks
fine," I told her. "No one will notice it up there."
"But you don't know Grandfather," she said
with her teeth clenched. Then she said something
in Chinese.
"What's that meanT' I asked.
"If you can't do a job right, don't do it allthe first time he told me that was when I was four
years old, and he was teaching me how to write
my name," Mom said. "He told me that my name
was my family. I should not scribble it any old
way. "
Mom struggled with the wallpaper, trying to
smooth it out towards the comer. "I guess that's
as good as it's going to get," she said.
Suddenly I felt a lump growing in my throat.
"Why does he have to come anyway. And take
my room," I cried.
Mom looked down at me surprised. It was
usually Henry who yelled and stomped around.
Mom spoke quietly.
"He is my father. It is my duty to take care of
him:' But her face was mad- at Grandfather?
At the wallpaper? At me? I turned and ran down
the stairs, out the basement door, across the backyard and to the railroad tracks.
After his first attempt to speak to us at the
airport, Grandfather didn't say much to anyone.
One by one he read through the big stack of
Chinese newspapers he'd brought with him.
Mom tried to get him to go out a little, but he
shook his head and put his newspaper up so it
blocked his face. What would he do when he
finished all his newspapers?

•

o

II

o

Since I couldn't see the train from Cece's
room, I waited for it out back on the concrete
wall. Sometimes I caught Grandfather looking
down at me from his room and I looked away.
But then I saw that he wasn't looking at me at all.
He, too, was waiting for the train. When the train
engineer waved to me, Grandfather reached out
the window and waved back. Then he disappeared with his newspapers again.
One day I was sitting on the concrete wall
waiting for the train when I saw Grandfather
coming slowly down the driveway. When he sat
down next to me, I wanted to scoot over, to jump
off and run far away.
We could feel the train coming before we
heard the low rumble. Grandfather counted, "Yi,
er, sun, si, WU, liu, chi, ba," holding up a finger
for each car that went by. I liked the way his
voice went up and down softly with each word.
The engineer waved from the caboose and then
the train was out of sight. Grandfather said the
first sound again and then waited. Our eyes met,
and I repeated after him, holding up one finger
to match his. Yi, one. Slowly I repeated all the
numbers until eight. Grandfather clapped for me.
We started over again until I could say them all.
Then I held up one finger and said "one."
"One," he repeated after me. Before long,
Grandfather too could count to eight-in English.
"You did it!" I said. He grabbed my hands in
his and held them tight.
I found a piece of broken concrete and used
it to write HELEN on the wall between us.

"Helen," I said, pointing to myself.
"Helen," he repeated carefully. Then pointing
to himself he said "Yeye."
Grandfather, Yeye.
Finally, Henry came down the driveway.
"I've called you five times," he said, irritated.
"Sorry. We didn't hear you," I said. "Yeye
and I were busy."
"Who?" asked Henry.
"Yeye. It means Grandfather in Chinese."
Grandfather and I scooted off the wall and
walked together up the driveway. Ei, er, sun, I
said, counting my steps. Four,five, six, he said,
continuing where I left off.
"What?" asked Henry.
"Just counting," I answered.
At dinner, I tried to pour milk for Cece and
some spilled around the cup. Mom got mad at
Henry for talking with his mouth full. Dad was
still at work so Grandfather sat in his place.
"Hey Mom," I said, "Do I have a Chinese
name?"
"You do," she said. "Grandfather gave it to
you when you were born."
"What is it?" I asked.
"Yen Hua," she said.
"Yeye," I said to Grandfather. He looked up
from his plate. Pointing to myself I repeated,
"Yen Hua." Yeye nodded. Then he pointed to
Cece and Henry.
"Yen Wen, Yen Tsih," he said.
"Hey, we're all Yen-something," said Cece.
"You're all in the same family," said Mom.
After my shower that night I passed the room
that used to be mine. There was Grandfather, but
instead of reading the Chinese newspaper, he was
sitting at the small desk writing Helen over and
over again.
Suddenly I hear the familiar, low rumble.
"Yeye," I said, as our eyes met and we went
over to the open window. "Yi, er, sun, si, WU, liu."
"Six," said Yeye.
"Six cars," I said.
"Six cars," he repeated slowly.
The engineer blew his horn and waved to the
two of us together.
-Andrea Cheng, Cincinnati, Ohio
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Dalai Lama on Tibet
Since Vol. 10, no. 5 (with afeature on Tibetan
children) was published in November 1998, we've
received two statements released by His Holiness
the Dalai Lama ofTibet. These statements (edited
for space) shed light on the last fifty-year history
ofTibet, and tell us why refugees still come
pouring out ofTibet.
Just beneath the roof of the sky, high in the
mountains of the Himalayas, lies my homeland
of Tibet. For thousands of years, my people lived
isolated from the rest of the world by the towering mountains.
In my childhood in the 1930s and 1940s,
Tibet was home to over 6,000 Buddhist monasteries where men and women sought enlightenment. From the magnificent Potala in the holy
city of Lhasa to tiny compounds perched in the
heights of the mountains, each was rich in its
own way. These monasteries were part of our
proud history and rich culture.
I was declared the fourteenth Dalai Lama,
spiritual and political leader of Tibet, when I was
four years old. By 1949, when I was fourteen,
the Chinese had invaded Tibet. For ten long
years, I negotiated with the Chinese leadership
to secure peace and safety for my people. But in
1959, oppressed by the mindless brutality of the
communist system, the Tibetan people rose up
against the Chinese.
The uprising was brutally crushed. I fled to
India, along with 80,000 Tibetans. We remain
there to this day, refugees from our own nation.
The oppression and destruction of Tibet's
culture have been horrible. Over 1.2 million
Tibetans-one-fifth of the country's populationhave died as a direct result of China's policies.
Others languish in prisons and labor camps.
Our monasteries, temples, and other cultural and
historic buildings have been destroyed, and their
contents-our precious history-have been
pillaged.
Simply having a picture of me can result in
persecution. There are many known cases of
Tibetans who have been arrested simply because
they owned or displayed the Tibetan flag.
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Chinese "work teams" have been sent into
Tibetan monasteries and nunneries to conduct
forcible "re-education" sessions. The refusal of
the monks and nuns to renounce their religious
beliefs and renounce me as their leader resulted
in more than 110 known arrests, at least two
deaths, and some 1,300 expulsions in 1996 alone.
There are as many as 1,018 political prisoners in Tibet who have already spent years of their
lives behind bars. Eight Tibetans died last year of
torture and ill-treatment. Far too many Tibetans
have "disappeared," including-to my great
sorrow-the nine-year-old boy recognized as the
reincarnation of the Panchen Lama, along with
his family. They have not been seen for over
three years.
Tibetan women are subjected to torture and
sexual violence in prison. Two young monks
were shot in the leg by Chinese troops. And well
over a million Chinese have relocated to Tibet,
spreading the Chinese influence in my homeland.
My heart is heavy for my people. And yet,
I have faith that the government of China and
President, Jiang Zemin, will embark on a path
toward peaceful coexistence with Tibetans.
In these days of overwhelming military
power, all men and women can only live in anticipation. If they are blessed with peaceful homes

and families, they hope to be allowed to keep
them and see their children grow up happily; and
if they have lost their homes, as we have, their
need for hope and faith is even greater.
I would like to express my deep appreciation
to the United States government and the American
people for their understanding and support of the
Tibetan people. It is my belief that economic or
military strength alone does not define the greatness of a nation. Assumption of a leadership role in
the international community requires unwavering
dedication to peace, freedom and justice.
During our meeting, President Clinton briefed
me on his meeting with President Jiang Zemin in
Beijing (in June 1998) and about his subsequent
efforts to encourage dialogue between the Chinese
government and my representatives. I was encouraged by President Jiang's willingness to discuss
Tibet at length with President Clinton and his
public statement that the door is open to dialogue
and negotiation. President Jiang has taken a number
of steps which not only bode well for China, but
also contribute to improving China's international
standing. On Tibet, too, President Jiang has
indicated his personal interest.
I have expressed my commitment to the process
of dialogue as a means to resolve the Tibetan
problem. I am not seeking independence for Tibet,
nor do my actions seek its separation from the
People's Republic of China. I am for autonomy,
genuine autonomy for the Tibetan people to preserve their distinct identity and way of life. I do not
seek any privileges or position for myself; on the
contrary I have made it clear many years back that
I do not wish to hold any official position once we
have found a solution to the Tibetan issue.
I sincerely believe that my Middle Way
approach will contribute to stability and unity of
the People's Republic of China. This approach was
conceived in the early Seventies even when there
was no immediate possibility of a dialogue with the
Chinese leadership as China was then in the midst
of the Cultural Revolution. I adopted this approach
because I believed that this was to our long-term
mutual interest.
After the experiences of the past four decades
or so it is not surprising that there is an atmosphere

of deep distrust between Tibetans and Chinese.
This distrust will not disappear in a day. It will
dissipate only through sincere dialogue and I am
ready to respond to President Jiang's offer to
engage in such a dialogue. With goodwill on both
sides, with a commitment to nonviolence and
reconciliation, we can together bring peace and
stability to Tibet and lasting harmony between the
Tibetan and Chinese peoples.
The hope of all
men and women, in
the last analysis, is
simply for peace of
mind. My hope rests
in the courage of
~
Tibetans, and the love
of truth and justice
which is still in the
heart of the human
race, and my faith is
in the compassion of
Lord Buddha.
With my prayers for peace,

Tenzin Gyatso
XIV Dalai Lama of Tibet

What Can You Do?
• Write letters expressing your concerns to-

* President Jiang Zemin
Office of the Gen. Secretary
Zhonganhai
Beijing, People's Republic of CHINA

or,

C/O The Embassy of the P. R. of China
2300 Connecticut Ave NW
Washington, DC 20008 USA

* His Holiness the Dalai Lama
Thekchen Choeling
P.O. Mcleod Ganj,
Dharamsala 176219 (RP.) INDIA
• Read the book, The Art of Exile (Vol. 10, # 5).
Ask the author, Sarah Lukas of the Friends of Tibetan
Women's Association in California, how you can help.
E-mail: fotwa2@fotwa.org
• Write a letter to Tibetan school children in India
(or, send donations of quality books and educational
supplies). Please see Taking Action, page 30.
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N.E. ~S. & Taking Action
Buy Nothing Day! Traditionally, the day after
Thanksgiving is one of the busiest shopping days
in the United States. However, tens of thousands
of people celebrated Friday, Nov. 28th as Buy
Nothing Day by staying away from the shopping
malls! They were being mindful of the unnecessary products we all bring home, and of our waste
of precious resources.
The Out of the Fog Cafe, in Eugene, went one
step further by keeping their cash registers closed
all day. They offered free pastries, coffee, juice
and fresh fruits to all who visited the cafe.
Wouldn't it be great if we made our holiday
celebrations non-commercial? There wouldn't
be the pressure to spend lots of money, or to buy
now and save (later)! No traffic jams, no parking
problems. We might have more time to read a
book, make gifts or relax with friends and family.
Students in the Environment Club at South
Eugene High are working to transform a 10,000
sq.ft. plot on the campus back to the natural
landscape that once flourished in the Willamette
Valley. Adult volunteers and local businesses are
also helping in this project to recreate a wetland
meadow, filled with ash trees and many other
native plants. A boardwalk will meander through
the area once it is established.
Many similar ground-breaking projects have
sprung up in the US and elsewhere. In England,
10,000 schoolyards (that's 33% of all schools in
the country!) have been transformed into natural
landscapes.

Coming Attractions!
• Technology and It's Impact; The Y2K Bug
• Turning Points in My Life: I remember when...
• The Youth Honor Awards: Due 20 June 1999
• 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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FloJo No More. Florence Griffith Joyner, the
fastest woman runner, and winner of three gold
medals at the 1988 Seoul (Korea) Olympics,
passed away on 21 Sept. 1998, at the age of 38.
She also wrote children's books. When kids told
her, "Fl9Jo, I want to be just like you," she said
in 1994, "you have to be yourself first, and strive
to be better than me and set your own goals."
Makonnen David Blake Hannah, a 13-year-old
homeschooler, was recently appointed as a youth
technology consultant in Jamaica's Commerce
and Technology Ministry. Makonnen, the
youngest government advisor in Jamaica's history,
has never attended a mainstream school. His
mother always tutored him at home, bringing him
thousands of books and magazines to read. As a
Rastafarian, he has traveled in several countries
with his family, and lived in varying situations.
He plays soccer every Saturday and hopes to play
on the national team in a few years.
Young People's Poetry Week (April 12-18)
is a new annual event being sponsored by the
Children's Book Council, to encourage poetry
reading and writing in schools and libraries.
Write pen pal letters, or send donations to
Tibetan refugee children (see pages 28-29):
• Tibetan Homes Foundation School
(send letters, school supplies, reference books, etc.)

Attn: Mr. Kalsang Namgyal, Sponsorship Sec.
Happy Valley, Mussoorie 248 179 (V.P.) INDIA
• Tibetan Children's Village (school supplies, books)
Dharmsala Cantt. 176216 (H.P.) INDIA
Fax: 011 91 189222670
• Siddhartha School Project (school supplies, books)
P. O. Box 147
Leh, Ladakh 194101 (J & K) INDIA
• Regional Tibetan Women's Assn. (toys & books)
Attn: Ms. Tseing Palmo, contact person
P.O. Tibetan Colony
Mundgod, Dist. N.K. 581 411 (Karnataka) INDIA
• Rev. Mahagoda S. Silmathawa (letters, art supplies)
Sri Yasodaradevi Balika Niwasalaya Orphanage
Yasorapura, Attidya Road, Dehiwela, SRI LANKA

History long, long ago
and ancient times
Ourselves as we see ourselves
and all the happy times in our lives
I

Boys and girls, men and women
and the dove, a powerful sign of love.
We could celebrate us and our lives!

Everything that we see
every speck of dirt, a deep blue sea
all turns up in a little puddle you see
The birds- eagle, orange hawk,
bright yellow canary, and the colorful toucan
The sky
and people that also die
We could celebrate the world and our lives!
-Rachel Fatima Salia, 9, Seattle, Washington

"Malaysian youth greets the rain" -Kathleen Blakeslee, Carmel, IN
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Of Many Colors: Portraits ofMultiracial Families
Photographs by Gigi Kaeser, interviews by Peggy
Gillespie (Univ. ofMass Press, Amherst MA 01004)
Based on an award-winning photo exhibit, the
book documents the feelings and experiences of
39 multiracial families who have attempted to
bridge the racial divide through their life choices.
Parents and children speak about their relationships and experiences as they confront issues of
race. Black and white photos. Ages 12 to adults.
A Drawing in the Sand: A Story ofAfrican
American Art by Jerry Butler (Zino Press, W1).
Butler, a visual artist himself, opens our eyes to
the African American artists and the richness of
their work. A book of self-discovery. Ages 10 +.
Pepita Thinks Pink: Pepita y el color rosado by
Ofelia Lachtman & Alex Delane (Pifiata Books /
Arte Publico, TX). Even though we may look
different, have different likes and dislikes, we are
all human beings, with feelings and emotions!
Yet another great bilingual (Spanish-English)
picture book from an award-winning team, with a
universal message for young readers, ages 4- 11.
The Go-Away Doll by Carl Hammerschlag and
Beverly Soasey (Turtle Island Press, AZ). Sixyear-old Cara is sad to discover that she has lost
her favorite doll. Mr. Sidney, her neighbor, comes
to her rescue! Cara develops a remarkable friendship with him, and in the process, learns about
many things, including life-changes. Ages 3 to 9.
Cat in Search of A Friend by Meshack Asare
(Africa World Press, NJ & Kane/Miller, NY).
A cat is looking for a friend, one who can protect
her. She discovers that she can befriend many
animals but she must trust in herself in the end.
She alone can be her own master! Great picture
book for ages 3 to 9.
When Pigasso Met Mootisse by Nina Laden
(Chronicle Books, CAY. A creatively animated
story of two artistic geniuses of this century,
Picasso (from Spain) and Matisse (from France)
when they meet in Paris. A "moosterpiece" of
bold images and clever word play. Ages 4 to 1O.
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The Color of Fear, an educational film by Lee
MunWah (Center for Diversity Leadership, 1135
Addison St. #6, Berkeley, CA 94702). Shows the
pain and anguish that racism has caused in the
lives of eight North American men of Asian,
European, Latino, and African descent. Out of
their confrontations and struggles to understand
and trust each other emerges an emotional and
insightful dialogue. Junior high grades to adults.
Environmental Pioneers by Patricia Byrnes
(OliverPress, Mpls, MN 55416-2510). In this
book, we learn about eight prominent environmentalists. Profiled visonaries include John Muir,
Aldo Leopold, Rachel Carson, David Brower,
Margaret Murie and Gaylord Nelson. Ages 11-16.
And It Is Still That Way: Legends told by
Arizona Indian Children, collected by Byrd
Baylor (Cinco Puntos Press, 2709 Louisville, El
Paso, TX 79930). Navajo, Hopi, Papago, Pima,
Apache, Quechan, and Cocopah children share
their favorite bits and pieces of traditional stories
from their tribes. Most stories are about (human)
nature, and have animal characters, including
Brother Coyote! Ages 8 to 13.
Legends of the Iroquois by Tehanetorens (The
Book Publishing Co., POBox 99, Summertown,
TN 38483). A master story teller of the Mohawk
tradition shares these ancient stories, both in
pictographs and (with English) words. While
showing us what it means to be a human being,
it introduces us to the Native way of life. Also
includes a key to the symbols, clans and the
pictographs of the Six Nations. Ages 10 to 16.
Leonardo da Vinci for Kids: His Life and Ideas
by Janis Herbert (Chicago Review Press /I.P.G.)
Children will love this great activity-book on the
Italian artist, engineer and scientist, who painted
the Mona Lisa and invented the bicycle. Ages 9+.
Young People Look at the World: 1999 Peace
Calendar (WRL, 339 Lafayette St, NY, NY 10012)
This desk calendar contains children's art and
writing on what they see (and wish for) in the
world around them. Includes peace resources!

To be listed on the Pen Pal Page, we request US $5. You also get a copy of the
issue. Low-income and subscribers get one free listing. Priority given to ages 7-17.
Chen Van Chang, girl, 13
30 Equitation Way
Sewell, New Jersey 08080 USA
Int: girl or boy penpaI...

Andrea Zorica, girl, 11
Stankovacka 4
22 000 Sibenik Croatia
Int: writing, colorful letters!

S~dm
Linus Larsson, boy, 10
Leifs. v. 11
23731 Bjarred Sweden
Int: soccer, food, animals

Tenesia Edmonds, girl, 16
78 Villa Rosa Way
Temple, Georgia 30179 USA
Int: basketball, writing, working...
Wants only young Black pen pals

Ariana Spajit, girl, 11 and
I1enia Ku~ic, girl, 13, at Osor n
51554 Nerezine Croatia
Int: music, letters, boys

Loui~~ Ramlert, girl, 12
Carl Ohms gatan 19
25443 Helsingborg Sweden
Int: school, penpals ages 12 to 14

Marta Petrinjak, girl, 13
Milana Langa 61
10 430 Samobor Croatia
Int: rock-punk music, friends

Zusanne Brathen, girl ,13
Gronlandsvagen 25
78231 Malung Sweden
Int: penpals from Oklahoma!

Ivana Majer, girl, 13
UI. Bana JelaCica 28
42206 Petrijanec Croatia
Int: reading, letters, travel

Maria Warnefors, girl, 14
Tivolivagen 8
S- 29438 Solvesborg Sweden
Int: reading, writing, music

Fiorito Filipovi(, boy, 15
Bracka 9
51 000 Rijeka Croatia
Int: sports, computer, drawing

Sandra Mathisen, girl, 14
Lingsvag 3
S- 754 27 Uppsala Sweden
Int: reading, badminton, music

Kristina Maretit, girl, 15
Gladijatorska 7
52 100 Pula Croatia
Int: nature, skiing, swim, travel

Anna Mostrom, girl, 15
Bjorns vag. 7
S-88037 Junsele Sweden
Int: writing, movies, music

Ana Jambrovic'$irl, 15
Nikole Tesle 20, Stefanec
40000 Cakovec Croatia
Int: art, music, letters

Karin Sioberg, girl, 15
Murhammar. v. 3
S: 442 93 Kareby Sweden
Int: writing, singing, music, art

Andreja Biskup, girl, 15
Jablanska 3
10 000 Zagreb Croatia
Int: basketball, volleyball, letters

Elisabet Soderlund, girl, 16
Hallebergsv.9
S-14141 Huddinge Sweden
Int: swim, travel, poetry, discuss

Ivancica Biscan, girl, 16
Voltino 42
10 000 Zagreb Croatia
Int: good books, movies, music

Therese Rodhammar, girl, 17
Ljungdalav. IB
23634 Hollviken Sweden
Int: movies, books, instruments

Branka CatIak, girl, 16
Mihovila Pavlinovi6a- 9
23000 Zadar Croatia
Int: collecting stamps, letters

Regina Hermelin, girl, 17
Skiljevagen 18
S-16354 Spfulga Sweden
Int: rock & pop music, cares

USA
Hanane Khalfaoui, girl, 16
Bloc Kastor 27 Rue 27, No. 60
H. M. Casablanca Morocco
Int: reading, sports, music

Egypt
Sami Mounir Attar, boy, 16
9, Bahgat St., Apt. 28
Azarita, Alex Egypt
Int: computer, dance, soccer

Zimbabwe
Tinani Awiza, girl, 10
6742 Unit J I P. O. Seke
Chitungwiza Zimbabwe
Int: swimming, radio, letters
Carlton Moyo, boy, 12 (swim)
House No. 3926 I 91st Street
Kuwadzana 5, P. O. Mufakose
Harare, Zimbabwe
Phineas Mazanzah, boy, 15
11 Winchester Ct., Lonsdale Rd E
Avondale, J:Iarar~, ~imba?we
Int: swimmmg, liftmg weights

Namibia
· I, 15
E mma K aapan d a, glr
P. O. Box 89
Arandis 9000 Namibia
Int: singing, dancing, basketball

Ghana
Adu Agyemang Prince, boy, 14
S. D. A. Church I P.O. Box 55
Duayaw- Nkwanta, B/A Ghana
Int: soccer, volleyball, dancing
Frank Amo Boakye, boy, 14
(lnt: letters, swimming, soccer) &
Shadrack Owusu, boy, 16
(Int: penpal letters, gift exchange)
Rapid Prep School, P. O. Box 97
Sunyani B/A, Ghana W/A

Estonia
Kadi Kotkas, girl, 16
Daalia Tee 6 I Viimsi
Harjumaa EE 3006 Estonia
Int: dance, language, travel

Bulgaria
Iva Staneva, girl, 17
'Druzba' 19- b - 19
Sliven 8800 Bulgaria
Int: tennis, dance, paint, humor

Slovenia
Darja Vidmar, girl, 15
Zg. Bitnje 203
4209 Zabnica Slovenia
Int: letters, music, friends

Charlotte Erfurth, girl, 9
1819 Tigertail Rd.
Eugene, Oregon 97405 USA
Int: computers, reading, animals

Lithuania
Marija Lapteva, girl, 15
Statibininky 15-34
4761 Visaginas Lithuania
Int: music, animals, sports
Natasha Komarovskaja, girl, 15
Taikos n v , 35
4761 Visaginas Lithuania
Int: letters, dance, music, English
Julia Rabotina, girl, 16
St. Kosmoso 42-44
4761 Visaginas Lithuania
Int: music, letters, painting
Lina Dragunaitei, girl, 16
Laukininku G. 3-5
5814 Klaipeda Lithuania
Int: sports, films, books, music

Russia
Russia 163051 Arkhangelsk
Timme St. 6-3-110
Victoria Emelyanenko, girl, 14
Int: Karate, letters, music
Russia 355031 Stavropol
Tatarsky Proyezd III 2
Soline Olesya, girl, 15
Int: music, dance, reading books

Croafu

Ines Kolenc, girl, 17
Russia 412660 Saratov Region
Lujzinska Cesta 21
T. Volsk Odesskaya St. 23/34- 34 51 300 Delnice Croatia
OMNPADUMEIB
Int: letters, rap music, travel
Anton and Aleksandr, boys, 16
Macedonia
Int: want international friends!
Paulina Krsteva, girl, 13
Belarus
St. "Belasica" No. 22
91430 Kavadarci Macedonia
Zhenya Babitsky, boy, 16
Int: practice English, friends
551 7 Odincov st.
220018 Minsk Belarus
Angela Belevska, girl, 14
Int: music, photography, drawing St. "Strasho Pinjur" No. 16
91430 Kavadarci Macedonia
Bosnia- Herzegovina
Int: language, writing
Ivona Zucchiatti, girl, 15
Elena (12) & Marta (9) Ristova
Jovana Raskovica 137
at- ul. Elpida Karamandi bI. 1
78000 Banja Luka Bosnia-Herzeg 91430 Kavadarci Macedonia
Int: languages, cinema, tennis
(lnt: English, math, photos, piano)

Denmark
Engoy Wargarden, age 13
Skodsborg Strandvej 277
2942 Skodsborg Denmark
Int: creating stories, drawings

Norway
Marianne Henriksen, girl, 14
OreAsun. 34, 1528 Moss Norway
Int: soccer, basketball, music
Sara Nilsson, girl, 16
Myrhaugen 31B
0752 Oslo Norway
Int: animals, reading, friends
Camillla Pettersen, girl, 16
Gjallar vn. 4 A
1412 Sofiemyr, Oslo Norway
Int: sports, music, friends
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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.

Teen Problems

The Group Thing

It's hard to be a teenager in the '90s. For some teeens,
it's hard to fit in and make friends. If teens have problems,
some of them really don't know what to do. They don't
know if they should ask someone older, like a parent or
teacher, or a friend for help.
Sometimes it's easier to talk to a friend about problems
because they are closer to the same age, and they might
relate. It can also be good to talk to someone older because
maybe they have gone through it. A friend might say it's
nothing, but an older person has more experience that
might help teens find the right path for help.
For instance, in high school, most teens are pressured
with the choice of taking drugs. The teens who do the
drugs say it's cool and only hang out with others who use
drugs. Some teens who are having trouble making friends
and fitting in, try it and pretty soon they're hooked. Peer
pressure is the most common reason for this. Most of the
time, teenagers are pressured by other teens that have also
been pressured. Drugs are part of a lifestyle that takes you
to a dead end.
Some teens don't face their problems and end up
depressed or without hope. If their problem persists, the
teen feels cornered with no way out. Some teens feel
the only way to get rid of the pain is to commit suicide.
Even though suicide isn't the answer to problems, being
pressured or forced has led may teenagers to despair.
Depression isn't the only problem that leads to suicide.
Sometimes being teased a lot can lead to it as well. One
true story I've heard was about a boy who was teased for
being overweight. The kids his age would always tease
him. He hung himself the night
before the first day of school.
Many teens think they have
no one to talk to, and that their
parents wouldn't understand their
problems. Perhaps, if they gave
their parents a chance, and parents
supported their children, things
might not get so out of control.

There is something in this school I see
that we all talk about constantly
it's all about judging each others worth
and dividing us up into different groups

-Beeta Azarnoosh, 13, Iranian
American, Lincolnwood, Illinois

Yes, I'm talking about
the "Group Thing"
somehow each of us get placed in one
based on clothing, looks, and actions
we're assigned a popularity rank
from high to low
It seems the low can never move up
but the high can surely fall
from a stupid remark
or an embarrasing act
while the middle is safe from either one
I wonder why this has to be?
what purpose does it serve?
it hurts more feelings than it helps
it traps us in what other believe
But when I really think about it
I have noticed it other places
like in churches, neighborhoods,
and cities
where people are judged and divided
If I had just one wish
I know what it would be
to honor everyone's differences
and make one group from three
-Kristen Shiparski, Gr. 8, Rockford, Mich.

What's on your mind? We invite your
opinion on any issue. Send letters, art
and / or writing (under 250 words) to:
Skipping Stones
P. O. Box 3939
Eugene, Oregon 97403 USA
e-mail: skipping@efn.org
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I'm Chocolate, You're Vanilla: Raising Healthy Black and Biracial Children in a Race-Conscious World
Unlike us adults, young children perceive skin color
as magical--even changable! Most young children, no
matter of what race and cultural background, are incapable of feeling shame about their color, race, or culture
unless they have been unduly sensitized about the issue
or somewhat traumatized.
As a black clinical psychologist, specializing in children and family issues, and a mother of four school-age
children, author Marguerite Wright was concerned that
black children are routinely portrayed as disliking themselves and facing bleak futures simply because of their
race. Marguerite wrote I'm Chocolate, You're Vanilla
(Jossey-Bass Publishers, 350 Sansome St, San Francisco,
CA 94104) to help parents, teachers, and others who work
with black and biracial children, understand that developmentally, young children are not equipped to cope with
the knowledge of pervasive racial discrimination. Racial
awareness is a developmental issue. We need to reduce
children's exposure to racism at home, in our neighborhoods, or in our educational institutions, so as to not
impact their development negatively.
What matters is how children are raised to deal with
their identity and what opportunities are provided to the
children along the way. Children who are loved, cared
for, and shielded as much as possible from early experiences with racism grow up with a high sense of selfworth regardless of their race. Children who are emotionally nourished throughout their development preserve
their resillience and optimism.
I'm Chocolate, You're Vanilla is filled with practical, positive, and creative ideas for handling common
situations, how preconceptions can contribute to a child's
success or failure, and how to handle discipline problems
in the classroom. The book shows how teachers, parents,
and adults can lessen prejudice, and the impact of racism
during a child's growth process. And in doing so, how to
raise emotionally healthy children. This 290-page book is
divided in three sections: Preschool Years, Early School
Years, and Middle Childhood & Adolescence.
Until recently, race has been a taboo subject in childrearing literature. This book would not be necessary if
racism were irrelevant. Unfortunately, it remains a fact
of our society. The conservative backlash of recent years
has resulted in the rollback of affirmative action programs, which might signal a change for the worse in our
society's attitudes toward blacks and people of color.
We highly recommend I'm Chocolate, You're Vanilla.

Ways to Foster Healthy Racial Attitudes:
• Be fair, respectful, and kind.
• Be aware of your own prejudices.
• Post classroom rules of behavior.
• Avoid talking about people in terms of skin
color and race.
• Emphasize children's similarities rather than
their differences.
• Adjust your teaching of historical information to
the child's developmental stage.
• Don't overreact to children's words that appear
to be racial.
• Encourage children to play with classmates who
are different.
• Find something special about each child.
• Cultivate a positive relationship with parents.
• Provide as much support as possible in helping
children do well academically.
• Use books, videos, wall pictures, and other items
that represent people of various races.
When Selecting Teaching Tools Consider This:
• Is it developmentally appropriate?
• Is there a message that children can understand?
• Does it refer to races/ethnic groups by the names
children at this stage would use to describe them?
• Are the characters stereotyped?
• Does it affirm racial groups that are mentioned?
• Is it relevant to the children in your classroom?
• Does it refer to an ethnic or racial group by the
name that its members call themselves?
• What's the purpose of using stories/songs/videos
heavily laden with racial/ethnic references?
• Are any of the "ethnic" characters allowed to
transcend their racial/ethnic membership to provide important information or values to students?
• Does it ridicule or demean something very
important to a racial or ethnic group?
• What type of speech do the characters use?
• What do the children gain from it?
----{;ondensedfrom I'm Chocolate, You're Vanilla

Also of interest: Everyday Acts against Racism:
Raising Children in a Multicultural World, edited by
Maureen Reddy (Seal Press, WAy. This collection of
essays, by mothers and teachers, looks at the effects
of racism and suggests ways to end it through many
cultural experiences and personal perspectives.
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The Hills of Gudalcanal

Islands in Western Province ofthe Solomons

Solomon Islands. Zema and Shelly hold younger siblings, Dulcey and Solomon. The mothers often
carry children wrapped in a piece of cloth, called paupaum. Panpipes are traditional instruments,
played by blowing or hitting across the top. They produce a hollow, reedy sound. In traditional cos:
tumes, with tappa cloth and shell jewelry, the musicians dance and play happy tunes. See pp. 18 -25.
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