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From the Editor

Welcome to the 17th year!

Community! When there is a give and take
between two or more people or groups there is a
community. In community we find support when
the going is rough, and we find joy when we have
something good to share. Without that spirit of
community, that feeling of belonging,
we feel empty, incomplete.
In traditional societies,
parents are not the only
ones who must raise
children. They have built
well-knit communities
to help children grow as
contributing members.
Even while living in
the modem society with the
nuclear family model, we're
able to find communities or build
new ones that will nurture us.
For example, I live in an intentional neighborhood of a dozen families. For the last eight years,
we have had weekly potlucks, monthly meetings,
birthday celebrations and other informal gatherings and events to share our visions and values.
We work together as a mutually supportive group.
As editor of a multicultural magazine, I am
a member of the National Association for
Multicultural Education, NAME. I love attending
NAME's annual conferences where educators of
diverse cultures and faith traditions gather in the
spirit of a community, to engage in discussions.
As we listen to and learn from each other's findings, experiences, stories and ideas, we all grow.
I belong to yet another community that has a
spiritual focus. In this community, we develop
qualities such as selflessness, respect for all,
doing our duty with devotion without expecting
anything in return, and living life with unconditional love for all. We try to practice the ideals of
a truly multicultural society by working on our
inner self. We learn that we are all God's children, and that God lives in and loves each and
every being and every aspect of the creation.
At our interfaith community events, we see
Vol. 17 no. 1

the many religions and faith traditions as equally
valid paths to reach the mountain top, as yet
another expression of diversity. We know that not
all paths may be suitable for all, but each serves
well for many, and all deserve our respect.
In our "storytellers" community,
we learn from the wisdom of
folklore and stories told by
the tellers in our group. As
we listen to each other's
stories, we are open to
possibilities. We work
together to plan events
like the Tellabrations
and annual Multicultural
Storytelling Festivals that
offer benefits of storytelling
to school children as well as
families in the region.
I try to keep my connection with the community of nature by walking in the woods, working
in the vegetable garden, or beachcombing. As
we observe nature, we discover that interaction
between two or more groups results in growth
and in changes taking place. We'll explore this
idea further in the next issue that features nature.
How I appreciate these diverse communities
that I feel one with! I am learning that it's the
exchange of ideas and experiences, and the sharing of the warmth of our hearts that make us feel
wholesome. Together, we learn and grow strong!
You, too, are members of different communities. As you read Skipping Stones, you may discover that you belong to our loose-knit community of readers, subscribers, contributors and staff.
Together, we dream and work to realize a multicultural society in its fullest sense for everyone
who walks or crawls on this beautiful planet.
Are there any other communities of which
you feel a part? None? Look again, and you'll
find at least a few that you may feel at home,
thrive in. It takes a community to raise a child!
Wishing you healthy communities!

Skipping Stones

c>h;(U,tVL---Page 3

. ':.-......$

c

Ten eighth grade students (ages 13 and 14) at
Saint Mary's School want pen pals or e-pals from the
Middle East. We are working on an interdisciplinary
unit which includes the history, cultures, and music
of the Middle East. Pen pals or e-pals could be a
wonderful medium for cultural exchange. Please email or write to: sistermarietherese@hotmail.com
Sister Marie-Therese Swiezynski, Music Teacher
St. Mary's School
536 East 3rd Street
Alton, Illinois 62002 USA
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Climbing
Trees are the arms of God
Reaching for the sky
Arms of soft green
Arms that you climb
Arms that I love
-Joby Gerlach, grade 6, Florida.
"When I climb a tree, I share a part ofmy )oul."

Alike
I love writing and when I am an adult I want to
be the Poet Laureate, or at least a good writer. I speak
English, take Spanish classes at school, and am trying
to teach myself Japanese. One day, I was sitting in
my homeroom class wondering what I could write
about, when I decided to write a poem about how
people look different and act different but that's okay
as long as we respect each other. It wouldn't be fair if
people were only nice to people that looked like them
or acted like they do. My friends include Hispanic,
African-American and Asian children, and I treat
them all the same. It isn't right for people to be
unjust to others who are different.
-Sophie Grace Howar~ 10, Alabama.
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Celebrating Racial and Cultural Diversity
I am writing to commend you on your magazine.
What a great tool for multicultural education! I have
learned that multiculturalism is the celebration of
racial and cultural diversity and seeing other
cultures on their own terms. This is exactly what
Skipping Stones exhibits. The articles, poems, and
illustrations recognize the work of exceptionally talented children of all races. The ideas provided in the
magazine couid supplement classroom curriculum.
You offer children a chance to express themselves in
ways that are not always encouraged at home or
school.
Multiculturalism is a growing part of curriculum
in out schools, and your magazine is a great resource
for students and staff. Skipping Stones allows children
to become more aware of racial issues and prejudices,
especially because [many of] the topics discussed in
the magazine are written by children. Thank you for
allowing children the opportunity to be themselves!
-Gina Gryniewski, Minnesota.
Although I am 67, and have five grown children
and three grandchildren, I look forward to every issue
of Skipping Stones. There is so much in the magazine
that touches that six, ten or twelve year old that is still
inside me. The creativity, insight, imagination, skill
and, most of all, a sense of wonder of the contributors is an amazing insight for me. It stimulates my
own creativity, imagination and skill in the digital
photography that I do. When I hear or read adults
talking about "this generation" in negative terms, I
think of Skipping Stones and the wonderful work
"this generation" is doing. Thank goodness for "this
generation."
-Alan Hewitt, Pennsylvania.
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What's On Your Mind?
Reducing Violence in Our Society

How Much Do You Have to Do to
Make a Difference?

What do you think of when people tell you to
Did you know that every hour someone make a difference? What you do doesn't have to
commits a hate crime? Every day 8 Blacks, 3 be big to count. I have a story about a boy and his
Whites, 3 homosexuals, 3 Jews and one Hispanic elderly neighbor that shows this point exactly.
person become victims of a hate crime, according
I have lots of kids in my neighborhood. One is
to the Southern Poverty Law Center. That means
named Jeremy Heintz. Jeremy is in fourth grade
that there is a lot of hate and violence.
and goes to Hance Elementary School. Almost
To help make this world a greater and less every day (even in the summer), you can see
violent place to live in, more people could rea~h Jeremy going to his neighbor's house. Her name
out their hearts and their hands to people In is Mrs. Soderquest. Mrs. Soderquest is now a
violent homes. In order to achieve this, more widow. Her husband died last winter and she has
people could become foster parents or th~y could . trouble doing many daily tasks. This is where
adopt children. If even one abused chIld was Jeremy helps out. He takes out her trash, gets her
adopted each year, at least one child would be
mail and mows her lawn. Jeremy also goes to
saved from the violence. If people would reach
visit 'my other elderly neighbors. He does this out
out their hands to the angry, violent adults and
of the kindness of his heart. How many kids can
parents in this world, fewer children would be
you say that about?
harmed and abused.
I think if more people would help out like
If free counseling and anger management
Jeremy does, then the world would be a much
classes were available that would also help everybetter place. My message is this: Little things
one. With counseling and anger management
can make a difference and one person can make
groups in our prisons, we would be less l~ely. t~
someone's day brighter. I think Jeremy is a good
have the same criminals being put back Into JaIl
for repeated crimes. Think of it this way: If you example of what every child can do to make a
-Sami Yuretich, 13, Pennsylvania.
were put into a jail cell with a lot of other angry difference!
people, the anger inside of you would ferment
like dough rising in an oven. Once these criminals
get out of jail, they are even more angry and more
Who Am I?
capable of committing crimes than they would be
if there were someone helping them through their When I wake up
problems while they were still in jail.
I look in the mirror,
What does violence accomplish? Violence just and see someone that
hurts people; it hurts beyond anything one coul.d I don't recognize.
put into words. It makes you feel worse than If I don't know her
your heart broke into a million little pieces. What personality or her looks.
does violence get anyone? Violence only gets I take a shower,
bruises and black eyes. Violence doesn't solve
and apply the cream and powder to my skin.
problems, it only makes them worse. Th~ only
I warm my hair
thing that violence can say about the world IS that
and then force it to curl.
it is a brutal place.
For what?
If nonviolence were a subject in school, most
Just to look in the mirror and recognize the looks
people today would fail it. If people really tried,
and the instant personality of the girl that
they could make themselves less violent.
looks back.
-A. R., grade 7, Goshen School, Oregon.
-Talisha Lee,16, Washington.
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Skipping Stones

PageS

Direct Correlation between White
Bread Consumption and Diabetes.

** Health Rocks! **
The tendency of adolescents to get insufficient sleep
commonly results in negative effects on their ability to
think and concentrate in school, as well as fluctuations in
behavior and mood throughout the day. Insufficient sleep
also results in an increased risk for injuries and accidents,
drugs and alcohol use, and circadian sleep disorders,
according to a new study published in the October issue
of the journal SLEEP.
Numerous studies have found that sleep deprivation
may result in a wide range of psychological or physiological impairments, such as anxiety, aggressive behavior,
daytime sleepiness, lowered cognitive function, and
immunologic changes in healthy humans.
Dr. Xianchen Liu of Arizona State University conducted a study indicating that approximately half of the subjects
reported having nightmares during the preceding month. In
those adolescents, there was an increased risk for suicidal
tendencies. The study points to a corelation between insufficient sleep and suicidal behavior among adolescents.

Things You Can Do to Get Better Sleep at Night:
• Maintain a specific bedtime and wake-up time to
help regulate your sleeping habits.
• Do not consume drinks or food containing caffeine
and/or sugar near bedtime to help the body relax.
• Engage in activities such as reading or listening to
soothing music to calm down and prepare for rest.
• Activities like yoga or meditation also encourage
relaxation, which can be done later in the day, before
bedtime. Before going to sleep, lie down flat on your
back, stretch out and breathe deeply ten or twelve times.
A good sleep at night will help us maintain alertness
and energy throughout the day.

In an effort to curb the rising incidence of
type 2 diabetes, an Australian study has
brought significant connection to light. After
studying the diet and health records of 36,000
men and women for four years, researchers
found a direct correlation between the consumption of white bread and starchy foods with
diabetes. The news release explains, "Results
were based on food frequency questionnaires
and diabetes diagnoses made during the study.
Special attention was paid to the glycemic
index (GI) of the foods eaten by participants.
The glycemic index measures a food's impact
on blood sugar. High-GI foods like white bread,
cakes, and biscuits spike blood sugar dramatically, while lower-GI carbs including most
vegetables and legumes have a smaller effect."
The Cancer Council researchers in
Victoria, Australia said, "Participants who ate
the most white bread (more than 17 slices a
week) had the highest risk of diabetes." The
November issue of the journal Diabetes Care
says, "Researchers claim that the simple change
from white bread to lower-GI bread within a
high carbohydrate diet could reduce the risk of
diabetes. Changing bread type may be a more
acceptable dietary change than one requiring a
whole new eating pattern." The researchers
add, "Of course, eating too much of any food
can add pounds, raising the risk of diabetes."
(Source: HPJ, www.HinduismToday.com/)

DiYYritih.~!e:h~~JlhJ~61~tlq~~~!p!$~tl~_!nt$~
§tBq18:i!!'~ait~~Rf~~B(9§,rqgpPJ~~fBq~~~~
~q~fqf@§I,qpp~n&~J8nS~·Bf~)
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Ingredients: One large mango
1 cup of whole milk
1/2 cup of plain yogurt
1 tablespoons of sugar (to taste)
1/2 cup of ice cold water
Procedure: Peel mango and chop flesh
into pieces. Combine all of the ingredients
above in a blender. Blend until the mixture
is thick.
Variation: For an easy variation, instead
of a mango, use 1 cup of mango pulp,
available in cans which can be bought
year-round at ethnic Indian stores.
-Varun Thakkar, 10, New Jersey.
Vol. 17 no. 1

"Gung Shee Fah Tsai!"

Chinese New Year

That's "Happy New Year" in
Chinese. For Chinese people, it is
a very festive time-fifteen days
of almost nonstop celebrating.
The exact date varies from
year to year, because the
Chinese use the lunar calendar,
based on cycles of the moon.
The New Year's Day comes in
late January or early February.
This year, it is on the 9th of February.
New Year's Eve is a solemn occasion.
Families gather for a feast that ends with a fish
dish, because the Chinese word for fish, "yu," sounds
like the word for "great plenty." The meal is served on
a red cloth with red lighted candles. Short poems written
on red paper are attached to doors and gates. Children
are given gifts of coins in red envelopes.
According to custom, everyone must have new
clothes and shoes for the holiday. It is considered
unlucky to greet the New Year in old shoes.
On New Year's Day, the sound of firecrackers is
heard all day long. Families visit friends and relatives
and bring gifts of oranges. Foods eaten on this day
include noodles, which are symbolic of long life,
sugared melon for good health, and lotus seeds. A
man dressed as a ceremonial lion dances in the streets.

Many Chinese families celebrate
Chinese New Year. It brings all the
family members together. My
family invites my grandparents
over every year. My mom prel:},
pares traditional Chinese food
such as chicken (luck for for~";\.fJf''\. l)
tune), fish (full of everything and
, J:.:.
never run out on anything),
dumplings (gold) and rice cakes.
Sometimes I help my mom cook and
other times I help set the table.
As we all sit down at the table, my grandparents get served the food first, then my parents, and
finally my brothers and sisters. We talk about
good times, the future, and goals we want to
accomplish. When we finish eating, my sister and
I put the dishes in Jhe sink. We clean the table and
watch a bit of television. Then my dad calls everyone to the family room. I know what's coming!
"We must pray to our ancestors for luck,
fortune, and health for the new year," my grandma
says. As we finish bowing and praying, my grandparents sit on the couch. My dad says, "Kneel
down and bow to your grandparents," and we
kneel and bow three times. Then my brothers,
sisters and myself all say, "Happy New Year, give
us the red envelope!" (a little phrase that most
children say). I take my red envelope with both
hands from my grandpa and grandma and say
"thank you." My parents do the same thing and
get their red envelopes.

On the fifteenth day of the New Year, called the
Lantern Festival, the celebration reaches its climax.
Lanterns made from wood, paper or silk are carried
through the streets. These can be quite artistic, made in
the shape of birds or other animals with movable parts.
Everyone goes to watch the parade. Colorful dragon,
We get red envelopes every year with pretty
designs on them. My grandma takes out her
made of paper and silk, some 100 feet
long, is carried on the shoulders of
~.
W:>~ST£A 1110
address book to call all our relatives in Taiwan. I
"J0~
NI(~ have to say "Happy New Year" to everyone,
many men. The dragon is a symbol of strength and goodness.
' \
\l'.y~ even to people I don't know. This takes a
<!J
"
. ~<"..o
long time. When it gets late evening, my
Chinese years are not num- Q
'j;.
grandparents deci de to go home. We say
bered as ours are. Instead,
_~ •
. ~ our good byes and hug them.
they are associated with a ~
IJ'
series of twelve animals. The cJ. {f~-~~ PI
"Study hard and make us proud," my
New Year's celebrations are
~
"
~ grandpa says to my sister and I. We nod
~
and they leave.
.
\
t\Jl n. ~\
I'>r
observed in places with large +.
numbers of Chinese people. Visit
"~
\
• -t;bI always think of what'll happen to me in
the Chinatown and watch the fun.
~~tJ/"
\ ~oVll"
the future and which zodiac animal is up next.
•
....J.
.L,~~Il£l
-Erica
Stux, Califorma.
- M'lC heIe Chang, 16, New v~ork .

I'I'\ri9
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My Family Dumplings
For a long time, I was afraid of sharing my family
heritage, being surrounded with mostly European
American kids in my middle school and high school.
IfI had known there were more Asian kids like me out
there, I probably would have submitted sooner. This
piece is very personal to me and I'm well aware of
how terrifying it is to put yourself out there for people
to criticize. But I've decided to face the criticism
because writing means a lot to me. My family
celebrates our heritage throughfood and since this is
my first serious piece, I base it on my favorite food!

I almost crash headlong into a wall in my
excitement. The hazy New York sun filters through
the blinds as I enter the kitchen. "You hungry?" my
dad asks, leaning over the stove. My mom smiles at
me and continues folding the gritty dough, the meat
stuffing contained neatly inside. "How much longer
do I have to wait?" I question, restlessly springing
from one foot to the other, basking in the warm
afternoon light. "Twenty-five more minutes," my
dad replies, the same answer he gives every time
my parents make dumplings for dinner. As I watch
my father knead the dough and my mother stir the
stuffing, I see generations of my family repeat the
same ritual that my parents and I are participating in
now. Dough is the base, the foundation of each and
every dumpling. The ingredients are just as important
as the finished dough. I remember my hand diving
into the flour, the white, fluffy sand sifting through
my hands, and the lively stream of water that jets out
of the spout of the sink, then splatters into the large
bowl holding the flour.
Then there is the stuffing. Dumplings can be a
savory slab of meat placed inside a piece of dough or
a fresh, crisp selection of spring vegetables. For the
meaty type, my mother usually spends half an hour
to carefully select each material. Raw, soft chilies"
a sharp shot of vinegar, zesty ginger, all added to a
hunk of raw beef to form a rich, meaty paste is bound
to bring a grin to everyone's faces. Of course, if one
prefers a much lighter, health-conscious meal, one
might want to consider veggie-based dumplings.
Usually, my mother hands over selecting vegetables
to me. It is my job to find cabbage that is full of
flavor, mushrooms whose scent can spread to every
corner of the dumpling, lettuce that has the most
exquisite texture and parsley, one of the many ingrePage 8

dients that has the biggest power to lend the dumpling
its strong and spicy flavor. When I successfully
traipse home with all the ingredients in a plastic store
bag slung over my shoulder, my mother hauls a stool
to the kitchen counter and begins to mix. Then Mom
dumps a spoon of mixture, folds the corner of the flat
piece to the center of the almost-formed dumpling,
and places it gently on a metal tray.
A refreshing cold drink is necessary if you ever
eat dumplings. My family has a tradition of drinking
iced peach tea when wolfing down our afternoon
meal. The vision of my mom gently squeezing a split
peach, juice oozing out, a boiling cup of water poured
in, a teabag brought from China dipped in, one or two
ice cubes dropped with a clank, swim before my eyes.
When my mom sets aside the pitcher and returns to
mixing, I immediately scramble off the stool I'm
perched on and pour an overflowing glass of iced
peach tea. My mom frowns at me and I throw her a
sheepish look. Without a word, I get two more glasses
and pour tea for my parents.
And finally, the feast: blue-willow china platters
of vegetable and meat dumplings at the center of our
long, sturdy oak table! Dumplings that are tender and
when swallowed give the most tingly feeling of warm
breath rushing down the throat. Small bowls of sweet
dumpling dip, little chunks of ginger floating on the
surface of black vinegar surround each platter. And
there are cups of iced peach tea, waiting to quench
the most severe form of thirst.
Most precious are the smiles, stretching literally
from ear-to-ear on my parent's faces as they bite into
each dumpling. Dad sees in his mind's eye young
boys running and clamoring fiercely for a small basket of dumplings freshly cooked at the vendor's cart.
Teachers' impatient voices telling their reluctant students to please go to class, blend in with the students'
raucous yelling. The chaos escalates in intensity and
rises into the cold, wintry air. Mom sees teenage girls
wooing their boyish sweethearts with dumplings
wrapped in a clean sheet of foil and neatly tied with
string. These boys then turn around and gleefully
display their prizes to their jealous schoolmates. As
I look around the table, I see old traditions that will
never be lost in a family's simple meal of dumplings.

Skipping Stones

-Joy Guo, 14, New York.
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Sticky Chinese Food?
Let's name some favorite foods in America.
There is pizza (with no anchovies), ice cream
(with an endless number of toppings), cheesecakes, thick and juicy steak, and then your basic
fast foods: hamburgers, hot dogs and fries. Do
you notice anything in common about these
foods, other than the fact that they are extremely
tasty and fattening?
Give up? The answer is that none of these
foods are sticky. "Sticky?" you ask. Well, I can't
explain to you what I mean until I tell you about
two very sticky Chinese deserts.
I am half Chinese, from my mom's side of the
family. She was born in China and came to the
United States to attend college. She tells me a lot
about her life in China, especially about the
foods she ate there. Would you believe that only
wealthy families could afford to eat raisins?
I didn't really get to experience eating real
Chinese food until I was 8 years old. That was .
when my family and some of my Chinese
relatives went to China during our summer
vacation. On average, the food was great. But in
the morning, we had to drink powdered soymilk.
If you have ever drunk powdered soymilk, you'd
know what I mean. Not only is the "milk"
extremely sweet, but it also is chunky, even after
you've stirred it a lot. Every other aspect about
the food was really great, however.
The food in China wasn't like the normal
Chinese food you eat at the Chinese buffets and
restaurants here in America. My mom likes to
call the Chinese food here the "American version
of Chinese food." It's true. The only place you
get real Chinese food is in China. Here, people
use way too much butter, oil, and grease in food.
Also, there are many foods that are s~icky in
China. Most Americans aren't crazy about foods
that are sticky, even though they've probably
never tried a sticky dish before. Just the thought
of a sticky meal doesn't make them say, "Wow, I
want to eat that!"
Two of my most favorite Chinese deserts are
.Eight Treasure Rice and Sesame Bun-bun. Both
Vol. 17 no. 1

are sticky because they are steamed. Eight
Treasure Rice is not very sweet. It is made by
steaming rice, then stirring in a little oil, eight different types of nuts (the "Eight Treasures") and
some sugar. Then, the rice is steamed again. After
that, you shape it into a smooth round mound and
can choose to sprinkle the top with sesame seeds.
Most Americans might enjoy Sesame Bunbun because it is very sweet. I can assure you that
after trying this recipe, you will agree that sticky
foods can actually taste good. You will also get to
enjoy real Chinese food without having to take a
trip to China.
Sesame Bun-Bun
You'll Need:
1/2 cup of sugar
~ ~l
1/3 cup of sesame seeds
-"'::::._~ G
1/3 cup of finely chopped pecans
1 lb. of plain dough (yeast, flour, and water)
To Prepare: Flatten out the dough evenly, so that
it's about 1/4 of an inch thick. Cut 12 circles out
of the dough that are 2-3 inches in diameter. Mix
together sugar, sesame seeds, and pecans to make
the filling. Evenly pile some filling in the center
of each circle. Gather the edges of the dough, and
pinch them together so that the filling is closed
inside the bun-bun. Steam the bun-buns for 1/2
hour. Makes 12 servings. Enjoy!
-Kathryn Keck, Georgia.

::::::::=

The words are like fish
Darting ahead
Evasive
Waiting for the proper net
To harness them
Poetry is like a net
Catching beauty
Holding the words in place
I am the fisherman
Casting the net
.
Mastering the words

~--Connie Clive, 13, Pennsylvania.
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Jessie and I
"How are you doing Jessie?" I talk to Jessie over
the fence and pat her back. She nods gently to greet
me. I can tell that she is eager to see me again. Jessie
is my friend. She is tall and incredibly beautiful.
"Jessie has long legs that are as beautiful as a prima
ballerina's," my mom once said. And boy, can she run
fast! She can run faster than all the people at school,
maybe anyone in the world. What's more, she can eat
a whole bucket of food for breakfast without growing
fat! Jessie is certainly no ordinary friend; you've
probably figured out by now that Jessie is a horse.
It is rather unusual for a Chinese girl to love
horses, for most of them are intimidated by the huge
animal. They think horses may gallop away with no
warning, dragging the rider with them. Having come
from a Chinese family, I had this concept implanted
into my head. Nevertheless, I have found that horses
are civilized animals, and can often be friendly. "The
first thing about the horseback riding is to build a
bond between you and the horse," said Victoria, my
instructor. Before I even got to ride Jessie, I spent a
lot of time brushing and washing her. That is how the
friendship started. To love a horse, you have to know
it. Knowing a horse is not just remembering its markings, its saddle, and its bridle. You have to know its
feelings, for they have most sensitive ones. You do
not really know a horse until you feel what it feels.
My braided hair flew behind me as I trotted up
the trail. The quick plodding of Jessie's feet sounded
like music to my ears. I kept in time with Jessie; it
was almost like we were one. Each time that she
bobbed her head down, my rein hand also went down
with it. I loved to be out on the trail. In front of me
was the lush meadow and glorious view of Sonoma
Mountains. It was also wonderful to have full control
of something that I liked and cared for. With each step
that Jessie took, I could imagine myself on an Arabian
stallion, galloping into a beautiful flaming sunset. As
I guided and steered Jessie away from low branches
and high bushes, I envisioned myself as a jockey in
full riding habit, taking a golden mare over huge,
breathtaking jumps.
"You have a natural talent with horses," a helper
in Victoria's Stables commented after he noticed that I
Page 10

True and Loyal Friends

approached a pony. That pony normally ran away
when strangers got close to him. But this time, he
didn't. People may think that animals cannot be
friends with humans because they cannot talk, but that
is not true. Jessie has her own way of communicating
with me. Through snorts and stomps, she can tell me
what she wants, and she understands my signals, too.
Jessie has taught me so much more than I have taught
her. Even when I am not doing anything, she will
follow the trail, without me having to rein her in.
You might think that I would be the one guiding
Jessie. Instead, Jessie guides me. She has so much
more experience than I do. Jessie looks over me like
a friend or even a mother would.
One day while I was brushing Jessie, Thomas,
another student at day camp, asked me why I wasnt
buying a saddle like he was. He asked, "Do you live
on a ranch?" I shook my head. He followed that with
"Do you live on a farm?" That got the same response
from me. And finally: "Then do you live in town?"
Jackpot! "Doh, so that's why you're not getting a
saddle." Thomas is a real cowboy from Wyoming.
He thought everyone lived on a ranch or a farm. That
seems funny but sometimes I wish that I lived on a
ranch, just so that I could be with a horse of my own.
Come to think about it, if I had the chance to have
a horse, I would most definitely choose Jessie. She is
trustworthy, smart and loyal. In just one summer, she
and I became intimately close, though she was more
like a big sister. Jessie was very brave, too. One time,
when I was riding her on the trail, the horse in front
of me suddenly shied as its rider tried to take off a
branch of poison ivy from the trail. Instead of bucking
and running away as the horse ran into her, She stood
firm. I was able to maneuver her away from the other
horses until things calmed down. You may think that
ever since that incident I have been afraid of riding.
That's not true. That incident has made me braver,
just one of many things that Jessie has taught me.
Many times, I come to Victoria's stables, not to
ride, but just look at Jessie. What a beautiful animal
she is. The small reddish brown spots upon the pure
white background dazzle me. The ivory colored mane
and tail look more stunning than an elephant's tusk.
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The perfectly shaped ears point high, listening for
any sign of movement. The enormous brown eyes
seem alert and watchful. The long legs slowly curve
into the round hooves, newly shod with iron shoes.
They stand, waiting for the command to gallop.
I like to talk to Jessie a lot; she is a good listener.
I can go on and on about my petty problems, the
quarrels with my sister, and she never interrupts.
What is more, she never tells my little secrets to
other people. I wish my human friends could be like
that. Jessie is a half Arabian and half American
quarter-horse. From her mother, she inherited the
kind and gentle temperament; from her father, she
had that winning character, intense and competitive.
In some ways, she is just like me.
"I can't believe that you love horses; they are
disgusting!" my older sister Yiren once said. Yiren
and I are so different that I sometimes wonder
whether we are true siblings or not. She hates anything with more than two legs. My dad had a theory
about why I am interested in horses. He said that
pre-teen girls are longing for something big and
handsome. Once they get older, they will move on
to other targets such as boys. I think that they are all
wrong. (Jessie is not the biggest horse in the world,
being only fourteen hands.) Horses can be true and
loyal friends.
If I have to
choose
between
horses and
boys who are
good at nothing but video
games and
teasing girls,
I would
choose horses
every time.

-Yanran
Lu, Chinese
American,
5th grade,
California.

New Year's Day in Korea
I like New Year's Day because our whole
family gets together. In Korea, New Year's Day
is a big holiday. Korean people pray to their
ancestors. A long time ago, almost all Korean
people were farmers. They prayed for harvest
and for the next year. If you had a good year,
you would say something like, "Thank you for
giving our family a good year and give us a
good year next time, too." If you had a bad
year, you'd probably pray, "I had a bad year,
but give me a good year this time."
My favorite special meal is on New Year's
Day. Before we eat, we put the food on our
long table in a neat order. First, we pray. Then
each person bows. All people who are younger
than you bow to you. After the children bow,
the adults give them money. Something different about New Year's Day and Thanksgiving is
that each has a different kind of bowing. You
fold your legs and put your hands together, left
hand on top of your right hand, or opposite (It
depends on whether you are a boy or a girl).
We put our hands on our forehead and put the
hands and forehead on the floor. After we pray
and bow, we finally get to eat.
There is a special rice cake soup. It's very
tasty. There are other foods but they are not that
special. When we are done eating, we play a
family game that is called Yut-Nolee. This
game has four sticks that you toss to determine
how far to move your pieces on the gameboard.
If you get caught by somebody you lose two of
your pieces. To win, you must have all four
pieces in the first place.
When I think about New Year's Day, I feel
sad because my grandma died three months
before New Year's Day. What I don't like about
New Year's Day is that we have to wear
traditional Korean dresses. It's pretty, but not
comfortable.
-Eun-Byeol Goh, 11, Seoul, South Korea.
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Q::a1ta6ata (Star Festival)
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J-lave you ever wished upon a star, or before
blowing out your birthday candles, or while
pulling a wishbone? If you think that hoping and
wishing are fun, you are not alone. People all
over the world have special ways to make wishes.
In Japan, there is a yearly festival devoted to
hopes and dreams. It is called Tanabata (seven
evenings) and occurs on July 7th. Like many
other holidays, there is more than one good story
behind the celebration. The story I was told by a
Japanese friend goes like this:

A long, long time ago, a man met a woman in
the sky where they lived. His name was
Hikoboshi and her name was Orihime. They fell
in love. Everyday they spend all of their time
together and neglected their work.The god of the
sky became angry and separated them by a river
of stars. Although Hikoboshi and Orihime were
sad, the god of the sky would not let them cross
the river. Finally, on the seventh day of the seventh month, he let them cross the river to meet.
All year Hikoboshi and Orihime wait for their
dream of being together to come true on July 7th.
Tanabata has its roots in a Chinese star festival introduced in the eighth century to Japan. In
the Chinese legend, the star Altair is a cowherd
and the star Vega is a weaver girl. The two meet
on July 7th but are separated by the Milky Way
for the rest of the year.
Over time, the festival has become Japanese,
with its own special customs, which are observed
throughout the country. People offer vegetables
and fruits of the season to the stars. The branches
of cut bamboo are decorated with strips of paper,
called Tanzaku, upon which a poem or dream is
written. Dreams and wishes are offered to the
stars, in hopes they will come true. Later, the
slips of paper are dropped into a river.
One of the most famous Tanabata festivals
in Japan takes place in Sendai City in Miyagi
Prefecture. Each year this celebration attracts two
million Japanese tourists. Decorations are made
of washi (Japanese paper) and origami (folded
paper art) and hung on bamboo poles mounted on
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both sides of the street
in downtown Sendai City.
Thousands of folk dancers
'
.
in light summer Kimono
.~
and flower decorated straw
hats dance throughout the town after dark.
For my friend, Tanabata is a favorite festival.
She loves the way it helps to keep the legends
and folklore of Japan alive. If you have access to
the Internet, visit: www.intercraft.co.jp/tanabata1996/outline.e.html, sponsored by the Sendai
Tanabata Executive Committee. You can email
your wish or dream to the committee. Someone
will write your dream on a Tanzaku and hang it
with the others from Japan and around the world
at the Sendai Tanabata Festival. Whether you
send your wish far away or hang a Tanzaku at
home, here's hoping your dreams will come true!

·l
\

-Denise Burke Arai, Andover, Massachusetts.

Sky Gazing with Dad away from
the Lights of Ojai, California
The resplendent moon hovers high
in the summer.
The stars tremble
in their sheer blanket of darkness.
The clouds creep silently across
the expanse of constellations,
pushed by the invisible wind
that sings through the tree tops.
You cradle my sister against your chest
and pull me into a one-armed embrace.
The air carries a mist
that numbs our cheeks
as I gaze into the endless sky.
Our serenity shattered by a blessing
from another world, a shooting star
to illuminate out minds.
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Kabuki-za:

A Japanese Play through the Byes of a Foreign Viewer

The lights dim down and you are alone in a
new world. The music is shimmering its way into
your ears and what you see before you is no
longer a stage. You see the actors, but they no
longer are actors. You are drawn into their world
and the stylized way they walk and talk no longer
seems odd. Nor does the disinterested voice of
the explanatory audio guide in your ear make the
events of the play you are witnessing seem in any
way less real.
The story is simple, but then, so are all
ancient tales. The language the characters are
using is as out-of-date as that of Shakespeare,
.and even the Japanese themselves might sometimes (as some friends of mine have at various
times pointed out) have trouble figuring out what
was meant by a certain sentence.
You see before you trees, cut in fancy waves
(you take no heed of the fact that they are made
of cartons). The actors are wearing kimonos
(literally "wearable"). The story is romantic and
you are fully drawn in, but you still never really
forget what you have been told about the special
drum which helps stress certain moments, such
as the fall of a handkerchief-which sounds like
a pistol shot in the quiet of the theater.
You lean forward, trying to understand at
least something of what the actors are saying.
On your left, the stage extends into the seats,
so that the actors virtually pass the audience on
their way to the main stage. This extension is
usually used when the play involves processions,
traveling, and parts such as these.
In the middle of the main stage there is a
house. This is set on a rotating round platform.
The rotating platforms on the stages of the
western theaters have been borrowed from the
Japanese kabuki, as have been, indeed, 'most of
the theatrical inventions, such as trap doors.
Indeed, kabuki is wonderfully complex in that
sense also.
The first act ends, and the curtain is drawn.
Not automatically, but by four people, pulling it
across the stage at a run.
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In Kabuki, the stage workers and assistants
invariably wear black costumes. There is something of an unspoken agreement between the
audience and the theater that whatever is black
on stage is invisible. Thus, when a bird appears
on the stage, it is held up by a long black pole
which is held by a stage assistant in black. This
signifies that neither the pole, nor the stage assistant exist.
The most famous fact about kabuki is that the
actors are exclusively male. Originally, kabuki
wa created by an actress, and was played
exclusively by women, but the government at
that time forbade women to act in it because the
plays tended to border on the immoral. A boykabuki followed, but was forbidden on the same
grounds. Ultimately,
all-male kabuki was
established. This is
the tradition that we
still observe today.
The bell sounds.

Once you go back
to your seat, you begin to feel the world of the
play coming up on you again, like a mist.
A new character appears. Someone in the
back yells out a word. The voice in your ear tells
you that this is an inseparable part of any kabuki
performance, the fans crying out the name of an
actor's house. The audio guide warns you in a
confidential tone not to try this, as the timing and
the intonation are so important, that only "professional" fans can do this correctly.
You try to discern the face of the man who
has just cried out. He looks like anyone you'd
meet on a street.
You sit back again, wondering.
Again there is laughter and once more the
audio guide explains the essence of the joke.
When the play ends, and the curtain is drawn,
you stand up from your seat, gather your belongings, and let yourself be born by the human flow
towards the exit.
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-Natasha Petrovskaia, Russian student, Japan.
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I am from African masks once worn by my forefathers,
dance slippers weathered by many past performances,
glistening Australian crystals and
piles of magazines.
I am from basketballs and soccerballs,
gardening tools rusted with age,
dusty playsets once used as settings for my tea parties,
and elderly swings that have given me yesterday's bruises.
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I am from the respected elders, Virginia and Sam,
the know-it-alls and well-loved cousins,
the "Go on girl!," the "Poor Mummy!"
and "I'm sick and tired of being sick and tired!"
I am from the past and present barbeques,
com on the cob fresh and buttered,
the ribs grilled to perfection,
and the well-known leftovers days later.
I am from collected notebooks on a dusty shelf,
the "concoctions" called art projects from years and years of practice,
the chipped photos held to the refrigerator by "We're #1!" magnets,
the coffee table hiding album after album of days only in my ancestors' minds,
and I am from those memories like snapshots in time
that remind me of life's many subtle wonders!

~
.•....
,

,"

,."
.

...:.

-Edirin Okoloko, African American, 12, Michigan. Art by Lindsay Monroe.

What's In A Name?
Many names, many origins, many meanings.
But unlike most people, my name is an actual
description of who I am. I would much rather be
named Skii or Alize or something poetic and
beautiful, but I'm not. My name is Clarice.
Plain, simple, and boring.
It's French for clear and bright. So, it means
pure and intelligent, which comes in handy most
times. I was named after my grandmother. I will
carry on the legacy with my children.
Most of my family calls me by my fIrst and
middle name-Clarice Constance. But, to avoid
the tonguetwisters, I'm called C.C. for short.
Some may think it's cute, but with four sisters
named Cheri, Kandi, Mahogany and Demi, my
name just seems quite dull!
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Occassionally, someone will mistake me for
'Claire' or 'Clarissa.' You'd think I'd be upset,
but after thirteen years of it, why bother!? Most
pronounce it 'Claireese' but it's actually to be
said 'Clu-reece'.
But, I must say, I'd rather be called by my
Indian name, which is Skushi. Its definition is
'Beautiful Spirit.' But only at home, in case of
embarassment at school.
In the end, I'm sure that we will find our
name means absolutely nothing, when determining who we are, or hope to be. Now, you already
know what my name means, so try to fInd the
meaning behind yours.
-Clarice Redding, 14, Florida.
Readers: What does your name mean? What does
your name say about you? Write or email us!
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Gotta Be The Shoes
"On your mark!" Malik shouted, as Kwame, were pumping just as fast as my heart. I was
Russell, Brian and I lined up at the corner of almost there, just a few more yards. I started to
Johnson Street. I had been beaten in every race smile. I'd lost every race since school was out
we had to the end of the block all summer, but and now I was about to finally win. At least I
not this time. This was my day. Not only did I thought I was going to win, when out of nowhere
tum nine years old today, but my mom bought Kwame seemed to fly right past me and beat me
me the new XL 5000 cross trainers. With shoes to the finish line.
like these, how could I lose?
When the race was over, I asked Kwame how
Turning to my left I noticed Tina Jenkins he beat me. He was bent over, with his hands on
sitting on her porch, watching us with a cream his knees like the rest of us.
soda in her hand. She was thirteen. Her dark skin
"I-I-just ran," he said, still panting.
shone from that sweet-smelling body oil she
"But I have on the XL 5000s." I looked down
always wore that left little pieces of glitter all
at my shoes, still new and looking good. I even
over her. Long black curly hair fell down around
had the matching socks.
her shoulders and her thick, full lips glistened
"Good race, bro," said Malik, patting Kwame
from her favorite lip gloss. It might have been
on the back. "Let's go again."
Passion Mango flavor but I wouldn't know.
"Sure," Kwame said.
Russell said he knew because he'd "~!lJlld
, I was shocked. I had the best shoes,
kissed her once. I don't believe him.
~~.,.1 the ones the commercials said would
He told us he had once kissed Tyra
. :} make me jump higher, run faster, be
Banks, which was quite funny since
stronger, and I still lost. But the biggest
we all knew he had never been out
shock
of all was that when I looked
of the city of Flint, Michigan.
at Kwame's feet, I noticed he wasn't
Looking at everyone's shoes I
wearing any shoes or socks at all. He had
was glad that I was the only one who
taken them off after the blue car went by.
had on a new pair. And not only were they
---Ron Gatewood, African American, Michigan.
new, they were XL 5000s, the same shoes all the
best athletes wore on the TV commercials.
Editor's Note: Have you had similar experiences,
"Get set!" Mark shouted, and my body where you found yourself in the author's shoes? How
tensed. Kwame started to run, causing Russell often do you really believe in the claims made in Tv
and Brian to jump into action before they all COMMERCIALS you watch or other slick advertiserealized no one had said "go." They came back to ments you see in newspapers and magazines?
the starting line. A blue cadillac came down the
street and we all moved out of the way, letting it
Thinking of You
pass before getting back in place.
I am lying in my bed, wrapped around in
Malik didn't waste any time. "On your mark!
the warmth of my blanket,
Get set! Go!"
thinking of you,
We took off down the street. Malik was just a
Wondering where you are.
little ahead of me but I wasn't worried- I had the
Even though it's cold outside, I can see you
shoes. As I gained on him I could hear his rubber
in a warm, happy place
soles hit the pavement slightly slower than mine.
where the trees are green and the birds fly
Suddenly, I was in the lead. I could see the finish
high and free.
line and with it, victory. Tina would be
-James Bandremer, 17, New York.
impressed, I thought to myself. My little legs
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My Palestinian Friends
Little butterflies fluttered around inside my
stomach. Would the people I would be spending the
next two weeks with like me? Would I like them?
How well would we communicate with each other?
My church, deeply concerned about the problem
in Israel and Palestine, had decided to bring seven
Palestinian teens to our small American town of Old
Lyme, CT. The church wanted to give them a chance
to get outside their town of Beit Sahour to a different
world. We also wanted to show them we cared about
what was happening and that not all Americans hated
Palestinians or Israelis. I was asked by our church to
do activities with them and my family was going to
host two girls my age for the second week.
When the seven visitors arrived late at night
with their chaperone, they told us that they had spent
a couple months planning the visit, and trying to
convince the Israelis to let them out of Palestine.
At the picnic the day after they arrived I introduced myself to one of the visitors. Her name was
Dalia and she was my age. I could understand her
quite well and she was fun to be with. All my fears
vanished! I introduced her to the people I knew, and
she introduced me to the other Palestinian kids. I
couldn't help wondering what they thought about all
the things that were so different from what they were
used to: the food, the houses, and the culture.
Over the next week, we had so much fun. I met
new people from my area and got to know the
visitors. They told stories of their everyday lives,
melting everyone's hearts in our church. We learned
that a wall with checkpoints surrounded their town
and soldiers were in the streets every day. The sounds
of gunshots and curfews were normal. It was the life
they had always known. They were able to laugh at
times when they felt scared or threatened.
I learned so much from my new friends by reaching out to them. They were open to questions about
their lives. Many people asked what they thought the
solution was to the problems they faced. Being so
inexperienced in the world of politics, they knew only
that they wanted peace. They also stressed how unfair
it was that America was only helping Israel and
giving them weapons. It was heartbreaking to hear
their feelings and personal experiences with violence.
Local newspapers wrote about the inspiring youth.
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We took a trip to New York City that I will never
forget. From seven in the morning to twelve at night
we visited the U.N., Times Square, museums and
more. The Statue of Liberty meant the most to them.
Fireworks on the fourth of July reminded them of the
sound the Israeli soldiers.
On the second week, Rola and Dalia moved into
my room, chatting endlessly in Arabic. It felt so
special to have them live with me. We laughed
together and discussed our lives. I was touched to
hear Rola say that before she came to America, she
thought all Americans hated Palestinians because we
supported Israel. She said that now she was very
sorry that she had ever thought that. Everyday we
would hug each other and they would say, "Sara, we
are going to miss you so, so much." And I'd say, "Me
too, but let's not think about it yet!"
More activities flew by. In Palestine they had a 6
p.m. curfew so we decided to have a classic
American sleepover, something they had never experienced. They told us that there were no places to go
or things to do for their age group because of the war.
They loved singing Arabic songs while the
Palestinian boys drummed. They weren't afraid to
perform in front of people. At the farewell, they gave
their drum to the church. They had given us many
gifts, and to me they gave the gift of friendship.
Now that Daria and Rola are gone, I miss and
worry about them all the time. I hope for peace for
their home. They said no matter how nice America
was, they could never live here because they would
miss their home too much. I could tell that no matter
what happened, they'd love their home, Beit Sahour.
I miss Daria and Rola's Arabic accents and their
happy way of looking at life. I'm keeping in contact
with them via e-mail. I'm glad we have done a small
thing for peace by giving them hope and encouragement. Someday I hope to see my friends again.
-Sara Sargent, 15, Connecticut.
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" I keep wondering what we could have done to prevent the war in Iraq. Have you ever heard of a
war being set in motion between two nations, and then the war is called off?" -Victor
Dear Victor: There is a famous such event in South America. Conflicts repeatedly arose over the
boundary between Chile and Argentina. No clear line marked the division, since it was known that the
border ran along the high Andes mountains. Accusations were charged from one country against the
other country for exploiting the river or invading mountains to build mines. Each country felt taken
advantage of, and fueled the frenzy of preparation for war.
It was the beginning of the 20th century. Argentinean
Bishop Benavente and Chilean Bishop Java challenged the
citizenry: "Killing soldiers from both countries will not
determine where the true boundary belongs. Those deaths
are useless. Instead let the populations of both countries
request the King of England to send scholars who will"
fairly decree a wise solution to a just boundary between
Chile and Argentina." To the relief of all, that proved to
be a very successful plan.
To cement relations the two countries combined their
resources and built a railroad from Chile's capital,
Santiago, to Argentina's capital, Buenos Aires, to be able
to travel back and forth across the Andes mountains.
Grateful for the peace and goodwill established, eager to
make the peace last forever, the Bishops proposed that
both countries melt the bronze cannons and other weapons
of war and build out of them a huge statue of Christ, to
be placed on the boundary line between the two countries.
The statue was raised March 13, 1904. Over 3,000 people
climbed
the 13,000 ft. mountain. People from Argentina
Illustration by Lindsay Monroe, Eugene.
slept on the Chile side and Chilean people slept on the
Argentina side of the statue to demonstrate their trust in each other.
As the last rays of the sun shone against the snowy peaks, Bishop Carlos of Chile spoke the final
words of dedication, now etched on a plaque:

"Sooner shall these mountains crumble into dust than Argentineans
and Chileans break the peace sworn at the feet of Christ the Redeemer."
Victor, I wonder what the Bishops would have suggested to the leaders of the United States
and Iraq to lead them to a lasting period ofpeace? For example,
~ neither nation is permitted to develop weapons ofmass destruction.
~ all nations using oil must obey very stringent environmental laws.
~ a Council of individuals, consisting of persons like Nelson Mandela who have proven their
ability to lead with selflessness for the common good of
humanity, is appointed to rule in international conflicts.
In Peace,

Vol. 17 no. 1

Skipping Stones

Page 17

/IVai Passar!" Samba Music for Everyone
The students at Burroughs School in Chicago
were gathered in the gym. It was time for the
concert to start, but the stage was empty. The
students began to fidget in their seats. Suddenly,
they heard the sound of drumming in the hallway
and soon the beat became louder and louder. The
doors opened and a parade of musicians danced
into the gym. The men and women playing drums
and shakers were performing Samba music from
Brazil. It wasn't long until everyone in the school
was on their feet and dancing.
The Story ofSamba
When a Samba group parades down the
street, the children yell, "Vai passar!" in Brazil,
the largest country in South America, That shout
means "It's coming!" in Portuguese, the language
of Brazil. The origins of Samba music began long
ago when Africans from Angola and Congo were
brought to Brazil as slaves. Over the years,
African styles of dance, drumming, and singing
blended with the music of Europe and native
Brazil, and Samba was born.
The words of many Samba songs tell stories.
The stories are about the slaves and poor people
of Brazil and their struggles to find freedom and
fair treatment. A Samba song can be slow or fast.
but all Samba music has a strong rhythm that
makes everyone want to dance. At Burroughs
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School, the students were invited to dance in the
Samba parade. LeeRoy, a sixth grader, said, "We
liked the part when we got up and danced! After
we sat down, we just wanted to get back up."
Escola de Samba
A group of Samba musicians is called an
Escola de Samba, which means "Samba school"
in Portuguese. An Escola de Samba in Brazil
may be as large as 5000 musicians and dancers.
These large Samba groups perform every year
at a festival called Carnaval.
The American Escola de Samba that performed at Burroughs School had only ten
members, but it was big enough to create a
large Samba sound. This escola was formed in
Chicago when American trumpet player Chris
Hasselbring teamed up with Brazilian guitar
player, Luciano Antonio.
Chris was already a successful trumpet player
when he first heard Samba music. He loved the
Samba rhythms so much he asked Luciano to
teach him the Samba style. "Samba music is
contagious," said Luciano. "Once you learn that
Samba beat, it makes you want to join in."
One day Chris sold one of his trumpets and
used the money to buy a set of Brazilian musical
instruments. Chris and Luciano used those
instruments to start their own Escola de Samba.
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How to Build a Batucada
When Samba musicians parade
together, the music they play is called
the Batucada. For the Batucada the
musicians play only the percussion
instruments, like drums and shakers.
Chris remembers the ftrst time he
heard the loud and lively Samba
Batucada. "I couldn't believe that
every single person in the room,
young and old, got up and danced. I
thought, 'This is the way to show
kids the power of music. '"
To build a Batucada parade, each
percussion instrument adds
its own unique sound, like
the ingredients in a spicy
soup. Some instruments
you might hear are: the
surdo, the big bass drum,
the tamborim, a small
hand-held drum, or the
ago-go, a set of two bells.
One of the most unusual Brazilian instruments is
the cuica, a drum with a
stick attached to the inside.
The cuica sound is made
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by rubbing the stick with a damp cloth. The
friction makes the drum head vibrate. The sound
of the cuica is like a high pitched yelp. It was
originally used in Africa for lion hunting because
the sound is similar to the call of the female lion.
Fast Food Cuica
You've probably made a sound like a cuica
without even realizing it. When you buy a soft
drink in a paper cup with a lid, you may have
noticed that when you rub the straw up and
down inside the tight-fttting lid, it makes an odd
squeak. The squeak of the straw is very similar to
the sound of a cuica. Your straw is like the stick
and your cup lid is like the head of the drum
that vibrates.
Samba Groove
Luciano says, "It's
amazing what Samba
music can do for kids. It
gets them in a Samba
groove."
The students at
. Burroughs School agree.
Yasmany, a fourth grader,
said, "The Samba concert
was the best day of my
life. Now I want to be a
musician, too."
- Photos and text by
Ann Gadzikowski, Illinois.
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Travel School
Everybody loves vacations! People pay every
year for flights, hotels, tours, nice meals, trinkets and
tourist traps. They get pick-pocketed, scammed and
robbed , sometimes without even noticing. Often in
Third-World countries vacationers will go only to a
resort of some kind and stay there; they are not
exposed to the reality of the world they are visiting.
The only locals they see are those who work for the
resorts or in restaurants. They meet other traveling
tourists from various nations who are a great deal like
themselves. They hang out by the pool getting crispy
under the sun or on the crowded beaches.
All resorts look very much alike whether they are
in Bali or Negril. This is because many are owned by
a select group of corporations who have bought up
land with help from politicians in order to set up, say,
a Club Med on some previously untouched beach.
What is the point of spending all that time and effort
to pay for a man-made illusion? Isn't the idea of traveling to experience a new land, culture and environment? There is much more to be gained by taking the
back roads, supporting local establishments, veering
from the mainstream, and looking behind the fac;ade
of the resorts, expensive hotels with valet parking.
Traveling in a way that makes you feel integrated
into your new surroundings opens the door to greater
cultural awareness. In other words, it's important to
see and experience a world outside of our own, to
.
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learn that not everywhere it's like at home, and that
that might not be a bad thing.
America is such an expansive country, with long
distances between most state lines, let alone national
borders, that many people never travel abroad. In
comparison, Europe is far more diverse when it
comes to the number of different countries in an area
that is smaller than the U.S. Most Europeans speak
more than two languages and have traveled to their
neighboring countries. While regional and cultural
differences exist, along with stereotypes and generalizations, Europeans seem to have a much stronger
sense of community across borders.
The forces behind commercialized tourism have
created the misconception that traveling has to be
expensive. But that depends on a person's choice of
travel style. There is a whole world apart from the
resort towns and guided tourism that caters to middleor upper-class people. Once you experience this real
world, you'll never go back to the "package deals."
Why go somewhere to be amongst people that are
just like you? There is nothing new to be gained
there. I encourage all those why have the inkling to
travel or see the world to just go out and do it.

-Elke Celis-Richers is a Mexican-GermanAmerican student in Vancouver, Canada. Photo:
Mercado in a Mexican town by Michelle Bulgatz, Eugene.
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The Vikings
Most Vikings were very good sailors, but
many modem people don't know that the VIkings
were much more than that. They were talented
farmers, skilled craftsmen and exciting storytellers.
These people were called "Northmen" or
"Danes" because they lived in Northern countries
such as Sweden, Norway and Denmark. In later
years, they were called "Vikings," which means
"pirate" in the Norse language.
The Vikings never had a single king or ruler
because they came from different countries. They
The Vikings knew how to store and cure fish,
were divided into clans, each of which had its meat, fruits and vegetables. Also, they went out
own warriors, free people and lots of slaves to do into the woods and collected wild plants. They
the hard work.
found vegetable roots and berries. Fishing and
A blacksmith was an important craftsman for trading gave them more variety in their diet. They
the Vikings because he was skilled at turning seasoned food with garlic, mustard and spices
iron ore into metal and making weapons and they received from trading with people from
household goods. His shop, called a "smithy," Eastern countries such as Russia and China. They
contained a furnace and air bellows that kept the dried, pickled, smoked and salted fish and meat.
fire hot. He used tongs, hammers and an anvil to Each farmhouse had a cold food storage room.
make swords, shields, jewelry and many goods
Storytelling was an important part of VIking
people needed.
life. Stories were about bravery
The Vikings loved boats and
and make- believe creatures
sailing on the ocean. They built
such as dragons and they were
passed from person to person.
and sailed many kinds which
were used for fishing and carrying
They liked to talk about their
people and cargo. Their favorite
gods and heroes. Storytelling
ship was called the longboat.
was done at parties and feasts.
These boats had decorations
The Vikings did not have any
such as a dragon's head on the
way to write things down, so
bow of the boat and the sail had
when other Europeans met the
bright red stripes. They invented
Vikings, they were the ones
a rope rigging system that moved ~!.l 1,i t
f who wrote down the stories.
}
t
No one knows why the
the sail. Vikings also gave their
boats special names.
I j'
( Vikings became pirates and
1 / J ~ , '. _
1 i raiders. Some scientists think it
The Vikings were able to live
in cold, northern countries i I I' (L \ . ~'-: -1' I <,:
was because of their fast ships.
~.-:- -- - --!J" o""-t
Others believe Christian monks
because they were farmers and t;·
.~! I~
. .'.'
were trying to change their
raised livestock. Each family had
a farm, and the clan's leader had the largest one. pagan religion. The Vikings were a great and
Everyone in the family or clan worked on the intelligent people who have been misunderstood
farm. Children helped with the crops and took and given a bad reputation in history.
care of the livestock and other farm animals.
-Devlin Godfrey, grade 5, California.
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<l:here are many people who walk in and out of my life, but
one in particular will always amaze me: my dance teacher. Her
movements teach me how to do the thing I love best: Dance.
She is my best friend in many ways. I'd like to call her my
big sister, because that's how I see her. She taught me to dance
through my heart and soul. She has been my role model for
years, inspiring me to dance like I've never danced.
She is such a perfect young adult. That means more to me
than she knows. She is who I see myself becoming, and is who
I want to become. She showed me my path to my inner-self
and helped me let it show to others. I know now to love myself
for who I am. All I have said is true, even though she may not
know it.
Through letting go, holding on, and trying to get over my
fears, she's been there every second of the way. She is some
kind of guardian angel. She's been through everything and
anything I'll ever go through. That helps me feel secure.
Through all of her kind words, I have learned more about
life. To me, dancing is not just a hobby, but a passion. I fmd
it a beautiful way to speak your mind and let go. It takes me
away when I'm scared or upset, because she taught me how.

Cah !J Keep ljou?
You're my idol, my role model
So please, can I keep you?
I think that you're an angel,
Sent down from heaven.
God sent you just for me.
You're a dream come true, so please,
Can I keep you?
You're the big sister,
That I've been waiting for.
Big sisters are kisses,
Blown to you by guardian angels,
So please, can I keep you?
You fill me with confidence,
Like no one ever could.
Not even my own mother.
You help me with my problems,
Like never before.
I need you in my life today,
So please, can I keep you?

Thanks to her, I'm stronger and I can do what I feel
is important in my life. The dance floor is where (..\.",.
I clear my mind and let go. She is my dancer.
\~::~ "-""",,or:
-Natalie Starver, 14, Pennsylvania.
~'

-Lindsay Schreiber, 13, Pennsylvania.
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Y-O'l Keeps

~~

IJ6uela

"Let me lie down now," She told me
My sister is for keeps;
,
~, '\ :::;'\ "I have been dancing for too long
An angel to be treasured.
It's your turn
With her loving tenderness,
To stomp on the fields
She fills my heart with memories.
And
make the rains come
We've had our share of struggles.
I've carried my share
And my sister taught me those times turn out for good.
Of stones and children
My sister is my constant companion,
It's your tum
To share secrets, smiles and hurts.
To rise as the sun
She gives the best hugs when things go well,
And sip tea on sunny porches
And especially when they don't.
So let me lie down now
My sister will always be there,
Let
me
leave you here as I wander
Because sisterhood lasts forever!
A child once again."
-Laura Farrar, 15, California. Laura writes, {(I passionately
-Catherine Carberry, 16, Puerto Rican
want to reach out to teenagers who come from hard backgrounds
and those that struggle with their families with a message of
American, New Jersey. Her abuela (grandlove and hope. I was inspired to write this poem while thinking
mother) in Puerto Rico didn't speak English.
of what to write in my sister's birthday card. I scribbled down
Catherine expresses her memories of her
pages of thoughts, and later I selected some for this poem."
abuela through vivid images in this poem.
'",',

~
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The Childhood of a Genius: Paul Robeson
F HIed with joys and sorrows, defeats and
triumphs, the journey through childhood can
determine the course of our lives. This was
certainly true for Paul Robeson.
Paul Robeson has been described as one of
the most gifted men of the 20th century. He was a
renowned singer, actor, athlete, and civil rights
activist. His fIrst major success came in 1924, in
Eugene O'Neil's "All God's Chillum Got Wings"
and "The Emperor Jones." In the 1930s, he
performed in a London production of Othello and
a Broadway revival of Showboat, which featured
Robeson's dramatic rendition of "01' Man River."
He was also the fIrst African-American soloist to
present an entire program of spirituals.
At Rutgers University, he was the fIrst black
All-American football player. He also lettered in
baseball, basketball, and track. After Rutgers,
he earned a law degree from Columbia.
Paul Robeson was born in
Princeton, New Jersey on Apri19,
1898. He was the youngest son of
Maria Bustill and William Robeson.
Maria was a school teacher and
William preached at the Witherspoon
Street Presbyterian Church.
Young Paul suffered from the
untimely death of his mother. It
left a lasting impression on his
life. "I cannot say that I remember my mother, though my memory of other
things goes back before her tragic death. I was six
when she was fatally burned in a household accident. I remember her lying in the coffm, and the
funeral, and the relatives who came, but it must
be that the pain and shock of her death blotted out
all other personal memories," Robeson wrote in
his autobiography, Here I Stand (Beacon, 1959).
A residue of fear, guilt, and self-doubt
hovered over Paul but Reverend Robeson eased
his son's trauma. Pop, as Paul called him, was
reliable, predictable, and available, providing his
son with a secure home.
He remembered his father as the source of his
strength and inspiration: "The glory of my
Vol. 17 no. 1

boyhood years was my father. I loved him like no
one in all the world."
"Though my father was a man of ordinary
height, he was very broad of shoulder and his
physical bearing reflected the rock-like strength
and dignity of his character. How proudly, as a
boy, I walked at his side, my hand in his, as we
moved through the people."
There must have been moments when Paul
felt the sorrows of a motherless child, but what he
remembered most was an abiding sense of
comfort and security. "I got plenty of mothering,
not only from Pop and my brothers and sister
when they were home, but from the whole of our
close-knit community."
In his world there was the warmth of songs,
songs of love and loving, of trials and triumphs,
and of the healing comfort found in the Spirituals.
"Yes, I heard my people singing-in
the glow of parlors, on summer porches
sweet with lilac air, from choir lofts and
Sunday morning pews. My soul was
fIlled with their harmonies," Paul said.
Paul remembered something else
about Princeton, something easy to
describe: He became aware of a special feeling the African American
community had for him. People felt
he was destined for great things.
"You've got something, boy,"
people said. "Something deep down inside, that
will take you to the top. You'll see-sure as I'm
sitting here."
Many years later, Paul Robeson made a gallant attempt to acknowledge the role childhood
experiences played in his life. He introduces his
autobiography: "In the pages that follow, I do not
tell the story of my life since childhood, because
that is not the purpose of this book. Although
many later personal experiences are related in the
succeeding chapters, I have sought to present my
ideas about a subject that is infinitely more
important than any personal story: the struggle of
my people for freedom."
-John G. Hall, African American writer, N.C.
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JLnelia's Garden
To Amelia, it seemed the whole world had
traveled to Adams Avenue. Her neighbors came from
far away and spoke many languages. Amelia's grandmother said, "All those strange-sounding words, what
an awful noise!" Amelia thought the mixed-together
voices sounded like music.
Mrs. Yasdani chanted in Persian. Mr. and Mrs.
Quon shouted at their four unruly children in
Chinese. Mr. Leder and Mr. Strauss played chess and
bickered happily in Hebrew and German. Senor
Sanchez always greeted Amelia in Spanish,
"jBuenos dias! Good morning, Amelia."
~
When Amelia said buenos dias
ell
to Mrs. Yasdani, she turned away.
Mrs. Quon was leaning out h e r . . . .
window, hanging laundry. Amelia shouted,
"jBuenos dias!" Mrs. Quon screeched and r

seeds and a little shovel. Then she walked up Adams
Avenue to the lot across from Mrs. Yasdani's house.
The lot was piled with old tires and wooden
boxes, cans and cardboard, pieces of automobiles,
rags and ropes and cracked china cups. Cats hid
among the trash and hissed if anyone came close.
Amelia tugged a tire away. She turned the earth
with her shovel, scattered the marigold seeds and
covered them with dirt. Then she ran home for water
to pour over the seeds to make them grow.
One day, tiny green leaves pushed up from
the soil. Amelia called to Mrs. Yasdani, "My
marigolds are growing!"
"Okay."
Mrs. Yasdani broke a branch from the
geranium on her windowsill. She dug a hole for
the geranium in Amelia's garden, tucked dirt

That day, Amelia realized her
~ '~~+
Every day, Mrs. Yasdani carried water to
her geranium. Soon, the geranium grew new
neighbors didn't speak to each other.
Everyone said "hello" to Amelia. They
~
leaves. Amelia's marigolds grew little buds.
-..
Next, Amelia discovered two small palm
smiled and waved when she walked down the street.
Why did people talk to her, but not to each other?
trees near her marigolds. Senor Sanchez sloshed
Amelia asked her grandmother about it. Gran
buckets of water on the trees to keep them green.
said, "Peas grow in pods, crows fly in flocks."
Mr. Strauss and Mr. Leader pushed wooden
"What does that mean?"
boxes together to make a table and chairs in Amelia's
Gran explained, "People like people just like
garden. They unfolded their chessboard and played
there every afternoon.
themselves. They are afraid of anyone different."
"But Gran, people are just people."
Day after day, plants grew taller and the garden
"Yes, child, but their different languages make
grew larger. People admired Amelia's marigolds. Bit
them different."
by bit, they carried trash away and planted roses and
"That's the silliest thing I've ever heard," said
daisies.
Amelia.
Senor Sanchez planted corn. Gran planted blackeyed peas. Mr. Strauss planted tomatoes. Mr. Leader
Amelia studied what made people different. Mr.
Leader was fat, Mr. Strauss was thin. Mrs. Yasdani
planted lettuce so they could make salads. The
was short, Mr. Quon was very tall. Rich people lived
Quon's four unruly children filled stacked tires for
near the park, while Amelia's neighbors were poor.
blackberry vines.
Amelia decided people were not alike at all. They
In Amelia's garden, people talked to each other
only thought they were. Strangest of all, thinking you
and smiled. Senor Sanchez learned to say "Ni hao.
were the same as a few people made you different
Ni hao ma?," which means "Hello, how are you?" in
from everyone else.
Chinese. Mrs. Quon learned from Mrs. Yasdani that
the best part of Persian rice is the golden stuff on the
People were like flowers, all of them pretty in
their own way. Amelia imagined a garden with
bottom of the pot. Mr. Leder finally beat Mr. Strauss
nothing but blue petunias. How boring!
at chess and told everyone-twice, at least.
She could help her neighborhood be like a garden
Gran agreed with Amelia. All those different
brimming with every kind of flower.
languages did sound like music when you listened in
Amelia earned some money by babysitting the
just the right way.
Quon's four unruly children. She bought marigold
-Mariam Kirby, Texas.
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c

A swift curve
Slicing into my side
Piercing jumbled thoughts : \

o

Perfect sight thwarted
Glasses missing a lens
Half a vision

N

F

A broken comb
Stuck in tangled hair
Fighting to be free
An empty glass
Once filled
Now it lacks purpose

s

A slithering body
Moves closer
Allowing no escape

D

Diamonds

,i
1

They shine with their own despair
Dug up without anyone's care
Forced to leave their homes
Listening to countless moans

Lightning bolt
Striking the ground
Blinding thoughts

u

E

Poetry Page

:

Hearing young ones crying
Fearing that someone is lying

;

Frantically changing their lives
Happiness dying before their eyes
Hearing somewhat good news
Never changing their views
Finally coming out
To a place you'd never doubt.

l:

-Tonanzion Klote, 12, Oregon.
"My heritage is Mayan, Filipino and possibly
Japanese .. J wanted to show how hard it was for
the Japanese people who had to go to internment camps during WWII. They were forced to
leave their homes but they didn't give up."

Venomous teeth
Poison every compassionate thought
I:
Leaving sickening ideas
Once a smile
:! \
Forced upside down
\!
Now a depressing frown
\~ :<\~11l1[ffi
-Samantha Clifford, 16, New York.
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Pebbles
Down by the beach's shore,
Lay many pebbles,
Of different shapes and sizes,
A diversity of colors.
Lying there together,
Creating one endless mosaic,
Each giving a special silhouette, shade and dimension,
Each one making the group more beautiful.
As the tide comes in,
It takes one stone away,
But the tide also brings in
Anew one.
The pattern goes on.
Life goes on.
People.
-Meghna Nandi, grade 7,jrom India, Massachusetts.
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It's time to leave
~ i Time to start over
Pack your things and be on your way
This life is no longer livable
Let no tears escape from your eyes
For the journey that lies ahead
Will grant you strength
It will take you to a higher place
It will not be easy
But don't give up
You will never forget
The feeling of achievement
That circulates through your blood
As you close your eyes at night
Change is not easy to live by
So make wise choices
Pray for wisdom. You will succeed.
It's time to leave. Be strong.
-Nichole Sisk, 8th grade, Pennsylvania.
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The Frog's Nexl Meal
Having a frog for a friend was the last thing Craft
Writing Spider thought would ever happen to her.
When Glow, a very friendly but misunderstood frog,
moved into the garden, Craft Writing Spider thought
she was a monster. The only thing she could think
about was being the frog's next meal. Craft Writing
Spider decided to pay the frog a visit and ask her to
leave the garden. With a very nervous stomach, Craft
set out down the garden wall. She would rather risk
asking the frog to leave than live in fear of being her
next meal.
While walking down the garden wall, Craft
Writing Spider collided with a frantic butterfly.
"You almost knocked me into that pile of leaves!"
yelled Craft. "The last time I was knocked into those
leaves, it took me weeks to dig myself out," she said,
brushing herself off.
"I'm sorry, Mr. Spider," said the frantic butterfly.
"Excuse me, Butterfly," said Craft. "I
am not a mister."
"I have to go now," said the butterfly. "This garden is not a safe place,
as long as that giant frog is here."
Craft continued on her journey,
and passed three ants carrying suitcases.
"Are you moving into the garden?" said Craft.
/"\
"No way, Ms. Tick, we are leaving,"
<0 ""
~
said the tITst ant.
. '.. .. ,c, "We just moved in ~esterday and were
(
.
happy to be here," SaId the second ant.
!_
"Yeah, but that was before we saw
\.
that scary frog," continued the third ant.
Craft didn't bother telling the ants that
she was not a Tick, and simply replied, "Good
luck with your move." The ants scurried along, and
Craft Writing Spider continued on her journey.
Craft heard a loud buzzing sound coming up
behind her and turned around quickly. It was
a dragonfly, flying at top speed. When the
dragonfly saw the small spider walking so
slowly, he slowed down beside her.
"Hey, little black widow spider, hop on
my back and I will give you a ride out of the
garden," said the dragonfly.
"No, thank you," replied Craft loudly, trying
to speak over the noise from the dragonfly's wings.
"You might want to tmd a different home. There's
an insect-eating monster in this garden," said the

~
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dragonfly, and flew away.
Before Craft could take another
step, she heard crying coming from the
mushroom patch. She crawled down the wall to see
who was crying. To Craft's surprise, it was the frog.
Craft's heart began to beat faster. Before she could
muster enough courage to say anything, the frog
spoke.
"There's no need for you to run away. I'm leaving
this mean place," said a very sad frog.
"This garden was a very peaceful place until you
moved in and wanted to eat everyone for dinner,"
replied Craft, still a little shaky.
"What do you mean, Ms. Writing Spider? I don't
eat my neighbors for dinner," said the frog. "I want to
make friends."
Still a little shocked and greatly pleased that Frog
was the only one who knew she was a writing spider,
Craft walked a little closer to the frog. "I am very
sorry for thinking that you wanted to have me for
your next meal," said Craft, feeling bad for misjudging the frog.
"Today was an eye-opening day for me," said
Craft, still feeling foolish. "I met a butterfly, who
thought 1 was a mister, three ants who thought I was a
tick, and a dragonfly who thought I was a black
widow spider." By this time, the frog's tears had
turned into laughter.
"Why are you laughing, Frog?" asked Craft
curiously.
"The name is Glow," giggled the frog. "I'm
laughing because I just don't understand how someone could mistake a spider for a tick, or a writing
spider for a black widow."
"That really is ridiculous," laughed Craft. "But
when it happened, it really made me angry. 1 guess
I can understand why you would be upset with
everyone thinking you wanted them for your
next meal. I'm very sorry for judging you."
"I accept your apology," said Glow, so
happy that she had made a new friend. "Would
you like to come over to my house for dinner?"
"Yes, I would," answered Craft.
They enjoyed a wonderful dinner of rose
petals and tea, and they both lived happily in the
garden in peace.
-Kiki Ray, African-American, North Carolina.
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The Fish who Thought He Was Big: A folktale from Senegal
The water splashed as the hooks with worms hit
the surface of the small pond and sank to the bottom.
Silvery flashes of tiny fish circled the unfortunate
worms, which quickly became their lunch.

Wolof, who was conceited, said, "I agree. I must
swim to the big river and find other fish who are as
noble as I am. I've wasted my time staying with you
tiny fish. When the next flood comes, I will leave."

The boys sitting at the edge of the pond soon felt
a tug on the ends of their fishing poles. They pulled
up the lines only to find empty hooks. Expertly slipping fresh worms onto the hooks, they threw them
back into the water. Moments later, the hooks were
empty again.

Several weeks later, another huge storm flooded
the river, which swept across the village and into the
little pond. Wolof leapt for joy and started his journey.

Below the surface of the water, the oldest tiny
fish, Pular, yelled at the boys, "Throw us more
worms! We're still hungry!"
The rest of the tiny fish laughed and joked about
the boys who used hooks that were t'Oo large to catch
them. The tiny fish had lived this way for a long time,
happy and well-fed, far from the big river, where big
fish would eat them.
One day, a gigantic storm brought huge amounts
of rain. The river overflowed and flooded both
village and pond. Once the storm ended, the river
withdrew again, and the tiny fish found themselves
staring into the eyes of a very large fish.
"Weicome to our pond, large fish," said the
wisest tiny fish. "My name is Pular. We are small,
happy fish and the boys bring us worms to eat. What
is your name?"
"My name is Wolof," the big fish grumbled. I
don't think you tiny fish are worth my attention."
With that, Wolof turned his back and ignored
them. The tiny fish tried ignoring Wolof, but he was
so big that when he swished his tail, they bumped
into each other. Whenever they tried playing games,
they ran into Wolof who grumped at them.
One day, clever Pular said, "Wolof, I'm surprised
that a big, smart fish like you, puts up with us silly
fish. You should go to the big river where. you can
meet fish who are your equal."
"You're right," replied Wolof, who thought
highly of himself.
Pular continued, "In fact, I believe you must
come from a noble family. Your whiskers are majestic and you move your tail with such elegance."
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As the current pulled him, Wolof noticed that the
shrubs and trees were all getting bigger. The rocks
looked like mountains. He couldn't wait to meet other
noble fish and swam faster. As the morning wore on,
the river picked up speed and Wolof had to swim
harder to keep from getting entangled in debris or
thrown against rocks.
Wolof started getting tired, and found shelter
from the current. While anchoring himself to keep
from being swept away, an enormous fish swam up to
him, followed by a fish even larger than the first.
"What are you doing here, tiny fish?" asked the
biggest fish. "You're in our way."
"Mother, can I eat him?" asked the first fish.
"No, he's much too small to bother with," replied
the mother fish.
Without waiting to see if the mother fish was
obeyed, Wolof turned and swam as fast as he could
and found a hiding spot. When the enormous fish
were gone, Wolof continued his swim down the river.
Almost immediately, another giant fish started
chasing him, until Wolof found a new hiding place.
"Why did I leave my quiet little pond?" Wolof
asked himself. I'd better find my way back before
some huge fish eats me."
Wolof turned and fought his way back upstream.
It was much harder and the current kept pushing him
back. He struggled with all his might, until he finally
came to the little pond. Wolof was exhausted but
happy to see the tiny fish, even though they teased
him at first.
Once Wolof recovered from his swim, he told the
tiny fish about his adventure and how glad he was to
be back in the small pond. They all lived happily
together in the small pond from that day on.
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-Kim Davis, Huntington Beach, California.
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Talek's First Try at Shark Fishing:
Talek watched the jeep pull up. Visitors were

A true story

outrigger fitted on, paddles, and a special blessing by an elder, before it was seaworthy. Another
man took a small strong steel cable and tied one
end firmly to a big coconut tree. On the other
end, he fastened a big hook and a glass float, a
big ball that would ride the waves and sink only
when something big pulled it down under.
The doctor treated several people with
medicine. Then, Talek's uncle invited everyone
to watch the attempt to catch a shark.
"Talek," he proclaimed and pointed, "Paddle
out a hundred yards, and drop the chicken and
float."

rare on his small, remote tropical island in the
northern New Hebrides. The visitors included a
younger and an older anthropologist and a doctor.
"Hi, we would like to stay overnight. Can you
give us a place to stay and some food? We can
pay for your help," one said, through a translator,
to the headman, as the villagers gathered to see
what was happening.
"Our doctor will treat anyone who needs
medicine,"the older anthropologist promised.
Talek's uncle replied, "Yes, you can stay."
He added, "A couple of people have malaria
He stopped and looked at the people watchand one man has a cut that won't heal. We welcome you and we need the help of the doctor."
ing, then he added softly, "Talek, this is dangerThe headman asked several men to prepare ous work, but necessary. You will contribute to
the guest hut, then locate and cook extra food. He the safety of our village."
asked two young men to entertain the visitors.
Talek's heart was bursting with pride. He
For several days, a large shark patrolled just off- knew the villagers lived in fear of sharks. The
shore. The headman looked at the assembled use of their reef and shore was threatened. But he
villagers and stated, "Today is a good day to was also worned, for if he fell into the water, the
catch the shark."
shark would surely get him. Worse, the shark's
Talek's father had been the special man for magic might prove too strong, and the risk would
sharks, but he died just a year before. In this continue. But with the blessings of their eldest
Melanesian village, each adult had a special job, member, and the hopes of all the villagers,
like a carpenter, teacher, or computer-maker in
Talek bravely got in the little boat and set
the West. Except here, individuals were in charge forth. He paddled carefully, but with determinaof a particular food crop, like yams or taro, or the tion, away from the safety of the shore.
rain and the winds, or particular animals and fish.
The guests and villagers saw a big black fin
These specialists knew history, legends, and the emerge. The shark was lurking. Like a small
magic required for that something.
submarine, the shark swam
Talek's father had taught ~
~
back and forth, rippling the
him a great deal about sharks. ~~- _-\~ water's surface, and making
Remembering his father and
~
~ .\
_ the water boil near the boat.
the teachings, Talek was happy ~ ./"'\
Talek steadily paddled to
to hear the words of their head- , /-.A ~
the right spot and threw the
man-he could help catch the
float and chicken into the
shark, maybe earning his place
sea. He turned and paddled
as a young man in the village.
back full speed, as fast as he
An uncle sent Talek after
could go. The float suddenly
one of his wild chickens. Menwhile, a man disappeared. The shark took the bait and dived
responsible for boats readied a small wooden into the depths of the ocean. Fortunately Talek
boat. Made from a big tree, the boat needed an was already away from the now moving cable.
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The cable grew taut, in fact, the steel sang, so
tight that it vibrated like the string in a violin.
The coconut tree shook as the full weight of the
shark pulled. The water boiled and ripples showered the air with sprays of water.
Just as Talek reached land, the steel cable
snapped. The anthropologist sighed, "The shark
was frightened, and he will go elsewhere to
recover."
True, the cable would quickly rust away. But
the people agreed that this had been a match
between equals, not a clear win for either. They
appreciated Talek's bravery. He had earned his
place and special role in the village.
Everyone knew that with time, Talek's magic
would become more powerful, and next time,
Talek would catch the shark.
-Robert J. Gregory, Palmerston North, New
Zealand. Robert adds, "This is a true story--l was
the younger anthropologist! I still remember that day
-most exciting and dramatic!! 1"

Fr[]m Earth t[] merC:Ur4
Hey Mercury, how are you doing?
Are you hot or freezing?
I'm glad that I'm the right distance from the sun,
otherwise, I too would have burned or frozen.
I have the right mass gravity
on you I really do have pity.
I have water everywhere
and with that I've got atmosphere.
I've got carbon and proteins
and things which you have never seen.
But now I'm worried
and in deep thoughts I'm buried.
Will life on me last?
With all the people having a blast.
Or will it just go and never come back?
And I'll be like you, lonely and sad.
-Shreya Rajpal, sixth grade, Delhi, India.

Everyone Is Scared
Everyone is sometimes scared,
And everyone is afraid.
If you go and face your fears,
You'll feel better every day.
If you are afraid
Of more than just one thing,
Just work on it day by day
And see what each day brings.
I am scared of the dark,
And scared of a shark.
I know it may sound strange,
But I am scared of change.
Everyone is scared
Of at least one thing,
So don't think it makes you different;
It just makes you a human being.
-Christine N. Pitino, 11, Connecticut.

JUMPIHG FISH

The 2005 Youth Honor Awards:

From the azure depths
A jumping fish catches the
Sun's radiant light
-Jesse Sorocca, 13, Pennsylvania.
Vol. 17 no. 1

My Country, Culture and Community
Diversity, family, traditions, nature, activism...
Send Your writing and art entries by June 20th!
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The Race
-

-...."".,---""'Cm~o4=t

"You bet I'll win. I always win."
I step up to the runner's block and look
around. The track layout before melike a wellknown relative. Just as the announcer bellows out
the line up, I look to the crowd. My crowd. This
is what I do. It's who I am.
"Hey, girl, want to move out of my space?"
I look up to stare into a dark, unknown face.
Her legs are over half her body. Her hair is tightly
woven all around her head. She looks determined.
She looks as if she has been here before.
"Sorry," I said.
I move quickly into the lane assigned to me.
What's her problem? Who is she that she can
order me around like that? My body is tensing.
My pulse is racing. Momma always says it's good
to feel nervous before a race; it gets the blood
circulating. My blood is running on overtime.
"On your mark!"
I hunker down on my starting block not wanting to glance over and see if she is doing the same.
My hair comes untied a bit and falls in my eyes.
"Get set!"
I blow hard on the rebellious
strand of hair just as the gun blasts.
"Go!"
-We push off and begin running
the straight and narrow track. It's a matter of
seconds before everything I train for is over. The
girl is beside me. I am pushing harder than ever
before. She edges up and with one long stride
passes me, then the finish line. I come in second.
I lay on the sideline, face down. I hear the
crowd cheering, but not for me.
"Emily? Emily, are you hurt?"
My brother, Ryan is two years older than me.
He is actually the only one of my five brothers
that I would want to come see about me. He and I
have an understanding about things. He doesn't
push me to explain things that just have no explanation. Like how I lost today. How did I lose?
"Ryan, who is that girl? Where is she from?"
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"She's new to Public. No one has ever
heard of her before today. She's fast, huh?"
"That's an understatement. Hey, help me up."
"Ryan, I've never raced a girl like that. I gave
it all I had and she still passed me," I said.
Ryan and I walk over to where she is standing
on the sidelines putting her towel and some
clothes in a bag.
"Hey! Good race," I say.
She didn't look up.
"You really are something. I've never lost on
this track. Where did you come from?"
At first, the girl just continues putting her
clothes in the bag and I think maybe she is
ignoring me. About the time I am about to say it
again, she looks up at me.
"My name is Tanya. I am from the islands of
St. Lucia. I have been looking forward to meeting
you today, Emily Wilmont."
"You know who I am?"
"But, of course. You are a legend around here.
You think that I did not do my homework?"
Tanya's bright, white teeth 1·Ig ht up her
face against the dark skin. Ryan rolls his
eyes at the legend comment and walks away.
"But, you were so hateful at first. You
scowled when you told me to move out of
your way. Tell me you remember that!"
Tanya laughs. She drops her bag and kicks it
under the bench as if she is going to leave it there
for a while. "You have never heard of 'playing
with your opponent's mind?' I thought you
Americans invented such a thing."
It is at this exact moment that I know I have
a friend for life.
Later, I hear all about Tanya's family in St.
Lucia. She is one of twelve children! She doesn't
feel sorry for me when I complain about living
with a family of seven. She says I should visit
her island sometime and see how they do things.
Can we run there?
<;)l'

I
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N otewo~thy N orth.Bast.West.South. & Taking Action
Second Annual No Name-Calling Week

Did you know?

During the week of January 24-28, hundreds of
middle schools from across the country will take part
in a week of educational activities aimed at ending
name-calling and verbal bullying of all kinds.
Although schools are encouraged to take part during
the third week in January, educators can incorporate
the No Name-Calling Week curriculum, principles
and resources at any time throughout the school year.

• "Bilingual speakers are better able to deal with
distractions than those who speak only a single language, and that may help offset age-related declines
in mental performance," a Science Notebook article
reported in the Washington Post of 13 June 2004.

No Name-Calling Week seeks to draw national
attention to the problem of name-calling in schools
and to provide students and educators with the tools
and inspiration to launch an on-going dialogue about
ways to eliminate name-calling in their communities.
The Misfits by James Howe (Simon & Schuster),
inspired the project. Educators can purchase a
resource guide and other materials to assist in
facilitating the week's activities.
With over 600 schools across the country
reporting their participation, No Name-Calling Week
2004 was a tremendous success. According to participant surveys, they noticed a significant decrease in
the amount of bullying and harassment in school after
taking part in the activities.
Students, in their own words, also had an opportunity to discuss the impact of No Name-Calling Week
in their schools and their lives. Students from the
Merill Middle School in Des Moines, Iowa, which
submitted the Grand Prize-winning entry in the No
Name-Calling Week lesson plan contest, said: "You
gave me a new ambition, to go out into the hallways
and stop people that bully others and make people
with few friends feel like I can be a friend to them.
Especially if they are the big picking on the little."
"We've grown from this bullying unit so much,
they said, "My friends and I are more careful about
what we say and how we treat others."
Organized by GLESEN, the No Name-Calling
Week 2005 is co-sponsored by many organizations
like the National Education Association, Educators
for Social Justice and Skipping Stones.
For more information and the resource kit, visit:
www.nonamecallingweek.org.
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• Rachel Scdoris, 19, from Eastern Oregon, might be
the first legally blind teenager to run the 1,160 mile
Iditarod in Alaska this March. Rachel has wanted to
run this race with her own sled dogs since fifth grade!
• The U.N. charter asks members "to practice tolerance and live together in peace with one another as
good neighbors, and to unite our strength to maintain
international peace and security."
• Global Warming Continues Unabated: The
World Meteorological Organization of the United
Nations reports that 2004 was the 4th hottest year on
record; 1998 was the hottest year so far. There is a
defnite warming trend: the ten "warmest" years ever
recorded have all been since the 1990s. The Earth's
normal temperature is 57°F, but now it is expected to
rise to 58°F. The report was released as the United
Nations conference on climate change takes place in
Buenos Aires, Argentina. (Source: Associated Press)
• Oceans Going to Dogs? Two high-level commissions have issued a clear warning that we are
unintentionally destroying the oceans through
pollution, over-development and over-fishing.
• Green Cars on Road According to the Union of
Concerned Scientists, UCS, three Japanese automakers (Honda, Nissan and Toyota) continue to lead the
world's big automakers by offering many cars with
lower emissions and better fuel efficiency. Honda
took the top honors in the UCS's biennial survey.
(Source: E Magazine)
What Do You Think? What actions can we, as individuals and as a group, take to reduce our negative
impact on the natural world? Send your thoughts by
email to editor@SkippingStones.org by 15 February.
We will print all your great ideas and projects for
Taking Action in our March-April 2005 issue. Please
be concise and clear in your suggestions.
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On Her Way: Stories and Poems About Growing Up
Girl edited by Sandy Asher (Dutton). This collection
of entertaining and enthusiastic writing celebrates the
energy and vibrancy of young women. The readers
will identify with the girls in the in the stories and
will be encouraged by their triumphs. Ages 10-15.
ISBN: 0-525-47170-7

Rabble Rousers: 20 Women Who Made a Difference
by Cheryl Harness (Dutton). This is an inspiring and
captivating history lesson that teaches the important
societal impacts that 20 strong and determined
women have made during the last 200 years of
American history. Ages 7-12. ISBN: 0-525-47035-2

Ann and Seamus by Kevin Major, art by David
Blackwood (Groundwood). Ann Harvey, 17, rescues
over 160 passengers of a stranded Irish immigrant
ship off the coast of Canada. A poetic tale of dreams,
fate and young love. Ages 9-14. ISBN: 0-88899-561

Jose Maria Sison: At Home in the World. Portrait of
a Revolutionary by Ninotchka Rosca (Open Hand).
This political biography of Prof. Jose Maria Sison of
the Philippines. It weaves his struggle for justice and
human rights in the challenging world of sharpening
crisis-of growing facism and imperialist wars of
aggression. For grades 9 & up. ISBN: 0-940880-72-5

Face Relations edited by Marilyn Singer (Simon and
Schuster) includes 11 captivating stories by celebrated
authors from various cultures that explore the possibility of embracing diversity by seeing beyond color.
The characters in these stories tear down the barriers
that separate us. Grades: 8-12. ISBN: 0-689-85637-7

Border Crossing by Maria Colleen Cruz (Pifiata) is
the story of a girl's journey to Tijuana, Mexico to
learn more about her heritage. She discovers a
Mexico of little farms filled with "music and laughter
and pride." It addresses issues of identity and selfempowerment. Grades 5-9. ISBN: 1-55885-405-3

Maritcha: A Nineteenth-Century American Girl by
Tonya Bolden (Harry N. Abrams). This book is based
on an empowered African-American woman's memoirs of her childhood in the years leading up to the
American Civil War. Living in New York City,
Maritcha deals with segregation and brutal Draft
Riots of 1863. Grades 4-8. ISBN: 0-8109-5045-6
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A Musical Journey by Liow Kah Joon. (SilkRoad
Networks). A Musical Journey presents the colorful
culture of China, focusing on historical folk music
and instruments. The book travels through different
parts of China, teaching readers about each area's significance and history. A website and CD of folk
music accompany the book for more information and
increased learning. Ages 8-14. ISBN: 0-9733492-1-2
The Milestones Project by Dr. Richard and Michele
Steckel (Tricycle) combines accounts and stories of
childhood events with photos of children undergoing
everyday experiences. It shows how people in different cultures go through similar experiences and emotions. Creating empathy and understanding, it offers
an outstanding collection of images of children from
around the world. All ages. ISBN: 1-58246-132-5

Maori by Steve Theunissen (Lerner Publishers, ISBN
0-8225 -0665 -3) and Maori by Leslie Strudwick
(Weigl Publishers, ISBN 1-59036-256-X) both focus
on the indigenous people of New Zeland. These colorful and descriptive picture books explain the history
and culture of the Maori people, covering topics
including food, inventions, and customs. Ages 7-12
When Dinosaurs Die: A Guide to Understanding
Death by Laurie K. Brown and Marc Brown (Little,
Brown). Using cartoon dinosaurs, this guide explores
the feelings and questions children may have when a
loved one dies. Ages 4-10. ISBN: 0-316-10917-7

The Power of One: Daisy Bates and the Little Rock
Nine, by Judith Fradin and Dennis Fradin (Clarion
Books), presents the story of Daisy Bates, the mentor
of the nine black students who attended Central High
School in Little Rock after the Supreme Court
demanded the integration of public schools. A good
resource for the African-American History Month.
Grades 5-9. ISBN: 0-618-31556-X
Friday the Arapaho Boy: A story from History by
Marc Simmons, illust. by Ronald Kil (Univ. of New
Mexico) illustrates the true story of the Arapaho child
who was separated from his tribe and found by a
Rocky Mountain trader. The boy was renamed Friday
by his rescuers and grew up to be an important
Arapaho leader. Ages 8-11. ISBN 0-8263-3609-4.

Bambi, Arapaho language version video is available:
WY Council for Humanities; ninapb@uwyo.edu.
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For Parents & Teachers

Honoring Differences and Fighting Hate

The Problem
"Hate among youth becomes widespread." Those
were the distasteful words that assaulted my eyes
when I received my Southern Poverty Law Center
Newsletter. It stated that even though young people
are being 'taught to accept others and embrace
diversity more than in the past, experts are noticing
a disturbing trend. Hate crimes committed by young
people have risen significantly since 9/11. The article
went on to say that these crimes are more brutal than
ever. Eric Ward, a long time observer of extremist
youth who works at Chicago's Center for New
Community said, "What we're seeing is a more
militant, street fighter culture." (SPLC Report, Sept.
2004). The article stressed that both the targets and
perpetrators have multiplied.
The increase in hate activity "has never been
more widespread, or more violent." There has been
a demographic shift and the Center's Intelligence
Project has noted that the bulk of hate activity is
surfacing in the suburbs among reasonably well-off
youth. In addition, along with white males, who are
still the main offenders, there has been an increase
in hate-related activities among girls, Hispanics and
African-Americans. The article declared that hate
seems to be happening spontaneously among kids
who feel it's OK to terrorize and assault people.
Experience has taught me that a victim of hate can
be anyone, even though the article noted that Muslim
Americans were being disproportionately attacked
by teenagers. I am not surprised by these findings.
What's fueling the surge in hate? My common
sense and direct work with youth and adults in the
area of diversity have taught me this: Whenever you
combine some of the ingredients listed below, you
have a recipe for disaster. Among the factors that
affect hate related attacks are individual and
collective traits. These include the following:
Individual/ Personal Factors:
Isolation from differences • excessive stereotypes
• narrow field of experience with different cultures •
fear-inflation • sense of self-worth • ill-informed/
prejudiced family members • no inner moral compass
• overexposure to negative media images • lack of
self identity or cultural background • stress • performance challenges (academic, social, spiritual, and/or
financial, to name a few).
Community/ School/ State/ National Factors:
Poor modeling from leadership in the area of
diversity • difficult financial times and poor economy
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• fear based tactics • the constant message that "those
people" are dangerous • lack of support for diversity
initiatives and policies • poor training and materials •
isolation from diversity • incompetent skill base for
dealing with diversity or differences • no clear and
consistent message on how we should honor and
value diversity • poor or no consequences for hate
related activities • leaders with hate or extremely
polarizing agendas • fear of the unknown • ignorance
of global issues that affect our lives • real or imagined
fear • narcissism • general apathy and lack of concern
for addressing differences in a positive way.
How can You Make a Difference with your Youth?
1) In an age appropriate way, talk about diversity /
differences and the consequences of hate.
2) Use literature to expose kids to the world. This is
even more important when everyone in your class
"looks" the same. Books are an excellent way to share
differences and similarities and "travel" without
leaving the classroom. Note: Junior High and High
School youth love picture books.
3) Invite parents/ community members into your
classroom to share about their culture or experience.
For example, young people often have many stereotypes about senior citizens and what they do. Invite
someone in who will challenge their mind set.
4) Make sure your room decor reflects the world.
Hang up pictures and items that represent the
diversity of our world. Make your room a living
mosaic of people and things.
5)Show and discuss videos and films that introduce
youth to new experiences and people.
6) Greet young people in a different language
everyday.
7) Do cultural thematics focusing on a particular
group of people (women, men, Asian, African,
Hispanic, etc.). Make sure your lessons reinforce your
theme. Initially there may be some time involved in
doing this and incorporating it into required standards,
but it will have a powerful impact on your class.
8) Share a cultural or historical fact at the beginning
of each class, such as, "Did you know that Imotep
was considered a genius and lived in Africa?" (This
only takes a few seconds and encourages kids to learn
more at the library or on the Internet.)
9) Students can interview classmates (you can make
the questionnaire). It's a great way to get to know
each other and you can include questions that reflect
cultural differences.
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Honoring Differences

A Common Language

continued/rom page 33

Last month, an English teacher told me her students are increasingly resistant
to discussing the "isms." I shared out book, Clueless at the Top, which explains
that by focusing on hierarchies, a diverse group of students can have the sense
that we are all in this together.
When we expose situations through the lens of hierarchies and discover how
we all participate in them, our discussions shift away from opinions, morals,
separatism and finger pointing. We move towards productive and focused
discussions of the specific patterns that oppose and contradict a shared ideology
of opportunity and justice for all.
Here are three sets of situations that uncover characteristic attitudes and
behaviors--elues that signal we're in a hierarchy.
. Davi~, who works as a landscaper on the grounds of a manufacturing plant,
IS l~we~ 10 the company hierarchy than people who work on the production lines,
but IS hIgher than people who are custodians. David is male and Asian-American
so he is higher on the gender hierarchy than his female coworkers and is lower o~
the race hierarchy than white coworkers.
Since David is bald, tall and slender, he feels lower than men with thick heads
?f hair, bu.t feels higher ~han men who a:e either shorter or heavier than society's
IOterpretatlon of the deSIrable man. DaVId has the use of ten fingers, so is higher
on the body hierarchy than his cousin born with three fewer fingers on one hand.
David chose his apartment carefully, because he and his partner, Frank, are
low on the sexual orientation hierarchy. Frank grew up in U. K., so his accent
places him higher on the immigrant hierarchy than their neighbor from Mexico.
Davi~ participates in a religious hierarchy in which he is lower than the clergy,
but hIgher than people of other faiths.
Clues: Judging and ranking builds hierarchies. We're high in some
hierarchies and low in others.
A corporate executive makes $700 for each dollar earned by a production line
worker. An African-American boy is stopped by a sheriff who asks where he got
his new bike, insinuating he might have stolen it. A waiter disregards a man in a
wheelchair, assuming his companion who walked in will order the dinner. A corporation ships toxic wastes out of its home country to deposit in a poorer country.
Clues: More valuables flow to the top, what's objectionable sinks to the
bottom. Status and rewards are based on one's position, not contribution.
An American Indian student learns it's risky to tell Indian perspectives in
"American History" class, and decides to sit in the back of the classroom and
remain silent.. A teenage girl develops anorexia; her mother and aunts constantly
talk about gOlOg on some sort of reducing diet. The residents of a town know
when the Christmas season comes around but know little about other end-of-they~ar ~r religious celebrations. When the mother of a young boy being bullied by
hIS neIghbors speaks up, other neighbors tell her that her son just needs to toughen
up, as "boys will be boys."
Clues: People at the top know little about people below, even though people at
the bottom know about the people above them. Lower people always needruing.
Hierarchies are numerous and leave behind telltale clues. When students recogniz~ hierarchical patterns, they can create alternatives by building attitudes and
behavIOrs that are dIfferent from those we find in hierarchies. Happy sleuthing!
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10) Provide mini-presentations on diversity, respect
and culture.
11) Create passports and
assign kids a different coun- I
try each week by rotating I
passports. Students come
up with one interesting fact!
about that country. Place the!
index cards in "fact bowls" !
or hang them on a "country
poster board." This project
can be elaborate or simple.
12) Have a multicultural I
library of children's books!
.
I
I
10 your c assroom and have!
"fast reading breaks" where
kids read five to ten minutes
on their own, learning about
different people and cuI-II
tures. Children's books are I
great for this activity.
I
13) Be creative in exposing
I your class to as many differences as possible and have I
ongoing dialogue about I
what those differences!
. mean to them.
These are a few basic
I suggestions to address
I diversity in the classroom I
I
. nr
I an d the commumty.
ne as II
Ieducators can make a huge!
difference in the lives of our!I
I youth. Doing something is I
I better than being apathetic I
and will go a long way
! toward encouraging peace- !
Iful and respectful interac-l
I tion among students. If I
teachers and parents don't
I take the lead in this area, !
everyone will suffer. You
can make a difference!

I
!

I

I

I
I

I
I

!
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-Sandy Lynne Holman,
director, The Culture Co-op,
and author of Grandpa. Is
Everything Black Bad? and
We All Have A Heritage.

,
I
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-Charlotte Childress is an educator and contributor to Skipping Stones.
I Charlotte
and her twin sister, Harriet, wrote the newly-released book, Clueless at
I the Top (ISBN:1-879384-56-6).
You may contact them at childress@clue-

! lessatthetop.com, or visit their website: www.cluelessatthetop.com.
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Reproducible Page

Finding Frien. B:Iogo

Meet Someone...

Who has lived on a
farm

Who has traveled to
another continent

Who does yoga,
tai-chi or meditation

Who has swum in
warm ocean waters

Who has attended a
cinco de mayo
celebration

Who was born outside
the United States

Who follows an
Eastern religion

Who can say "hello"
and "thank you" in
3 different languages

Who eats black-eyed
peas for New Year's

Who has at least one
parent from another
country

Who speaks another
language at home

Who lives with his
or her grandparents

Who has an
alter-abled friend

Who knows 25 words
in a sign language

Who is of a different
ethnicity than yours

Whose family grows
their own vegetables

To play this community building activity1. Photocopy this sheet and hand it out to everyone in the class or group.
2. Players walk around the room for about 20 minutes, asking others to sign one or
more of the appropriate boxes. Participants can ask each other about their experiences.
3. The first person to complete all boxes calls out, "Eureka!"
4. The group then reconvenes to share their discoveries. Form interest groups as a followup activity.
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