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Froln the Editor

Summer: Unstructured Schooling Time
This Winter and Spring has been full of shifting weather patterns, surprises and unexpected
challenges in many parts of the world. First, there
were several major hurricanes in the Caribbean.
Then on 26 Dec., a devastating
tsunami struck the coastal regions
of ten countries in the Indian
Ocean. Then big floods in the
Southwest where they don't get
much rain, and a drought in the
Pacific Northwest. For a couple of
months, the normally cold regions
reported warm temperatures and
sunshine.
The tsunami was especially
shocking news that hit the world.
But as difficult as this natural disaster was, the human response to
it showed that people do care for
each other. Media images of the magnitude of the
tragedy triggered an outpouring of response from
allover. The international relief efforts for such a
large scale disaster have certainly been worthy of
praise. In our community, there were at least four
public benefit events to raise money. The latest
one on 25 March netted over $20,000 for M. A.
Math, a charitable, all-volunteer organization in
India, to help build homes for families who lost
homes in coastal areas of India and Sri Lanka.
Skipping Stones is looking into ways to donate
books and other educational material for schools
and libraries in the recent earthquake and tsunami-affected regions. If you know of needy institutions, please contact us.
Are you an "unschooler" or a homeschooler?
Did you know that homeschoolers have a lot
more flexibility in what, how and when they
choose to learn? Naturally, they learn mostly
what they are drawn to, and when they feel ready
to tackle it. Many educators and parents think this
kind of freedom allows for greater learning and
understanding as the learners don't feel pressured
into doing something that they are not "into." Do
you lie a structured learning environment or an
open one?
Summer Fun with Oay in Oaxaca, Mexico.

School vacations are essentially times for
open or unstructured learning as we all learn from
our life experiences. I personally know several
students who learn a great deal on their own during winter and spring breaks. For
example, when the tsunami story
was in the news everyday, they took
on the task of discovering and
understanding all the geological and
geographical facts about our world.
They looked at questions such as:
How can an earthquake in one
place trigger destruction thousands
of miles away? Why was the impact
, of the tsunami most potent along
coastal areas? Why were many elephants able to sense the impending
"big" waves, and then not only survive but help others escape death
from the powerful waves?
This summer when school is out, you might
want to take advantage of your free time to learn
about what you're really interested in. Depending
on your interests, you might ask yourself:
• What could possibly be causing a global climate change? Is there anything we can do to
change its course?
• What kinds of psychological and emotional
scars result from disasters?
• What's the emergency preparedness plan, if
one exists, in my community? What would be an
adequate emergency plan for the region I live in?
• What would a tsunami- or earthquake-proof
building look like in my region?
• When big dams or factories are constructed,
what are the ecological and human costs?
Find out why there is much activity where two
ecosystems meet. Follow the progress of specific
communities being rebuilt after the tsunami.
Compare the progress to other rebuilding efforts
after a major natural disaster--earthquake, tornado or hurricane-in a region. Study refugee resettlement issues after recent wars in Afghanistan,
Bosnia, Iraq, the Middle East, Rwanda, Serbia, or
Sudan. Learn about whatever intrigues you!

Photo: Isabelle Parentani, Mexico.
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Reconnecting: Passover and Chanukkah

Edilor's MailLag

I deeply enjoy and appreciate Skipping Stones and all
its messages. Thanks for your very good work.
Being Jewish, I was particularly interested in Hannah
Simon's piece, "Reconnecting with my Past" in the March
April 2005 edition. As excellent as her article was, I
would like to make two comments.
Hannah starts by saying how she couldn't identify
with the anguish of the slavery of the Jews in Egypt 3,500
years ago. She then tells the story of her great-grandfather
escaping the Cossacks of Russia and eventually coming to
the USA. The story of her grandfather is important but it
is the story of one man escaping danger. What Hannah
doesn't spell out is how severely downtrodden the Jews of
Russia were treated for hundreds of years. They were
deprived of land, of work, and of freedom. They were
treated as the lowest of the low, and there were millions of
them. They were regularly slaughtered, starved, robbed,
and raped-all because they were Jews. Jewish boys
could be drafted into the Czar's military starting at the age
of 8, and held in conscription to the age of 40!

Rainbow
As different as red is from green,
Orange is from blue.
Purple is different from yellow,
Pink and brown, too.
As different as Indians are from Puerto Ricans,
French are from Chinese.
As different as Africans are from Australians,
English are from Japaneese.
A rainbow is different from mankind,
But a similarity is in sight:
When their varied components are
blended together,
They form one ray of light.
-Rose Cohn, 13, Florida.

Hannah's grandfather represents not just one man
escaping the danger of the Cossacks, but millions of
Jews held in bondage and slavery to the Russian rulers
and culture.
The liberation of Hannah's grandfather represents the
liberation of millions of Jews from Russia, starting in the
l880s and continuing in the present. Hannah could have
linked that bondage and liberation of Jews in Russia to the
slavery and exodus of the Jews in ancient Egypt. I would
have liked Hannah to have made that a little more clear.
One other thing: Hannah makes reference to the
Maccabees at the beginning of her article. But the
Maccabees had nothing to do with Passover. The Exodus
from Egypt occurred 3,500 years ago. The Maccabees
were a very strong family revolting against the foreign
rulers of Israel in 125 BCE. Their revolt was successful,
and in part ended with the miracle of cleaning out the
Temple in Jerusalem but not having enough oil to burn in
~~~BH!Bij'e&§~~Ug~sYwe ehf()~teg~
the holy lamps. What should have been one day's worth
~9B~P~~~~dv~fiHi~~l:>~· th~se····<:>.ff¢rs·~B
of oil lasted eight days until more oil was procured, and so
.h~lps9PB8;~9Hr·npnPfgfit,.·~4ucqt!enq"~Y~
the holiday of Chanukkah is commemorated for the deeds
.• ch.9rf ta~~eW:~fk.by;.puF5ha~~ngs.qW~R~Bffi
of the Maccabees and the miracle of the oil. Chanukkah is
frequently celebrated in December. Passover is frequently
celebrated in March or April.

liilllji:l~ii~~;;i~~lI111!~~~II,il

liililir~fl;I!~t;lll'lg"!!

Illt'itlltilllli'~~j~11
..

•. ~~~~~I~l~l~~ltiil! • I~f~i~I~II~~~[ii! • •

--Irwin H. Noparstak, Eugene, Oregon.
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What's On Your Mind?

Silent Chorus
S orne people

spend their whole lives waiting for
one minute; sixty seconds they know will change the
course of their lives forever. I did not get 60 seconds. I
got two thousand six hundred, an entire class period.
Have you ever noticed how no one really does
anything about injustice or prejudice until it directly
affects him or her? I see it every day. I watch the
opportunities people have to change the views of others, and I've always noticed how those people watch
those opportunities slip by. That was the person I used
to be, an innocent bystander, but never again will I be
that silent observer. I know now that no one who has
the power to cause change can ever be innocent.
It's April of my sophomore year in high school
and I'm about to walk to my bus stop. It should have
been a normal day. My hair was messy, I planned on
doing my homework during fIrst period, and I hadn't
slept the night before. Everything was as it should
have been, everything except the fact that I wore a
bright orange card around my neck that proclaimed
my abnormality. Today was the day I would not be
speaking.
April 27th was a National Day of Silence, a silent
protest to bring recognition to the lack of equality
gay, bisexual and transgender youth must face in their
lives on a daily basis. Throughout the day, I said
nothing. If someone asked me a question, I pointed to
my card. When people found out what I stood for and
taunted me, all they got was a blank stare. Classes
took forever that day.
At last it came time for chorus and chamber choir.
It has long been my favorite part of the day. Suddenly,
I realized that I could not sing. That was fIne with me,
as I knew I had a greater purpose, but I could not
anticipate the impact my silence would bring.
Before the rehearsal started, I took notice of the other
students milling around, and I was happy to see a few
of the others had cards around their necks as well. We
all shared a small smile as we realized for the first
time all day that we were not alone in our protest. The
orange carded people in the room stood to participate
in class even though some of their mouths would
remain closed. An introduction was played and my
conductor's hand waved, the unmistakable conclusion
to begin singing. There was no sound. The members
of the chorus looked around, puzzled at the silence.
Their wandering eyes fell on our cards, and the message became clear.
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The introduction was played again, and the
now irritated hand waved a second time. Only faint
murmurs resembling the melody of the song could be
recognized. That day, the people who often seemed
to have the most to say, chose to say nothing at all.
My silence was optional, but the silence of many
gay, bisexual and transgender youth is not. No one
should be forced to remain silent. I will never again
forget my power to change the way people think. I
will never again be an innocent bystander.

-Andrea Mendez, New York.

If I Could
If I could turn the world around,
Every missing person would soon be found.

The mute man would talk,
And the sick man would live,
The paralyzed walk,
And the greedy would give.
The hungry would eat
And the thirsty would drink.
The cheaters wouldn't cheat,
And the brainless would think.
The shy would speak out,
And the misfits would fit.
The quiet would shout,
And the quitters wouldn't quit.
The bullies wouldn't shove,
And time would be worthwhile.
The heartless would live,
And every face would hold a smile.
-Danielle Perkins, 14, Pennsylvania. She adds,
"Everyday, people around the world suffer from
hunger, thirst, and discouragements. We all hope
for world peace and hoping is what we do when
striving to be optimistic. This is the· beginning of a
small, but positive impact I may be able to put into
the lives of those around me. I wish that now and
in the future, happiness will succeed in everyone,
because I believe that with all the ups and downs
of life, everyone has the ability to smile."

Skipping Stones
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What's On Your Mind?
I recall learning about ancient Egypt, the glorious
civilization on the banks of the Nile, filled with literature, astronomy, music, the amazing architecture of
the golden pyramids and hixurious fashions. I remember the ancient Nubians and their sparkling gold,
silver, and ivory, their elaborate hunts, sophisticated
society, and spectacular displays of music, craft, and
dance. Remembering all of this, it is hard to imagine
that Africa, particularly the countries of sub-Saharan
regions such as Mali and Sudan, can be as poor as it
is today. Perhaps one reason is that these countries are
oppressing 50% of their population. Most women in
Africa have few rights. Though confronted with new
policies, immutable customs still pin women to the
ground as their spouses rule over them. Africa is
sweltering, ravaged by disease, torn by civil wars,
run by tyrannical governments, and lacking in natural
resources. However, the countries of Africa are not
the only nations in those situations.
In much of Africa, women are discriminated
against in land and property ownership. In Swaziland,
they are lifelong minors and depend on either their
husbands or fathers for everything. In other countries
such as Ghana and Zambia, women are declared
equal in federal law, but the laws are rarely upheld.
According to Geneva-based Centre On Housing
Rights and Evictions (COHRE), the denial of inheritance to thousands of widows throughout Africa
leaves them homeless, destitute, violates their human
rights and adds to the spread of HNjAIDS.
By tradition, a dead man's property goes to his
grown sons or his brother. The inheritors then have to
protect and provide for the widow and her children.
But driven by disease and destitution, the brothers
often evict the widow, leaving her and her children
homeless. Why should the women who toiled in the
fields, drew the water, made the clothes, and raised
the children, later be kept from the products? Why
should the very women who served their husbands
and worked in their homes later be chased out? It is
believed in some parts of African society that should
women be allowed to own land and go to school, they
would be encouraged to kill their husbands or rise in
rebellion. Therefore, African tribal leaders discourage
education and help for young girls. They grow up
knowing exactly what their future holds for them. In
Page 6

Homeless Widows ofAfrica
Lesotho, girls are married at age 13 or 14 to a man
fifteen years older. They labor in the fields by day
and care for their husbands at night. Within a few
years, their husbands die from disease or war and
then their husbands' relatives chase the women out of
their rightful homes. Widows are left penniless, often
begging for the rest of their lives. It is not a very
promising picture.
Yet this problem is not insurmountable. There is
evidence that should young African girls and women,
including widows, be given the necessary tools for
success, their achievements could be impressive. For
example, this year's Nobel Peace Prize went to
Wangari Maathai, a Kenyan woman who has worked
for the environmental movement and for the rights of
women and children in her home country. She is the
first African woman to have been awarded this prize,
and in a time when we hear about famines in Ethiopia
and genocides in Sudan, she is held as an uplifting
example to us all. I was really impressed that she was
divorced and has three children. A single Kenyan
mother somehow rose above the suppressive customs
and went on to win the Nobel Peace Prize.
How is it that other women in the same region are
starving? I always remember that image of the gaunt
woman with her two weak children on her back, trying to fmd some nuts and berries to grind into a paste.
Inflicted with AIDS and riddled with hunger, she begs
on international television for help. At the same time,
Maathai basks in glory. But of course, Maathai, unlike
many African women, has received an excellent education (she is the first woman from Eastern and
Central Africa to earn a doctorate degree). With that
education, she aspired to heights that other women
could never even dream about.
Education is everything. Perhaps with education,
countless African widows that come home to a locked
door can lift their chins and tell their husbands' relatives, "This is my home; this is my land."

-Yiren Lu, grade 8, Chinese American, California.
((/ first became interested in this topic when / read
Nancy Farmer's books, A Girl Named Disaster & The
Ear, the Eye, and the Arm (Orchard Books). Although
in America girls are equal to boys, in many other
countries women are still oppressed and suffering."
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Peanut Butter for Dinner
The older children and I take the warm
What do you do when you wake up craving
peanut butter? Usually it's in the refrigerator or peanuts to another compound for the final step of
cupboard or you can go to the store and buy it. grinding. Someone in the neighborhood always
Not if you live in a small village in The Gambia, has a grinder. They also know that if they help us,
West Africa. When I want peanut butter here, I they will get some of the peanut butter. The kids
have to make a plan and set a day to satisfy my and I take turns grinding the nuts until all we
have is peanut butter. We happily give some to
cravmg.
The Gambia's main export is peanuts. If I the owner and head home, nibbling on some
want peanut butter, then I need to go to the market fresh, warm peanut butter ourselves.
It may have been a week since I
and buy the peanuts. After negotifrrst wanted peanut butter, but when
ating a price, I take the peanuts to
I finally satisfy my craving, it is
my friend's compound. Making
worth every bit of work and planpeanut butter is a long process if
ning. It tastes even better because I
you try to do it alone. I always
made it with my own hands and
try to get help from friends and
/'
with the help of my friends.
neighbors. They know if they
':-//
help me, they will get some too.
~,' --~7.
-Tamra Wear worked as a Peace
The sharing goes both ways.
;7 :i~~;~)
Corps Volunteer in The Gambia. She
As I arrive at the compound, I say the
now lives in Alaska.
standard greetings. uSaIaammaIakuum. Soo moo : :;-;.;.;.;.;.;. ;';';';';';'. ;'. ;.;.;.;.;.;.; ;.; ;.;.;.;.;.;.;.; :.;.;.;.;.;..;..;.;.;.;.;.;.., "";.;.:;. ;.;.;.;.;.,. ,. ".;.;.;.;.;" ;.;.;.;.;.;.;.;
<

.~'

·;·;·;·m .;. ·m,,·;· .;•.;.;.;.;.;.;.

Ie? Dookwo be na di?" We sit under the mango !:!
. th t k f h 11' th
t
':
tree an d begm
e as 0 s e mg e peanu s.
::;.:
Gambians speed up the job by hitting the shell ~:
..
.:::
.
square on Its top. ThIS splIts the shell and It comes : ;
::
· 1onger. Wh'l
c1ean away. I t takes me a bIt
1 e we :,:
'l:
f'l
k
d II
_ :;,
s.heII we talk about Ihe, affil y, wor ,an te. sto .,::,.
nes. The
shade of the mango tree helps lIghten::':'
.
the thIck heat.
::
After we finish shelling, we move on to roast- i!:
ing the nuts. From the mango tree, we head to the 'i
kitchen area where we start a fire. Taking turns, : :
each of us stirs the nuts to keep them from burn- : :
ing, while we dodge the smoke from the frre. The iii
smell of the warm nuts competes with the smoke, :;:
and we start talking about dinner. The Gambians :':
use peanut butter in the rice sauce Domadaa. It is i::
my favorite sauce and we will get to have it ;:
:,;
tonight!
The peanut skins come off easily, now that the !!!
nuts are done roasting. The next stage is skinning : :
and halving the nuts. We head back to the mango ; ;
tree and set about finishing the job. Now that the ,:
peanuts have been shelled, roasted, skinned, and f
:ii
halved we have one more errand to run.
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~ear:7ffmzfj: There s alarm near my home

that must have a hundred alpacas. What can
you te 11 me abou t th em.?
k
h
1
1
Luc y you, to ave so many a pacas so c ose.
Th ' b
'f 1 . 1 H '
hIll
.
ey re eautl u amma s. ere swat
, can te you.
Alpacas are related to llamas. They re smaller than
11 amas-a bou t h aIf t h
' or 1ess. And th ey ' re
e SIze
l:
th'
fl
sheared lilee sheeplor
err val uable "fib"
1 er or eece.
The fiber is luxurious. It's used to make sweaters,
blankets, mittens, scarves, hats and more. Ahhh...
Alpacas come from high in the mountains-the
Andes of South America. They were domesticated
from the vicuna, an endangered species that lives in
the Andes. The frrst U.S. imports were in 1984.
There are two general types of alpacas: the Suri,
which has long, silky fiber and looks like it has
dreadlocks; and the Huacaya, which looks like a
puffball with legs. Its fiber is fine and colorful.
Did you know alpacas, llamas and vicunas are all
related to camels? They're part of the group known as
"camelids."
And did you know alpacas can hum? To me it
sounds like the song of a whale-soft and mellow
and haunting-and folks who hear it find it gentle
and calming. Hmmm.
-7ffmifj OOatkinfjstick
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African Children's Games

PC-Turnoff Week: Aug. 1-7

Aug. 1- 7 is National PC-Turnoff Week! The
- Did you know that African children are differentfrom
PC-Turnoff
Organization, www.pcturnoff.org
American children in many ways? You eat hamburgers, hot
dogs, and milk shakes. An African child eats fu fu mode out of encourages parents and their children to tum
off the family computer during this week and
boiled and mashed cassavas or yams. The fu fu is rolled into
enjoy
other activities like reading, exercise and
balls and dipped into a thick soup or stew. Both American
and African children drink cola, a soft drink.

You can also learn a lot and have fun playing like
a childfrom Africa. Here are three games that African
children play. You may want to play them, too.

The Jumping Game: This is a gamefor girls.
Say the words as you do the actions.
1. Clap your hands.
2. Clap as you jump.
3. Fling out your foot (sometimes the left
foot, sometimes the right foot).
4. You will score, when your foot meets mine.
5. I will score when our two feet cross.

The Ampe Game: It is played by 10-12 players.

~1i
"i

1. One player is chosen as the leader.
2. The others stand in a semicircle with the leader
facing the players at one end of the group.
3. The leader and the player both clap hands.
4. Then they jump in place at the same time.
5. Then they jump and thrust out one foot forward.
6. If the two have put the same foot forward, the leader is
out and the player takes their place.
7. If they thrust different feet forward, the leader moves to
the next player and the same routine begins.
8. A point is scored every time the leader is successful.
9. Every player takes a turn as the leader.
10. The one who scores the most points wins.

Sail in the Wind: This game isfor boys.
1. You are the ship.
2. Your shirt is the sail.
3. You hold your shirt up over your head.
4. You run in the wind.

If you play with children from Africa, you can learn about
each other. You will havefun playing and learning together.
-John Stanley Moon, African American, Georgia.
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family time. In our media-saturated world, we
tend to not only spend too much time watching
TV, but also spend as much, or even more time
on the computer. Overuse of the computer
shares many of the same negative effects of
too much television. (TV-Turnoff Week is held
at the end of April each year.) Many parents
will kick their kids off the TV, but allow them
to hop right onto the computer, assuming it is
somehow better for them.
By participating in PC-Turnoff Week, we
will immediately feel: Reduced stress levels in
the family • More meaningful conversations in
the family • Peace amongst siblings • More
reading, playing and exercise time.
While the computer is a powerful tool for
children, both educationally and socially, the
negative effects due to overuse include: social
isolation, lower grades, physical problems and
negative impact on cognitive development.
Let's spend more time playing and exercising.

Vol. 17 no. 3

**Health Rocks!**
Healthy Living Habits
Our hands pick up dirt and germs very easily. If
we wish to keep healthy, one of the most effective
preventative precautions we can take is to wash our
hands well and often during the day.
When should we wash our hands?
After going to bathroom • before touching food •
if we touch a cut or sore • after touching animals,
chicken or raw meat·· after playing outdoors • after
visiting a hospital or nursing home or someone who
is ill • before going to bed at night. Wash hands all
the way to the wrists, with warm water and soap.
Rinse well and dry. In India, we were taught to wash
hands and feet before sitting down to eat, and after·
each meal, to rinse mouth well.
Other Healthy Living Tipsl suggestions

You'll Need:
1 head lettuce, torn into pieces
3 tomatoes, cut into bite size pieces
1/2 cucumber, peeled and sliced
1 green pepper, sliced thin
15 black olives
6 radishes
3 onions, sliced in rings
1 1/2 tbsp fresh parsley or dill, fmely chopped
7 oz. feta cheese, crumbled
Pinch of oregano
Salt and pepper to taste
Optional:
2 oz. anchovies, rolled
2 ox. capers, drained and rinsed

• Brush teeth at least twice a day and floss regularly, after the last snack of the day and before going
to bed. Indian villagers often use twigs of medicinal
Neem tree as a toothbrush and toothpaste.

Place all vegetables in a large salad bowl.
Add feta cheese, (anchovies and capers). Toss to
mix well. Chill salad in refrigerator for 10 minutes. Toss again before serving.
-Michael Avgerijos, 11, Greek American, NJ.

• Take small bites and chewing well. If we kids
were eating too fast, Dad or Mom would say, "Why,
is there a tiger running after you? Eat slowly."

Eat Healthy and Be Cancer-free!

• Taking small portions to begin with. Then asking for more, if you're still hungry. Avoid stuffing it
in. And, no sweets before supper.
• Drink a glass of water ten minutes before and/or
twenty minutes after meals. No soda or soft drinks
with meals. It interferes with our digestive process.
Drink plenty of water during the summer months..
• Avoid eating snacks directly from the original
box or bag. Take a handful on a small plate or bowl.
If you can control your taste buds, no seconds, please.
Reduce your intake of snack foods, junk foods or
take-out meals as much as possible.
• Eat locally-grown, fresh vegetables, greens and
fruits during the growing season. You may use raw
celery, carrots (or your favorite veggies), fresh-cut
apples or other fruits instead of store-bought snacks.

The American Institute for Cancer Research
offers resources to explore new ways of eating
healthy and lowering our risk of cancer. Their book,
The New American Plate Cookbook, gives delicious
recipes for maintaining a healthy weight and a
healthy life. The Institute also publishes brochures
that explore flavorful foods from the Middle East,
India and Asia, and describes what foods are best to
eat in each culture. For example, the many fruits and
vegetables in the Mediterranean diet provide antioxidants and phytochemicals, two things vital to lowering cancer risks. They have yummy recipes and warnings about specific foods to stay away from when
dining out. Also available in Spanish:Consejos Utiles.
To receive brochures or order the cookbook visit
the American Institute for Cancer Research,
www.aicr.org, or call them at 1-800-843-8114.

• Enjoy the outdoors-work in the garden, play in
a park, take morning or evening walks, go camping or
hiking. Be in nature as much as you can!
• Be happy. Smile. Laugh. Make others happy!
Vol. 17 no. 3
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How to Make a Cherry Pie with Oma
Ingredients for Filling:
2 cups fresh, juicy cherries from Grandma's
farm in Indiana
6 tsp. sugar, sweet as running in the coni fields
1/2 cup juice from the cherries, set aside in the
warm pantry
Ingredients for Crust:
2 cups flour ground at Harvey's Mill
1 cup sugar
1/2 cup butter churned at dusk the day before
1/4 tablespoon almond extract
1 beaten egg
2 tablespoons well water
In Grandma's pale yellow pottery bowl,
place the juicy, fresh, pitted cherries picked from
her elaborate garden. Stir in, very gently, six
tablespoons of sugar, sweetened with her hugs.
Then until just right, add a half cup of vermillion
cherry juice, and set the bowl aside to rest on
Grandma's cracked, whiteTenamel countertop.
For Grandma's all time perfect pie crust, sift
three cups of sawdust-white flour ground at Harvey's
mill, three miles down the lane. Combine the flour
with one cup of crystallized sugar and the silken gilt
butter until it is moist Then, add the small amount of
almond extract for flavoring. Chill the pie dough in
the old icebox for one hour. Then, take out a small,
jade-colored bowl and mix the two tablespoons of
well water with the brown-speckled egg.
Watch carefully as Grandma's indigo-veined
hands skillfully roll out the rough crust with her heirloom rolling pin. She puts aside a quarter of the crust.
Now, Grandma sprinkles a white dust of flour as she
works contentedly. The crust looks like a full moon in
a sky of alabaster stars. Grandma fits the crust in a
buttered and lightly sugared pan from Barley's general store. The tips of her fingers crimp the edges of the
crust until they appear like lace. She cuts the strips for
the latticework top from the dough she set aside.

the top of the pie browns nicely. Grandma's hands
now cradle the pie into her old-fashioned oven. The
pie bakes for 10 minutes at 450 degrees. Then,
Grandma reduces the heat so that the pie bakes at 350
degrees for 45 minutes more.
As Grandma slides the flaky pie from the oven,
the sweet aroma kisses your nose. Grandma cuts a
thin slice for each of you and places fluffy whipped
cream on each delectable serving. As you cozy up to
Grandma's
pin e
kitchen
table, take
a bite of
this delicious pie
w h i I e
drinking
an ice-cold
glass of
milk.
Drift away into sweet dreams.
-Desanka Beslic, 12, Denver, Colorado, has
Serbian, German and Native American heritage. Her
piece was inspired by many visits to her grandparents' home in Indiana. Desanka's love for writing and
cooking has whipped up magical dreams of one day
becoming an accomplished yet very creative chef and
cookbook writer. Art by Nina Forsberg, Eugene.

Very delicately, you and Grandma pour in the dark
cherry filling. It looks as if God is placing a ruby
blanket over the sky for the night. Then, together, you
braid the latticework strips atop the piecrust.
Remember to brush on the egg and well water so that
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I Remember
I remember when I was two years old
watching my father stand in the courtroom as they told
him how many years he got.
I remember me and my mom crying, going through
disappointment without my father.
I remember as I got older he told me he is going to be
getting out before this Father's Day.
I could remember that.
I remember my dad told me he loves me and he
is always thinking about me.
I remember my dad used to be sweet, caring,
loving, a hard working man, and a giver.
I remember my dad telling me it is going to be all right.
Don't cry.
I remember that my dad is getting out this Father's Day.
I remember I am so glad, so happy about that.
-DeAngela Owens, grade 7, Mercer Middle, Washington.

lAm
I am from my mother's flesh
poured into the night stars.
I feel the warm breeze
I'm taken to a great place
I've learned to call home.
I taste my Nana's fried chicken,
a taste just like heaven.

I Forgive You
Mom,
I remember when
You let those people take my
Brothers and I away from you.
I forgive you!
Mom,
I remember when
You said you would come pick up
My brothers and I and you never did.
I forgive you!
Mom,
I remember when
My brothers and I were waiting to
Have our supervised visit with
You and you didn't even show up.
I forgive you!
Mom,
I remember when
On holidays you missed being
With us when you could have called.
I forgive you!
Mom,
I remember when
You said you loved us but
Didn't show it.
I forgive you!

I remember people called family
we loved and shared and cared
for each other. It took one
hard fall to realize who I am,
where I was from and my surroundings.

Mom,
I remember when
You were never at conferences
For school.

I've fallen deeply into dreams...
I come from my Grandma's candied yams, what a
sweet smell, the smell of collard greens, macaroni and
cheese, mashed potatoes and oh, how I love them.
My caramel patterned skin, silky soft,
short black hair, oh how I love me, my roots, my
family coming from Arkansas and TennesseeThat's who I am and where I'm from!
-Evett Patrice Jordan, grade 6,
Madrona School, Washington.
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Mom,
I remember when
You put my brothers off
All these years for yourself.
I forgive you!
Mom,
I remember when
I told you I love you.
I still do!
-Chantel White, 13, WA.
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Castles in the Air
"If you have built castles in the air, your work
need not be lost; that is where they should be.
Now put foundations under them."
Two years ago, my Uncle James and my Aunt
Rita decided that they wanted another child.
Although my uncle and aunt led a happy life with
their daughter, Veena, for seven years, they felt
that something was missing from their lives.
Thus, their efforts to adopt a baby girl ensued,
and with it came many trying and joyful events.
They had always dreamed of two or three girls
in their family, but those plans fell through. After
seven years, they turned to adoption as an option.
Noone else they knew had adopted a child, and
they wondered if it was a feasible idea. Just to
see, they went to India and visited some adoption
centers and orphanages. When they fIrst saw sixmonth-old Sitara, they fell in love with her
instantly. However, adopting a baby from India is
a very long and drawn out procedure, involving
many investments in money and time. Although
other hopeful parents might have been discouraged, my aunt and uncle were determined to
adopt her for their own.
Before they returned from their month-long
vacation to India that summer, they made detailed
plans as to how they were going to adopt Sitara
quickly. They wanted her to be able to arrive
quickly, so that Veena would have a sister soon.
All those careful designs were shattered when
they received the news that they would have to
wait longer than anticipated. The Indian bureauc.racy went through things very slowly. Every
tIme they sent a document for approval, the
offIces claimed that they never received it in the
mail. And through all this, Sitara was growing
and growing without them.
Two, agonizingly slow, unproductive years
passed by, and still Sitara remained in India.
Although my uncle and aunt worked so hard to
make their dreams come true, it seemed everyone
was telling them it would not happen, and they
needed a miracle.

One weekend in early July last year, my family and I visited my aunt and uncle in Queens. As
we sat down for dinner, Foxy, their dog, begged
for scraps from the table. My aunt had made her
famous Indian meal of masala dosas. We were
all eating her mouth-watering dosas when, suddenly, the phone rang. My aunt ran to pick it up.
Within two minutes, we heard a delighted squeal
emanating from the kitchen. She bounded into
the kitchen, almost tripping over Foxy, but managed to relay the good news to us: "We can get
Sitara next week!" The whole room erupted with
cheers. We were so excited! Sitara was finally
coming! All of my uncle's and aunt's dreams of
Sitara were fInally coming together.
By Sunday, my uncle, aunt, and Veena had
packed their suitcases and booked their tickets
for a Monday night flight. They could barely
contain their excitement. Veena called me up and
was telling me their day-by-day plans: "We will
be picking her up on Wednesday. The first day
we get there and visit all our family and friends
to show her off for the next two weeks! I can't
wait to see her!"
The beautiful July day they returned was one
of my happiest. I was thrilled to see my new
cousin, and so happy for my aunt and uncle.
Amidst all the seemingly insurmountable doubts
and tribulations that had troubled them, my aunt
and uncle had brought their dreams to life. Sitara,
now an adorable, precious two-year-old girl, lives
blissfully with her new mom, dad, and sister.
These past two years have been an immense
struggle for everyone involved in the adoption
process, but everything has paid off.
-Joyce Varkey, 16, New York.

Colors
The exterior
Being labeled by skin tone
Man brought down by words.
-Adam Jay Granat, 16,
Jewish American, New York.
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A Special Day and a Special Brother
In my life, so far, I've experienced some very
good days, and some extremely bad days. When I
think of all the good, wonderful days, one in particular stands out from the rest. The day my family and I finally got my little brother was the most
wonderful day in my life.
My family adopted my younger brother. The
long exciting journey that led up to the adoption
began when I was six. I remember that the first
step was for my parents to go to the adoption
agency and view videos of children available for
adoptions (that is, after tons of paperwork). My
parents had chosen to adopt a baby boy from
Russia. The workers at the adoption agency
showed them videos of baby boys in Russia. The
first one that my parents saw was the last one,
too. They had already fallen in love with the little
brown-eyed, big-cheeked boy in the first video.
A few months later, we flew to Russia. We were
allotted only seven days there, for we had to
make a second trip, too. While we were there, we
got to see my new brother in person for the first
time. He was adorable. He just sat on the floor
playing with the key chains on my backpack.
After visiting him at the orphanage for awhile, we
took him to get his passport. Those seven days
went by so fast, and before we knew it we were
back in the U.S. In only ten days, my dad had to
travel back to Russia, at which time he could then
bring my brother home. My mom and I had the
hardest time waiting that week. I couldn't believe
that I was finally going to get a little brother. As
seven days slumped past, the best day of all
arrived, the day we went to the airport to greet my
brother in the United States of America for the
first time.
I still remember the feelings I had that day.
There was so much excitement and anticipation
bottled up inside me, and there was no way to
release it. I had to sit at the arrival gate, alongside
my mom and many other relatives, and wait for
my dad to walk off the delayed flight from
Russia, holding my little brother in his arms.
Everything was astonishingly quiet, and just as
Vol. 17 no. 3

everyone had reached their limit of waiting, the
most wonderful moment of all came. My dad
walked through the security doors, holding
Charlie, my new brother, way above his head. I
ran up to my dad and immediately began asking
him if I could hold Charlie. As soon as I realized
that I was holding my new brother, here in
America, and that he was ours forever, everything
around me blanked out of my mind. I remember
just sitting there, eyes fixated on Charlie, repeating, "I'm Emily, your big sister." It was the day
I'd been waiting for for years, and it was finally
here. As all of my aunts, uncles, grandparents,
and cousins took turns holding him, I just kept
thinking, I am so lucky. That's my brother. I actually have a little brother. This wonderful day
would soon be over, but it had just started a great
new chapter in my life.
So many great days filled with anticipation
came before that one day at the airport and so
many other great days have followed it, but that
one, most wonderful day was the best of all
because it was the first day of my life with a little
brother.
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--Emily Hitechew, 14, grade 8, Pennsylvaina.
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The Lunchbox
"What's that?" Caitlin whispered loudly to Stacy.
I rolled my eyes. Here we go again.
"Hey, King-Lee," Caitlin giggled as she pointed at
my lunchbox.
"It's Qingyi, Caitlin."
I felt my cheeks burning as all the kids turned to
see what the Chinese girl brought for lunch today.
Caitlin absently brushed a blonde lock of hair
from her eyes. "Whatever! What is it? It looks like
floating eyeballs!" Caitlin scrunched up her perfect
button nose and pretended to gag.
I sighed and tried to ignore the other kids, especially the boys, racing over to see what "eyeballs"
looked like.
Of course, my mother would not pack eyeballs for
my lunch. Sometimes when we have fish for dinner
my sister and I would fight over the fish's eyeball. It's
actually very tasty. But I didn't tell anyone at school I
eat fish eyeballs. That would really gross them out.
Ever since I moved to this school, Caitlin and
Stacy have been making fun of my lunch. I don't have
smoked ham and cheese sandwiches. I don't have
grilled chicken wraps. I don't even have good oldfashioned PB&J. I have Chinese food, noodles
("looks like brains," according to Caitlin), fried rice
with bok choy ("snot with green puke"), and jiao zi,
which I'm eating today ("eyeballs").
"So, what is it?" The new boy Scott bent down
and sniffed my jiao zi.
Caitlin stared at us, something greenish, like
lettuce, dangling out of one corner of her mouth.
"Do you want to try one?" I asked shyly.
"Hmmm, it smells good." He threw his brown bag
on the table and slid over next to me.
I didn't think Scott was cute. Okay, maybe just a
little. But I knew half the girls in my class, including
Caitlin and Stacy, were in love with him by lunch
time. I glanced over and saw Caitlin turning
the same color as her corn chips, the
piece of lettuce still holding on for
dear life.
"Does it have meat in it?" Scott
asked as he examined a dumpling.
"Sometimes, but my mother
made this out of chives."
I pushed my lunchbox toward him.
Scott shrugged and popped one into his mouth.
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"I'm vegetarian," he said.
"So you don't eat any meat?" I asked.
"Nope. I hate the thought of eating flesh."
I didn't think it was a good time to mention I had
a bun stuffed with sweet pork for dessert.
"Can I have another one?" Scott wolfed down his
sandwich and was eyeing my dumplings.
"Ewww! Scott's eating eyeballs!" screamed
Caitlin.
"Yeah, and they taste way better than that
scrawny dead animal you're eating."
Scott flapped his arms like a chicken. All the kids
started to laugh and make clucking noises at her.
Caitlin crumbled up her lunch bag and stomped out
of the cafeteria. Meanwhile, my hero, my knight in
shining armor, my savior, helped himself to another
dumpling.
The next day I sat with Scott again during lunch.
For the first time since I've eaten at that cafeteria,
Caitlin did not point at my lunchbox and snicker. In
fact, she ignored me completely. No complaints here.
For today's lunch, my mom packed fried bean
curd stuffed with vegetables. I usually like them
stuffed with beef, but I begged my mom to make
them without any meat. She couldn't understand why
and I didn't want to explain.
"Ummm! Dishes gauyt!" Scott gobbled two down
at once.
Gabe and Sarah wanted to try one. So did Jason
and Brett. And I was so surprised when Stacy
reached over and cautiously bit into one, too. Caitlin
gave her a cold stare and moved two inches away just
in case the bean curd was contagious.
My lunchbox was being pushed all across the
cafeteria table. Some liked it, some didn't. But that's
okay. At least no one made fun of my lunch anymore.
It wasn't disgusting, just not the same as everyone
else's. I guess it takes time for people to get used to
different things. That's what Scott told me.
"Who cares what other people think? It's your
choice, your life, and it's your lunch!"
I just know Scott the vegetarian and I are
going to be great friends.
Scott passed me half of his sandwich. It
was a mushroom, eggplant, zucchini and
spinach sandwich with mustard. Just between
you and me, even that was a little gross for my taste.
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Last summer my mother got four other mothers together to hire a teacher for summer vacation.
The teacher took us girls on all sorts of outdoor adventures during the week while our mothers
worked. We are trying to come up with a new plan for this summer. Any ideas?

Do you all have pretty good bikes, or have
access to one? There is a Superhero Movement
afoot which has young people very excited. The
idea of the Superhero Movement is for a group to
go on bike trips and help people along the way.
It helps if Superheroes take on an identity to
convey the purpose of their agenda as they ride
into a village or small town. The group might make
themselves costumes based on the mighty superman saga. Or, the group might dress up as a team
of industrious ants, magicians or characters from
fairyland. For leadership, one or two people who
have been on a Superhero ride would serve best.
Superheroes ride through the countryside,
developing close friendships with one another. The
main purpose of their ride is to be of service to
whoever is in need of help. While helping others,
invariably the riders discover that their hearts are
filled with the power of love. Givers and receivers
are constantly struck by how unexpectedly great
and wonderful people are. Wherever they go, riders are treated with loving response. Those who are ~==================.:=.J
receiving most welcomed and unexpected assis- Photo: Helena Marcos. Wellsprings School. Eugene. Oregon.
tance eagerly offer to share their meals and floor space for riders to spread out their sleeping bags.
Ethan Hughes, the originator of the Superhero Movement, initiated starting each morning with
Superheroes taking turns with "Readings of the World's Great." Breakfast often consists of bulk
organic oats with whatever toppings are available. Riders open all their meals to anyone who may
want to join them. All day Superheroes encourage each other to grow and be open to ever greater possibilities. Before falling asleep in the evening, the riders join in a sharing circle and expressions of
gratitude for the gifts the day brought.
I can imagine each of the girls in your group learning one or more activities like beading, macrame,
netting, knitting or face painting. Take a container for each activity you will need along the way.
In every village or town you are apt to meet eager learners of your skills in public parks or community
centers. From you they have a chance to experience that people are all potential friends and that hurts
can be overcome.
Taking such Superhero trips may introduce you to learning to accept the new, the unexpected; you
may want to keep a journal and record memorable events of
the trip. Send stories of your adventures to Skipping Stones!

§~~g~~~~{j~sti,g~~lf~~~~~tst2:
Deaf;Hannac./oSJ(jpjJing Ston{!~_'::
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More Than Just "The Thought"
You tear off the wrapping paper and open the present. It's not what you were expecting. That familiar
phrase, "It's the thought that counts," echoes through
your mind. But what are people thinking?
What was Ashley's cousin, Dave, thinking when,
on her birthday, he handed her an orange rabbit's foot
wrapped in Easter-egg paper? Why did John's grandmother give him old marbles stuffed in a new pair of
socks? It might be easy to understand the weird quirks
of family gift-giving practices, but what about the
gift-giving customs of other cultures?
Do you have a friend who lives in another
country? Or, maybe you have a second-generation
American friend whose culture and customs from
their country-of-origin are still a very big part of their
life. In either case, you may want to learn how to
speak the silent language of cross-cultural gift-giving.
Sometimes other aspects of a gift have more
significance than the gift itself. The meaning that the
giver intends may not translate well to the meaning
that the receiver interprets.
For example, you send an umbrella to your friend,
who lives in China. You think, "I really hope this
makes her happy." When she opens it, she wonders,
"Why does my friend want me to cry?" In the Chinese
culture umbrellas bring to mind tears and mourning.
When you engage in cross-cultural giftgiving, consider three things: what you give,
how you wrap it, and how you hand it over.

The Gift Itself
In some cases, giving the wrong gift can
be worse than giving nothing. The word for
clock (pronounced zhong) in Chinese (Cantonese)
sounds similar to the word for death. The tick-tock,
tick-tock is a reminder of life's eventual end.
In many Asian cultures, if you give a friend a
knife, letter opener, or scissors it can mean that you
want to sever the friendship.
Don't give anything made of cow products, like
leather or food, to a friend who is Hindu. Hindus eat a
vegetarian diet and harming cows is considered taboo.
When visiting a Jewish or Muslim friend, avoid
giving anything made with pig products, including
sausages, foods made with gelatin, and objects made
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with pig skin. Pigs are considered unclean animals in
Judaic and Islamic traditions.
The number of gifts you give to a friend also
has meaning. Never give gifts in sets of four when
visiting friends of the Chinese, Korean, or Japanese
cultures. The number four symbolizes death.
In Chinese culture, gifts given in pairs of two are
good luck. Odd numbers (1, 3, 5) symbolize isolation
and loneliness. In Thai culture, the number 3 is lucky.

Dressing the Gift
Just like people, a gift should be dressed. The
outer wrapping of a present speaks volumes about the
intention you have in giving it.
If you want to make a good impression, you dress
your best. Similarly, if you want your gift to make a
good impression, decorate the present in a way that
shows you care and took time dressing it up.
In American culture white symbolize~ newness,
purity and cleanliness. In many Asian cultures white,
blue and black are used at funerals. In some subSaharan African cultures, the color red symbolizes
blood, so don't use it for wrapping gifts.

The Hand-Off
Don't yell, "Heads up!" as you lob the gift to your
friend from across the room.How you pass the gift to
your friend is as important as the contents of
the package and how you decorate it. In most
cases you should give the gift with both
hands to convey respect for your frindship.
When handing a gift to a Thai, don't pass
the gift over anyone's head. This taboo relates to
the belief that the head is the throne of the soul.
In traditional Muslim cultures the left hand is
used for hygiene and the right hand is used for eating.
Use your right hand to give the gift.
Does this sound like a lot to remember? It sure is,
but knowing the silent messages that gifts can send
could help you prevent future misunderstandings and
help create a lasting friendship. If you'regiving a gift
to someone from a different culture you might be
speaking two different languages, but not the verbal
kind. Gifts can be an important form of talking without words. Make a positive impression!
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-Corey E. Habbas, California.
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Under the Midnight Sun
When I left to spend a year in Sweden, I
never realized how much I would learn, not only
about the language and culture, but also about
myself. My hosts were the Bolins, a farming family who lived in northeastern Sweden. They taught
me about family and the value of hard work.
I attended the local high school in Solleftea, a
small city about 30 km from the farming community where the Bolins lived. To my surprise, I took
a public bus to and from school. What a change
from the yellow school buses at home!
Before starting my homework in the afternoon, I often took long walks in the woods and
the hills surrounding the farm. A Swedish law,
known as "Every Man's Right," allows you to walk
or camp anywhere you please, as long as you don't
damage property and stay a reasonable distance away
from people's houses.
Though they worked hard on the farm, the Bolins'
life was far from being all work and no play. I got to
experience some interesting trips.
In the early fall, we attended the World Plowing
Championship which was being held in southern
Sweden, near Helsingborg. The event was like a
county fair gone international and featured much
more than plowing. Horses competed in events as
diverse as plowing, wood hauling, and jousting!
Farmers from all over were there to show off their
hard work and enjoy a rare moment in the sun.
Winter settled in for good by the middle of
November. I went to school in the dark and boarded

the bus home just after 3 p.m. at twilight. On weekends I enjoyed walking or skiing, seeing my forests of
summer and fall covered in a wintry white array.
The gloom of winter, however, did not dampen
anyone's spirits. The family whiled away the long,
dark evenings in the warmth of home. Holiday celebrations were filled with light and joy, including a trip
by horse-drawn sleigh to an early morning Christmas
service.
Winter finally released its icy grip in May. During
free hours, I walked to town with friends from school
to eat ice cream or window shop. My beloved hills
and forests began to put on a new coat of sparkling
colors.
Midsummer Eve in June was host to a large celebration with family and neighbors from all around.
We had fun building a midsummer pole, playing
games, eating delicious food, and just being together.
Soon after Midsummer, I returned to my
home in the U.S., not only literate in a new
language and culture, but also with a new confidence in my own abilities and a new appreciation for the bonds of family.

-Elizabeth Gawlik, Kentucky, further
writes, "Experiencing life in another country
can teach you not only about others, but also
about yourself. As a student and teacher offoreign languages, I have studied abroad on two
occasions, in addition to taking several international trips. Each experience has taught me
something new and I relish any opportunity to
share what I have learned with others."
Vol. 17 no. 3
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ADrive Through the Amish Countryside
While driving along the countryside,
I noticed something unusual.
At fIrst I thought we had gone through a time portal.
There were farmers plowing their fIelds,
And clothes hanging on clotheslines.
There were no power lines or street lights.
Were we in the past? I asked myself.
As we entered a covered bridge,
I became scared.
The bridge was made only of wood!
Would it support the weight of our minivan?
We made it across the bridge unharmed.
As we drove,
Things looked even more unfamiliar.
There was a buggy with no motor.
It was being pulled by a horse!
This place was very different.
I gave a sigh of relief as we fInally pulled onto a paved road.
I looked back and realized I had encountered a unique way of life.
Remembering what I had seen,
I felt warm inside.
I guess we didn't go through a time portal,
Just a drive through the Amish countryside.
And what a pleasant drive it was!
-Poem and photos by Scott Simpson, Grade 7, Pennsylvania.
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So Bu.cIa of 1ennOI
Lnnox Berry lives four houses up from me on
Los Arboles Lane. Ma says she looks grave as an
undertaker, stone-faced as a general, and her hair
could be a bird's nest.
Lennox Berry sits behind me in second grade
homeroom. Poppy says she's somber, quiet in the
attic, with a gentle melancholy-and hair so tangled it's starting to dread. Lennox Berry saves me
on the playground from Tug James. Grandma says
Lennox is a Gloomy Gus, a Moaning Minnie with
mussed tresses. I walk home with Lennox past
many front yards. Some neighbors yell, "Snaggy!"
They have never met Lennox Berry.
Many people talk of Lennox and her hair. Some
people think she was born sprouting wild worms
from her head and never could tame them. Others
say she listens to too much music. The extra notes
flow from her ears onto her hair making it impossible to comb.
They have never seen Lennox Berry.
When I look into Lennox's hair, if the sun is
just right, I see my reflection sparkling back at me.
Each strand runs a wild path; whirling, curving,
curling, twisting down her back. Her hair flies gloriously behind her as she runs through the playground. No matter how many kids chase, no matter how fast, they never can touch it! Lennox
Berry runs for me.
Many people talk of Lennox keeping to herself.
Some people think she was born with her mouth
sewn shut and never could open it. Others say she
eats all the leftover chalk at school. The chalk
thickens to a paste sealing up every word she has
to say.
They have never dared to speak to Lennox
Berry.
When I talk with Lennox her mouth cracks
open a bit. The words slip out and spill softly into
my ears. Often we talk of where we'd like to go
when we grow up. How we'll live, work, and play.
But never do we speak about what other people
say. When she laughs her lips unfurl to a daisy, her
cheeks round and blush. She tells the most delicious jokes.
Vol. 17 no. 3

Lennox Berry lives four houses up from me
on Los Arboles Lane. Lennox's Ma says she is
happy as a clam, rosy with expectation, and her
hair is her crowning glory. Lennox Berry claps
for me when I sing in music class. Her Poppy
says she is full of beans, sunny, with a gentle
melancholy-and hair so beautiful it's starting
to dread.
Lennox Berry is more than just this.
Her Grandma says Lennox is merry as a
cricket, gay as a lark--with tresses that need a
good brushing! I walk home with Lennox past
many front yards. Some neighbors yell out,
"Snaggy!"
They have yet to meet Lennox Berry.
-Aleta Groves, mother, New Mexico. She writes,
"Our heroes in this story are an unruly-looking girl
and a quiet-seeming boy narrator who happens to
be wheelchair bound. Both characters and their
families are African-American"

Fear
Fear.
The feeling with no description
because it needs no description.
Fear.
The feeling of never knowing if you will go
home,
the feeling of wondering if the bayonets out there
are meant for you.
Fear.
The thing that encloses your heart
when you hear those police sirens
and don't know if you're the one to be taken.
Fear
The one thing that didn't stop Dr. King
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The Three-Toed Sloth
The three-toed sloth is a mammal that
lives in the tree tops of the rain forests of South
America. Other creatures that live beside it are
monkeys, toucans, parrots and hummingbirds.
An adult sloth is about 24 inches (60 cms)
long and weighs about 7 pounds (3.2 kg).
It has a slender, thick-skinned body
covered with long, stiff brown hairs
and a layer of fur underneath.
The sloth has a round head, flat face, blunt
nose and peg-like teeth. Its ears aren't visible.
It has a small tail and long legs. Its forelegs
are longer than its hind legs. On each foot there
are three toes with sharp, strong, hooked claws.
The sloth moves very slowly, hand over hand. It
is the slowest animal in the world. It travels from
tree to tree along a network of vines, eating leaves
and buds. It does not drink for it gets enough
moisture from juicy leaves and water droplets.
The sloth spends most of its time hanging
upside down from horizontal branches. It sleeps
about 19 hours a day. It eats, mates and gives birth
in this position-always facing the sky. Because it
uses very little energy, it doesn't need much foodjust a few leaves several times a day.
When the sloth dies, it may still hang there in
the tree-tops. Skeletons have been found, locked
onto branches by the hooked claws.
Because the sloth hangs for most of its life, its
hair falls downward from stomach to back. The hair
of other animals falls in the opposite direction.
The sloth is well-camouflaged among the
leaves, especially in the rainy season when green
algae live in its hair. This gives the sloth a greenish
tint.
Insects, moths, beetles, ticks and mites also find
shelter in the hair. Caterpillars feed on the algae and
moths fly out from time to time. On one occasion,
120 moths were gathered from a single sloth!
Once a week, the sloth leaves its light, bright
tree-top world and slithers down a tree trunk.
Slowly it makes its way though the understorygrip, slither, grip. At last it reaches the forest floor
which is dark and humid.
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Holding a vine, the sloth makes a hollow with
its stubby tail. It excretes into the hollow and covers its waste with leaves. Then it climbs back to the
tree tops.
The sloth can stand upright on the ground, but it
can't walk. It drags itself along by its "hands and
arms. The ground is a dangerous place for a sloth.
Jaguars or ocelots may drop from a tree branch and
attack it.
In the tree tops, sloths and monkeys may be
attacked by the harpy eagle. It is one of the largest
eagles in the world. The sloth is also the prey of
large snakes. Its shaggy coat and thick skin protect
it when it is attacked, and it defends itself with its
long arms and strong teeth.
Also, the sloth has 23 pairs of ribs which protect
its body. Other animals have only 12 pairs. The
sloth has nine special bones in its neck so that it can
tum its head around almost in a circle. This gives it
a view in every direction.
The newborn sloth is a round ball of soft fur
about 10 inches (25 cm) long and about 12 ounces
(350 grams) in weight. It clings to its mother,
suckling. This is the only time in its life when a
sloth is not facing the sky.
At two weeks of age, the baby sloth tastes
leaves, and when it is an adult, it eats a few every
day. At four months of age, it eats nothing else but
leaves.
When the young sloth is six months old, its
mother abandons it to look after itself. But she lets
it feed in her territory for about six months. Adult

Skipping Stones

Vol. 17 no. 3

Jamaica, A Country of Kare Beauty
Many times when
tourists visit exotic islands,
they get the impression
that the resort is what the
country truly looks like.
Resorts present only one
side of Jamaica's real
beauty. When we get away
from resorts we step into a
whole different country.
The real Jamaica is a place
of rare beauty filled with
interesting people.
I met many Jamaicans
who were hardworking
people. Jamaica is a poor
country and people have to
be persuasive if they have
a business. A lot of
Jamaicans try to sell families and tourists items that
they've made, or bought
from other natives. This is
what a lot of people in Jamaica do for a living. It's a
good way to make a little money to support their families. These hard workers wake up at the crack of
dawn and set up stands where they sell items like
handmade necklaces, bracelets, anklets, rings and earrings. They also sell t-shirts, sarans, hair clips, carved
wood and other interesting things.
One item I knew I had to get was a purse made
from a fruit called Naseberry. The flesh varies from
yellow to shades of brown and sometimes reddishbrown, and may be smooth or have a granular texture.
The flavor is sweet and pleasant, ranging from a pear

flavor to crunchy brown
sugar. Fruits can be seedless, but usually have
from 3 to 12 hard, black,
shiny, flattened seeds.
There are other fruits that
the natives use to be
resourceful and make a
profit. To make the purse,
the locals pick the naseberry fruit from a tall tree.
The crafter cuts the top of
the naseberry off and puts
it to the side. Then he guts
the inside and hangs it to
dry. After the naseberry is
dried out, the crafter takes
it and makes desired
designs on it. He paints
the naseberry in extravagant colors. Then the
crafter applies a zipper on
the top part of the naseberry so that the purse can open and close. He adds a
strap so it officially becomes a purse. Finally, he lets
all the paint dry and sells it for good money depending on how big it is and how intricate the designs are.
When I went to Jamaica I learned how people can
take something from nature and make profit from it in
an interesting way. This shows that the locals are
clever and creative. I would go to Jamaica any chance
I get to learn more about the people, nature, and its
surroundings.
-Kara LaForgia, grade 10,jirst generation ItalianAmerican, New York. Art: Lindsay Monroe, Eugene.

Three-Toed Sloths, continuedfrompage 20.
three-toed sloths are solitary animals, coming together only to mate.
Two-toed sloths are larger and more active than three-toed sloths. They have lived more than 20
years in zoos, but three-toed sloths survive only a few months in captivity. They cannot live outside
their habitat, the tropical rain forest.
People are cutting down the tropical forests of South America, and the three-toed sloth is losing its
habitat. It is an endangered creature.
The ancestor of the sloth (before the last ice age) was the Giant Ground Sloth which was about the
size of an elephant.
-Edel Wignell, Victoria, Australia.
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The Case of The MIssInG DoLphIn
Once upon a time there were father were there. Flip and Hop explained to
three dolphins. One was named them what had happened. Their mother said,
Pip. He was a very good swimmer. "You don't have another brother." "And I don't
Another was named Hop. He was a very good know anybody named Pip," replied their father.
hopper. And another was named Flip. He was a
Flip and Hop couldn't believe what they had
very good flipper. Every morning they went out just heard. They remembered that the friendly
for breakfast. There were fish swimming every- shark was their only suspect. He was a suspect
where. The only way the dolphins got to eat them because he swam as fast as Pip, he was as friendwas by Flip standing on Pip and Hop. Pip swam ly as Pip, he had a voice like Pip, and he had a
really fast and caught the fish on his strange- hammerhead like Pip. They rushed to him before
looking nose. Then Flip did a really high flip and bedtime. " You are our suspect," Flip said. "For
caught the fish. And last, but definitely not least, what?" asked the friendly shark. "For the case of
Hop did a hop and caught the fish. After all of missing Pip," explained Hop. "But I am Pip,"
that, Flip and Hop noticed that Pip was not there!
the friendly shark said, trying to hide a smile.
"Let's look for Pip," said Flip. While they "But Pip is our brother," said Flip. "Maybe you
were looking, they saw a rm moving through the thought I was your brother, but I wasn't. You
sea. "That must be Pip," yelled Hop. But it would starve to death if I didn't help you. I just
wasn't. A shark swooped under the water and help you so you will survive," explained the new
swam after them. Pip wasn't there, but he was as Pip. "Why didn't you help us the last two days?"
asked Hop. "Because I knew a hurricane
fast a swimmer as the shark. They tried to swim
was coming, and I lost my parents" the
as fast as they could, but the shark got closer
u hOp
new Pip said. "Well, why don't you live
and closer. "What are we going to do?"
with us?" said Flip. "But first we have
asked Flip. Then they saw a boat. They
stole the paddles from the boat so they
to ask our parents," explained Hop.
could swim faster. All at once they heard
,p
They swam as fast as they could to
the shark yell, "Hello, How are you?" The
~
ask their mom and dad. They all swam
voice sounded like Pip's. The dolphins were
fast, especially Pip, who always swam
so shocked, all they could say was hello. The
the fastest. When their parents saw a
sun was setting. It was time to go home. Their
shark followed happily by Flip and Hop,
parents were not home. Flip and Hop were too they knew immediately that this must be Pip. "Of
.tired to wait for them, so they fell fast asleep.
course he can live with us!" they said. "Any
When Flip and Hop woke up, the parents were shark who saves the lives of our two dolphins is
a part of the family."
eating already. Flip and Hop did not have anything to eat because Pip wasn't there. They were
When they fell
starving and they needed to find Pip. They went
asleep, they dreamed
out to look for him. The waves started to get bigabout friends and famiger and bigger. The wind was making the waves
ly, including their new
huge. The wind was spinning right around Flip
brother. When they
and Hop. They were in the eye of a Hurricane!!!
woke up the next
The friendly shark was in the eye of the hurricane
morning, they had all
too. This shark had a hammerhead. He bopped
the fish their hearts
his hammer back and forth and made the hurridesired. And they lived
cane blow away. He saved Flip and Hop and himhappily ever after.
self. He really was friendly. It was time for Flip
- Mitchell Epstein, 8, New Jersey.
and Hop to go home. This time their mother and

~.,!,r
Y

CJ

Page 22

Skipping Stones

Vol. 17 no. 3

The Guardian of the HiU
I grew up in a land of hills and mountains,
shaped by earthquakes and volcanoes. The private school I attended, run by the Benedictine
Fathers, was built on the slopes of a hill overlooking a large lake. The view of the lake, though
far away, was often crystal clear. Other days it
was obscured by a golden mist, and shafts of sunlight shone on the water.
I remember one day, when warm air and cold
vied for dominance in the sky above, I saw a
waterspout form from a low-hanging, triangleshaped cloud. The sight was frightening and at
the same time dreadfully beautiful. I rode the bus
home that day with hailstones bouncing off the
windows.
My friends and I loved to play on the hill in
our free hours. We named it, simply, The Hill,
and it was our fairYland. Most of it was grassy,
but in some areas lichen-covered rocks thrust out
of the ground, forming interesting shapes
reminiscent of ruined towers. One such place
we named the Troll's Stair, because it resembled
long steps rising at an angle up the slope. It ended
in front of a roughly cut, flat rock we called the
Troll's Throne.
Flowers and bushes that grew inside circles of
cut stones we named Fairy Rings, after the mushroom rings in books. I had never seen a single
mushroom grow there, but thought that perhaps
there were non-mushroom fairies who used them
on occasion. We picked the flowers sometimes
and drained them of their sweet nectar.
We named almost all the trees of note. The
North Tree was a tall coconut that waved its
fronds at the bottom of the slope. We thought the
North Wind often blew through it, and there we
held conversations with the Wind, not always
politely. For example:
"Shut up, North Wind!"
"It's not listening!"
"Shout louder!"
Near the bottom of the hill was a large overhang of rock, about three feet above the ground,
and arching over it a thorny bougainvillaea with a
thick rough trunk and purple flowers. It formed a
Vol. 17 no. 3

bramble hollow through which a child could
crawl. We called this the Rabbit Hole after Uncle
Remus and his briar patch.
One golden afternoon I was running along the
hill, fresh from a session of dodgeball, in a P. E.
class. Perhaps I imagined I was fleeing some
horrible foe. I made for the Rabbit Hole, intending to launch myself off the overhang. Just as I
reached the edge and gathered myself to spring,
some root or trailing vine reached out and
grasped my right foot. For a moment I hung in
midair, my arms windmilling in a vain attempt to
regain my balance. I may have felt the chill of
impending doom for I was surely going to land
on my face on the hard ground below.
There was an imperceptible tug, as I felt
myself lifted slightly. In the next instant, I landed
squarely on both feet, and finished my run without staggering. After I recovering from that brush
with disaster, I walked back to the overhang and
searched for the guilty root and my unseen liberator. But there was only the Rabbit Hole, and the
grass blowing in the wind.
I scratched my head and thought for a
moment, remembering the lift of an invisible
hand. Were there such things as guardian angels?
Bramble fairies? Shrugging my shoulders and
smiling to myself I crawled up the Hole and ran
off to tell my friends I had been rescued by the
Guardian of the Hill.
When I go back on infrequent visits, I walk
on the hill, and not much has changed. It is smaller than I remember, but the beloved landmarks
have endured the turning of the seasons. I can
still barely squeeze into the Rabbit Hole. The
North Tree still waves its fronds in the breeze,
and the overhang looms as a silent reminder of
catastrophe averted. What would my life have
been like, bearing the scars of that fall? Perhaps,
like the hill, not too much has changed, except
for a healthy respect for heights, and the unseen
Guardians that haunt the high places of the world.
-Dorothy A Long, Filipino American (English,
French, Spanish, Chinese, with some Moorish and
Blackfoot Indian). I've spoken of myself as a "genetic mutt," and I believe the term to still be quite apt.
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Bryce Canyon
Twixt aspen groves and pine forests
.
._____
'''~ i .
lies Bryce Canyon.
SkIppIng Stones _~ _ ~_~~ Great pinnacles of rock
\"' ~/
form castles and arches.
On my walk this morning ~~~
I spotted a perfect skipping stone
.
Shining in the sun the
of little use to me
colors of fIre reign. Red,
on a gravel driveway up a wooded hillside.
~
orange, yellow, gold all the
colors stand out and
My thoughts turned back to youthful
are bold.
contests by the lake,
Ravens watch and soar on
where we vied with each other for the most skips.
lethal, black wings.
Great care went into choosing just the right flat stone.
Deer and fawns play and rest later
that day.
A cheer of achievement often followed seven leaps
before gravity drew the stone to the bottom of the lake.
Erosion and time have
Did my brother with the powerful throwing arm
passed over this place,
once count nine?
leaving and locking secrets
beheld in the age old rocks
Pity the poor child who reaches maturity
of this magic place.
without ever discovering that a rock,
At night, a fathomless abyss
properly propelled, will dance lightly
lies where the hoodoos used to be.
across the surface of smooth water.
Moonlight shines into the abyss
-Lois Barton, Quaker author, Oregon.
unlocking stony secrets
of bygone years.
1

When dawn comes, stony
secrets are locked in stony spires
in the rocks of Bryce Canyon.

Friendship

Age-old bristle cone pines
wait for the sun to warm
their leaves.
In between aspen groves and pine forests,
rocky formations act as guards for these
, magic places.
•

(,

<

--';~\.c~\;~~,~/l~ . . ~/
~~:::

What comes out of it?
Trust, honesty, humor.
All put together causes what?
The greatest thing ever you could ask for.

"

~>;
".-_"

-Mason Barnard, 9,
Colorado.

/./--_.,,/;<.
(-

There's nothing better than
a great, honest, humorous, friendship.
-Jared Bagnato, 14, Pennsylvania.
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Beautiful
A Wonderful Day
Children yelling, playing, and having lots of fun.
Splashing in the pool, getting water allover.
"What a wonderful day!" you could hear them say.
Peanut butter and jelly.
For dessert a purple Popsicle.
Older kids get home from school.
Their brains packed with new knowledge.
The hot sun goes down as evening rolls around.
Mosquitoes come out looking for a meal.
Everyone comes out to the front porch.
The biggest treat of the day.
A beautiful sunset colors the sky.
What a wonderful day.

Being beautiful doesn't mean having a pretty face.
It doesn't mean being the "perfect image."
Being beautiful doesn't mean having silky blonde hair.
It doesn't mean people seeing the beauty on the outside.
Being beautiful means living your life to the fullest.
Doing everything you want to do.
Being beautiful means being nice to everyone.
And doing things in life that actually mean something.
Friends make your life beautiful.

-Caitlin Molloy, 14, Pennsylvania.

The Truth

I glance around through the comer of my eye,
So many different faces passing by.
Some people rushing, others slumping along,
-Emma Crosby, grade 8, Michigan.
Everyone trying to reach
The place where they belong.
Observation
Some think they're better than the rest
Others think they aren't the best.
She favors purple, claims the softly-tinted lilac room
The truth is that we're really all the same,
with its violet pillows and sheets that are cool to the touch,
Separated only by different names.
and loves animals, say posters and slightly dusty statuettes
of horses and elephants and tigers,
-Emily Hitechew, 13, Pennsylvania.
and can't clean up after herself, proclaim the
curled-up balls of clothing strewn about the room,
but has a knack for organization, say the
Royal Diaries series shelved in chronological order.
She is a girl who craves infomlation, say the
National Geographical articles piled on the bookshelf,
And shamelessly dances to music, say the wild
foot imprints in the rough white shag carpet. .
The girl is obsessed with Harry Potter, state the
books, poster and soundtrack she collected,
and refuses to grow up, say the numerous
stuffed animals piled everywhere in every shade and hue.
She's not too bad at sports, say the medals by her mirror,
and has a sweet tooth say the sugary candy canes stuffed in a drawer,
and doesn't care too much about her appearance, says
the suspicious lack of make-up in her bathroom,
and has an overactive imagination, claim the scraps of writing
hidden in her desk. She isn't one to keep things in the dark, says
the open window letting the bright sunlight stream through.

lllli_i.
:;:;:;:;:::::::;:;:;::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::;:;:;:::;::::::::::;:::::::.:

-Elizabeth Graham, 13, Texas.
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How I Started Writing
It was

The Broken leg:

A True Story

a bright Thursday afternoon two years
ago. That's the day I went to the computer lab
where I just started writing by myself. All I was
doing was looking for a new computer game to
play when I found Storybook Weaver. Storybook
Weaver is a computer program to help you write
stories and make your imagination run wild.

I've always wondered what it's like to break a
bone. It really happened to me, one week before
summer break!
My older brother and I were late coming home
from the mall on our bikes one night. "I'll beat you
home!" I announced. Glen flew in front of me and I
pedaled as fast as I could to keep up.

Then I remembered J. K. Rowling who wrote
Harry Potter 1 and 2. That's when I wanted to
start writing so I could write big and long just
like her.

We took a favorite path that had a small hilL I
was coming down the hill so fast that my pedals were
going by themselves and I couldn't control them.

Anyway, I started right away. At fIrst I had no
idea how to use Storybook Weaver. I explored
until I got to the title page and I started typing.
My fIrst story was called The Dangerous Night.
From right then, I really liked it so I wrote and
wrote and wrote. I did it every week until...I completed my fIrst story!! I was so proud of myself, I
told everyone of my friends. From then on, I
knew writing was my hobby. Writing stories is
my favorite thing to do. I also write adventure,
scary, and life stories.

"STOP! My brakes are broken!!
HELP!!!" CRASH! I flipped twice in
the air and landed hard on the ground.

My heart began to pound. I reached for my
brakes, pressing hard, but they didn't work. As I
looked at my out-of-control bike...for a moment it
seemed to have a third wheel...oh, no! It was my
brother's bike wheel!

Well, two years have passed and I am in the
third grade. I have started writing stories on paper UY:
instead of on the computer. My first story. on \?~l~. •
paper was The Giant Squid Adventure. I also \i"'~"
dream for my books to be published and win the h· ,}.,
best book of the year award. I'm still inspired by (J.{ ~f,~
J. K. Rowling. When kids see my stories they 'r'~'"
start writing, too.
,,'~

-Sebastian Gualy, grade 3, Texas.
~""''''''''''''''''';''-;''~''''Io.'¢o.. . .~""""",. . . . ,. . . .~""....,..~",,,'-'>.~~~''@''i:::TIT'"''T'~, . . . . . . . . . . . . ~
.

I was in agony, lying there in the
parking lot. Luckily some strangers
came over to help. I had to trust them.
They picked me up and drove me home.
When my mom saw the GIGANTIC, HUMONGOUS bump on my leg,
she rushed me to the hospital. The
funny thing was, my
doctor was my soccer
coach! He said, "So,
Laura, we meet again."

An odd looking object called a "splint"
was put on my leg. It's a soft bandage that gets hard
after awhile. It itched! It hurt! It gave me headaches.
After a week it was taken off.
Next a cast was put on my whole leg. I couldn't
play. I couldn't see my friends. Summer had arrived
and it all made me very sad.

..: [
. ~ [cm
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I sat with a cast on my whole leg most of the
summer. But I learned a few things from my experience. I learned how to deal with pain, I learned that
sometimes you have to trust strangers, and I learned
that it takes patience to heal a bone.
-Laura Lee Obear, 9, Sheboygan, Wisconsin.
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I Remember

PeadIes

I remember the cool breeze
I love to eat the peaches of early summer.
of the Northern Star
These are not from the cold depths of my refrigerator.
the gently warming
No need to numb my teeth
touches inside that I felt.
as they sink into hardened, discolored fruit.
I remember looking outside the window
Beneath my fmgers, there is no wrinkled skin.
wishing that one day I could be like them.
Summer peaches engulf my senses.
I remember the soft mouth of my mom
Warm,
orange fruit surrounds my tongue.
telling me not to be ashamed.
Beneath my fingers, only a smooth softness.
I am who I am now,
The juice slips down my chin,
one more strong faithful person in life.
brings to mind the scent of fresh-cut grass.
I remember my childhood going by,
me in a blast of thunder,
These peaches are like having a warm wind
I remember the last bedtime
whip through my hair as I lean over a boat deck,
story I will hear for the rest of my life,
hands gripping the railing.
I am growing up so fast.
These peaches are soaring above the ground on a swing,
-Mario Bautista, gr. 7, Mercer MS, Washington.
My legs pump. I see
only the wisps of clouds,
surrounded by the deep blue of sky.
These peaches are pure freedom.
-Andrea Mendez, 17, New York.

Birthdays
Birthdays are special because with each new one,
A new individual is being born into this world.
Ready to share with us their unique talents, hopes,
And dreams, yet to give back to the world,
And make some of the important decisions that make
Our world the beautiful place it is today;
Perhaps they can't solve war, or find a cure for cancer,
Yet their faith and good will enable us and our world
To become better and stronger.
Even someone who grows com plantations,
Is important, no, crucial to those struggling to survive
In Africa.
As we are all connected, our decisions are too,
And a choice someone makes in a spaceship,
Hundreds of miles away,
May well affect me and you,
And what we are too.
So enjoy birthdays, and cherish the moment,
For what each new person does changes our future.
Welcome to our world....
-Katie Telminova, 13, Russian American, California.
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The 2005 Skipping Stones Honor Awards
Educational, Entertaining & Exceptional!
A good book opens the world to us, and can fundamentally change our
perspective. Through reading, we explore other cultures, learn new languages, and appreciate the natural world. We can learn to avoid stereotypes and biases and find positive role models from both genders and
communities of color.
..
The 2005 Skipping Stones Honor Award winners promote cooper_.' ~ , ation, peacemaking, environmental protection, and offer compelling
-:\~ learning experiences for parents, teachers, and children.
D.~(}
Our thanks to all the educators, students, parents, and interns who helped
J/
us select the winners from an awesome array of wonderful books and films.
-----~
Check out these outstanding books this summer and fall. Happy Reading!
Promoting an understanding of natural systems, specific
species or habitats, human, plant and animal relationships, resource conservation, protection & restoration
efforts, community projects and sustainable living.

Ecology and Nature Books

Garden of The Spirit Bear: Life in The Great
Northern Rainforest by Dorothy Hinshaw Patent,
illustr. Deborah Milton. Elem. grades. $16. Clarion,
www.clarionbooks.com.
Beautiful watercolor
paintings of the Northern
Rainforest landscap,es
illustrate the detailed
descriptions of bears,
salmon and trees. The
author clearly and artfully describes the natural
processes, such as the
recycling of nutrients
through fungi and the
key role salmon play in a forest ecosystem.
Native American stories of the black bear for
which the book is named, are woven into the narrative
to give a cultural perspective of the land and animals.
Through building an appreciation for this magnificent part of the world, the book shows us the importance of preserving the land through protection from
logging. This book educates children about the beautiful northern forests while maintaining their interests
with the vivid images and illustrations.
-Molly Cooney-Mesker, journalism intern,
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The Sea, The Storm, and the Mangrove Tangle by
Lynne Cherry. $16. Elem. grades. Farrar, Straus, and
Giroux. www.fsgkidsbooks.com.
I read a recent
news article that
H1L,SEA, TlIf..5TORM, -\"D
perfectly illustrates
TIll:U·L NGROVE (TANGLE
the theme of this
book.
Because
many mangrove
trees held their
ground during the
recent powerful
tsunami, a large
network of people
is now forming to replant the mangrove trees in areas
that the trees were cut down to create shrimp farms.
The results of the tsunami show what this book
describes in accessible language-the importance of
keeping these marvelous trees that act as filters in
coastal areas battered by ferocious storms. They also
clean pollution and provide safe habitat for a vast
array of animals, many of which are pictured in this
book's beautiful illustrations. The author has superbly
described this unique ecosystem with its intricate
relationships.

a.o.
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-Charlotte Behm, author and educator.
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"In the end we will
conserve only what
we love and we will
Jove only what we
understand."
-BabaDioum
African ecologist:
quote from Priceless.

Tree Of Life: The Incredible Biodiversity of Life on
Earth by Rochelle Strauss, illustr. Margot Thompson.
$16.95. Kids Can Press. www.kidscanpress.com.
Tree of Life is a child-friendly introduction to biodiversity from a big picture perspective. The natural
world is shown as a tree-a family tree of biodiversity of all living things. We have the opportunity to
compare each group's relative size in proportion to all
life on earth. I loved the illustration that showed
human beings as just one leaf on the tree-l of
1,750,000 species-even though humans have the
greatest impact on the Tree of Life. It's a strong but
gentle wake up call that urges us to get our impact
down to real size. The authors also give suggestions
about how to become guardians of the Tree of Life.
-Charlotte Behm, author and educator.

Everglades Forever by Trish Marx, photos by Cindy
Karp. Grades 3-7. $17.95. Lee and Low Books,
www.leeandlow.com
Ms. Stone is passionate about the Everglades. In this
nonfiction book, we learn along with her fifth grade
students as they study the unique wetland wilderness.
Scouts from the class visit a park ranger and the
Miccosukee Indian Reservation to learn and report
why the Everglades are special. Essential information
and stunning photographs are woven into the story of
a group of children becoming engrossed in their
learning. When the class eventually visits the
Everglades, they have a rich and meaningful experience. Their teacher's gift is the legacy of appreciation
for the Everglades, and the responsibility to care for
this exquisite and endangered habitat.
-Mary Meredith Drew, educator and editor.

Owls: Animal Predators by Sandra Markle. Elem.
grades. $25.26. Lerner Publishing Group,
www.lernerbooks.com.
Why do owls have eyes bigger than most birds? Why
does an owl close her eyes when feeding her chicks?
Why do owls preen their feathers? All of these questions are answered in Sandra Markle's Owls: Animal
Predators. This colorful book is chock-full of great
owl photos, up close and personal. It is jam-packed
with great owl facts, and focuses on the life of the
owl as a hunter and predator.
The sensitive reader might find a couple of.the photos
of owls and their prey a bit intense, but this element
of nature, the dance of prey and predator, is handled
gracefully and is not unnecessarily gruesome.
Especially sensitive readers may want to flip past the
photos to some of the other great pictures of these
magnificent creatures.
-Raphael Raphael, University of Oregon.
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Priceless: The Vanishing Beauty of a Fragile Planet
by Bradley Trevor Greive, photos by Mitsuaki Iwago.
All Ages. $18.95. Andrews McMeel Publishing.
www.andrewsmcmeel.com.
Priceless photography of this exquisite piece of art
with a meaningful narrative carries an urgent message
and request to all humans who share Mother Earth
with her magnificent and diverse animal populations.
The creators of this book would like everyone to discover the extraordinary creatures that can still be
saved from extinction, and urge readers to do something about it! The fate that these living beings face
now and in the future is the same that awaits us.
Included in the book are informative facts about each
of the animals.
Readers of all ages will appreciated the incredible
beauty of the fragile planet presented in this book!
-Beth Erfurth, hostmother and homeschooling mom.
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Multicultural and International Books
Focusing on ethnic diversity and intercultural or global relationships, these
build bridges of communication, understanding, social justice and peace.
Selavi: That is Life by Youme Landowne. Grades 1-4.
$17.95. Cinco Puntos. www.cincopuntospress.com.
Selavi tells the plight of the street children in Haiti,
and resounds with the hope that comes when people
work together and care for each other enough to
improve their situation. The result of this group effort
is a home for children in the Haitian capital of Portau-Prince. The children start a radio station to broadcast to an international audience advocating for the
rights of children with stories, songs, and interviews.
This is an inspiring true story of the positive results
that can arise from what appears to be hopeless
circumstances. The street children who have lost
their natural families have created a new family with
a strong sense of community.
We can all learn from these incredible children!

-Beth Erjurth, hostmother and homeschooling mom.
Hana's Suitcase by Karen Levine. Elem. and middle
grades. $15.95. Albert Whitman and Co., www.albertwhitman.com.
Were I to use one word to sum up Karen Levine's
book, it would be balance. The theme, the writing,
and the structure of the book all strike a balance. It
appeals to a wide audience even though it is geared
for younger people.
Hana's Suitcase is a look back at a Jewish girl's story
in the late 1930s and early 1940s in Czechoslovakia
and a young Japanese woman's efforts to bring
greater awareness of the Holocaust to late 20th
century Japanese students. I was easily taken in, and
deeply touched. Having almost been a contemporary
of Hana's as well as growing up as a Jew in America,
I have been exposed to many accounts of the horrors
of the Holocaust.

Land Of Morning Calm:
Korean Culture Then and
Now by John Stickler,
illustr. Soma Han. Elem.
grades. $16.95. Shen's
Books, www.shens.com.

Chosun, "Land of Morning Calm," as Korea was fIrst
called, sticks out like a large boot attached to China.
The Korean people have a separate language and
culture different from the Chinese or the Japanese
people. Their history goes back to 35,000 B.c. and it
is a known fact that the Koreans were using movable
type as early as 1234 A.D., decades before Gutenberg
developed the process in Germany.
For a book with only 32 pages it covers a lot of history, cultural and practical details. The text has a beautiful way of connecting the ancient history' with some
of today's problems. Every page is artistically illustrated which enhances an already interesting book.
-Paulette Ansari, educator, Springfield Schools.
Rattlesnake Mesa: Stories from a Native American
Childhood by Ednah New Rider Weber, photos:
Richela Renkun. Middle grades, $18.95. Lee and
Low Books. www.leeandlow.com.
Rattlesnake Mesa is dedicated to the spirits of
Native American children who were, by law, "tom
from their families and put through hard labor and
rigorous military training in the United States Indian
Schools." It is an account of the author's experiences
at two of these schools, seen through a child's eyes.
From humor to heartbreak and back again, the reader
accompanies eight-year old EdNah on her journey
away from dear friends and family to spend her thirdgrade year at the Phoenix (AZ) Indian School. She
tells of kindness and laughter, of harshness and cruelty that she experiences in the name of education.

The story switches from one side of the earth to the
other, back and forth until a third, unifying story ties
everything together and takes us forward! The structure could be described as a little self-conscious, yet it
still allows a freshness, a hopefulness and a poignancy that doesn't depend on its audience being overwhelmed by darkness and/or despair.

You'l1 love EdNah and her friends and learn with
them as they adjust to their new surroundings and a
foreign way of life. Even though you may shed a tear,
you'll also laugh out loud at their antics and enjoy the
spirited delivery of a great storyteller.

-David Kal, has just returnedfrom living in Europe.

-Kathy Danz is a lover of children's literature.
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"The human race is created
from the one source. If one
man feels the pain, the oth~
om the same source,
ers, fr
.t"
cannot be indifferent to 1 •
from Ayat Jamilah.
Ayat Jamilah: Beautiful Signs, A
Treasury of Islamic Wisdom for Children and Parents
by Sarah Conover and Freda Crane, illustr. Valarie
Wahl. Middle grades and up. $19.95. Eastern
Washington University Press, ewpress@ewu.edu.
Two educators, one Muslim and one not, created this
exquisite book to enable parents and children to learn
from the wisdom of Islam. Quotes and sayings framed
with middle-eastern designs separate each of the 39
tales collected by the authors. Paintings by Valerie
Wahl enhance the beauty of the book, and contribute
additional cultural information.
As a storyteller, I am delighted with this resource.
There are several stories I want to learn and telL The
Honorable Joha, Mullah Nasruddin Hodja, a sacred
trickster appears in a number of tales. His foibles and
antics hold up a mirror to all who read or hear the stories. Selections come from West Africa, Mali, China,
Indonesia, Turkey, Pakistan, Syria, Iraq, and Iran.
Each one instills wisdom from Muslim culture.
One cannot read this book without realizing how
much all people in the world are alike, despite cultural
differences. I recommend Ayat Jamilah very highly,
knowing I will return to it again and again.
-Yvonne Young, storyteller and educator.
Becoming Naomi Leon by Pam Munoz Ryan.
Grades 5-8. $16.95. Scholastic, www.scholastic.com
Fifth grader Naomi Soledad Leon Outlaw and her
seven year old brother Owen live in an Airstream
trailer named Baby Beluga at Avocado Acres Trailer
Rancho in Lemon Tree, California. When their troubled mom comes back after seven years to take
Naomi away from her beloved Gram, they elude her
and hitch up Baby Beluga to the neighbor's pickup
truck for an exciting road trip to Oaxaca, Mexico, in
search of their missing father. Naomi's genius in soap
carving turns out to be an inherited gift, and she finds
not only her father, but her own inner strength and
identity.
-Mary Meredith Drew, educator.
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The Good Rainbow Road by Simon J. Ortiz, illustr.
Michael Lacapa. Elem. grades and up. $16.95. Univ.
of Arizona Press. www.uapress.arizona.edu.
To the western mind this book has a seemingly abrupt
ending. The focus of the story is not achieving a goal,
but the quest itself and honoring tradition. The story
is both in the native language of the Acoma Pueblo as
well as English and then in Spanish. It reflects strong
elements of native oral tradition.
The people of the Haapaahnitse (Oak Place) village
are in a drought and two young brothers are sent on a
mission to a faraway land to bring rain. They meet
many challenges along the way and are assisted by
the spirits, represented by the traditional grandmother, in fulfilling their quest. Unique drawings enhance
the impact of the story.
-Bridget Snow, 17, Eugene.
A Shelter in Our Car by
Monica Gunning, illustr.
Elaine Pedlar. Picture
book. $16.95. Children's
Book Press, www.childrensbookpress.org.
This tale shows vivid,
realistic images of homelessness, such as sleeping
in the car, washing with
ice cold water in the park, or eating
peanut butter and jelly sandwiches and flat orange
soda for breakfast. The artwork, which is somewhat
angular and distorted, mirrors these discomforts.
However, the story also portrays the bond between
mother and daughter, showing how love prevails over
all else. We see the strong sense of community they
establish with others in similar circumstances, like
Benjie and Mr. Williams. Without being harsh, the
true-to-life story ends on a note of hopefulness.
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-Bridget Snow, Junior, SEHS-IHS, Eugene.
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Walking On Solid Ground by Shu Pui Cheung,
Shuyuan Li, Aaron Chau and Deborah Wei. All
ages. $12.95 (Pb). Philadelphia Folklore Project,
www.folkloreproject.org.
A delightful book about the interwoven lives of a
Beijing opera perfonner, a kung fu teacher and a
young boy who studies with these two teachers.
This gem of a book begins with a brief history of
how Chinatown in Philadelphia began, how it
developed into a vital community, and the
contributions of three community members.
The young boy, Aaron, shares his feelings about what
it's like to live in Chinatown, the issues he is passionate
about, and how these cultural teachers are teaching him
more than just the arts of opera and kung fU. He speaks
with wisdom beyond his years. As an adult reader, I
found Aaron's expression of respect, responsibility and
his eagerness for the future to be profound. The book
exemplifies what we could admire in all children and in
those elders who take the time to share their skills and
life experiences with them. It can be read in Chinese or
English by flipping the book upside down.

No one is left untouched. Life is lived with loss, and the
fear and shadow of death is a constant companion. As
new cemeteries and mortuaries open, people struggle to
survive in grinding poverty and make some sense of
life. The characters manifest their grief in different
ways, illustrating the gamut of human behavior from
kindness to cruelty to denial.
AIDS is a difficult, challenging topic to read about. For,
as those in the book deny the disease that. surrounds
them, our society does not accept the reality of what is
happening in Africa. Reading this book may begin to
change that situation. Chanda's strength of character,
courage and detennination to do what she believes is
right inspire her adult neighbor and give readers faith in
the human spirit.

The Power Of One: Daisy
Bates and the Little Rock Nine
by Judith B. Fradin & Dennis B.
Fradin. $18. Middle grades.
Clarion, www.clarionbooks.com.
Daisy Bates was born either
in 1913 or 1914 in Huttig,
Arkansas. Negro mothers almost
always had their babies at home.
Like thousands of other black
children, no birth certificate was filed for Daisy. Her
mother was murdered by at least two white men
shortly after Daisy was born. Because her father
knew who had killed her, he was forced to flee for
his life. No one was ever arrested for the crime.
Daisy's adopted parents raised her with a lot of
love. When she was eight years old, she learned
what had happened to her biological parents and
what it meant to be black and live in a segregated
South. A hatred for all white people grew in her like
a fire that she never completely extinguished.
On his death bed, her adopted father left her with
some important advice which she took to heart.
"Hate can destroy you, Daisy. Don't hate white people just because they're white. Hate the humiliations
we live under in the South. Hate the discrimination
that eats away at every black man and women. Hate
the insults. And then try to do something about it, or
your hate won't spell a thing." Daisy knew her
father was right, and she made it her goal to right as
many wrongs as she could in her lifetime.
She married L.C. Bates, a journalist whose goal was
to own his own newspaper. L.C. and Daisy eventually bought the Arkansas State Press. In the early
years, the two of them did everything: investigated,
wrote stories, and printed and sold the paper to the
black community. Daisy, with L.C.'s help, supported the first nine Negro students integrating Little
Rock Central High School in September 1957. The
truth was reported in their newspaper about how the
students were being treated. The attacks Daisy and
her husband endured against themselves and their
newspaper office were also reported.
This is a wonderful coverage of a great woman and
how she changed history. There are several interesting (black & white) photographs of Daisy and the
"Little Rock Nine" students.

-Yvonne Young, storyteller and grandmother.

-Paulette Ansari, educator and board member.

-Judi Lamb, Waldorf educator and mother offour.

Chanda's Secrets by Allan Stratton. $8.95, pb /$19.95,
hc. Grades 7-11. Annick Press, www.annickpress.com.
Chanda's Secret is an important, eye-opening, wellwritten, fictional account of a teen-age girl. It is filled
with truth about the AIDS pandemic in many African
countries. The enormity and tragedy of the situation is
brought to life as the reader is drawn into the suspenseful, compelling story of the struggles of Chanda's life.
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Award-Winning Resources for Teaching and Parenting
Educators will find these books extremely helpful in their work with students and children to develop
multicultural and nature awareness.
Let's Get Real, DVD (36 min.) and curriculum guide
by Debra Chasnoff. Middle grades and up. $99 - 249.
Respect for All Project. www.respectforall.org
Let's Get Real does.This film gets down and dirty
with what's really going on in middle schools across
the country when adults are out of earshot. It explores
bullying, name-calling, and physical and emotional
cruelty from the point of view of both victims and
perpetrators. The power of the film is in the voices of
the students, narrators of their own stories. The director demanded honesty and got it. A must-see for students and any adults who spend time with them. The
curriculum guide contains engaging and provocative
lessons and activities to support the film, and carries
the message of the film deeper, facilitating an indepth examination of the dynamics of discrimination.

-Mary Meredith Drew, educator.
The Kid's Guide to Working Out Conflicts by
Naomi Drew, M.A. Middle grades. $13.95. Free Sprit
Publishing, www.freespirit.com.
This clearly written guide for 10-15 year old children
uses a combination of real life stories, crystal clear
instructions, and practical exercises. The progression
of topics includes eight steps familiar to practitioners
of conflict resolution: opening your mind, committing to solving conflicts, becoming a better listener,
using win-win guidelines, managing anger, tuning
into stressors, handling bullies, and developing self
confidence. Here are a few win-win guidelines:
"Be respectful. Tell the truth. Be fair. No blaming, no
name-calling, and no negative face or body language."

What Do You Believe?: The

religious and spiritual lives of
American teenagers, DVD (49
min.) with a teacher's guide by
Sarah Feinbloom. Middle and
high schools. $99. New Day
Films, www.newday.com
What Do You Believe? exposes the similarities and
differences of various faiths by interviewing six
American teenagers of different religions. The awardwinning documentary asks teens their thoughts on
relationships, heaven, school, hormones and life in
light of their faith. The result is a powerful understanding of the variety of religions teenagers practice,
as the film shows each teen, Buddhist, Muslim,
Catholic, Pagan, Native American and Jewish.., living
their daily lives shaped by their beliefs. I would have
liked the film even more if it had included teens from
Hindu, Sikh, or other Christian denominations.

-Tiffany Jow,journalism intern, Univ. of Oregon.
Dharma, Color, and Culture: New Voices in
Western Buddhism, edited by Hilda GutierrezBaldoquin. Upper high school grades, adults and educators. $16. Parallax Press. www.parallax.org.
Dharma, Color, and Culture is an anthology of 26
essays by Asian-American, African-American,
Latinos and Native-American Buddhist practitioners
who reflect on their experiences in the West and discuss how Buddhism can remedy suffering, eventually
leading to spiritual liberation.

Highly recommended for both students and educators.

The essays by well-known authors such as Alice
Walker, Thich Nhat Hanh, Maxine Hong Kingston
and many others explore the "Four Noble Truths" in
Buddhism-suffering, its cause, the truth that suffering can end, and the path to ending suffering. Many
of the stories are autobiographical. They are compassionate, sincere, and shed a kind light on the healing
powers of the spiritual way of living that Buddhism
offers. The wisdom presented in this book will surely
provide me food for thought for years to come!

-Leila Snow, Quaker, volunteer in Schools.

-Katy Gagnon,journalism intern, Univ. of Oregon.

What makes this book a treasure for students and
teachers alike is the simple yet compelling language,
the truthfulness of real life examples from a survey of
teens, the clear theory and simple exercises which
help develop and cement new skills, and the step by
step development of a strong commitment to peaceful
resolution with an emphasis on dignity.

Look for more outstanding multicultural/nature books and teaching resources in the next issue!
Vol. 17 no. 3
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N otewo~thy N ol'th.East.West.South.
SALEM, OREGON: ~The Oregon State Senate is
considering a resolution encouraging Oregonians to
undertake a day of voluntary service honoring Cesar
Chavez. He was born in Arizona on 31 March 1927.
His legacy of achievement and service include working for economic and social justice for farmworkers
and civil rights for Latinos through nonviolent
protests and fasting. Mr. Chavez led boycotts to call
attention to health problems farmworkers suffered
due to the use of certain pesticides on crops. He was
honored by the governments of the U.S. and Mexico,
with their highest civilian awards. He was instrumental in founding the United Farm Workers.
LONDON, ENGLAND: India has won a ten-yearlong battle at the European Patent Office (EPO)
against a patent granted on an anti-fungal product
derived from the neem tree. EPO had initially granted
the patent to the US Dept. of Agriculture and the
multinational W. R. Grace, Inc. in 1995. But India
successfully argued that the medicinal neem tree is
part of traditional Indian knowledge. It tooks years of
campaigning and legal efforts against so-called "biopiracy." Leading the campaign in the neem case was
the E.U. Parliament's Green Party, India-based
Research Foundation for Science, Technology and
Ecology and the International Federation of Organic
Agriculture Movements. "Denying the patent means
upholding the value of tradition for millions of [people] not only in India but throughout the South. The
neem tree will stay free," said Dr. Vandana Shiva.

GENEVA, SWITZERLAND: The shrinking of
Himalayan glaciers could fuel an increase in flooding
in China, India, and Nepal before creating water
shortages for hundreds of millions of people across
the region. The Switzerland-based World Wide Fund
for Nature reported that the retreat of the Asian mountain range's glaciers is accelerating because of global
warming, and has now reached 33 to 49 feet per year.
"At first, the rapid melting of Himalayan glaciers will
increase the volume of water in rivers causing widespread flooding," said Jennifer Morgan, head of
WWF's global climate change program. "But in a few
decades this situation will change and the water level
in rivers will decline, meaning massive economic and
environmental problems for people in Western China,
Nepal and Northern India."
Himalayan glaciers feed into seven of Asia's
biggest rivers-the Ganges, Indus, Brahmaputra,
Mekong, Thanlwin (Salween), Yangtze and Yellow.
These rivers offer year-round water supply to hundreds of millions of people in the Indian subcontinent
and China. As glacial water flow dwindles, the energy
potential of hydroelectric power will decrease, causing problems for industry, while reduced irrigation
means lower crop production.
The water flow has already decreased in three of
Nepal's snow-fed rivers. In India, the Gangotri
Glacier, which supports one of India's largest river
basins, is receding at a rate of 76 feet per year.
(Source: www.HinduismToday.com.)

Help Protect the Arctic National Wildlife Refuge!
The coastal plains of the Arctic National Wildlife Refuge are our nation's most important birthing ground
for polar bears, caribou and other wildlife. Each fall, pregnant polar bears come ashore there from the
Beaufort Sea to build their dens and raise their cubs. Each spring, more than 100,000 caribou migrate 400
miles to give birth in this ideal nursery of abundant plant food. Each summer, millions of snow geese, sandhill
cranes, red-throated loons and other bird species nest in the wetland area of the Refuge before embarking on
their long migration south. Year round, 350 shaggy muskoxen and many other wildlife species such as grizzlies, wolves, foxes, golden eagles and snowy owls, depend on this fragile plain for survival.
The proposal to open the protected Arctic National Wildlife Refuge to oil exploration and drilling will
surely hurt the wildlife there. It will not lower gas prices and could easily be prevented through increased fuel
efficiency of our automobiles, according to the Natural Resources Defense Council. They invite us all to
express our opinion on this matter to the President and our representatives in Washington, DC.
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Portraits
of
Panama
Photos by
Robin Eichner, Oregon.

Top: Vegetables are grown on
mountain slopes at 6,000 feet
in Las Nubes (Clouds), Chiriqui
Province.
Above: A restaurant and gift
shop at La Amistad (Friendship)
International Park shared with
Costa Rica, offers sustainable
business skills and income to the
indigenous people in the area.
Middle Right: Tourist lodgings
near a beach in Santa Clara
Province.
Right: Aerial view ofNew and
Old Panama City and the harbor.
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Portraits of Panama
Above: My friend, Iris Bethancourt,
on a boat tour of Lake Gatun (which
feeds the Panama Canal locks). She
lives in Panama City.
Center: Laura Sjostrand adorns the
native dress, Pollera, in Ville de Los
Santos, Los Santos Province.
Below: Peace Corps volunteer
Christel Eichner visits Kuna women
on the Atlantic coast of Panama.
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Above: A boy looks out from a typical
market found in Ville de Los Santos,
Los Santos Province. Because of the
many farms, fresh fruit is available
everywhere in the province.
Below: A boy runs along a beach on the
Atlantic Ocean while fisherman put
away their boats in Los Santos Province.
Photos by Derek 1. Dickinson,
Minnesota.

