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Summer: Much more than Sun and Sand!
We've just returned from several camping
trips enjoying the 4S's of summer-the Sun,
strolls in sand, star-gazing and a slow-paced life.
The pure, clean air in the Cascades filled our
lungs as we hiked a few cliffs
under the clear blue skies. In the
Willamette Valley, the temperatures hovered in the 90s but at
7,000 feet, we played in patches
of snow. What a difference the
elevation makes! Walking along
the wooded camping area, we
saw a snake snack on its meal
of mice. Mosquitoes reigned in
the region, and we had to hide
in our tent to escape their bites.
The cold night made us think of
winter.
Oregon Coastal camping offered us another
taste of nature. Even at sea level, the air temperature near the water was about 30°F cooler than
the valley. My feet were numb after walking in
the wet sand. On the other
hand, sand dunes offered a
natural playground for all.
Running around bare-feet
and diving in the giant sandscape of constantly changing
details gave a feeling of freedom. Then, the warm waters
of the Eel Lake more than
washed away any traces of
sand in our hair and skin.
Isn't it vital to keep in
touch with nature, even if it
has to be for short periods of
time? We marvelled at a
huge whale that had beached
itself and wondered why and
how it had perished in the
sand. While camping, we
cooked over open fire and
managed without electricity,
gas, telephone, TV or computer. We grew to appreciate
the comforts we have in our
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From the Editor

urban lifestyle. The sunsets and sunrises in the
vast, open spaces, whether by the ocean or on
mountain tops offered unparalleled, pristine beauty. Not a speck of human structure interfered with
the natural beauty on the top
of the mountain or on the
western horizon as the sun
vanished behind the ocean.
However, at times, I felt
, disturbed by the noisy dunebuggies as they roared past us
on the foggy beaches and in
the sand dunes. Thanks to forest service regulations, there
are at least some places left
for us to enjoy the beauty of
nature undisturbed by these
loud, foul smelling machines.
True, these ATVS do offer the thrill of speed, but
the damage they cause is surely alarming.
During the last week of July, we also participated in Peace Village, a day camp for about 50
children from many faith traditions. Each day featured
different paths-Buddhism,
Christianity, Hinduism, Islam
and Judaism. Planned activities included Tai Chi, yoga,
.,?i
medicine wheel, nonviolent
communication, movement,
music, bread baking, and
media literacy. Visits to an
organic farm and a home for
the elderly brought additional real-life experiences.
Many communities offer
such diverse, wholesome
summer experiences. Be on
the lookout for them!
With this issue, I invite
you to make the best use of
all the learning opportunities
that you might encounter
during the new school year.
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Edilor's Mailbag
Volunteering Makes a Difference

A Road Not Taken?
We had a most intense and interesting time in
Israel and the West Bank. I was pretty depressed to
find out how the Palestinians suffer under the increasing grip of the Israeli confiscation of their land,
closures of roads, and particularly the building of the
huge wall. This high concrete barrier cuts Palestinians
off from the Israelis but also from their own
neighbors in many cases, and from their places of
work, and encircles them so they can't go where they
used to, even to nearby towns and cities. Because
they can't move around, and their electricity, water
and mail are controlled by the Israelis, they have high
unemployment and can do very little in the way of
economic development. Schools and hospitals are
lacking funds but do the best they can with some help
from people in other countries.
But it was a beautiful country, and we met
wonderful people, children in a refugee camp with
beautiful smiling faces.
I expect to go to a national video teleconference
site at a Muslim Center in Massachusetts, in which
people in Israel, Washington and a few other places
will be dialoguing about what can be done to advance
peace in Israel and the Middle East. What a monumental but crucial task!
I don't know whether studying the long history
of the conflict helps me understand better where the
parties are coming from, or simply bogs one down in
the complexity of it all. Love and justice simply need
to replace vengeance, extremism and greed.
I keep reflecting on how similar the Israeli
militaristic and super-security focused stance and our
U.S. government and some religious groups are
now-scary and outrageous!
-Eleanor Colby Zue, Vermont.

I think it's important for schools to work
together with the community to help the environment. It makes a huge difference in society. I
helped at North Park-not only was I helping the
community, but it was fun. In the first hour, we
accomplished half of our tasks. We mulched a trail
for the blind, which was very muddy. When we
were done mulching, the trail looked great. We
also collected a large pile of seeds that could be
planted.
It was a cold day, but that didn't matter. Noone
complained about doing work. Mr. Harlan, our
teacher, told us that the director at North Park was
very happy with our work and the number of seeds
we collected.
All schools should participate in a project like
this. If every school did just a little work, we could
accomplish a major task. People may not participate because they think it is boring. They are
wrong. If you and a friend both go to the same
place to volunteer, you can talk while you work.
This makes the time go a lot faster. You don't even
really think you're doing work. It's more fun than
sitting inside all day watching television. You feel
good when you help and you know that you are
making a difference. Together we can help the
community and the environment.

-Colin Galey, 14, Pennsylvania.

Bilingual Books for Argentina!
Thank you for the bilingual children's books
you so generously donated ... I am very much
looking forward to working with the Argentinean
children and I know we will enjoy reading together the beautiful books. With gratitude and en paz,

-Caitlin Griffith, English teacher.
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What's On Your Mind?

Prejudices
I was already feeling an ominous weight on my
shoulders when he finally called me up. "Ah,
J~fferson! Please corne up and tell us about yourself."
Reluctantly, I stood and walked to the front, turned and
announced, "Hi, I'm Jefferson Lee, but spelt as Ly. I'm
new to SHS and I'm from Australia."
As I predicted, the 'arhhs' and 'oohs' appeared; they
increased in volume each second. Then suddenly, one, he
screams out, "But you look Asian! And nothing like a
surfer."
I felt my body twitch, and my hand tighten into a fist.
My mind screamed, "No, really, I surf all day, and I'm
actually wearing brown contacts! I really have sapphire
blue eyes. And golden blond hair. I only recently dyed it
black! Don't be deceived by my baggy clothes-underneath is a stomach of steel, and honeycomb-tanned skin!"
I could not comprehend how and where these vulgar
beliefs carne from! The world turned red, for time and time
again ignorant people like him ask me these ridiculous
questions. I just wanted to scream at him! He had apples
for brains, and I was about to tell him so, when spontaneously, another girl says, "Oh, you must own a pet kangaroo , and ride it to school. That's so cool! Kangaroos are
just so cute."
Another wave of 'arhhs' and 'oohs' appeared. Shocked,
amused, and confused, I felt my eyebrow raise. In that
moment, another string of thoughts flashed through my
head. "G'day mate"-sorry, no one says that. My backyard
is not a bush, does not have a billabong, nor a dunny there.
I don't play the digeridoo, we don't use the boomerang
instead of a frisbee, and I don't have pet koalas, kangaroos,
wallabies, nor kookaburras! But, I do use phrases like,
"Let's have a barbie," "want a lolly," and "shout us."
Furthermore, I did have a gum tree in my yard.
They were all staring at me, waiting for my replies.
Especially her, she looked at me with such expectation, that
shiny look in her eye. Oh geez. Sighing, instead of saying
all of that, I replied, "G'day mate, how's going?" I was
such a fool.
-Jefferson Ly, sophomore, Washington.
"! immigrated to the US in December 2004. My ancestral
background is Chinese, though! was born in Australia. !
speak fluent Cantonese. This vignette concerns my first
encounters ofprejudiced attitudes toward Aussies."
Australian terms:
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lolly-candy;
barbie- barbecue;
shout-pay for; dunny-bathroom
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Where Are You From?
Where are you from, young man?
I'm from Dayton, Ohio.
No, I mean where are
you really from?
America.
I must not be making
myself clear. Were
you born here?
Yes, I was.
Never mind.
Hey, you! You're
Chinese?
Yes, I am.
I thought so, I could tell by your eyes.
My eyes are fine, they're just like yours.
No, they, are squinty, that's how I could
tell.
I am not squinting.
Look at me, stupid Chinese kid.
Ching-ching-chang-chong-chung.
What are you saying?
Doesn't that mean something in Chinese?
No, it doesn't.
Whatever, hey, teach me some Chinese
curse words.
No. It's a beautiful language, I won't
befoul it.
What a loser. Typical Asian.
Let's try again.
Okay.
I hope we have no problems this time.
Sure.
It's only one question.
Go ahead.
Where are you from?
America.
-Byran Dai, 16,
Chinese-American, New York.
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What's On Your Mind?
Suburbia
I wake up every morning
I know that I am here,
but I think I might just rather be there.
The sun shines through my window,
light once again seeps into my heart.
I feel the warmth, the life, the meaning.
It grazes my neck and its warm embrace,
soon to fade.
I get ready, and look outside at the life I know,
but I think I might just want to go.
I might just want to leave,
go somewhere unknown.
I might need to get away,
from all this fake
this money
these clothes
the place and way I have always known.
I walk outside,
everything so familiar
so the same
people are perfect
but don't even know one another's names.
They know who has the biggest house,
the most money,
the nicest clothes,
but the person who is suffering inside,
nobody knows.
They don't know who is funny,
sweet, or kind.
You might as well consider them all blind.
They are blind to life,
blind to kindness,
hurt,
love,
and most of all...
to the life beyond.

Can You Be Happy
Without Money?
Many people think you need money to be
happy. Well, I met some amazing kids who
showed me that this wasn't true.
I volunteer at a place called HEARTH. It is a
homeless shelter for mothers and their children.
Once a week, the mothers have a meeting to help
them find jobs. A group of volunteers goes every
week to watch the kids while their mothers are at
this meeting.
When I first started working at HEARTH, I
thought the kids would act different, or just be
upset to be homeless. I sure was wrong! The kids
were as energetic and hyper as ever. We watch
and play with them in a big room filled with toys
and games. Within the first half hour, everything
is on the floor. The kids don't act like they don't
have a home, nor do they talk about it. Nobody
ever brings it up. Many of the kids are still very
young. Whenever a mother finds a job and can
support herself and her kids, they move out. I
would also think that the kids that move out
would be excited, but they sometimes actually
don't want to leave. They are so upset to be
leaving all their friends.
The kids are so appreciative of what they do
have. You very, very rarely hear them talking
about something they want. Basically, everything
at HEARTH is donated: food, clothes for the
Clothes Room, toys and games. Almost all of the
toys and games are used when they are donated.
Some pieces are missing out of the games, but
the kids don't care in the least bit. Some make
their own pieces, to make up for the lost ones.
When you think of homeless people, what do
you think of? Elderly men sleeping on park
benches and in the alleyways? That's what I used
to think. Now I know that there are many other
types of homeless people. The kids at HEARTH
also showed me you can be happy without money
or a home.
What does happiness mean to you?

-Sarah Opal, 13, Illinois.
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-Alyssa Saslin, 14, Pennsylvania.
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***Health Rocks!***
• Beat School Year Stress. Remember last school
year: the tests, homework, cliques, after-school
activities, rushed family dinners? With so much going
on, you're bound to have at least a few moments
when you feel like pulling your hair out! However, if
you continually experienced stress-related headaches,
stomachaches, anger, worry, or sadness last year, you
may want to start this year off with a few stressbusters.
• Talk It Out. The simple act of sharing your
thoughts with friends, family, or teachers can make
you feel a little better. Plus, these people are
resources full of ideas for how to study for tests,
make new friends and lots more.
• Get Creative. Give yourself a chance to explore
your creative side by writing a story, painting a selfportrait, or singing your favorite song. You'll be
surprised at how quickly you'll feel calmer and ready
to face the week's challenges.
• Break a Sweat. Team sports, swimming, tai-chi, or
even a quick game of tag will get your blood pumping and your mind clear. Exercising lets the tension
building up in your body release itself, preventing
stiff shoulders and headaches.
• Laugh Your Head Off. Laughter can be the best
medicine for stress! Sharing a funny story with a

friend, watching your favorite comedy, or making that
face that always cracks up your brother can lighten
the mood, especially after a disappointment or family
argument.
• Get Spiritual. Meditation, prayer, slow breathing or
sitting quietly in nature are all ways to take time out
and re-center. By consciously taking time away from
stressful situations, you'll give yourself a chance to
remember what is truly important to you underneath
all that stress.
• Downsize or Reorganize. If you think your stress is
caused by too many activities or an overwhelming
amount of homework, it may be time to talk to a
parent or teacher about temporarily stopping an
activity or creating a new strategy to deal with homework. Sometimes, you just need more organizational
skills to balance a busy life; other times, cutting back,
at least for a little while, may be the answer.
Some of these suggestions may seem more useful to
you than others: Just as every person responds to
stress differently, there are many ways of coping with
it. The key is to find the ones that work best for you.
• Questions to Ask. What ways have you found to
deal with stress that are missing from this list? What
are some unhealthy ways people handle stress?
-Nicole Degli Esposti, Indiana .
.•-.•..•.•.•..->.. .;-:-:... .;_ .. :-:

Optimism Is Key
My milk spills on the floor.
As I clean up the mess, I say to myself,
Optimism is key.
I fall on my way to the bus.
As I pick myself up, I remember,
Optimism is key.
My homework isn't done.
As I tell the teacher I remember,
Optimism is key.
I don't understand the lesson.
As I have it re-explained to me, I remember,
Optimism is key.
There are no empty seats on the bus.
As I stare out the window I whisper,
Optimism is key.
-Sammi Tirk, 13, Pennsylvania.
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MATCH THE CLUES IN THE FIRST COLUMN WITH
THEIR CORRECT ANSWERS IN THE SECOND COLUMN.

Hint: Pairs will have the same letters, but rearranged.
1. DIRTY ROOM

A. SLOT MACHINES

2. MOON STARER

B. TfIE MORSE CODE

3. THEY SEE

C. DECIMAL POINT

4. HERE COME DOTS

D. THAT QUEER SHAKE

5. CASH LOST IN ME

E. DORMITORY

6. I'M A DOT IN PLACE

E. ELEVEN PLUS TWO

7. TWELVE PLUS ONE

F. ASTRONOMER

8. THE EARTHQUAKES

G. THE EYES

Skipping Stones
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The White Koi
The pond is a bubble of transparent blue in the white morning sunlight. I
remember an Indian girl sitting on the warmed wood of the bridge, one baggy
(~.
" If:
knee sock pushed down to the ankle, sitting on her haunches like a cat, the
folds of her pleated skirt draped like a deep shadow upon her thighs. She
reaches one skinny, tanned arm out and touches the surface of the water. One
finger, like a raindrop, causes the flawless skin of the water to ripple in concentric circles, embracing the mirror-like face of the pond. She tosses her head back and the black hair
flies out behind her. She giggles in delight, a short, tinkling laugh reminiscent of a handmade wind
chime, and her brown eyes twinkle. "The fish kissed my finger," she calls over her shoulder.
Her friends gather around her and play with the large, white koi fish. An African
girl with a sunny smile laughs as the fish flits from her hand, then turns and touches its mouth to her skin. A blond boy with dinner-plate blue eyes grins and tosses
a bit of fish food onto the surface, pointing animatedly as the morsel disappears.
A Chinese girl in a neat, bouncing ponytail and smiling, shining eyes delicately takes
off one shoe and dabbles her toes in the edge of the now undulating surface of the sparkling pond.
Their voices are like a rainbow, beautiful colors side by side, rippling, sparkling and clean, and
unforgettable. Soon, they gather their things, chattering, and trip off toward school. I wander toward
the pond. The white koi with pearly, iridescent scales looks placidly at me. Its mouth opens, closes,
and opens again. In this light, it's easy to see each movement of the dark orbs of his eyes. For a
moment, I think I see in those eyes the wisdom of a thousand years.
-Saumya Kini, 15, Aloha, Oregon.
"I wrote this piece after seeing a group of children of different races playing near a koi pond. I have been
taking Indian classical singing lessons for eight years now. My most avid interest is learning Japanese."
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Youth Honor Awards
~ was playing in the backyard when some-

thing pulled me to look in a small hole at the
base of a tree. There, surrounded by glistening
webs and carefully wrapped up bugs, hung a
black widow spider. Her hourglass was a strong
red, her body a perfect shining black, her eight
little eyes gleamed in the darkness of her hole.
She was beautiful. "Mom," I said, "Come here,
I found a black widow."
My mother came over, and then she called
my sister over to show her the spider, but by
then, she had disappeared down into her hole.
"We might have to kill her," my mom said, and
then she went back to doing a little yard work.
I thought about the black widow. I needed
to give her a name. I thought and thought, and
finally named her Morwen, a name that means
"dark maiden" in Tolkien's Elven language.
Whenever I went outside, I always stopped
at Morwen's house, to watch her and admire her
beauty. It was when I first saw Morwen that I
learned her first lesson:
1. Show your hourglass, or disappear down
your hole. You rarely need to show your fangs
and bite. This means that you shouldn't get
angry right away at someone who is bothering
you. "Show your hourglass," or ask nicely.
"Disappear into your hole," or walk away. After
"showing your hourglass" and maybe "disappearing into your hole," problems with friends
and family will almost always be resolved quickly and easily.
The next time I saw Morwen, she was just
hanging in her web, belly up. I wondered if she
ever raised a family. One of the few times a black
widow will bite is in defense of her egg sac.
That's when I learned Morwen's second lesson:
2. Protect your egg sac. This means, in the
human world, stand up for family and friends
who are getting bullied or teased. They are our
"egg sacs" because they are very important for
us. If friends or family are being talked about
behind their backs, stand up for them. "Rush
out of your hole," and defend your friend.
Vol. 17 no. 4

When I saw Morwen next, she was eating her
lunch. I looked closer in her nest and saw several
snacks wrapped up for later. That's when I learned
Morwen's third lesson.
3. Wrap up what's important. To Morwen,
a bug is important. She used what she had and
didn't take any of it for granted. We should do
the same. "Wrap up" that water and turn off the
faucet. "Wrap up" that warm day and go out and
enjoy it. Use what you have and take nothing for
granted, even if it's a tiny fly.
I learned Morwen's fourth lesson when she
was down in her hole, leaving me to look at only
her food and web. The web had strings going in
every direction and no particular order, but I
could tell she had made the web oh so slowly, to
get it just right. Her web held the fourth lesson.
4. Weave the best web that you can weave.
This means that you should always do your best.
Black widows weave very messy webs. J:hey
have no pattern, unlike most spider webs. But, it
is the best web they can weave. And it can serve
them well, catching food and providing a home
for delicate egg sacs. If your "webs" in life seem
bad when you look over at another "spider's"
work, just "weave your best," "catch some food,"
and appreciate what you can do in life.
I learned Morwen's fifth and final lesson when
she was no longer living. She is now weaving a
golden web in the sky, beyond the stars in Heaven.
5. The sand in your hourglass may run out at
any time, so love your life and live it well. We
don't know when we're going to die. So live
your life as Morwen did. She wove the best web
that she could and never took what was important
to her for granted. She may have thought the
simplest thoughts on earth, but look at what you
might learn from her.
Afterword: Morwen died in her nest, quickly
and painlessly, when my mother took her life so
that she could never bite us. I will always remember that strong red hourglass and that shining
black body that lived a short, but meaningful life.
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-Stevie (Scout) Guerrini, 12, New Jersey.
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Students of Na'au in Honolulu, Hawai'i
This year, the students of Na' au School entered an
outstanding collection of poems in the YHA contest. We
recognize the whole school for their wondeiful writings
on their community,family culture and more! Below is a
sampling of their work. Keep a lookout for more of their
poems in upcoming issues!

THE WOMEN SAY...
My mother says, while cutting char siu
for dinner, "Don't touch that walking stick
or you will be blind as well."
My PoPo says, while reading a Chinese book
on the couch, "The most lucky number is eight
because it sounds like the word 'prosper' in Chinese."
My Aunt Gloria says,
while fixing her silk purse,
"Cutting your toenails
or fingernails at night is bad luck."
My Aunt Jenny says, petting her chinchilla
without a name,
"If a dog howls continuously
at night it means death."

C"

My Aunt Lillian says, while shopping
for shrimp at the Farmer's Market,
"Wearing a moustache
means bad luck."
My PoPo says, while painting her nails,
"The most unlucky number is four
because it sounds like death."
My mother says, while folding origami, "The colors
red and gold are good luck."
My Aunt Louise says, while eating
fried rice for dinner, "The second floor
toilet should never be above the dining room."
These are the sayings
of all the wise
Chinese women in my family.
-Adria Fung, 12, Hawai'i, writes: "My
poem is based upon Chinese superstitions
from my family. Some of them are true!"
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THERE IS PEACE
The mind is like Nanakuli Beach
with empty tidepools when you cannot think.

The winds spread
over the sunny deserts.
There is peace in this world.

The mind is like Chinatown filled
with Big Gulp cups, dead leaves, smashed
water bottles~ cigarette butts, and gum
when you play too many videogames.

The mountains sleep
in the clear canyons.
There is peace in this world.

Now remember, like Nanakuli Beach,
the mind is covered with white sand
when you are peaceful arid feeling rested.

The skies listen
to the tender beginning of day.
There is peace in this world.

The mind possesses beautiful sunsets
and white sunny days.
The mind knows all the old people
who shop for groceries in Chinatown.
The mind understands the ocean's
currents and tides.
The mind is like Nanakuli Beach and Chinatown,
full of menpachi, taape,
shrimp, limu and opihi.
-Breana Schwarz, 9, Hawai'i.

The Song of Cyrus Maunakea
I sing of Kalmama Valley,
Grandma Momi and Papa Henry
who always take care of me
when I am sick.

The oceans dream
of sweet nightfall.
There is peace in this world.
-Jeremy Walter, 9, Hawai'i.
((Ho lola 'i na manu ike aheahe."
-Mary Kawena Pukui.
((The birds poise quietly in the gentle breeze."
Said of those who are at peace with the world,
undisturbed and contented.

Amaimono-Sweet Things

I sing of puakenikeni, yellow and orange,
green, the color of grass
and red the color of apples;
I sing of chicken katsu from L&L Drive-In
on holidays like Christmas and New Year's Eve,
chocolate ice cream from Zippy's Restaurant;
I sing of my baby brother Titus,
Marcus when he argues with me,
Mom and Dad and the twins;
I sing of crying when I fall
and my growing body each day;
I sing of the ocean,
shells, waves, and sand,
when I'm swimming and playing
with my family.
-Cyrus Maunakea, 8, Hawai'i.
Vol. 17 no. 4

The rainforests whisper
to the endangered birds.
There is peace in this world.

I entered the kitchen of my childhood days
that Sunday afternoon last week.
Hunger seized me
like the time I was eight
and I ate spoonfuls of sugar for a snack.
The fusion of shoyu and mirin sauce taunted me
like the unagi-don I had in Japan during the summer.
The perfected eel in its glory.
Hand me the chopsticks, I'll take care of it!
Yesterday I was hungry for the honey of childhood.
Today, I am still hungry for it.
I entered the kitchen of my childhood days,
and now I need a midnight snack.

Skipping Stones

--Stephanie Torige, 16, Hawai'i.
Amaimono means "sweet things" in Japanese.
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A Look Back
German soldiers would
One day David's teacher told the class that
now be living in
they were going to have a special guest. "Someone
Denmark, and the war
is going to come in this afternoon to speak to us
had come to their counabout the Holocaust," Mrs. Smith said. She went
1,."
on explaining that the Holocaust was a time in
1....
\{\
try. This worried Papa's
.\
\' father because they were
history when people were put in prison or killed,
just because they were Jewish.
\
'. . ".
Jewish, and they had
.
\
.,
.
.
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.
heard rumors that the
Soon, a grey-haired woman with a Polish
accent arrived. Her name was Mrs. Stein. The chilj . '.
!.·
dren all sat around Mrs. Stein as she began to tell
,;,~_~,.v~"«
1
King Christian, the
the story of her life. She said that when she was a
young girl, she lived in Poland. During this time, a King of Denmark, told the German Army that the only
way they would be allowed to stay was if they agreed
war was raging in Europe, of which Poland is a part.
to
leave the Jewish people of their country alone.
German soldiers called Nazis came to her town
However, one day, Papa's Rabbi learned that the
and arrested everyone just because they were Jewish.
Mrs Stein spent the rest of the afternoon telling the Nazis were planning to send all of the Jews in
class about how hard it was to live in a prison called Denmark to a concentration camp. He told all of his
congregation that they must flee Denmark immediatea concentration camp.
Before she left, she showed David's class some ly. The plan was for them to go to Sweden, where it
numbers that were tattooed on her arm. She said that was safe.
the Nazi soldiers had placed them there. When you
The next day, when the German soldiers went to
lived in a concentration camp, you no longer had a the houses of the Jewish families to arrest them, they
name, you were just a number.
found that no one was home.
David couldn't wait to go home and tell his
Papa's neighbors had helped all the Jewish famigrandpa about the special visitor. He knew his grand- lies escape to a fishing town. From there, fisherman
father had grown up in Europe, and they were Jewish. hid them in their boats and secretly transported them
David couldn't help wondering why Grandpa didn't to safety in Sweden. The Jewish families who were
have numbers on his arm, too.
not able to escape by boat were hidden by other
"Papa, why don't you have numbers on your arm Danish citizens.
like Mrs. Stein? You are Jewish and you lived in
Then one day on the radio, they announced 1:hat
Europe just like her," David said to his grandfather the Germans were surrendering, and that Denmark
later that afternoon.
was once again free. Papa and his family were thrilled
"Well," his grandfather said, "When I was young when they heard they could return to Denmark.
I lived in a country called Denmark."
Papa and his family were happy to find that their
neighbors
had taken care of their home and pets while
"But isn't that part of Europe, too?" David asked.
they were gone. Many Danish citizens painted the
"Yes," Papa replied.
houses of returning Jews and planted flowers to wel"Then why don't you have the numbers, too?"
come them back.
David asked in confusion.
David had one last question for his grandfather:
"Sit down, David, and I will tell you my story,"
"But why did the Danish people do so much to protect
answered Papa.
and support their Jewish neighbors?"
Papa said that when he was just seven years old,
"It never mattered to them that we were Jews,"
German army planes flew over his house. They
said Papa. "What mattered to them was that we were
dropped letters to all the people of Denmark that said
people."
the German Army was going to occupy Denmark.
-Johnna M. Emanuel, 11, New York.
Papa's father told him the letters meant that the
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Soil and Soul
Bread Basket of the world, you sustained me.
But what do lowe you now but my misty memory.
I abandoned your blackest soil, which once devoured my
writhing fingers in your hearty tenderness,
as I devoured your precious gems, brilliant, fleeting.
You sacrificed those tiny childrenbound together; quivering through your velvet womb,
tom apart by my greedy hunger.
Bread Basket of the World, to whom do I sing my song of Glory?
Peaches-so ripe and bulging-your sweet smelling fuzz
no longer raises the hair on my sweaty neck.
Potatoes, your coarsely soft jackets no longer tum my skin muddy-tough.
Tomatoes, your ruddy cheeks no longer bum my dimpled complexion, now cold.
Rhubarb, once lush and sour, no longer quenches my thirst
nor feeds my stifled blossoming.

Doroha ookraiina (Beloved Ukraine),
I cry the tears of a lost bird,
gliding over the raised arms of wind tom wheat fields.
Bread Basket of my Soul,
Will you forgive me for fleeing?
-Lidia Mikolaenko, grade 12, Tennessee.

My family immigrated to America
when I was only five
years old because of
the political and environmental upheaval of
the Cherno byI explosion. But, I can still remember most vividly the
picture of my grandparents' garden: its blooming
flowers, fruits and vegetables of all sorts still
linger in the depths of my earliest memories.
I would spend every spring with my grandparents, watching them plant potatoes, tomatoes, and
even the pesky rhubarb. I would spend hours just
sitting beneath the shade of enormous plants,
eating the fruit and singing to bumblebees as they
pollinated the tiny white blossoms.
Vol. 17 no. 4

Now, I wonder why the garden blossomed
even in such terrible radiation and pollution
conditions, or how the plants grew so succulent
and perfect in the midst of all the troubles. I
always felt so greedy eating the beautiful fruits
that took such a long time to grow. I could never
give anything back, because I left my country
before the seeds that I planted by myself my last
springin Ukraine even began to grow.
This poem is about the remorse I feel for
taking the fruit of Ukraine and for leaving my
garden before I could experience the fruits of my
labor come to life. Although I still speak and
write in Ukrainian, I feel the urge to visit my
homeland, to gain an understanding of what I left
behind, or my personal tie to the soil of Ukraine,
the Bread Basket of my Soul.

Skipping Stones
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"We are the Earth. Skip your stone and make a ripple. Change it if you
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And in turn that makes us most glad.
......: Different races find brotherhood and peace,
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Like a candle supporting our pale moon,
This boat called Love sails by,
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A supernova star
Shines from afar,
And the town below is sleeping.
In the mist,
The moon seals it with a kiss,
And the heart of the Earth keeps beating.
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-M.M.M.

{{My interest in poetry started around three years ago, yet I realized it to be my passion fairly
recently, after my mother developed breast cancer for the third time. I hope to get across the message
that there is always hope, and yes, there is indeed sadness. Poetry to me, is having an interesting
conversation with your heart and soul, and writing it down on paper."
-Matthew M. Montelione, 17, New York.
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Maple Ridge Bruderhof Students
In a collective effort, the youth of Maple
Ridge Bruderhof School in New York have created a self-published book, Esopus Trails, that
uncovers the past of Esopus-a small town on
the Hudson River. Through vivid historical facts,
photographs, original drawings and articles done
by Maple Ridge students, Esopus Trails explores
the history, geography and peoples of Esopus.
Messages of peace, tolerance, and communal and
environmental sustainability thread throughout
the book, truly emulating the 2005 theme, "My
Country, My Culture, My Community."
Within the book, you can see other efforts the
Maple Ridge students have made in promoting
peace. For example, Marya Mommsen, 7th grader, writes on page 142:
"A peace trail wanders through the serene
woods of our hillside, while the Peace Garden
offers a place of quiet relaxation. Both the trail
and this book will be launched at a Seeking
Peace Conference scheduled for June, 2005. The
Seeking Peace Conference.. is all about having
visions and dreams for world and personal peace.
At the conference this summer we hope to take
the path of peace as individuals, and to join
together to find a renewed vision in order to
make the world a safer and happier place to live."
Kate Hofer, a 9th grader, introduces the book:
((In searching and studying the threads of
Esopus history we have developed a great love
and respect for this land and its peoples. These
threads of peace, love, and courage will go on.
By reminding us of the past, this book will help
us work for the future, and this book is not complete without you, the reader. Your thoughts and
emotions will complete it."
Esopus Trails was also created to help raise
funds for Tsunami Relief. Bruderhof members
David and Tabea Johnson with daughters Eliza
and Joann are now in a refugee camp in Thailand
where they are teaching English. The camp, Ban
Nam Khem, was devastated by last year's tsunami that destroyed the village and took some
4,000 lives. The Johnson family is learning about
life in the village from the tsunami survivors.
For details, write: MartinJohnson@bruderhofcom.
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Oh, Mississippi!
How many times have I
Gazed into your heart
Always flowing, going,
Like the path for thoughts,
Your contents shift with the wind
Leaving only traces
Memories
An inkling of
What might have been.
It matters notThe pollution, toxic wastes
Heaps of litter, changing the flow
Of your ways.
For,
One day you'll be free
from the rubbish you abhor,
there will be no more.
We have opened our eyes
And started to see
In the days to come,
You shall be free.
-Wujun Ke, 13, Chinese American, N. Carolina.
"If I were to choose an ideal future, I'd definitely
rid the Earth of laziness. Laziness annoys me
much, and affects me too, I admit. Pollution is
another factor. Humans were born to live with animals and the wilderness, but instead we are doing
harm to both. Pleasures and convenience blind us
completely. However, I do believe in the goodness
of humans, from my experience, people are generally good at heart... Standing by the riverbank, I
just wished there was no litter. If only! If only..."

Skipping Stones
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WELCOME HOME
I have never been to Grandmother and
Grandfather's house or to Indonesia before, but I
couldn't help thinking of what a pain it would be
to live there: chores everyday, slime and muck in
the rice paddies, and don't forget the mosquitoes!
My ideas changed, though, the summer I was
nine years old, when Momma and Dad went on a
business trip and sent me to stay with my
Grandparents. Here is my tale:
In a couple more hours, I'll be riding the ferry
over to Grandmother and Grandfather's lonely
house in Bali. I might even have to spend the
whole summer there. I love the ferries with their
windy bows and tiny wakes, rippling through the
water, but I can't help wishing my home in
Singapore and my Grandparent's island in
Indonesia were connected.
At last, I heard what I'd been waiting for:
"Welcome to Bali, home of beautiful sari flowers
and Kokokan, the Indonesian white crane!"
A small crowd, waiting to board the ferry
going back, greeted us with a wave of hands as
we boarded ours. When the ferry unloaded, I bustled through the crowd looking for Grandmother
and Grandfather. A tap on my shoulder and a pat
on my head announced where they were.
"Welcome! Welcome!" they blurted in their
Indonesian accent.
I followed them down sandy roads and
through thick palm groves, slowly tagging along
behind them. My Grandfather and Grandmother
seemed surprisingly quick in their homeland.
Grandfather's hunched back and muddy trousers
blended in with the landscape. At home in
Singapore, Grandmother's casual ways and
Grandfather's casual attire seemed out of place.
After a long walk, their house came into view. It
was more like a small hut with a thatched roof
that looked like it might collapse at any minute.
My life in Singapore was much different.
Though Singapore has parks filled with greenery,
most of the city is concrete. Everyone lives in
high-rise apartments, including my family.
Page 16

The next day, I woke to the fluttering of a
friendly Kokokan on the window sill. As I slowly
got up, I assumed that Grandfather was already
out in the rice paddies. It's amazing how well he
nourishes the tiny little seeds in the ground into
the small green shoots they are now. Breakfast
was already on the table, and Grandmother was
doing the laundry outside in a nearby river.
Grandmother had the afternoon free, so she
took me to the local monkey sanctuary. We
walked to the sanctuary along the sandy roads.
Ever since waking up, I had smelled strong
incense burning. On our way to the sanctuary, I
discovered where it was coming from: there were
many small shrines located along the sides of the
streets, each had at least two sticks of incense
burning in a small, sand-filled pot. At the sanctuary, the monkeys themselves had more personality than I would ever have imagined. Some were
feisty enough to steal coconuts from other monkeys, climbing a tree to purposely drop it on yet
another monkey!
Day after day, I grew more and more accustomed to the ways of Indonesia. The Kokokan
that greeted me each morning on my window sill
was now bringing a mate. The female spider
monkey at the sanctuary now had a tiny son to
keep her company. I began to feel that this place
was becoming my home...my natural one, at least.
Every day after chores, we would go to the
shrines while walking along the hillsides and
flowing streams. Grandmother often stopped to
place a sari behind my ear. Bali became infused
in my senses: the scent of the incense every
morning, the coolness of bathing in the waterfalls,
the sounds of tiny frogs lulling me to sleep. I
even began to dread walking along the hard
concrete and hearing the screech of the subway
back in my homeland of Singapore.
I have gained much knowledge in my travels,
the most important being to welcome many new
places to call my home.

Skipping Stones

-Kalia Bistolas, 12, Wilsonville, Oregon.
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Carrollton School of the Sacred Heart, Ms. Young's Third Grade Class
This year, we honor Ms. Young's Third-Grade Class for the many creative works they sent to us:
nature poems and drawings inspired by an oak tree at their school; writings on courage; and a
delightful book they wrote titled Bear Facts for Kids Book, which they used to teach younger
students about bears. Unfortunately,for lack ofspace, we couldn't include them all on this page!
--editors

Oak

Tree

Our school's oak tree is blessed by God.
I hear God blessing the Oak tree.
That is why I think: it has grown so much.
There are blessings on each branch.
The leaves on the tree make a beautiful sound
Of thankfulness to God.
I feel so much love from this tree.
It reminds me of the love from my great-grandmother.
Lovely creatures live by the Oak tree.
Bumblebees and bugs help
Themselves food from the tree.
When I come to this Oak tree, I feel better.
I always pray that I can make
Better all the things I've done wrong.
This tree is full of love from
Everybody always.
We are just like the tree.
We are loved by our parents.
The tree has creatures and grass for friends.
I have friends, too.
--Shizuno Furuya, age 9.

I'm So Lucky
I'm so lucky to come to this school.
It is beautiful. I hear children playing
in the playground. I smell the sweet smell of
flowers. I feel the soaking sun. I see flowers
blooming and children growing. I feel like I'm
in a fairy tale. The grass so green the sky so
blue. This feels like home to me!

-Suzanna Mayer, age 9.
Vol. 17 no. 4
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Cour<,lge is a ladder climbing up to bravery.
You should never look down.
Just keep going.
-Emily Arencibia, age 9.

As I smell the great red rose
In the ways of its glory
I felt wisdom.
A fall leaf lying on the grass
Fell like a star shining.
Orchids in bloom, some of the
c::.:.
Colors-red hot flame, orange and purple.
Hibiscus flowers are a beautiful
Touch to my day,
even when it is grey.
Oaks and palms big or small,
Graceful and calm,
soothe me.
-Ana Sofia de Olazzara, age 8.
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We'd also like to congratulate the creators ofthese noteworthy entries receivedfor the 2005 contest.

Holi!

My Country

A Hindufestival of colors that celebrates good over evil.

The festival of colors.
I get out of bed,
And wear my milk white apparel,
Knowing it will never be this color again.
I excitedly go down the stairs,
Eat the gujia my mother gives
And run outside.
Now begins the fun!
We sing, we dance,
We toss handfuls of gulal at each other;
My brother uses a pichkaari and I see my friends
lob a gubbare,
We create spots on our attire, like berries on a bush.
A song of laughter and happiness plays in my ear,
As we celebrate good over evil.
Now, everyone is decked in color, from head to toe,
And I see that we aren't so different anymore.
Our castes have been forgotten,
Our colors have been forgotten.
The differences that keep us from one another,
Forgotten.
And finally,
We are unified,
We are one.
-Meghna Nandi, Indian American, 12, Massachusetts.
((I was born in Kolkata, one of the biggest and
busiest cities in West Bengal and India. My name,
Meghana, is also the name of a river in Bangladesh.
I think the theme of culture, country and community
is a very deep and interesting topic. Holi celebrates
good over evil. I like the idea of Holi, how everyone
throws color at each other. I talked about the customs
of Holi with my mom and was fascinated by the different stories about its origin. When I looked at some
pictures of people celebrating Holi, I was struck by
how similar everyone looked. Ina land of diversity like
India, I found it interesting that a festival could bring
people of all castes and colors together."

Glossary: Gujia: sweets; Gulal: colored powder
Pichkaari: device used to spray colored water
Gubbare: a water balloon filled with colored water
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My country is where I live,
My country is where I belong.
Over many mountains and deserts you walk,
Just to hear the Australia song.
My country, my country is home for me.
It is beautiful as far as the eye can see.
I love it, oh yes I do.
From every Aussie head to Australian shoe.
I live here now in such a warm heat,
In this weather, no shoes on our feet.
If I could live anywhere at anytime,
I'd stay right here-Australia's prime.
~harlotte

Officer, 12, Linfield, NSW, Australia.

Aisa Desh Hai Mera
(This is my land)
Where the saris hang on white strings
Where the colors blend together
Where the music soars
Where the Himalayas thrive
Where the temple bell rings
Where the cows wander the streets
Where the fields stretch far and wide
Where the sun beats down
Where the history is rich
Where the Taj Mahal rests
Where I come from
Where I am proud of
Is my India.
Aisa Desh Rai Mera.
-Kamna Shastri, 11, Indian American,
Washington, shares: ((I was inspired to write this
poem because I have always been proud of my
heritage. I was listening to some Hindi music
that day and the title of the song ( also the title of
my poem) inspired me to write it... the rest of the
poem just flowed along with the title, illustrating
the surroundings and sights ofIndia.."

Skipping Stones
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Not long ago someone shared a brief account reported in a
T.V. news item, which I can't get out of my mind, as follows:
In California, commercial grapes have been planted in fine,
sandy, weed-free soil, producing mildly flavored, gentle grapes.
In contrast, some Oregon grape growers planted a ground cover on
hardy, tough soil. When the weeds started to establish themselves, the
growers began planting the grapes. These grapes had to compete with
the ground cover for nutrients from the soil. As a result of the struggle,
these grapes matured into a richer, stronger, and more tasteful fruit.
I am convinced that the same dynamics is at work in our lives.
Let me share a couple of difficulties I've faced which have made me the stronger for the struggle.
I recall being convinced that my older
brother was more intelligent, handsome,
important than I was. When I was in 5th or
6th grade, my brother studied Greek and
Latin in High School. Eager to make myself
useful to my highly respected brother, I
learned the Greek alphabet in order to be able
to coach him for his frequent Greek vocabulary tests. Consequently, I became more adept
at memorizing new syllables, words or signs,
whatever language they were.
Another example: When I was about 13
years old, my brother and I were sent to a
Quaker Boarding School in England. We did
not speak a word of English. A teacher who
was free for a period in the school day, was
assigned to teach us English. The teacher
chose a lovely story by Oscar Wilde, "The
Happy Prince." The plan was that we would
look up every word in the story in the dictionary. At first I was so devastatingly lonesome
that I could think of little but controlling
myself in order to not burst out crying. I kept
telling myself that once I started top cry, I
would never be able to stop.
The challenges of being lonely in a new
land, of tackling a totally new language, made
me stronger, just as the "weeds" made the
Oregon grapes stronger and more flavorful.
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In Peace,
Art: Nina Forsburg.
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The Changer
lived. So she snuck out, went to her neighbors, and
asked the wisest man in the forest, He Who Knows
Everything, "Oh, Great One, doest thou know where
to find Almondo, God of Nature?"

Once, a very long time ago, there was a family
who lived in the forest. They believed in being independent and keeping everything the same, especially
Ralmaldad, the father of the family. Ralmaldad was
as stubborn as an ox about this. Whenever somebody
"put a toe out of line," he would always say, "This is
our land. It is beautiful. If we change it, our world
will not be good. There will never be any change.
NEVER!"
Except one little girl, who was called She Who
Does Not Understand, wanted change. She was as
restless as a warrior. Sometimes she would sneak out
of the house on her pinto pony. She would go to the
neighboring families to see how they did things.
While wandering in the woods alone, She Who
Does Not Understand liked to study the trees. She
noticed that the forest had five different types of trees:
the Basswood Tree, the Maple Tree, the Hickory
Tree, the White Birch Tree, and the Butternut Tree.
At this time in the world, the temperature was always
the same, and the leaves on the trees were always
green. She often looked at the trees and thought they
must be as bored as she was.
When She Who Does Not Understand looked at
other families and saw how different they were from
her own, it made her wonder, why couldn't her family
adapt to new ways? She wanted to make her family
see that change can bring even more beauty.
Day after day, she sat in her room thinking up
ways to make her family see that change could bring
happiness. One day She Who Does Not Understand
had an idea. Why not go to the God of Nature,
Almondo, and see what he could do?
Unfortunately, she did not know where the god
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He Who Knows Everything eyed her wearily, and
replied, "If you follow the valley as far as it will go,
you will reach a mountain. Climb it, but never look
back until you have reached the top. You might hear
loud and vicious voices, but do not turn for anything.
If you do, you will be turned into a pine tree, like
those you will see around you, for many people have
tried to talk to him. Once you have reached the top,
you will see a golden palace as magnificent as a
phoenix. Knock three times and the door will open.
There you will find Almondo. Then you can ask him
what you wish."
He closed his eyes. She Who Does Not
Understand galloped the lightning-quick pinto pony
across the valley at top speed. When she reached the
end of the valley, she tethered her pony to a pine tree.
She shivered to think that this tree was once a man.
As she trudged up the steep mountain, she heard
the malicious voices, just as told. But she didn't turn
back. Then, she saw the magnificent golden palace.
She boldly walked up to the door and knocked three
times. Just as promised, the door opened and there in
a goldish glow sat Almondo, God of Nature. She Who
Does Not Understand flung herself at the god's feet.
"Stand up," he commanded her.
She stood up cautiously. He gestured toward a
lovely little cushion made of goose down and buckskin. As she sat, Almondo asked, "For what have
you made this treacherous journey, young one?"
She Who Does Not Understand took a deep
breath and told Almondo her problem. "Ah,,, said
the god, "I think I can help you. Tomorrow morning,
look out of your window. You will see change."
The next morning, when she woke up, she hurried
to her window. As she opened the curtains, a cool gust
of air soared into her room as playfully as a puppy.
She Who Does Not Understand was surprised and
startled. As she surveyed the yard, she noticed a rainbow of brightly colored leaves falling from the trees.
Some of her family members were standing
outside, looking surprised and bewildered. Ralmaldad
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We're heading out of port and on our way
across the water. I'm sitting here looking out the
window with my dad and sister, waiting for our
destination to come in sight. It is Bainbridge Island
that I yearn to see. My aunt and uncle will be waiting there for Kristin and me. To pass the time I
reflect on art class and how we mimicked Andy
Goldsworthy's art. He does his pieces using only
nature. I admire his art, the patience and creativity
it must take to create such astounding works.
The deep billow of the ferry's hom sounds: It's
time to get off. In the parking lot at the dock I can
see my aunt and uncle waiting. Kristen and I say
goodbye to our father, hug him and tell him we'll
see him in a week. On the familiar ride to the olive
green home in Port Angles, our uncle begins: "I
made an Andy Goldsworthy-styled piece in the
backyard."
He asks, "Would you and Kristen like to make
one of your own? I've found an excellent spot to
create one. You just need to figure out what you
want to do."
I ask Kristen, "Don't you want to? It's fun."
Thankfully, she agrees. We go to look at the
spot. My sister and I argue for a million hours on
end. Because I'm older, I give in and agree to
make a snake in the water. We're putting it in the
water of Morse Creek, under the trestle of the
Olympic Discovery Trail. This snake will be made
of river rocks, and we've got to go to the store to
buy four kinds of spray paint: two greens, one
orange and one red.
The hardest part is collecting the rocks. We
need a lot. Each rock is the size of a rabbit. We've
got to use at least two hundred rocks. I hope no
more than four hundred! We even have to go
back to the store to get more paint. I'm guessing
this snake is going to be somewhere between one
hundred and fifty to three hundred feet long.
Kristin thinks, and I agree, that the worst part
is walking in the cold mountain water, as cold as
the Arctic tundra. When our project ends, we walk
up the trestle to admire our artwork. We think it's
the best eco-friendly project ever, and Captain
Planet would have to agree, since we've taken the
Vol. 17 no. 4

precaution of using non-toxic paint.
Once again, Kristen and I are back on the
plastic seats of the ferryboat heading home. This
time I'm reflecting on the last week: The best
part is knowing that passersby will admire this
work of nature left anonymously.
-Robert Elliot, 16, Washington.
"1 would like readers to understand that anything is possible, including, occasionally, the unexpected. No one knows what will happen in your life,
but you can always plan to make it better."

((The Changer" continued...
stepped out of the house and looked around. His
face turned into an ear to ear grin. But then he furrowed his brow and asked, "Who has brought
about this lovely change?"
She Who Does Not Understand hesitantly
stepped forward and said, "It was I."
All eyes turned on her. "Come here,"
Ralmaldad commanded.
She did as she was told. Ralmaldad looked at
her and then spoke. "From now on, you shall be
called The Changer, for you have made us come to
our senses and see that change can bring beauty."
From then on, once a year, Almondo changes
the color of the leaves, just to remind us to accept
change.
-Courtney Comart, 12, Florida.
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Hinhanni
Hinhanni, a young Lakota girl, lies asleep in her
mother's lodge. Her name means morning. Looking
at her sleeping, you might think she is an average
thirteen-year-old girl, but that is where you would be
wrong. Hinhanni's amazing story starts 130 years ago
in South Dakota, when she was only twelve.
Early one morning, Hinhanni rose and walked out
of her lodge to the beautiful sun beating down on her
village. She let her mother braid her hair.
"Can I finish my pot before I go to get the water?"
she asked her mother.
"No, but you may work on it after," her mother
replied.
Hinhanni grunted, disappointed that she was
going to have to use her mother's pot to get water
instead of using the one she had been working on
for so long. Hinhanni started to waIk away.
"Just think, today is your last day of using mine,"
her mother called after her.
Hinhanni smiled. Although she was disappointed,
her mother's comment helped.
At the lake, she used a big spoon to pour the
water into her mother's pot. When she was done, she
looked at all the other girls who were placing their
water pots on their heads. Her mother's pot had
always been too big and heavy for her to put on her
head. Not for long, she thought. She had been preparing her pot for days, working on it every evening
until the stars stretched across the sky. As soon as she
got back, she worked on the pot until the cool evening
breeze tickled her spine. Finally, it was done.
She looked at the pot and almost cried with
excitement. She set the pot in a special place and then
headed to see her father before she went to sleep.
Her father had been sick for months. The
medicine man had tried everything but had no
success. Hinhanni gave her sleeping father a kiss.
The next morning, Hinhanni ran outside as fast as
she could. She held her pot the whole time her mother
braided her hair. When she finished, Hinhanni did not
say two words, but quickly ran to the lake to gather
water. She stayed at the lake for hours, enjoying the
pot she had waited so long to use.
Soon, the sun was almost gone, and the girls
knew they needed to return to their lodges. Hinhanni
watched as the girls set their pots on their heads. She
smiled and set hers on her head. It was perfect, she
thought. She enjoyed the feeling of having the pot on
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her head as she walked back to her lodge. Hinhanni
hurried to her father's side when she arrived. She
set the pot next to his bed and leaned over to watch
him sleep. She closed her eyes and asked for a vision.
When she opened her eyes, nothing had happened.
So, she sat quiet for a little while until she heard the
sounds of the Siyotanka.
She could hear the music of the warriors' flutes
float through the sky. The sound filled her with happiness every time she heard it. Enjoying the song, she
dipped her finger in the pot and swirled it around.
When she removed her finger, the whole room lit up
with light from the basket.
She watched the pot in amazement as a picture
started to appear in the water. Soon, there was a clear
image of a plant. She knew what plant it was-she
had seen it out on the plains. She tried to think of
what it meant. She looked at her father. "That's it!"
she cried out and ran out to find the flower.
Hinhanni was right. The next day she found the
flower and it made her father well. Every day she
would go to the lake and fill the pot with water, put
it on her head, and then seek visions in it in order to
heal her people. Soon, everyone was talking about
the little Indian girl and her magic pot.
About a year after curing her father, troops came
to steal the pot. The Lakota fought for it, but soon the
troops were too strong. They could not risk Hinhanni
getting hurt, so they let the selfish troops take it. It
was a terrible loss, but they soon heard that the men
who stole it turned on each other, and in the huge war
the pot was destroyed.
A few months after Hinhanni had lost her pot, her
mother grew very sick. Hinhanni spent many nights
awake, crying that she no longer had her pot. On her
mother's birthday, she went to the lake, where she
had not been since she lost her pot. She poured the
water into a pot and set it on her head. She remembered doing that for the first time with her pot. Then
she thought: "Maybe, just maybe, it was not the pot."
She took the pot from her head and slowly dipped
her finger in it, swirling the water around. It started
to glow and soon there was the image of a plant.
Hinhanni's mother sits over her as she sleeps.
Who would have known that her only daughter was
the magic, not the pot? Who would have known that
such a small girl could save so many lives?
-Deanna Winick, Native-American, Colorado.
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It's a Bird! ... It's a Plane! ... It's a... Flying Pig?
"Mamma, Mamma! Come here quick! The sow
had piglets and there's something very strange about
one of them!" Laura's voice pierced through the early
spring morning silence.
"Hold your horses, Laura, I'm coming," called
Mary Ellen Jones from the kitchen where she was
busy frying eggs for breakfast.

seeing the winged pig, and Laura waiting for her
mother to say something). Laura finally broke the
silence.
"Can we keep him?" she asked. "Do we have to
sell him like his brothers and sisters?"
"Well," said Mary Ellen, "is he friendly?"

,---------------------,

Mary Ellen was a
tall woman in her forties with bright, blue
eyes and a kind smile.
Her farm had produced more blue-ribbon pigs than anyone
could ever imagine.
Her daughter, Laura,
was 10 years old and
looked almost exactly
like her mother. Laura
was an only child,
and the farm animals
seemed like brothers and sisters to her.

"Very friendly!"
"Okay, okay," said Mary
Ellen chuckling. "I guess we can
have another pet around here."
That evening after dinner and
after giving her mom a lecture
about how "Penelope" is a sototally-not-cool name for the pig,
Laura trained her to use the litter
box (which she had to share with
a very unhappy tabby cat named
Fluff who looked like she would
rather jump in a lake than share
her litter box with a pig).

Mary Ellen wiped her hands on her faded blue
apron, pulled on a pair of worn rubber boots, and
headed out the back door toward the barn. She
trudged past all the stalls to a warm little comer paddock where the pigs were kept. The air was damp and
musty like all bams are, with the odor of many animals, but it was warm with the scent of hay. She
swung one leg over the fence and was about to lift the
other one over, but her boot was stuck in the mud.
She almost fell but caught herself just in time. She
pulled her boot out of the mud with a great squelching noise that startled the animals. When she turned
around, the piglets still looked a little jostled, and
there was a little pink thing with white wings and a
scared face hovering above Laura's head. It was a
piglet, and the pig had...

Then Laura decided what to name the pig. She
found the name in her "Greek Gods of Olympus"
homework-Aphrodite. She chose the name because
Aphrodite was the goddess of love and beauty.
Aphrodite squealed with delight when she heard her
new name.
That night, Aphrodite was invited to sleep in
Laura's bed. "I always sleep in her bed," grumbled an
annoyed-looking Fluff. Fluff was sure she didn't like

"Wings!" screamed a frightened, confused Mary
Ellen. "The pig has wings!"
She pulled herself together and tried not to
scream any more because she knew it was harmful to
the animals' ears. She blinked a few times to make
sure she was seeing properly. They stared at each
other for a few minutes (Mary Ellen still in awe from

Vol. 17 no. 4

Skipping Stones

Page 23

this pig, and she would do anything to get rid of it, or
at least get it in trouble.
The next morning at breakfast, Aphrodite got to
sit on the special pillow in a chair while she ate. "I
always sit and eat on that pillow," grumbled Fluff,
while she pretended to be sweet and loveable by
mewing sadly and rubbing against Mary Ellen's legs.
"Oh, Fluff, is my snickerdoodle-kittenpie cold?
I'll get your sweater," cooed Mary Ellen in that highpitched voice that would make any animal think it
was a baby again. Mary Ellen brought Fluff's pink
and yellow kitty sweater with the purple mice wearing hula skirts. She slipped it over Fluff's head and
continued to prepare breakfast. Then, Fluff and her
hula mice slouched off into the living room, while
Aphrodite snorted into her blueberry pancakes.
When Laura got on the school bus that morning,
Aphrodite squealed and flew after it because she
didn't understand where Laura was going. Mary Ellen
had to run after her and bring her back. Fluff and
Aphrodite settled down in the living room.
They sat in silence for a while, and then Fluff
said, "You want Laura to come home, do you?"
"Yes, very much," Aphrodite answered. "But
there isn't any way for me to catch the big moving
yellow thing."

Aphrodite jumped out of the bag and flew around
the room because she was scared. Almost as suddenly
as it started, the noise died down, and all 24 heads in
Mrs. Bea's class turned up at her. Aphrodite didn't
like this either, so she slowly flew down and hovered
in a corner by the hamster cages. All was quiet for a
few seconds and then... "SQUEEEEEE!!"
Aphrodite's tail had been hanging inside the cage
door, and the hamster had bitten it. The cage door
flew open because Aphrodite had taken off at full
speed with the little hamster hanging on her tail.
After the incident, Mary Ellen was called to take
Aphrodite and a sobbing Laura home. Laura told her
mom all about what happened at school and that she
didn't know how Aphrodite got into her school bag.
Mary Ellen told her she wasn't mad and that she
believed her.
Mary Ellen and Laura sat down on the couch
together to watch TV, and Aphrodite settled down
beside them to take a nap. Before she closed her eyes,
she gave Fluff, who had just ambled in from the
kitchen full of food, a dirty look and promised herself
never to do anything bad again. Then she drifted into
a deep sleep, dreaming about the scary, eventful day.

-Taylor Sterry, written in 4th grade, Kentucky.

"Well," said Fluff in a sly, mischievous way, "I
know a way."
"You do?!"
"Tomorrow morning right after the sun comes up,
crawl into Laura's school bag and stay there."
"Okay," said Aphrodite.
So the next morning, Aphrodite followed Fluff's
instructions and climbed into Laura's school bag,
wishing she had one of Mary Ellen's blackberry
muffins with her. Aphrodite stayed in the bag until
she felt Laura get off the bus and sit down. Next, she
saw Laura's face peering into the bag and heard Laura
say, "Aphrodite, you naughty pig, how in the world
tons of children were crowding around the
bag trying to get a look at Aphrodite.
"Did she say pig?"
"What pig?"
"Move over, I wanna see!"
Page 24

Skipping Stones

VoL 17 no. 4

I Remember
I remember the cool breeze
of the Northern Star
the gently wanning
touches inside that I felt.
I remember looking outside the window
wishing that one day I could be like them.
I remember the soft mouth of my mom
telling me not to be ashamed.
I am who I am now,
one more strong faithful person in life.
I remember my childhood going by
me in a blast of thunder,
I remember the last bedtime
story I will hear for the rest of my life.
I am growing up so fast.

I feel sad.
I feel angry.
I feel in love.
How do you feel?
I feel angry because my uncle died.
I feel angry because there is a lot of violence.
I feel in love with my friend.
How do you feel?
I wish you didn't feel sad.
I wish you didn't feel angry.
I wish you felt in love.
I wish you were happy for the rest of your life!
-Yamne Callejas, 12, Tucson, Arizona.

\

-Mario Bautista, grade 7, Washington.
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l \ \.. At school we all have different friends,

The Iris Garden in the Forest
I see the irises as I walk through the forest.
Their watery, curled petals make me want one.
The irises are very purple.
I feel like I'm in a violet heaven.
I notice their brightly colored leaves.
The iris garden covers the forest trail.
-Temesgen
Gebrekristos,
Age 10, Illinois.
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The mist rolled over.
It came and left.
It took the sun
A satin theft.
It's but a whisper
In the dark.
-Jessica A. Kerr, 15, Idaho.
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Some of us mix and some of us blend.
Every person has a different look,
Like each cover of a book.
Various colors, religions, and races,
But everyone with smiling faces.
We're all with whom we want to be,
To live in harmony,
That is the key.
--Chelsea Sowards, 13, Washington.
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The Mist

All in All Friends
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.
The red sun rising
Just above the clouds
Warming the Earth.
-Amanda Mater, 14, PA.

Lea:ves
Leaves are blowing,
Like the thoughts in my mind,
.Swirling and tumbling,
These leaves in my mind.
Leaves are flying,
Lost in the wind,
Soaring far and free,
Riding the wind.
Leaves are wandering,
Like travelers afar,
Sailing and churning,
Scattering through the world.
-Briana Whiteman, grade 6, Pennsylvania.
',--.
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Annika Starts School in America
Annika came to the United States just in time to
start fifth grade. Her thoughts went to her friends in
Sweden. She missed them so much. Sitting by the
kitchen table, she wrote, "Hello! My name is Annika.
I am Swedish."
"Why did we have to move to America?" she
wondered.
Her father had been transferred by his company,
but she didn't like it one bit. She went outside to get
away from her writing. Her lips quivered as she cast
her blue eyes toward the ground.
While Annika pouted in her backyard, Susie from
next door, came over holding a book in her hand.
Annika knew that Susie was eight years old, and that
they would go to the same school.
"Hi!" Susie said. "See here, a book for you."
"Oh, it's Pippi!" Annika sounded surprised.
"I like Pippi Longstocking!" Susie said.
"Look here, Susie! Here is my name," said
Annika, pointing to her name in the book.
"I know," Susie, said, "Annika is Pippi's friend,
and here is Annika's brother, Tommy."
The two girls sat in the yard and looked at the
pictures in the book. Laughing, they pointed to Pippi
lifting her horse. Pippi still amazed Annika. She had
read all the Pippi books in Sweden.
On the first day of school, Susie came and took
Annika's hand in hers. Together they walked the short
distance to school. Susie's brown hair bounced as she
skipped ahead toward the red-brick schoolhouse. She
couldn't wait to start third grade.The older and taller
Annika wore her blond hair in a ponytail. She
dragged her feet.
When the teacher introduced Annika to the class,
everyone said, "Hi Annika! Welcome, Annika!"
In a low voice, Annika said, "Hi."
She felt a little better, but she was still scared.
The children stood up and held one hand over
their hearts, while they looked at the American Flag.
Together with the teacher, they read something that
everyone seemed to know, except Annika. She felt
tears welling up in her eyes.
For the first lesson, the teacher asked the children
to write down what they had done during the summer.
Annika could think of only one sentence: "I moved
from Sweden to America with my mom and dad."
Math class was easy. Annika finished the problems before anyone else. For the next lesson, the chil-
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dren practiced reading. Annika listened. She had studied English in her Swedish school, but she couldn't
follow along as fast as the other children read.
The bell rang, and it was time for recess.
Susie called out, "Come on, Annika!"
The two jumped the hopscotch (hoppade hageY,
and other girls joined them. When the bell rang,
Annika was afraid of what could happen next. The
teacher led Annika to the third-grade room.
"Oh no," Annika said. "Do I have to go to third
grade?"
"Only for reading until you catch up with your
class," the teacher said before opening the door.
Annika's eyes darted to Susie, the only one she
knew.
"Annika is from Sweden, and she can play the
piano," the teacher told the class.
Annika looked around the room. The third-graders
stared at her. She felt too tall and out of place. Her
new teacher showed her to a desk beside Susie's. The
desk was too low, Annika thought.
"We will start by singing the ABC song," the
teacher said.
Annika recognized the melody. Not knowing the
words to the ABC song, she tapped the tune on her
desk with her fingers and hummed along.
"Annika, do you think you can play that song?"
the teacher asked.
Annika knew she could do it. But her face
reddened as she got up from her desk and sat down at
the piano. While she played the tune, the other
children sang the ABC song. Everyone applauded.
"Now, would you sing the song in Swedish for us,
Annika?" the teacher asked
Annika played and sang Blin-ka iii-fa stjar-na
dar (Twinkle, Twinkle Little Star). The other children
listened. When she had finished, the teacher and the
children applauded.
"Bravo, Annika," they said.
"Thank you," Annika's face beamed with pride.
When school was out for the day, four girls, big
and small, walked home with Annika as they sang the
ABC song.
"I'll teach you the song," Susie said.
Finally, Annika knew that she had been accepted
and that she would make new friends.
-Lilly Setterdahl, Swedish American author, Illinois.
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j was listening to this song. It had no words to it, so I decided to tell a story
based on the music. I wrote a story thinking about what it might be like in India.

As I floated down the exotic river, I let my
arm dangle loosely over the side of the rowboat.
The cool, refreshing water ran through my
fingers, sending a nice feeling over my body. A
butterfly came and landed on the red sari I was
wearing. Just as it seemed we had exchanged our
greetings, it flew away. As I looked up, I saw the
most spectacular blue sky and white puffy clouds.
As I let the surroundings soak into me, I started
to feel very wonderful.
I heard music coming from the market. The
noises were exciting and busy. The twangs of
India came together along with its smells and
spices. I got off the boat and sawall sorts of tents
set up everywhere. I heard the sellers calling
out to me, trying to persuade me to buy their
merchandise. I passed by a table that had all the
spices you could ever think of-mostly curry and
cumin, two very strong, pungent spices used in
Indian cooking. There were breads and vegetables, fruits and clothing, and music playing. My
feet seemed to step to the beat of the music-it
was like magic. I bought a bright red apple.
While wandering around the market, I found a
path leading to an unknown place. I was enticed,
so I followed the path. It was all uphill, but that
didn't matter to me. Today, I was in a spell, a
spell put upon me by the gods-I was enjoying
my day. I was climbing higher and higher. I had
climbed so high I couldn't hear the music of the
market anymore. I finally came to a beautiful
clearing. All that I could hear was the sound of
my slippers on the grass and a beautiful stream
trickling by.
I walked over to the stream, sat in the shade
and slipped off my slippers. I carefully placed
my feet into the water and let the cool stream
flow over them. I put my apple into the water
and washed it. The water seemed to have been
cooler than my apple, for when I bit into it, its
crunchiness was cold. I sat and watched the
stream flow by, carrying twigs and small fish.
Vol. 17 no. 4

I got up and walked through the water to the
other side. I noticed through a small gap in the
bush that there was a baby elephant in the pond
gulping water into its tiny trunk, gracefully
flipping its trunk back and splashing itself with
water, cooling itself off. I went up to it and
started to pet it. It made little happy sounds, as if
he enjoyed my presence. I carefully put out my
hand with the apple, and he took it.
Then I started to twirl around and around on
the grass. Soon I was swirling all around the big
savannah. I felt like I had a song in my head to
which I was dancing. Hypnotized, the song was
carrying me around the field, and I was dancing
like I was possessed by a great goddess. I felt
magic and power coursing through me.
As I spun around on the grass bare-feet, I felt
the cool earth below my feet. I danced until I
couldn't take it anymore and had to force myself
to stop. As I lay back on the cool grass, I looked
at the sky and noticed the sun-so bright, it had
a red tint just like my sari.
While I relaxed there, a leopard came up to
me, and I sat up. When I reached out to stroke
her, she put her head in my hand. She lay down
right beside me, and I petted her. Then, all of a
sudden, she was off running, as if she were showing off for me. She ran right back to me, making
it almost certain that she was saying goodbye. I
looked up and noticed the whole sky was now
an array of reds, oranges and yellows. Starting to
feel very tired, I realized I should get home.
I walked down the path to the market that
was still very busy, even more now since it was
dark and there was entertainment there at night.
I walked past all the tents and spices and jewelry.
I got on the row boat. As I went down the river,
I gently let my arm hang over the side, letting the
cool water trickle through my fingers and looked
forward to a whole new day tomorrow.
-Katie Harrigan, 18, Texas.
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Sneezing Around the World
Do you feel it building on the inside of you?
That odd, little tickling in your nose refuses to go
away. You look outside, drop your Nintendo controls,
and even pick up your homework to distract yourself.
But it's too late. You lurch forward, and your stomach muscles contract like a fist. AHHH-CHOO!
You couldn't even keep your eyes open to watch
everyone move away from you. How do your friends
~~
respond? Depending on where in the
world you live, you might hear:
h~
"Bless you!"
\ \
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"Gesundheit!"
""-- :7
"Mayall your dreams come true!"
"I hope your wife has twins!", (

N

\

_

_~"

'1

"May you club someone!"
~~~
The acknowledgment after
\~
~
a sneeze is almost universal.
However, the source of the curious custom is unclear.
"God bless you!" started as a blessing by Pope
Gregory the Great (540-604 BC). The blessing
divinely protected everyone against the Bubonic
Plague. Some believed "Bless you!" kept demons
from entering a helpless body.
If a person sneezes in the presence of a German,
he hears "Gesundheit," the German word for health.
The salutation shields him from the sneeze. In
German folklore, three sneezes before breakfast
meant one could expect a wonderful present.
In France, good manners require that a gentleman
who sneezed should remove his hat and greet everyone. Today, the French say, "A tes souhaits," translated "May your wishes or dreams come true."
According to old belief, the Chinese thought that
a sneeze on New Year's Eve was an ill-fated omen.
To prevent bad luck, the sneezer had to visit three
different families begging for a small tortoise-shaped
cake from each. The cake had to be eaten before
midnight to cancel the bad sign.
In Japan, a person's response to a sneezer is
actually a prediction, which depends upon the
number of sneezes. According to custom, one sneeze
means the sneezer will be praised Uchi homerare).
With two sneezes, the sneezer is warned he could be
"detested,"(ni nikumare); three sneezes mean that the
sneezer will be admired (san horerare). Four or more
suggest that the sneezer has a cold (shi kaze 0 hiku).

J---
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Israelis say, "Labriut," (lah-bree- YOOT), "To
your health!"
In Islamic countries, a sneeze is "a relief from a
brief disorder in the body." A Muslim should thank
the Almighty with these words, "All gratitude is due
to God." His companion or brother in response says,
"May God bless you and have mercy upon you." The
listener says, "May God guide you all and make you
all more virtuous."
The Siamese have a unique belief on the subject
of sneezing. They believe that the Supreme Judge of
the spiritual world is continually turning over the
pages of the Book of Life. In this Great Book, the
actions of all humans are recorded and appraised. The
Judge never fails to sneeze on each individual's page.
This explains why people sneeze and receive the
salutation, "May the judgment be favorable to you!"
In India, some people believe sneezing is a sign
of bad luck. Bystanders shout, "Live!" The sneezer
yells back, "Live with you!"
However, most Indians consider sneezing healthy.
It is the inability to sneeze that causes concern. Indian
scientists call this "asneezia." The people of India
have long used snuff, ground tobacco inhaled through
the nose, to promote a healthy sneeze.
Long ago, Fiji natives clubbed their enemies and
ate them. They believed this act gave them power.
"May you club someone," or "I hope your wife has
twins," referred to good luck in battle and prosperity
to your family. Today, after a sneeze, Fijians state,
"Mbula," that is, "May you live!" or "Health to you!"
Sneezing customs affected animals, too. When
a horse sneezed in Northwest France, people said,
"May St. Eloy assist you!" St. Eloy was the guardian
of horses and horsemen. In a Buddhist parable, even
a "rat wished joy to a sneezing cat."
Isn't it strange how nations, as well as isolated
communities around the world developed salutations
after sneezing? Each greeting wishes the sneezer
goodwill. This suggests human minds think in similar
ways, regardless of the surroundings.
With practice, no matter where in the world you
sneeze, you'll be able to recite the proper sneeze etiquette. Then, chill out. Let someone say, "Bless you!"
or "Gesundheit!" or "May your dreams come true."
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-Cinda Carson, Connecticut.
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• Daughters Magazine on Anti-Girl Marketing
Girls, particularly vulnerable teen-aged girls, are the
target of advertisers and product makers panting over
the $600 billion spent annually by under-18 youth.
Ads bombard girls with glitzy directives that they
need to buy more and look sexy in order to be happy,
and that's a destructive message, says Harvard psychologist Susan Linn, author of Consuming Kids:
The Hostile Takeover of Children. In the May/June
2005 issue of the national newsletter Daughters: For
Parents of Girls, Ms. Linn and Born To Buy author
Juliet Schor, tell how to help deflect harmful marketing and find satisfaction not bound up in buying. For
more information, visit www.daughters.com.
• E-The Environmental Magazine reports that the
conservation organization, BirdLife International's
annual survey indicates that one-fifth of all bird
species world-wide are facing extinction in the short
term as a result of habitat loss and introduced pests.
• Mayors from 70 of the world's largest cities gathered in San Francisco in early June to sign onto the
Urban Environmental Accords, a municipal version of the Kyoto Protocol on climate change to
tackle global warming. The mayors wanted to
counter inaction by the United States, the world's
largest emitter of the so-called "greenhouse gas" carbon dioxide.
Source: (www.emagazine.com)
• Global Beat (globalbeat.org) reports that China has
21 percent of the world's population but only 1.8 %
of the world's oil supply. A net importer of oil since
1993, China now buys half its daily consumption
abroad. China's demand for oil surged nearly 40 % in
the first half of 2004 alone. For all of 2004, China
accounted for about one-third of the increase in world
oil consumption. If their oil demand continues to
grow at an average rate of 7% a year (as it has the last
15 years), China will need some 21 million barrels a
day by the year 2022-the same amount consumed
today in the United States.
• In their quest to reduce electrical energy consumption for airconditioning in office buildings, the governments of China and Japan asked their workers to
dress casually. No three-piece suits were expected as
the thermostats were to be set at 78°- 80°F.
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• Making Room in Your Closet for Clothes? Do
you have a fur coat or fur-trimmed garment taking up
room in your closet or attic? You can give the fur
back to the animals by donating fur to be used to
comfort orphaned and injured wildlife.
Wildlife rehabilitators use fur garments as a key firstaid component of care for the animals. The Humane
Society of the United States' Cape Wildlife Center on
Cape Cod is one of many wildlife rehab centers that
make good use of old furs. They accept all fur and fur
trimmed apparel, including hats, gloves, scarves and
muffs. Package your fur in a sturdy box or padded
envelope. Mail to: Fur-Free Century c/o HSUS, 2100
L St. NW, Washington, DC 20037; www.hsus.org
• Kalahari Bushmen have condemned the latest
"Diamonds" exhibition opening at London's Natural
History Museum with De Beers sponsorship. The
museum has refused the Bushmen's request for the
issue of their eviction from their land to be included
in the exhibit. Many people believe the eviction was
ordered to make way for diamond mining by De
Beers. Survival International's director Stephen
Corry said, "Most of the world's quality gem diamonds come from De Beers in Botswana. When the
Bushmen were evicted, they were told it was to make
way for diamonds. How can their destruction be completely ignored by one of the world's foremost museums without us thinking commercial sponsorship has
taken precedence over objective education? It's just
another big advertisement for diamonds at the public's expense and the museum should be ashamed."
• The Nobel Peace Laureate Monument Project in
Eugene plans to build an outdoor monument to honor
20 American individuals and three groups who have
been recognized for their peace and justice work. The
monument will be located along the Willamette River
next to a large city park. Many American cities have a
war memorial. But this will be the first time in the
U.S. that a memorial is being built to honor peacemakers. The education component of the project will
offer lesson plans and audio visual material to schools
around the world via internet. In Oslo, Norway, the
Nobel Peace Prize Committee is establishing a Peace
Prize Museum.
source: (nobelpeacemonument.org)
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My Name is Yoon by Helen Recorvits; illustr. Gabi Dagmar Schroeder-Hildebrand (Kar-Ben). A middle
Swiatkowska (Frances Foster). In this luminous school in rural Tennessee begins a class to teach
picture book, Yoon, a young girl from Korea, learns tolerance and diversity to its predominantly white
to adapt to life in America. At fIrst she feels lonely -----Protestant students, becoming nationally known.
and wants to return to Korea, but through patience Ages 10 and up. ISBN: 1-58013-176-X.
with her situation and herself, Yoon begins to make The Dream on Blanca's Wall! El sueiio pegado en la
friends and enjoy her new life. ISBN: 0-374-35114-7.
pared de Blanca by Jane Medina; illust. Robert
Tibetan Tales for Little Buddhas by Naomi C. Rose Casilla (Boyds Mill). These bilingual poems tell the
(Clear Light). In these three tales, characters learn story of Blanca, who dreams of becoming a teacher.
to face their fears and open their hearts as they Though her family is poor and her parents speak little
encounter mystical beings, wild goats and horses. English, through inspiration from her teacher and hard
Each story provides a look into the culture as well as work, she remains dedicated to her dreams and gains
a nugget of Buddhist wisdom. Colorful paintings of confidence along the way. ISBN: 1-56397-740-0.
landscapes and Tibetan people mark every page in Kids' Easy-to-Create Wildlife Habitats by Emily
this picture book. ISBN: 1-57416-081-8.
Stetson (Kids Can!). This book gives kids abundant
To Be an Artist by Maya Ajmera and John D. Ivanko ideas for creating wildlife habitats whether in the city,
(Charlesbridge). This book documents the creative the suburbs, or out in the country. The easy-to-follow
spirits of children from around the world. Beautiful instructions teach kids how to build compost piles,
photographs capture children singing, dancing and bird feeders, and more. Each project comes with a
playing instruments with short paragraphs explaining short description and simple illustration of the particUhow the children are creatively expressing them- lar wildlife the habitat is for. ISBN: 0-8249-8665-2.
selves. Ages 5-10. ISBN: 1-57091-503-2.
Many Ideas Open the Way: A Collection of Hmong
Destiny's Gift by Natasha Anastasia Tarpley; illust. Proverbs, illustr. Randy Snook (Shen's Books). This
Adjoa J. Burrowes (FSG). Destiny's favorite place is collection of proverbs offers Hmong wisdom about
Mrs. Wade's bookstore where she learns new things family and culture that can be applied to any commueach day and helps Mrs. Wade with odd jobs. When nity. Photographs of Hmong people show traditional
Destiny learns the store may have to close, she is clothing and culture. Ages 5-10. ISBN: 188500823-6.
determined to keep it open. She creates a special gift Cecilia's Year by Susan and Denise Gonzales
for Mrs. Wade that is a tribute to her love for words Abraham (Cinco Puntos). In this inspiring story, 14and their friendship. Ages 6-9. ISBN: 1-58430-156-2. year-old Maria Cecilia must overcome her mother's
Eliza and the Dragonfly by Susie Caldwell Rinehart; wishes for her to stay home, sew, cook and raise
illust. Anisa Claire Hovemann (Dawn). In this endear- children. She gains appreciation for her family as she
ing picute book, young Eliza finds a dragonfly nymph struggles to reach her dreams of high school and a job
in a nearby pond and watches it grow. Every day, she in the city. Middle grades. ISBN 0-938317-87-3.
visits the baby dragonfly, wondering when it will Figs and Fate: Stories About Growing Up in the Arab
crawl out of the pond and flyaway. Magnificent World Today by Elsa Marston (George Braziller). In
watercolor illustrations portray the beauty of nature. these tales, fIve young Arabs overcome stereotypes
Ages 4-10. ISBN: 1-58469-059-3.
and personal struggles to find love, compassion and
My Name is Celia/ Me llamo Celia by Monica friendship in the modern world. The short stories
Brown; illust. Rafael Lopez (Luna Rising). This promote an understanding of Arab people and culture.
book celebrates Celia Cruz's life, from her childhood Ages 10 and up. ISBN: 0-8076-1551-X.
in Havana to her career as a renowned salsa singer. Naming Maya by Vma Krishnaswami (FSG) . Maya
The lively description of Celia's "strong, smooth" has done her best to avoid it, but she is spending part
voice "feels like feet skipping on cool wet sand." of her summer in Chennai, India, with her mother,
Bright illustrations make this bilingual book a great who is trying to sell her grandfather's old house. In
read-aloud. Ages 7-11. ISBN: 0-87358-872-X.
this compelling novel, the young Indian American girl
Six Million Paper Clips: The Making of a Children's
Holocaust Memorial by Peter W. Schroeder and

Page 30

learns she can choose which memories to keep and
which to let go. Ages 11-15. ISBN: 0-374-35485-5.
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Tortillas in the Heat Tortillas en el Calor

"Diez Pesos," said the lady
~\./ )She was handing me the tortillas
" My sweaty, salty hands give her a shiny coin
And I grab the tortillas to take them with me
I'm walking on the sand that keeps on sinking my feet in
My feet sink like quicksand
The sun punishes me with its strong rays of heat
My sweat creates a thunderstorm that just won't stop
Sweat drips offmy face
And slowly makes its way down to my elbow
My body begins to weaken
My mind begins to drift off to midair
Thinking of the delicioso taste of the hot warm tortilla
Eating it with meat
Taking my first bite of the hot warm tortilla and carne
The heat creates vapor in my mouth that soon
becomes liquid
Slowly I open my eyes without any knowledge of what
happened
"I'm late! I've got to get home!"
The tortillas are getting sick and feverish
And the streets are getting pitch black
It's still as hot as if you were being cooked
I can't seem to find my way home
I realize that I have tortillas with me that I can enjoy
And so I eat tortillas in the heat.

"Diez Pesos," dijo la senora
Ella me estaba dando las tortillas
Mis manos sudadas, saladas Ie dan una moneda brillante
Ie di los diez pesos que pidi6
Y agarro las tortillas para llevannelas
Estoy caminando por la calle lIena de arena
mis pies se ahogan en la arena
Y el sol me castiga con su poderoso calor
Mi calor empieza a crear lluvia que no puede parar
Mi sudor cae bien despacio desde mi cara hasta mis
codos
Mi cuerpo se empieza a cansar
Pensando en las tortillas que compre
Pensando en el delicioso sabor de la tortilla caliente
Comiendomela con carne
Arrancando mi primera mordida
El calor de la tortilla empieza a crear vapor en mi boca
Bien despacito abro mis ojos y no 10 puedo creer
Es tarde! Necesito llegar a mi casal
Las tortillas se estan enfermando y tienen fiebre
Las calles se estan haciendo obscuras
Todavfa hace calor como si te estuvieran cocinando.
No puedo encontrar mi casa
Me doy cuenta que tengo tortillas aquf que me puedo
comer
Y entonces como tortillas en el calor.
-Jessica Ramirez, 12, Mexican American, Oregon.

It's How I Feel
It's hard for me
As a young African child
To walk in a classroom
Of all whites.

My eyes open wide
And my mouth says
Come over here
Sit by me.

It feels like the teacher
Is going hard on me
'Cause my skin
Is black.

I'm happy
'Cause I'm not the only person
Who is having people look
At my beautiful, black skin.

At lunch
I feel happy to see
Someone
Who looks like me.

After that
Everybody
Wants to be my friend.
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---Craig Williams, Il, Eugene, wrote this poem in the 2005 Rights ofPassage
Summer Institute. Art by Laurel Loughran and Christine Degley, Eugene.
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Peace and War

A Thousand Prayers for Peace

A tiny butterfly glides onto a daisy. Trees rustle
softly in the wind. Birds are chirping. The Peace
Memorial Park in Hiroshima, Japan is a beautiful,
peaceful place. It's hard to believe that more than
fifty years ago, the world's first atomic bomb killed
nearly 200,000 people here.
In the middle of the park, visitors weep at the statue of a young girl. The girl stands tall on a mound of
granite, holding a large, golden bird called a crane.
Millions of folded paper cranes surround her statue.

Children all around Japan helped to pay for the
monument. More than 3000 Japanese schools sent
letters and money. On May 5, 1958, two years after
Sadako's death, the statue was completed.
Although nearly half a century has passed since
then, and Hiroshima has been rebuilt into a cheerful
city, Sadako's statue still reminds us of all the
children whose lives have been destroyed by war.
Though Sadako's prayer was for health, children
today fold their prayers for peace into paper cranes.
Sadako's statue is now surrounded by millions of
cranes, and that number is always growing.The paper
cranes remind us that children around the world are
praying for peace. At the bottom of
her statue, these words are carved:
This is our cry.
This is our prayer:

This is the Children's Monument. Each crane
represents a prayer for peace. Children from all
around the world send letters and paper cranes by
the thousands to this place. But
what do paper birds and a statue
have to do with peace?
In 1945, World War II was
ending. Japan and the United
States were enemies. When
Sadako Sasaki was only two years
old, the USA dropped the world's
first atomic bomb near her home.
Many of the victims were children.
Luckily, Sadako was unhurt.
Or so it seemed. When she was
twelve years old, Sadako became
very sick. The doctors told her that
she had cancer of the blood, called
leukemia. Many atomic bomb
survivors developed this disease.
Peace Memorial Park
Sadako had less than a year to live.
Hiroshima, Japan.
In the hospital, Sadako amazed her family, friends
and doctors with her cheerful attitude. She refused to
give up hope. In Japan, legend says that if you fold
one thousand paper cranes, your wish will come true.
Sadako wished to get well.
She began folding paper cranes. Despite her
fevers, despite her pounding head, Sadako folded. Yet
after nine months in the hospital, Sadako's life ended.
She never finished her one thousand paper cranes.
After Sadako died, her classmates wanted to do
something, not only for Sadako, but for every child
killed by the atomic bomb. First, they finished
Sadako's one thousand paper cranes. Then they
decided to build a children's monument in Peace
Memorial Park.
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Peace in the world.

What Can You Do?
When thinking about all of the
war and suffering in the world, it's
easy to feel helpless. But, just like
Sadako's classmates and the other
Japanese schoolchildren who
worked together to build the
Children's Monument, you can help
turn the world into a more peaceful
place. Here are a few suggestions:
Send 1,000 Paper Cranes
as a Prayer for Peace

Every year, children from all over the world fold
paper cranes as a prayer for peace. You can share your
prayers for peace by having your cranes presented to
the Children's Monument. As part of the 1000 Crane
Club, high school students at Hiroshima International
School will bring your cranes to Sadako's statue and
even send you a certificate of recognition. Just follow
these instructions:
Fold one thousand cranes. It's best to get your
class or youth group to help. For directions, try
www.hiroshima-is.ac.jp/Hiroshima/foldcraLhtm.
Make your cranes into a wreath with a loop at the
end so they can be hung up. (Otherwise they'll blow
away!) This can be done with fishing wire and a
sewing needle.
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World Peace Art Initiative
This worldwide project combines
art, science, and technology to
promote
peace. Young artists
Hiroshima International School
involved have helped create a world
C/O The 1000 Crane Club
peace sculpture in Norway and a
3-49-1 Kurakake, Asakita-ku
display of tall poles topped with
Hiroshima, Japan 739-1743
solar-powered lights and connected
Don't forget to include
by
more than a thousand banners
your address so they can send
in Tasmania, Australia. So far, five
you your certificate.
countries are involved in the project.
Build Cultural
If you're interested in learning more,
Understanding As a Pen Pal
talk to your art teacher and visit the
Ralph Waldo Emerson
website: www.worldpeaceart.org/.
once said, "Peace cannot be
Kids Meeting Kids
achieved through violence, it
In 1982, during the Cold War,
can only be attained through
Kids Meeting Kids held its first
understanding." A great way to
meeting
between Soviet and
build understanding is through
American children. They talked
friendship. Many organizations
Many children fold paper
about their lives and what they could do to make
will set you up with an internacranes
as
prayersfor
peace.
the
world a better place. Nowadays, Kids Meeting
tional pen pal for little or no cost:
Kids can help you organize activities like walks
• International Pen Friends
against violence, "Hoops for Peace," "Soup Runs,"
P. O. Box 290065, Brooklyn, NY 11229 USA
and other neighborhood projects. Kids Meeting Kids,
• KeyPals Club; www.teaching.com/KeyPals/
380 Riverside Drive, Box 8H, New York, NY 10025
USA; kidsmeetingkids.org/aboucl.htm; Tel. (212)
• A Girl's World International Pen Pal Club
662-2327; email: kidsmtgkids@igc.org)
www.agirlsworld.com!geri/penpal/
• Skipping Stones will post requests from classBe A Volunteer
rooms seeking to pen pal with other classrooms
Believe it or not, your hometown is a great place
around the world for no charge.
to start promoting peace! You can make a difference
These pen pal services will not publish your email by volunteering to read to younger children, visiting
address and personal contact information. However, the elderly, working in an animal shelter, or organizit's important to remember not to give your address or ing food drives.
-Margaret Teall, Kobe, Japan.
phone number to strangers over the internet.
Send your cranes to the
1000 Crane Club. You're also
welcome to include a donation.
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Peace and War

The Hero in You
Dedicated to Uncle Jayson,
a.k.a. Sergeant Jayson L. Fox

I know what to do
I know what to say
I'm acting as though
Everything is OK
You leave and I cry
It's so hard to say goodbye
But I remember what you told me
About how you'd come home safely
I'm relying on your words
And putting on a smile
As you kiss my cheek
And hold me tight
And tell me it'll be all right
Now go fight for our country
'Cause as you do
I'm letting you know
You're my hero for what you do.
-Brec..:,nna Thompson, 13, California.

Names Filled With Tears
Slowly, I look around. It looks different from the
pictures. Even though pictures may show emotion,
they don't show all the names. Name after name after
name went on forever. I didn't want to look anymore.
I never realized the meaning of it all. I never knew
how awful Vietnam was.
My family and I were looking around. My mom
and dad had tears in their eyes. My brother sat there
not totally sure how to feel. I just looked around,
discovering a new meaning. As I turned to look at
another name, I saw a girl. She was little and looked
anxiously at her father. Her father had tears in his
eyes. The girl didn't seem sure of what was going on.
"Who are we looking for again, Daddy?" the little
girl asked, looking around at the wall. I could tell that
whoever it was, she had not known him. I looked at
the father. He slowly wiped his tears and looked at
her. "My brother," he said, smiling slightly at her, to
make her feel that she wasn't asking an absurd question. I felt myself fill up with tears. It was then that I
realized my whole family had been watching. They,
too, had tears in their eyes. A moment like that seems
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to attract attention, no matter how discreet you are.
In a way, it gave me a different feeling about
"The Wall." It made me realize that I was looking at
the names of people with family and friends. These
people were hurting for the empty space in their
hearts. After all these years, they still come here with
open wounds in their hearts. I wondered when all the
sorrow would stop. It didn't seem likely to happen
soon. People love them. America loves them now,
after realizing that the way they were treated when
they came home was wrong. I stopped crying. I
realized America's soldiers deserve to be thanked.
America did not say thank you when these soldiers
came home. We told them how much we despised
them. If I could, I would tell each name on "The
Wall," America loves you. You're missed. You
deserve to be remembered. I guess that's why "The
Wall" is here. It is there because we can't say thanks
to them. We can only remember. Now here I stand,
to say in my own way, "Thank you soldiers. You are
my heroes."
-Alyssa Wilden, 13, Pennsylvania.
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Toward a Peace-Seeking New lear
The beginning of a new school year offers us the
chance for a fresh start. All of us, students, parents,
and teachers, have the opportunity to do things
differently, to take some risks, to be a little bit better.
Peace is on many people's minds right now. Our
children, husbands, friends and relatives, and former
students are fighting in Iraq and Afghanistan while
many of us are still struggling to recover from our
generation's tragic war in Vietnam.
The US Declaration of Independence states that
we have the right to life, liberty, and the pursuit of
happiness. War deprives us of our rights. Our children, our nation, and our world deserve peace.
How can we change this cycle of violence? Is it
inevitable that every generation of young people go
off to fight rather than use their brilliance and energy
to create, heal, and contribute good to our society?
Here at home, in our roles as nurturers and
teachers of the next generation, what can we do to
instill a thirst for peace and an understanding of the
hard, glorious, unsung work it takes?
How do we teach young people to build understanding and trust, to stand strong and insist that our
leaders find nonviolent ways to deal with differences?
How can we work toward a world where children
grow up seeking alternatives to war?
Let's start this school year with a focus on peace.
Regardless of NCLB and its mind-numbing, curriculum-undermining requirements, we can move ahead
with our own agendas. How do we begin? I have
been reviewing many old and new resources so I can
recommend some. For teachers, several sources stand
out:
• Rethinking Schools has several fantastic collections of articles by educators containing both theoretical foundations and concrete applications for classroom practice in teaching about equity, justice and
peace. Educators for Social Responsibility has a noteworthy conflict resolution program for students called
the Resolving Conflict Creatively Program, and
offers many other resources to educators and parents.
• The Spring 2005 issue of Teaching Tolerance
Magazine contains several inspirational articles
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about teaching peace. For example, it includes an article about school gardens bringing people together in
ethnically diverse communities. Another article suggests that American history include every American,
and that it needs to be integrated, rather than segregated, as in Black History Month, etc. This Teaching
Tolerance issue also contains a powerful article from
a guest teacher who witnessed racial intolerance by
school staff and felt conflicted about how to respond.
• Teaching Tolerance curriculum, The Power of
Words, is a standards-based curriculum intended to
help students critically examine biased language.
Another article examines books most often censored
in our schools. The entire magazine is remarkable for
its immediacy and relevance to educators today.
• A school project focusing on justice can have
historic implications. Last year, theme of the
National History Day Project essay contest was
"Communication in History: The Key to
Understanding." A project undertaken by three
Chicago students resulted in the arrest of Edgar
Ray Killen for the 1960s murder of three civil rights
workers in Mississippi. The contest is over for this
year, but the curriculum, theme description, and
teaching materials are still available at www.nationalhistoryday.org These materials are most relevant for
students in grades 6-12.
• Skipping Stones offers awards each year for
books, videos and other educational materials that
promote multicultural awareness, peace and environmental protection. Award-winning booklists are
available at www.SkippingStones.org. One of our
recent selections is The Kids' Guide to Working
Out Conflicts by Naomi Drew (www.freespirit.org).
Skipping Stones is also creating a teacher booklet
that includes articles and lessons on promoting peace
through educating students in dialogue, cooperation,
intercultural and interfaith awareness, and peaceful
conflict resolution. Contact us for more information
or to receive this book.
Please join us in beginning the new school year
with a commitment to living and teaching for peace.

-Mary Meredith Drew.
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Carrollton School
student Macki
Alvarez-Mena,
grade 3, draws
an oak tree for
the contest.

www.SkippingStones.org
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