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Featured Artist: Sharad Sovani, India
When I was a child,
my father used to take us
to scenic spots near my
hometown. I was amazed
with the waterfalls, hills,
clouds, rocks, trees and so
on. I also visited museums
and enjoyed seeing landscape paintings there. Both
these things were instrumental to make me a landscape painter, in the initial stage of my career.
As an adult, I went to visit many ancient towns,
where I found castles, temples, palaces. Naturally, I
started using architectural motifs in my paintings.
There are thousands of villages in India, where
people wear colorful costumes and maintain the
ancient Indian way of life. Images of these village
people have also entered my art. My aim while
painting is to play and experiment with colors and
forms-without restricting myself to a particular
theme or style-with a mood ofjoy and wonder.

expression of joy, enthusiasm, fulfillment and gratefulness in life.

Tips for Young Artists:
Experiment.
In addition to the conventional method of painting with brush and palette, experiment with as many
mediums and methods as you can imagine. Use rollers, sponge, cloth, hand or whatever is available to
apply paint to paper or canvas. Whenever you find
time, draw something without bothering about the
end result.

I wish my paintings to be enjoyable and worth
viewing again and again. I like my art to be simple,
easy to understand, and without any confusions of
mind. When people look at my paintings, I would
like them to conceive it in their own way, rather
than imposing any thought, issue or an ideology
-Sharad Sovani, New Delhi, India. Also see the cover art.
on them. That is why I usually keep my paintings Sharad enjoys VVfstern and Indian classical music, old Hindi
untitled. Titles and captions, I believe, distract the film music, reading, writing, traveling. You may contact him at:
viewer from the aesthetic enjoyment of art.
sharadsovani@yahoo.com or sharadsovani@gmail.com.
Generally, I start a painting with harmoniously
spread colors on canvas, and then start to "carve"
shapes in them. I marvel at the faces, figures, and
architectural motifs that start emerging from the
colors. Sometimes I draw lines to define the shapes.
I like to work in oils, which gives richness and
depth to the painting. It also allows me enough
time to keep on working, until I am satisfied with
the balance, movement and composition.
My current style has grown out of my prior
work, which was both realistic and abstract. To me,
the joyous act of painting is more important than
the end result. My art reflects a synthesis of my
personal feelings and my ideas about art. It is an
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The Maze of Magazine-Making
our actions and try to work in
a timely manner.

Do you ever wonder
what the world looks like
from behind the editor's
desk? Many of you have
dreams of starting your own
zines or e-zines. Some of
you might even end up
working as a reporter, writer or editor for a magazine!

The World is cyclic.
Every two months a new rssue
must be published. Editing,
responding, layout, printing, and
mailing issues is continuous.

How many persons does
it take to make a magazine?
Of course, it takes many:
authors and artists, editors
and interns, printers and
postal workers. And, let's
not forget you-the readers,
subscribers and supporters. Like the African
proverb, "It takes a whole village to raise a child.

Art: Nina Forsberg

JJ

What do all these people bring to the table?
Multiple perspectives. New voices, perspectives
and innovation are vital to retaining freshness. There
are a dozen ways to address an issue; multiple perspectives make the presentations relevant and realistic.
Creativity. We need creative minds and creative
hands as much as cool computers and desktop publishing programs to prepare presentable pages of poetry,
prose, photos and paintings.
Experience. It's true that experience counts.
There is so much to magazine making Gust like to life)
that one can never say, "I know it all."
More than just black and white. People appreciate color. The world would be dull if it were just
black and white. White spaces and the many shades of
black make the magazine pages refreshing.
Filters. We try not to let the steady stream of emails clog our brains-we try to recycle junk mail,
keeping only useful information.
Clutter creates confusion. Organization, processes and structures are useful, especially in an office
with multi-tasking staff members. Summer months
give us extra time to recycle and re-organize the office.
Flexibility. Accounts and action plans, rules and
rulers, systems and style-sheets are great for organizing,
but we may have to bend rules a little when needed.

To err is editor; to forgive, friendship. No matter,
how careful we are, we always notice a few things we
wish we had put differently, after the issue is printed.
When we see a big mistake, we try to mend it.
Resource use. A penny saved is more than a
penny earned. With wiser use of what we have, we can
achieve much more than we thought was possible. We
reduce our resource use by reusing and recycling.
Frugality. We try to live within our means.
Borrowing big bucks is like digging a deep hole that
might drown us. Frugality helps us not go in the "red."
Values and mission. Our values and mission of
promoting global awareness, appreciating nature, and
being ecological give us a reason to publish the magazine. Life without a purpose has little meaning.
Gentleness. We try to be gentle with our human
friends, the earth (and our computers). We treat ourselves to a tea-times or snack breaks. We find walking
and bicycling to be beneficial to our brains and bodies.
Teamwork. As an editori~l team, we value each
other's opinions.We learn from each other. Cooperation
is the key. Self-respect and love for our work helps in
making a good contribution to the human world!
As we look at the 80 plus issues we have published
during the last 18 years, we know practice improves the
product; there is always the next time to do a bit better.
Here is yet another issue for your consideration!

Timely. As editors, we must take responsibility for
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Are you ready for our
R's? Reading and replying to
submissions, recycling paper,
reviewing books, researching
resources for writing articles,
reflecting on other editors'
opinions, rethinking issues,
reprinting articles, sending
renewal requests, and reaching
out to more readers, ...
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I saw the movie abollt global warl1ling, entitled 'An inconvenient Truth.' It was inspiring bllt also very
depressing. Some oj the parts made me cry VVlwt can we do to save ollr planet?
-Kim
Possibly a reason for feeling dejected is that you don't feel
powerful and wise enough to reverse the global warming trend.
You might also suffer from guilt for being part of the human race,
which makes decisions that are causing this tragedy.
Guilt and powerlessness are not useful tools for problem-solving or healing.
When we cultivate mutually supportive relationships-in this case between you and the Earth,
healing occurs. We also derive a sense of our own
power from these relationships. Imagine this:

You go to your favorite grassy spot on a
lovely summer evening. You lie on your back as
a gentle breeze refreshes you after the heat of the
day. Gradually, the sky darkens and you marvel
at the stars appearing like magic. The stars are
putting on a show for you. Possibly you imagine
all kinds of designs and patterns painted for your
pleasure by the starry sky.
At the moment which you deemjust right,
you rise and head into your home. Someone has
bought a selection of compact fluorescent light
bulbs. You take one of the right size and replace
the usual light bulb in the lamp by your bed with
the fluorescent bulb. With this simple act, you
avoid producing 150 pounds of carbon dioxide in
a year!
Plant a single tree; it will absorb one ton of
carbon dioxide over its lifetime. Recycle half of
your household waste and you avoid 2,400 pounds
of carbon dioxide production in a year.

Illustration by Judi Lamb

You and the planet have thus developed a mutually supportive relationship. The planet gives you
joy, which results in your experiencing feelings of love and gratitude towards the planet. In return, you
sense a desire to nurture and care for the welfare of Mother Earth.
I am convinced that as our hearts are awakened to our emotional bonding with the earth and its
beauty, we will be able to do no other than care for its welfare, to be healers of Earth.
-Send your questions or comments to:
Dear Hanna c/o Skipping Stones
. PO. Box 3939, Eugene, OR 97403
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Why I Won't Do Drugs
Do you like sports? Do you want to have a
healthy body and live a long, healthy life? Do you
want to do well in school and attend college someday? I know I do; that is why I will never do drugs!
I plan to play sports in high school, and drugs
would mess up that opportunity. ~f you get caught,
coaches will throw you off their teams, without
a doubt. When you are playing sports and taking
drugs, the drugs might affect the way you play the
game, and I'm not willing to take that chance.
Drugs sometimes make you feel better, but in
the long run, they do nothing but harm. If you take
strong enough drugs, or too many, you can die.
Another reason I will never take drugs is because
I want to do well in school and someday attend college. If I take drugs and have bad grades in school, I
more than likely won't even make it to college. I'm
not going to sacrifice my grades by doing something that might make me feel better for a couple
of days.
There are many reasons why I won't do drugs,
and those are just the top three. I don't want to live
my life with any regrets, and I believe doing drugs
would be a huge regret. I will never do drugs, no
matter the cause. I will always be a drug-free person.
-Brittani Pierce, 13, Michigan.

*******
Home-schooling Prejudice
Before the 8th grade, I was a home-schooler: I
stayed at home and was taught how the world went
around by my mother. Most do not know the particulars of home-schooling, and even fewer know
about the unspoken prejudice and distrust that
home-schoolers have to deal with everyday.
"What school do you go to?" someone asks
you curiously.
''I'm home-schooled," you reply.
"Oh," and as they respond to your answer, you
can see the subtle changes in their posture.
Their face takes on a stony look, the curiosity
in their eyes turns to revulsion and contempt, their
Page 6

If~ ~ oJU a code that anyone

live by, it would have to be the one my
mother has told me time and time again. This code
is not always easy to follow, especially when we're
hurt or angry, and it is much harder practiced than
spoken. The code is: "Treat other people the way
you like to be treated."
My mother has lived by this code at work and
at home, and she has tried to teach this to us by her
example. No matter how busy it gets at my mom's
pharmacy, she tries to treat each patient with compassion and understanding. She gives them time
to explain .their problems and offers good advice
about their medicines, even if it means getting
behind. Mom says she chooses to handle patients
this way because if she were in their position, she
would want a pharmacist to take the time with her.
I've tried to live by this code in my own life.
When I was in seventh grade, a new student
came to Pine-Richland in the middle of the year.
I could tell she felt awkward at lunch since she had
no friends to sit with. I explained to my friends
that I thought we should switch seats and join her.
It must have worked because they all got up and
moved with me to the new student's table.
This personal code has helped me make better decisions in situations where I would probably
react in a more selfish way. It actually makes decisions easier for me because all I have to do is put
myself in their place, and then I know how to proceed from there.
-Leah Miller, 13, Pennsylvania.
l

upper-lip curls ever so slightly. Gone is the inquisitive bystander. In its place is a prejudicial monster.
"Oh," they repeat and then walk away.
This rejection is something you go through
every day when you're home-schooled. It is something that we learn to live with and shrug off, to
ignore when bigots push us down for a crime we
are guilty of the crime of being different.
This prejudice is seldom acknowledged and
never corrected. This could be reduced by raising
kids' awareness about all of the different methods
of teaching and learning.

Skipping Stones

-Curt Mahoney, 13, Pennsylvania.
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it's winter up here in the northern
hemisphere, which means grayer skies and longer
nigpts. Maybe that's why, for so many cultures,
winter is a time to brighten the lives of friends
and family through the tradition of gift-giving.
In this darkest season of the year, tokens of love
and friendship-especially those that are made by
hand-can take on even greater meaning.
Unfortunately, many of the tasty gifts made
during the holiday season can do more harm than
good. Tins of cookies, bags of toffee, and trays of
fudge are all thoughtful presents, but also make
it tough to stay healthy! This year, before you get
out the chocolate chips and baking soda, consider
something a little different. You can cook up some
great edible gifts without all the fat and sugar. Just
watch-people will thank you for it, and your
treats will stand out from the rest as unique and
delicious
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Animal Crackers
One healthier alternative to cookies is Animal
Crackers. Your friends will devour them like...animals! Cut these out in fun shapes using a cookiecutter, or use a butter knife and see how creative
you can get.
1;2 cup whole wheat flour (healthier than

white flour because it has more vitamins, and
your body doesn't turn it into sugar with quite as
much gusto!)
2 tablespoons applesauce (a healthy substitute for butter or margarine)
2 tablespoons sunflower seeds (a good
source of vitamin E and magnesium)

1/8 teaspoon salt (better yet, use no salt at
all! 700 much salt can raise your blood pressure.)
;lJ2 cup low-fat cottage cheese
Mix all the ingredients, except the cottage
cheese, in a blender. Then pour the batter into a
Nov. - Dec. 2006

small bowl. Now it's the cottage cheese's .turn. Pour
it into the blender all by itself and mix until it's
smooth. Add the batter to the blender again, and
mix until it forms a ball. Roll the dough into a thin
sheet on some wax paper, and cut out the shapes
you want. Place these on a cookie sheet, and bake
them at 325°F for 20 minutes. You'll be surprised
how quickly these will get eaten up!

Apple Ring Ribbon
You can't get much healthier than plain old
fruit, right? As a festive gift, treat someone to a colorful ribbon strung with dried apple rings-made
by you. It's easier than you might think:
Core several apples, and slice them into rings
1/4 inch thick. Place them in a large bowl for five
minutes with 2 cups cold water and 2 tablespoons
lemon juice. This will keep them from turning
brown. While you're preheating the oven to 300°F,
lightly coat two wire racks with co·oking spray, and
spread the apple slices out upon them. Cook for 30
minutes, then turn off the oven. Leave the apples in
the oven with the door closed, and after about two
hours they should be dry and ready to eat.

Homemade Granola
Make some homemade granola as a perfect
healthy gift, and include a hand-made coupon for
a hike or bike ride. It may be getting a little colder
outside, but it's still a great time to get outside and
exercise with the ones you love. By layering the
ingredients in a clear jar, you
can make some beautiful patterns, too!
For a good variety of
ingredients, go to a store that
sells food in bulk. By selecting
from the assortment of fruits,
nuts, and cereals available, you
can mix up a concoction that

Skipping Stones
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will suit the individual tastes of those who are
lucky enough to be receiving the gift.
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Here are just a few ideas:
Dried fruit and berries (cranberries, apricots,
bananas, apples, mangos, pineapple)
Nuts (cashews, almonds, peanuts, walnuts)
Assorted cereals
Flax seeds
-'I~:'
Carob chips
. --.Shredded coconut
'\\
Roasted peas or soybeans
1-'\
Rice crackers

--.

~

~
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It's always important to keep a close eye on
how many sugars, salts, and fats you eat in your
everyday food, but the holiday season is a time to
pay especially close attention. By giving healthy
homemade gifts to your friends and loved ones,
you can show them you care about their health,
while giving them something tasty and fun to eat,
too!

-Shannon Lattin, University of Oregon.

Run!
Continued rapid movement
Fast gallop
Through the trails,
Through the park,
It's no fun unless you run.
In the rain,
In the sun,
Running is fun anywhere.
In the summer,
In the fall,
The weather is pefect for a run.
Although I like TV, it's boring sometimes,
But running is amazing, it's different
Every time.
-Kate Tapley, 13, Pennsylvania.
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Exercise My What ???
Did you know that if you were ten years old
and living in Nanjing, China, you would exerClse
your eyes two times everyday at school? Yes, that's
true!
Children between the ages of seven and fifteen
do ~ye exercises at school everyday. This form of
massage on pressure points is believed to relIeve
eye-stram.
Kang-Kang Wenshu, age 11, attends an elementary school in Nanjing. At 10 AM, and agam
at 2 PM, a loudspeaker comes on in his classroom
to signal eye exercise time. Students sit at a desk
or table and, according to Kang-Kang, "try to go
blank or relax" as they listen to a recorded voice
which gives them directions to follow.
Students keep their eyes closed the entire time.
They rest their elbows on their desks and ?ently
press their thumbs and pointer fingers m a Clrcul~r
motion on different pressure points all over theIr
faces. Soft music plays. A voice counts the seconds
for each area of the face. The exercises last for a
short time, usually five minutes.
Kang-Kang says it's very important to follow
all the steps. The teacher or an appointed stud.ent
monitor watches the class carefully and helps If a
student needs more direction. If students are having
trouble with the steps, the teacher may ask that the
parents help them practice the steps at home.
About once a semester, the principal will award
prizes to a class for performing exceptionally well
on these eye exercises.
"It is a great honor to win this award," said
Kang-Kang, "and I practice hard to help my class
earn it."

Nov. - Dec. 2006

These eye exercises were introduced to school
children in the 1800s to help children strengthen their eye muscles for reading and writing. If
you've ever seen Chinese writing or tried to pri.nt a
Chinese kanji character you have probably notlCed
how one character looks very much like another
and how hard you have to study them to tell the
difference. This can tire your eyes out very quickly!
It is hoped that by doing these eye exercises
fewer children will need to wear glasses or suffer
from bad headaches. Teachers and parents believe
these daily eye massage helps.
Some doctors and educators in western countries also believe such eye exercises can help with
reading and writing. Some of them think it will
help prevent eye strain from computer usage. N.ot
everyone believes, however, that it can. make a dIfference and research is still being done m thIS area.
At the end of the five minute eye exercise
class, there is a quiet rest time of ten secon~ or so.
Students rest with their heads down on theIr arms,
eyes still closed, and listen to the music.
"These eye-exercises help me be a better s~u
dent, and I love doing them," Kang-Kang says WIth
a smile. "Besides, they are a good break from doing
my class work!"
-Photos and text by Lynn Cavanagh, Iowa.

~--------------jt Sttl'lts With tl qh'letld------~------Alisha Rao gathers some thread in preparation
for one of her favorite late summer celebrations.
It is the festival of Raksha Bandhan, created centuries ago in India, where her parents were born
and raised. She and her brother, Rohan, will make
promises to each other during
Raksha Bandhan that strengthen
their relationship. But why does
Alisha need thread?
That is the first step in creating a rakhi, a bracelet of woven
threads that a sister gives to her
brother for Raksha Bandhan
(Raksha meaning "protection"
and Bandhan meaning "bond").
The brother then vows to protect his sister in exchange for the
bond that rakhi symbolizes.
This tradition is so strong in
the Rao family that even the children's grandmother still mails a rakhi each year to her brother! Rohan and Alisha plan to continue with this
fun and loving celebration every summer in their
American home. The day goes something like this:
Alisha clicks off the chirping alarm clock and
rushes downstairs, sliding to a halt halfway across
the tiled kitchen floor. The air is thick with the
aroma of traditional Indian dishes-vadas (fritters),
samber (soup), and fried rice-on the stove.
"Is it time yet?" She blurts out, grabbing the
colorful rakhi from the table and dangling it above
her blue-black hair.

She wants to make sure she thanks God for
everything that Raksha Bandhan means. She squeezes her eyes shut even tighter as her mind wanders
over bits and pieces of the holiday preparations.:.

It had been so much fun shopping around for
rakhis. Her mother took her to a store
that had hundreds of them! She ran her
fingers over some that had smooth beads
woven into the patterns. Others had tiny
colorful bindis that sparkled like jewels
when held to the light. She sniffed the
scented ones that contained bits of sandalwood. But none of these felt quite
right to her. If the ceremony represented her love and the bond she had with
Rohan, then it was only right to make
the rakhi herself1
Her mother patiently guided Alisha
as she wove the threads of gold, blue, and
purple and then looped the ends. How exciting!
This was the first year Alisha was old enough to
weave the entire bracelet herself1
"Oh God, this year is such a special Raksha
Bandhan. Grandma is here from India for the summer. I made my first rakhi by myself and I finally
get to help with the sweets, too! I worked for hours
with Grandma in the kitchen yesterday preparing
for today's festival brunch, and the sweets I present
to Rohan will be the best part!" She remembers
stirring the thick mixture and then forming the
milk fudge and coconut milk candies-trying once
to sample them-and getting her hand playfully

"No, sweetheart," her mother gently removes
the rakhi from Alisha's fingers and ushers her into
the adjoining room. "It's time for puja now."
"Oh right, prayers first," she says, her lips forming a somber straight line as her lids lower, partially
covering her large brown eyes.
She sits and thinks silently, closing her eyes.
Please God, always keep my brother, Rohan, safe.
And please keep our love for each other strong forever.
Alisha holds the aarti tray with her ready-to-tie rakhi.
Page 10
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The Significance of Giving

tapped by Grandma, with a warning to wait.
She wonders what Rohan will give her as a
special gift after she ties the rakhi to his wrist-perhaps a charm for her bracelet or a new paint set.
And afterward, it will be such fun playing outside
ma~ing water balloons and squirting each other
with the hose.

Oh, let us always be this healthy and happy! She
gleefully punctuates her prayers with this final wish.
"Okay everyone," Dad announces. "It's time!"
He smiles down at Alisha and Rohan, who
return his grin. They hug each other tightly.
Alisha picks up the rakhi and ties it around
Rohan's wrist. She waves an oil lamp around his
face and puts a tika, a red dot, on his forehead, and
offers him traditional Indian sweets.
Alisha thinks to herself how easy it seems now,
to tell Rohan her feelings, easy because she simply
started with a thread and created exactly the right
rakhi for Rohan, her brother.
-Photos and text by Connie Colon, New Jersey.

Giving can be hard at first, but when you
give something to someone, you feel good inside.
Here is a true story of how I experienced "giving."
One sunny June day, when I was seven years
old and living in Houston, Texas, our cousins came
from Boston and Chicago. Dad suggested we go on
a vacation. I hollered, "Let's go to Battleship Texas."
My sister yelled, "No, let's go to Moody
Gardens."
After what seemed like hours, Dad said, "Let's
go to Battleship Texas. We've been to Moody
Gardens."
So, we were going to Battleship Texas over the
weekend. The next day we drove forty minutes and
we reached La Porte, Texas where Battleship Texas
was. We went inside and looked at all the rooms.
They were fascinating! We looked around on the
deck too. When we were about to leave, I walked
to the staircase. There, I thought I saw a one-dollar
bill. But when I looked at it, it was a one-hundreddollar bill!

Wh~:~~~fJC~

I was stunned. I called everybody.
They were stunned too.

It can bring happiness to a room.
It can make wilted flowers
Come back to life and bloom.
A smile can make
A young child's tears wash away,
Make dark skies turn blue,
And let the sun brighten the day.
It can make the gates of heaven open,
Hibiscus Flower
And let angels fly down to earth,
Erin Ichinotsubo, 10,
To lift the souls of those who have died.
Hawai'i.
A smile can ake anger
\... ~
Turn to happllless,
~~
And war turn to peace.
~
_
So the next time you smile,
p.
Just imagine what might happen.
/ ~

n:

Aj

-Andrew Hall, written at age 14, Canada. He loves
music with passion, and enjoys writing song lyrics and playing
dmms. His book ofpoems, Forgiven, is being published soon.
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My dad said, "Let's go to the lost and
found."
I screamed, "Are you kidding?"
Mom said, "We have to go to the lost
and found!"
We kept on arguing. Finally, I gave up.
I stomped angrily to the lost and found. I
returned the one hundred dollar bill. They
said if the owner did not come within a
week they would give it to the needy.
Even though I did not want to give up
the hundred-dollar bill, when I did so, I felt
good. That is why giving is so important. If
you give something to someone, you feel
good and they feel good. Always try donating
something such as clothes, toys, books, etc.
N ow you know why giving is so important.
-Sriram Katipamula (wrote at age 10J, Washington.
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CULTURAL COLLAGE!

Illustrations by Shannon Lattin.

How many continents have you lived on? I
have lived on two different continents-North
America and Europe. In Europe, I lived in Bosnia
and Germany. I am the only person in my family
to be born in Germany.
Bosnia is very little on the map; it is east of
Italy. It was very bad over there because of a war.
My dad was in that war and so was my uncle. My
uncle died in that war. My dad, fortunately, lived.
If you're a Muslim in Bosnia, you would celebrate Ramadan. Ramadan is a holiday where
you don't eat for a whole day, except between 12
AM and 5 AM, for a whole thirty days. If you're a
Christian in Bosnia, you celebrate Christmas.
The food in Bosnia is very good. One kind of
food is called chevape. It is something like a breakfast sausage. My dad's friend owns a restaurant that
sells chevape. My dad and I are opening a shop sort
of like his friend's, except we'll serve chevape and
soup, pita and burgers. In my opinion, the food in
Bosnia is great!

They wave me around in the air
Sometimes on their cars
But everyday I'm seen somewhere
Pero todos los dias me ven en alguna parte
Sometimes I'm loved
Sometimes I'm hated
Sometimes I'm burned
Algunas veces me quieren
Whether some people hate me
I know there are many people who
Love me a lot
Me quieren mucho.
-Alexandra Chio, Arizona.

I have been in North America for the last five
years. These years have been
fun because of holidays such
as New Year's, Christmas,
Arbor Day and the 4th of
July. I want to move back to
Bosnia so badly, but we have
had to stay in America. We
are moving back in two years.
-Adi Karabegovic, 10, Wise.
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"Filipinos believe giving a chamber pot as a
wedding gift brings good fortune."
-Lauren Haruno, 12, Hawai'i.

N av. - Dec. 2006
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My childhood, where have you gone?You have disappeared
Mi ninez, c:a donde se Ita idol Has desaparecido
In a forest of sadness and happiness
En lin bosque de tristesa y alegria
My childhood, my childhood, how can I forget how happy I was?
Mi ninez, mi niilez, icomo poder olvidar 10 feliz que era?
All the innocent games and the smile of a girl.
Los juegos inocentes, la sonrisa de una nina.

.~

Emotions through emotions,joke through joke.
Emociones tras emociones, trabesuras tras trabesuras
Childhood, the best step of life.
La ninez, la mejor etapa de la vida
You learn day by day how to be better, and sometimes you fall, but you get back up.
Aprendes cada dla como ser major y a veces tropiezas pero siempre te vuelves a levantar.
Sometimes you seem to find love. (True love) (Innocent love)
A veces piensas haber encontrado amor. (amor de verdad) (amor de ninos)
I wish to go back and feel all the love and happiness
Deceo de alguna manera u otra poder regresar y sentir todo el amor y Jelizidad
that people made me feel.
que muchas personas me hicieron sentir
My childhood, the best time of my life.
Mi ninez 10 mas lindo de la vida.
My childhood where have you gone?
Mi ninez, (·donde estas?
You have disappeared into the forest of sadness and happiness.
Ie has ido, has desaparecido en el bosque de tristeza y Jelicidad.
-Ashley Bustamente, grade 7, Arizona.

Rocky Climb
The vast yellow sun pours down
On the massive boulders and trees,
As they watch us climb.
Higher and higher we climb,
Finally reaching the glacier covered peak.
Then comes a single raindrop,
Doesn't worry us one bit,
But then comes the wind and lightning;
Our happiness nearly splits.
The thunder roars against the pouring rain.
Four miles to the car,
Four miles is so far.
Nov. - Dec. 2006

As we sprint down the muddy trail
I watch the people lying low,
I wonder why we don't also,
For we are getting drenched
Through our thin ponchos
That are blowing in the wind
As fast as we are running.
-Bradley Robbins, 9, New
Hampshire, adds, ((This poem is
about a beautiful but scary climb
on the Skyline Trail in Banff or
Yoho National Park in Canada."
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Abridged Songs on America
from the Bering Land Bridge
"Dl/ring Illy geography class, I flipped throllgh my textbook.
Serendipity led lIle to a rendering oj the path traced by Jorefathers oj the
AlIlerican Indians as they trailed away Jrol11 Asia. Having l/ndergone a
silllilar jOl/mey Jrolll the same continent, I was intrigl/ed and imn;zediately thought oj the Jar-reaching reperCllssions oj their migration. As I
recast these idle speClllatiolls iI/to poetry, I work in speClllations regarding lIll/sic, the passage oj history, and Illy OWl/ dllal ClIltllre in allegory.
i
..,
it begins andal/te enough: a peradventure step
.
(balanced between the octaves of history & fable) speeds a
world of ice & wildgrass
into schoolchild ears & rustic rows of text
(into eyes the brown of earth-crust
thawed by a mediocre star, to yield acres of
wheat & corn & stone-).

.... .

JJ

~.....

Drawing by Courtney Lelepali, 15, Hawai'i

Hero on tLe Streets
You were there, walking the streets of
Pittsburgh, when my dad was hit. When
the SUV hit him on his motorcycle, he
was hurt. You had the courage to take his
phone and call an ambulance. My dad has
now lost his leg, but he is up and about. I
know he wants to thank you, and so do I!
My dad could have been hurt even worse.
I want to let you know that doing something so small for someone can turn out
to be so BIG.
It was so sad to see my dad lying
on the hospital bed. Days have passed,
and he doesn't remember your face, but
he knows what you did. I could never
explain how important that call you made
to get help was.
Today my dad has an artificial leg on
the way, and he gets around on crutches.
Every day he wakes up knowing it will
never be the same, but you always have
to look on the bright side. He still has his
life, he still has his family, and now he is
healthy.
Two weeks before the accident, my
baby sister was born. When he held her
I could see a special look in his eyes. He
didn't have to tell me. At that moment,
I knew he loved his family and his life. I
just had to tell you, "You are my hero."

-Collilz McEwen, 13, Pennsylvania.

conjured by ears that hear the cadences of
footfalls from the bowels of time.

~lH~i%jZ}:

& think them beautiful.

ii.
before the land roiled with plainscrescendoing green, & dusk-hued prirnrosesbefore the buffalo & teepees dueted warlike,
& long before the men on horseback sang,

I
~

/

--;e

they trudged over slush congealed
"'r"..('
on a transient land,
/
before it died young under allegro swells.
before skyscrapers, woolly mammoths stomped

I

before their eartWy corn-growing children
fished & farmed & were felled under
~~ 0
x Jorte swoops of saber & cough,
/
II
•
they must have pinched fate-threads
in spearmen's hands, or
. ~

1

~

played the roles of reeds & keys
'"/
& violincellos, plied by cosmic bards
/.
who spin out their lives in dizzy music ribbons.
/
they must have been bid by shrewd ancient
.----~
stars (& half notes & rest signs
& a weary conductor)
to walk so far from home.

-Qiaopan Lucia Ttmg, 15, Texas, adds: "besides
Spanish and Latin, I devour whatever scatterings
oj French, Italian, and German I chance upon.
JJ
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Candlel in Common
The Winter Solstice, on December 21, marks
the shortest day of the year. During this darkest
tim,e of year many Americans celebrate holidays
that use candles. Lighting candles is an important
part of Christmas, Hanukkah, and Kwanzaa.
t

On December 25, Christians celebrate
Christmas, the anniversary ofJesus' birth. Christians
believe Jesus is God's only son, who was sent
to earth in human form. Four Sundays before
Christmas, the season ofAdvent begins. The advent
wreath has four candles standing for the four weeks
of preparation. Each Sunday a new candle is lit
until all four burn brightly. The wreath is usually
decorated with evergreens. This reminds Christians
of the everlasting life God promises them through
Jesus. Three of the candles are purple, the color of penance and preparation. Penance means asking for
forgiveness. One candle is pink. It's
lit on the third Sunday in Advent.
This candle reminds Christians that
Advent is half over. The candlelight
stands for Jesus who came to scatter
the darkness of evil.
Hanukkah comes sometime
in December, or late November.
During Hanukkah, Jews remember a miracle that
happened long ago when the Maccabees, a small
band ofJewish soldiers, defeated the powerful army
of King Antiochus. The Jews were now free to
worship their God instead of Antiochus' statues of
gods. To celebrate their victory, the Jews lit a holy
lamp in their great temple. Somehow, a tiny bit of
oil kept the lamp burning for eight whole days!
That's why Hanukkah, also called the Festival of
Lights, is an eight day celebration. Jewish families
light the menorah to
remember the miracle
of the oil. The menorah has eight candles,
plus a helper candle
called the shamash.
The sham ash is the
highest candle. It's lit
first, and then used to
Nov. - Dec. 2006

light a new candle each
night until every candle
is lit on the last night of
Hanukkah.
Since ancient times,
African families have
joined together to celebrate the end of the harvest, and the beginning of a new planting season.
African-Americans remember their ancestors' traditions by celebrating Kwanzaa from December 26
to January 1. The kinara is a wooden candle holder
used to represent the seven days and seven principles of Kwanzaa. The black candle in the middle
is lit on the first day. Black represents the rich skin
color ofAfrican-Americans. The principle it 'stands
for is umoja, meaning unity.

(91
~

The three candles to the left
of the black candle are red. They
remind African-Americans of the
struggles their ancestors have faced.
The three green candles to the
right are symbols of new life, and
the promise of a bright future. Each
day a new candle is lit, and families
focus on a new principle, until all
seven candles are lit on the last day

of Kwanzaa.
Although these three holidays are quite different, they have something special in common: They
each use candles to bring light into the darkest
time of the year.

-Shelly W Santaniello, elem. teacher, Massachusetts.
Hindus also celebrate a festival of light,
known as Diwali or Deepawali, during the
months of October or November. For
five consecutive days, they decorate their homes
with small earthen lamps called diyas. These
orange glowing lamps symbolize a deep-rooted
cultural belief that the ignorance which subdues
us must be vanquished with the light of knowledge. How Diwali is celebrated in America
and the many regions of India varies greatly.
However, the use of diyas is a common thread.

Skipping Stones
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Lights in the Darkest 01 Nights
~
Catholic Sweden involved feasting. On Lucia Day,
The morning is as dark as the night. My breath
forms a white cloud in the freezing air. In the distance I hear singing. Clear voices fill the air until
lights appear. Lucia marches in with candles in her
hair, bringing warmth to the Swedish people in the
cold and dark month of December.

A Night of Evil

The Swedish Lucia Today
Every year on December 13, people in Sweden
and Norway celebrate Lucia. Every school, class
and day-care chooses a girl to be the Lucia queen.
The celebration is often held in the early morning
when it is still dark. Lucia serves coffee with Lucia
buns (which are also called Lucia cats, because of
the shape), and gingerbread cookies. She is wearing
a crown of burning candles and a long white dress.
Behind Lucia the maids are walking in pairs, dressed
in identical white dresses. Instead of candles in their
hair, they wear crowns of glitter. In their right hands
they are holding candles. The star boys who are walking behind the maids wear white dresses and cone
hats with silver stars. In their hands they
have star shaped wands.
Today's Lucia tradition started in
1920 when a newspaper in the capital
of Stockholm launched a Lucia competition. The winning candidate became
the Lucia queen of Sweden. With this,
the Lucia celebration was brought from
only involving the rich upper class to
including the whole society.

The night before Lucia Day was a night of fear.
People stayed in because they believed that the devil
came out and animals spoke on this darkest night.

From Catholic to Protestant
In the year 1527, Sweden became a Protestant
country and the pre-Christmas fasting was no longer practiced. Only the traditional Lucia buns were
served on Lucia Day by a servant wearing a white
dress in the same way as the celebration today. This
tradition was brought to Sweden from Germany
where at Christmas, instead of Santa Claus, a girl in a
white dress would distribute gifts.

The Symbol of Light
To understand the significance of the Lucia
celebration for the Swedes, one has to know that
the winter months in Sweden are very dark. In
the northern parts of the country, the sun doesn't
shine for the whole day. Lucia with the candles
in her hair is a symbol of light. She brings hope
that the sun will soon return.

Swedish Lucia Cats

Who Was Lucia?
Legend has it that Lucia was a young girl from
Sicily who was known to bring food to the poor and
help the sick and injured. She died on December 13,
in the year 304 C.E. Her name comes from the Latin
word lux, which means light.
How did the legend of the young Lucia come all
the way from Italy in Southern Europe to Sweden
in the North? Some believe that Santa Lucia came
to Sweden during the end of the Second Century.
However, her legend was probably brought to
Sweden with missionaries introducing Christianity to
the pagans in northern Europe.

Ten Breakfasts Before Dawn
The early traditions of Lucia celebrations
Page 16

seven to ten heavy meals of meat were consumed
before dawn. Why did people stuff themselves on
December 13? They were preparing for the annual
Christmas fast that started after sunrise and continued
until Christmas Eve.

1 gram saffron • 3/4 cup butter • 2 cups milk
• 4 1/2 tsp. yeast • 1/2 tsp. salt • 1/2 cup sugar •
6 cups flour • raisins • (optional) 1 whipped egg
Melt butter in a medium size saucepan. Add milk
and warm to about 98.5°F. Add saffron. Pour some of
the milk mixture into a bowl and add yeast. Stir until
well blended. Add remaining milk mixture, salt, sugar
and almost all the flour. Work dough until it loosens
from the bowl. Add egg, if desired (for a more porous
dough). Leave to rise for 30 minutes under a towel.
Work the dough on a table surface. Take a small
piece of dough and roll until it is about 4 inches long.
Then roll each end like the shell of a snail. Turn each
on its side, place a raisin in the center. Let rise for 30
min. Bake at 350°F. for 35 min. Makes 40 buns.

In
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-Maria Chabane, Califo'rnia.

Nov. - Dec. 2006

Noteworthy N orth.East.West.South.
• Mix-it-up at Lunch Day: 14 Nov. 2006
Bring down the walls! Nowhere on school
campuses are the boundaries of group membership
more clearly drawn than in the cafeteria. "They" sit
at t~ose tables, and "that group" hangs out over there.
Everybody knows where they're expected to fit in. But
it doesn't have to stay that way.
Enter Mix It Up at Lunch Day, a national event
that supports young people who want to better the
social climate of their schools. This annual program
attempts to improve intergroup relations at schools by
encouraging students to identify and challenge social
boundaries and make new friends. Students thrivesocially and academically-in schools that are inclusive.
In 2005, an estimated 4 million students participated in the Mix It Up at Lunch Day activities. Set
for Nov. 14th this year, it offers students ways to step
outside their comfort zones and meet new people. Visit:
www.mixitup.org; or call (334) 956-2000 for details.

• California Acts on Global Warming
The state of California has enacted a law to curb
greenhouse gases linked to global warming. This firstih-the-nation law puts a cap on gas emissions from
power plants, refineries and manufacturing plants.
During the signing ceremony, the governor of the state
said global warming was one of the most important
ecological issues of modern times. Automobiles and
fossil fuel burning generate billions of tons of carbon
dioxide which acts like a giant global blanket that
retains heat in the earth's atmosphere.

• U.s. Senate Goes for a Border Fence!
The U.S. Senate voted in September to construct
700 miles of fencing on the U.S. border with Mexico.
This two-layered fence would stretch across parts
of California, Arizona, New Mexico and Texas. It is
intended to halt illegal immigration into the country.
What do you think? Is building a big border barrier the best way to address the issues? Many citizens if both
coun~ries are disturbed by the very idea if this Jence. Research
and disCl/ss the many ecological, economic, political and social
implications oj such a border Jence. Read about and discuss
the Berlin Wall and why people rejoiced when it crumbled.
Nov. - Dec. 2006

• The 2006 Right Livelihood Awards
The 2006 Right Livelihood Award of 2 million
Swedish Kroners will be shared by Ruth Manorama
(India), Daniel Ellsberg (U.S.A.) and the Festival
Internacional de Poesia de Medellin (Colombia).
The Festival Internaeional de Poesia de
MedelHn is being recognized "for showing how creativity, beauty, free expression and community can
flourish amongst and overcome even deeply entrenched
fear and violence." The Festival has helped build peace
in one of the world's most violent cities.
Ruth Manorama, a Dalit woman of India, will be
honored for her endless efforts to achieve equal rights
for Dalit women, and for building effective and committed women's organizations to defend their equality.
Dalit women belong to the scheduled castes; they are
sometimes pejoratively known as the untouchables.
Daniel Ellsberg's 'whistle blowing' helped end the
Vietnam War. He put peace and truth first, and dedicated his life to inspiring others to follow his example.
Chico W. Ferreira of Brazil will receive the 2006
Honorary Award for a lifetime's dedicated work for
social justice that has strengthened democracy in Brazil
and helped give birth to the World Social Forum,
showing that a better, humane world is possible.

• 11 Days of Honoring Nonviolence
The Campaign for a Department of Peace
coordinated over 20 groups and individuals to present
11 Days of Honoring Nonviolence (Sept. 11-21) in
Eugene, Oregon, as part of an international celebration. The offerings included music, dances, church services, vigils, dialogues, workshops, speakers and movies,
including Gandhi. This film was also shown in 40 other
U.S. cities and three other countries.
Although September 11 th is remembered more
for the attack on the World Trade Towers in New York,
this year, it also marked 100 years after the launch of
Mahatma Gandhi's nonviolence movement. September
21st is observed as the International Day of Peace.

• Wildlife Alert In Asia
Wildlife groups warn that wild tigers in Asia are
rapidly approaching extinction due to poaching. The
groups blame the region's governments for inaction.
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Purrfect Pets!
PI~S

I'D lOVI

Feature

~o ii.Avl

A rabbit would be fun to play with
because it hops and hops
and I can follow it around my house.
A lobster would be a fun animal
to take care of by feeding it whatever
is on the floor of the tank.
A turtle might be a quiet and smooth pet
as it flies in the waters of Kapoho.

Enjoying Spring Forever by Leyla Akay, 10, Penn.

Missing You

A swallow could be a small, gentle, soft,
and warm pet that I can feed bird food.

"Dedicated to my dog, George.
I miss you, Georgie. "

A koala would be a hairy and puffy pet
and I would feed it eucalyptus leaves.

My life has changed
Like a bookshelf rearranged
Nothing is secure
And is not 100% pure
Promise or reliability

Poem and art by Dmitrius Mitte, 7, Hawai'i.

Oh, please! I cannot bear anymore
Sorrow is closing in before
I see the light afar in the bleakness
Rain is the only thing that falls onto me
And that-I must say-has been brought on by me
Wipe away the wet fallen tears
I yearn for the power to change the way life is now
Power I do not possess
I feel so empty with nothing to hold
My heart seems to be stone
Dreaming of what once was
That will never be the same
My heart hurt and sore
Even more
I must never forget
Or I will be filled with regret
Remember the joy we shared
That once filled my heart
And is still there
l....-
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Cats by Pam Withrioder
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-Bailey Davis, 14, Wisc~nsin.
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Abandonment
Don't abandon your pets

Dogs are known as man's best friend
And for their loyalty
But my dog is so spoiled
She thinks she's royalty

You don't abandon your friends
You stick with them through trouble
You stick with them to

U-!-€~~

She sits on top of her pillow
And barks out her demands
I ask her to forgive me
Because I only have two hands

If you abandon your pets
They are sure to die
If you abandon your pets
You will regret it and cry

She wants to go outside and play
She wants a special treat
Instead ofjust relaxing
I'm always on my feet

Your pets don't abandon you
When you misbehave and are bad
They stick by you to the end
They don't leave when you are mad

But late at night when I'm asleep
She lies upon my bed
She licks my face and kisses me
She sits right by my head
She truly is my best friend
And will be loyal to the end.

Your pets are your friends
They are living, too!
Your pets stick by you all the time
Your pets are your friends, too!

-Miriam Krainacker, Montana.

Whisper Town: A fictional story
Beyrius is a town which is probably the quietest,
because riding on the road, you'd see outside landscapes of fields. The town square is miles away.

-Lindsay Ankney, 12) Pennsylvania.

Cat Drawings by Pamella Withrioder. Pam drew
these on paper napkins while waitingforfood.

But I didn't call it Beyrius. I called it Whisper
Town. That's exactly what it should be called, not
Beyrius.
Five years ago in July, my Labrador dog, Darcy,
died. It was the most tragic moment of my life. I was
too sad to go anywhere.
But one day, while picking crops in the field, the
wind whispered to me. "Keep your courage, Theodore!
Darcy is wonderful, and other dogs are, too. Life goes
on."
I now felt a whole lot better. From then on, when
I had problems, the wind whispered. I never found out
how the whispers came to be, but I was grateful for
the wind. It helped me to keep my courage.
-Lavanya Bakshi, 10) Indian American, Oregol/.
N av. - Dec. 2006
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Instinct

I magine that the best thing to do for your
child is to give her over to strangers who don't
speak your language. Those strangers will take her
to a far away country for an unknown amount
of time. Imagine that your child might die if you
didn't. Maternal instinct in action can be heartbreaking.
I flew to the Dominican Republic with
a small number of American volunteers from
Healing the Children Mid-Atlantic. We were to pick
up 37 kids and bring them to the United States
for medical care. Some of these children were
amputees, some had clubbed feet. Some were
burn victims, some had hematoma birthmarks on
their faces. Previously helped children had spina
bifida, and one was born without eyes. And yet,
with the help of the volunteer doctors, surgeons
and nurses, these children would be able to lead
close to normal lives. We were doing good for
these children.
The mothers understood. They all volunteered their children for this trip, knowing that
American medical care would either save their
children's lives or make their children's lives happier. The clinics in Dominican Republic recommended Healing the Children to them; their doctors vouched for us. Our American nurses had
become old friends of the Dominican doctors
over the years; they joked and laughed in simple
English, touching each other in familiarity, as the
Dominican parents and children prepared for the
voyage. That must have been reassuring.
Still, I can't fathom how difficult it must be,
to give a child over to a complete stranger who
doesn't speak your language, and to let them
be taken to a strange country for an unknown
length of time.
I smiled at these mothers and made their
children laugh as best I could. While the smaller
children saw how many kids could fit in a wheelchair, a boy in a straw hat and I played peek-aboo under a clinic table.
My own mother, a nurse and organizer, was
on this trip. She waved to the boy's mother,
pointed at me, and cradled her arms like she was
Page 20

holding a baby. "That's my baby." The Dominican
woman understood, and she looked pleased and
relieved. They were, for a moment, two mothers
who wanted what was best for their children.
I didn't let myself cry. I had work to do, making sure the kids were where they were supposed
to be, and taking photos of the whole event.
One mother sticks out in my mind. She was
only in her teens, and her sister was holding the
baby. The baby had a birthmark on her face, slowly encroaching over one eye. Laser surgery would
stop the growth and remove the mark. I would
learn on the three-hour flight to New York that
the baby had an extremely healthy set oflungs.
The mother was pretty. Her shoulders shook
a little as she tried not to cry, but her cheeks
reflected the airport terminal light. One of our
volunteers spoke a little Spanish and tried to
speak with her. I took a quick photograph of her
grief. When I developed my film, I decided the
moment was too private, too sad, to share.
She knew the best thing for her child was to
send her with us for treatment. Mothers want to
keep their children close to their bodies, to protect them. I respect these women who entrust
their babies to us. We will not let them down.
For the last 20 years, Healing the Children MidAtlantic has helped children around the world, from rural
America, Latin America, Thailand and Iraq. They fly doctors
and nurses to a clinic in the region to provide health care. For
more complex work, representatives will fly to pick up the
children and take them to the New York area. While receiving
volunteer treatment from doctors and nurses, the children and
sometimes their mothers will stay with a host family. 70 get
involved: contact the author at janine@refraction.org.
--]anine Peterson volunteers regularly with the group.
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Building
I've lived in Nevada all my life, but the one time I
left the United States, in the spring of 2005, it touched
my life jorever.
Take jourteen adults and thirty-nine kids jrom St.
Patrick's Church in Nevada. Addfiour vans, a Suburban,
a truck, and a trailer. Add fifteen bags of cement, ten
shovels, two wheelbarrows, piles and piles of wood, nails,
hammers, tape measurers, and saws.
Add a whole lot oj love.

,

,

'.

,

"

"Do you have any brothers or sisters?"

'.

.." .'.

She answers, "Si." li's.
I ask how many.

'--

"Tres hermanas." Three sisters.

.

~

I ask what their names are. She tells me that
Rosa is seven and Danielle is three.
"What about the other one?"
Claudia looks sideways at me through her
dark bangs. She gives me a secret smile. "Se llama
Rachel. " Her name is Rachel.

And what do you get?
Two houses.
With the help oj Amor Ministries, we camped,
prayed, made friendships, and built two houses. The house
that my group built was 22 feet long and 11 jeet wide;
that's only half the size of my living room.
Hi' had horrible weather, as the Santa Ana windstorms came through while we were tent camping. There
were no warm showers, no television, no air conditioning. But it was wonderful, partly due to one little girl I
met named Claudia, about age ten. She had so much
less than I, but she had so much love to share. She is the
inspiration jor this true story:
As I look at the little girl in front of me, I marvel that I have known her for little more than a day.
Claudia is a head shorter than I, with a long, black
braid and brown skin that is far darker than mine.
Her red sweatshirt is sprinkled with drops of dried
cement from the work she has helped with all day
- the work that I came to Tecate, Mexico to do.
As I mix cement and pour the concrete slab, I
watch the native kids play. They pick flowers for my
hair, steal my gloves, stir concrete, laugh, and giggle.
I smile with amusement. This is the reason I came
to Tecate - to build something more than a house.
Claudia senses me watching and smiles. She
abandons the other kids and comes to help me. As
we work, we talk in a mix of Spanish and English
that would make no sense to anyone else listening.
I tell her again and again, "jDespacio! jHablas muy
rapidamente!" Slow down IYou talk very jastI

I grin, delighted, and say in Spanish, "Your sister
has the same name as I!"
Claudia's arm snakes around my waist for a hug.
"Til eres mi hermana. You are my sister," she says
softly, then bounds off to join the other children.
I stay where I am, astounded. She called me
her sister. This little girl, whom I met a day and a
half ago, has so little. Her family has no car, no TV,
no toys other than a Barbie doll that all three girls
share. But her heart is so full of love that she can
call me her sister, and treat me as such, after such a
little time.
Yes, we are building houses. But we are building
more than that. We are building hope for families.
We are building friendships with each other, with
these little kids, with God.
And we are building memories that will last a
lifetime.
-Rachel Mills, 15, Nevada.

Friendship is the Breeze
Friendship is the breeze,
(;)
You can't hold it,

--;i

~~- sm~~s:~ it

~ - - - .,'(.£)

I start to ask her about her family. She tells me
about her mom and her dad. Then I ask in Spanish,
Nov. - Dec. 2006
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Or know when it is coming,
,
But you can always feel it,
And you'll always know it's there,
It may come and then go,
But you can know it'll always be back.
-Car/ie Boyle, grade 9, Washington.
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~ GRANDMA'S GARDEN ~
"IT'S NOT FAIR!" Kari cried,
planting her feet firmly apart with her hands on
her hips. But Mama wasn't listening or at least she
pretended not to hear. "I won't go!"
She insisted with such a humph of hot air that
Mama couldn't ignore it. "What are you talking
about?" Mama asked, wiping her hands, and finally
turning to Kari.
"You've always loved going to your
Grandma's."
She couldn't argue. Mama knew she loved
going to visit Grandma. She always made Kari
feel special with fresh fruit waiting in the middle
of the kitchen table. What she really loved about
Grandma was the way she would sit and play board
games or cards for hours, never minding when
Kari asked too many questions, which she often
did. And besides all of that, there was something
a little magical about Grandma's. Maybe it was
because Grandma was the only grown-up Kari had
ever met who -still believed in fairies,just like Kari.
Late in the evening, after they had dried off the
dinner dishes, they'd walk arm in arm out to the
garden in search of fairies. They'd follow the soft,
dirt path around behind the house, hoping to find
flittering friends hiding below the tops of mushrooms. If they couldn't find any, Grandma would
whisper, "Fireflies will do just fine."
A happy feeling would wiggle down inside
Kari's belly whenever they came upon a swarm of
fireflies fluttering across the warm summer sky. No,
it wasn't going to grandma's that was upsetting her.
"Young lady, I'm talking to you," Mama said.
Her voice had a sharp edge to it, but Kari
couldn't tell her what was really on her mind.
Once she started, Kari just might scream, "Dad
hasn't even been out of the house for a year!"
But then Mama would only get mad.
It had only been eleven short months and
Mama was getting married again, and that wasn't
even the worst of it. The most horrible thing about
this wedding was that right after the party, Bill
would take Mama away. He said, "It's only one
week."
Page 22

But Mama had never been away from Kari that
long before. And it was going to be eight horrible
days, and seven long summer nights.
Bill just smiled. "It's what married couples do."
The night before the wedding, Kari was sitting
on the bed, staring at the floor.
"I thought I'd give you a hand," Mama said,
pulling the suitcase out to pack.
Kari didn't move.
"What's wrong, sweetie?" Mama sat down on
the bed next to her.
Kari took a deep breath and blurted, "I don't
want Bill to move in with us. He's taking you away,
and I don't like him."
This was her last chance, and she was going to
tell Mama just how she felt.
"Bill isn't taking me away, Kari." Mama wrapped
her arm around Kari's shoulder.
"We're just going on our honeymoon. We'll be
back before you know it, and we'll all be a family."
"I already have

a Dad," Kari said.

"Bill isn't going to take your Dad's place. Maybe,
if you give him a chance, you'll like him."
Kari looked at Mama. There were tears in her
eyes. She didn't
want Mama to cry.
She'd already been
so sad for such a
long time.
"All right,"
Kari sighed, "I'll
give him a chance
but I'm not mak.
.
mg any promIses.
I still might hate
· "
h1m.
Mama laughed,
"That's all I'm
asking, sweetie."
Mama pulled her
close to kiss her
cheek.
->
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Kari was glad she'd said that. It was nice to see
Mama happy again. Mama went to answer the
doorbell.
"It's Bill," Mama shouted. "He's here to drive
you to Grandma's."
"What?" Kari cried.
"We've talked about this, Kari. Grandma's
going to take care of you and she'll bring you to
the church tomorrow. I have to get things ready."
"But aren't you coming?" Kari's lips curled
tight.
"No, you'll be fine with Bill. It's only twenty
minutes to Grandma's," was all Mama said.
~~~~~~~~~~~~

~~

Kari's shoulders fell as Bill walked in and
picked up the suitcase. "All ready?" he asked.
Kari nodded without saying a word and
twenty minutes later, when they pulled into the
drivew~y, Kari jumped out of the car and ran to
Grandma. She wrapped her arms around Kari and
smiled, "I swear, you get taller ever day. It won't be
long before you'll be looking down at your old
Granny."
Just then Bill came up the walkway with Kari's
suitcase.
"Well, hello there, young man," Grandma said
with a welcoming smile. "Come in and sit for a
spell. I've got some warm apple pie I just pulled
out of the oven and I need someone to taste it for
me. It's a new recipe."
"But your old apple pie was perfect, Grandma,"
Kari laughed. "Why would you want to go and
change a perfect pie recipe?"

Ode to My Mom
I praise my mom
She is always there for me
With a happy face and a big smile
I praise my mom.

Grandma's eyes sparkled. "Sometimes change
can be good, Kari," she said. "Just because you like
something new doesn't mean you don't still like
the original, too." .

When I cry myself to sleep
at night
She is there by my side
Asking why I cry
I praise my mom.

Kari was quiet as Grandma cut three slices of
. apple pie and heaped vanilla ice cream on top.

Her big heart falls apart
There is always care
That she is willing to share
I praise my mom.

"I thought you'd like it," Grandma told Kari,
but she was looking at Bill.

"Try that," Grandma said with a grin.
Kari took a big bite. "Yum, that's wonderful,
Grandma. It tastes just like a caramel apple."

Bill agreed. "Yummiest pie I've ever tasted."
"How about some milk with that?" Grandma
asked as she was already pouring them each a glass.

When the divorce came, I laid my head
On her shoulder and she said it
Always gets better in the end
I praise my mom.
She is not only my mom, but my best friend
One that I can tell anything to
She is the mom that everyone wants and I am
lucky to have her
I praise my mom.
-Symorzrze Homaday, 14 (wrote wherz 12), Arizorza.

When they finished, Bill rubbed his stomach
and smiled. ''I'm absolutely stuffed. I think I'm
going to go walk off some of that pie before I
head back to the city."
"Sounds like a good idea," Grandma agreed.
"Besides," Bill said, "I thought I saw something
I want to take a look at out back."
"What was that?" Grandma asked as she cleared
the table.
"Oh, you'll think I'm crazy," Bill said, smiling. _>
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"Try me," Grandma replied.
"I thought I saw some flickering in the sky
and I know it sounds silly, but I was thinking it just
might be a fairy," Bill said.
Kari sat up straight. "What?" she asked.
"Oh I know grown-ups aren't supposed to
believe in fairies, but I grew up reading Peter Pan,
and I can't help it. Whenever I see flickering lights
in the distance, the first thing I think about is
going to check it out,just in case."

Iff
For my grandmother, Sanora Fujino

"You search for fairies?" Kari asked. She could
hardly breathe. Maybe Mama was right about Bill.

If you are a dark cloud
I am the bright daylight that opens for you.

"Yep, I sure do." Bill grinned. "And I'm about
to do a little searching right now."

If you are a ruby fire,
I am the sapphire rain that cools you down.

He looked over at Grandma, but he was talking
to Kari, "You want to go for a walk with me?"

If you are lost and afraid
I am the jeweled angel that guides you home.

"Sure," Kari exclaimed, but then she was quiet
a moment, "Grandma, you want to come with us?"
Grandma looked at Bill but spoke to Kari."No,
sweetie, I have to get the dishes done, and since
everyone seems to like it so well, I want to write
down that Caramel Apple Pie recipe before I forget it. I think there's room for two favorite apple
pie recipes in my kitchen."
Bill stood up, "Okay then, Kari, you want to go
search for fairies?"
"Sure," Kari smiled, thinking, maybe there's room

If you are the citron shore
I am the cerulean waves that bow down to you.
If you are a poetic moon,
I am the writer who describes your divine beauty.
If you are an onyx mountain,
I am the pearly cloud watching over you.
If you are a sweet gift,
I am the person to treasure all that's inside of you.

for two men in my family.

If you are an emerald sea,
I am the one who will swim in your majestic waters.

Then they walked out to the soft dirt path
that circled around Grandma's house and went in
search of fairies.

If you are sad and without hope,
I am the healer of your heart's sorrow.

-Kim Kasch, writer, Oregon,

"
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--Jordan Fasi (photo with grandmother), 12, Hawai'i,

1'10

The love is never ending,
When you touch it, you feel pure.
You feel its passion and
You feel the warmth of its blood
It feels happy when you are
And sad when you are not
It is a friend
It is the love of a parent.

21€>1€>7 Y{§)uth

Culture & Diversity, Family & Society,
Dreams & Visions, Youth Activism,
Nature & Environment, Peace & Justice
Send your entries by June 25,2007.
Skipping Stones - Youth Awards
PO. Box 3939, Eugene, OR 97403 USA
editor@SkippingStones.org

-Maya Gouw, 8, New York.
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Nature, Hawai'ian Style
In these three pages, stlldents of Na' all School in Honol/tllI
describe the varied flora and fallna found in their neighborhood.

The Lovely-Crested Honey Creeper
who glides over Haleakala
trying to find a lehua tree,
when he finds one, he sips the nectar
which tastes so yummy, he dreams of it
as he sleeps on his cozy tree branch.
Honey Creepers must look out,
Their feathers were used to make capes
for native Hawaiian kings and queens.

-Malia Brooks, 8, Hawai'i.

Black Witch Moth,
in Mexico, the people believe
that if they see you,
they will lose their hair!
Mexicans also believe if they see you
that someone put a curse on them.
"I'm going bald!}}
Black Witch Moth
on the Cat Islands,
people believe that if you land on them,
they will become wealthy.
"I'm on a roll!}}
Black Witch Moth,
in South Texas,
when you land above
somebody's door and stay,
they will win the lottery.
"] hear my bank account cha-chinging. }}
Black Witch Moth,
on Hawai'i,
you trade your life for a loved one
who has died recently,
and let them say good-bye.
"The dead have awakened.}}

Beautiful Honu, Green Sea Turtle,
run away from the high waves
before the hurricane waters
rush over you.
Beautiful honu, green sea turtle,
your lovely greenish-colored shell rises
in the huge ocean,
your pretty copper-brown eyes glowing.

Black Witch Moth,
without you we would not have this belief,
Come back from the brink of extinction
We will try to save you.
"Save the black witch moths!}}
They are a part of our world's cultures.

-Jade J/VcJo, 9, Hawai'i.

Beautiful honu, green sea turtle,
swim in your sapphire habitat
with all your friends,
but run away from hunters
back to your little home.

-Mariko Lau, 8, Hawai'i.
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Endangered Hawaiian Hoary Bat,
animal small for its species,
only three· to four inches tall-your wingspan is
six to seven inches wide,
longer than our height.
You are so tiny and special to me.
Endangered Hawaiian Hoary Bat,
you are umque:
You hunt with echolocation-your squeaks hit
your prey and bounce back to you.
Endangered Hawaiian Hoary Bat,
you are very helpful by eating mostly bugs.
You eat termites, moths and mosquitoseat them so they don't bother me.
Endangered Hawaiian Hoary Bat,
you are so shy, living on the Hawaiian Islands,
making homes in trees or small caves,
you are far away from me.

Cruising with a Paper Wasp

-Kristen Monico, 10, Hawai'i.

In the creeping strawberry fields,
the Paper Wasp stalks
the gardens full
of awkward picnickers
as they eat sushi
and drink lemonade.

The Paper Wasp glides
through meadows
of lazy, numbskull cows
as he laughs to himself
(Ha, ha, hal)
-Divan Parker, 11, Hawai'i.

The Blind Kaua'i Cave Wolf Spider
quickly chases its small, harmless prey.
It's as big as a fifty-cent piece.
Pe'e pe'e maka 'ole,
the Hawaiian name of this Wolf Spider,
lives in lava tubes and crevices.
-Patrick Cheng, 12, Hawai'i.
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Soft Nihoa Bird
discovered in 1923,
shy and very small.
You have a pure voice,
metallic and bubbling chirp.
Children can hear you.
Shy Nihoa bird,
running away from the hunters,
fleeing toward the brown shrubs.
You are endangered.
Only 700 left
in the world today.

Alae Keo Keo

-Conner Lee, 8, Hawai'i.

Brilliant coot,
slate gray, slippery feathers,
You are endemic in Hawai'i.
Brilliant coot,
you spend your days in ponds or lakes,
looking for food beneath water,
the deliciousness of stems and seeds.
Brilliant coot,
you bloom to 15 and a half inches
as you fly over our islands
in the clear skies
above Kawainui Marsh.
-Diane Low, 9, Hawai'i.

I Am the'Akohekohe Soaring Over
the Bird-filled Forest,
The waterfall rolling beside the calm Honey Creepers.
I get up and see the morning mist in the distance.
When I talk it sounds like a squeaky door.
A radiant, ebony bird,
a very important species.
-Bradley Hayashi, 9, Hawai'i.
Some of the Hawaiian students featured in this issue's pages are:
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Ryan and Jimmy: And the Well in Africa That Brought
Them TOgether by Herb Shoveller (Kids Can Press). Told
through text and photographs, this is the true story of
Ryan Hreljac, who decided to raise money to build
a well in Africa. He and his family had no idea that
it would lead to a life-changing relationship with a
Ugandan village, or an amazing friendship with Jimmy,
a Ugandan boy. Ages 8-13. ISBN: 1-55337-967-5.
Fairy Tale Feasts: A Literary Cookbook by Jane Yolen
and Heidi Stemple; illustr. Philippe Beha (Interlink). A
mother and daughter have teamed up to create this
imaginative book of folktales with recipes to match
each tale. This is a whimsical way to bring literature
into the kitchen! The information on folktales and
ingredients in the margins will even interest adults, and
the recipes are simple enough for kids to use. For.ages
7-10, but enjoyable for all. ISBN-10: 1-56656-643-6.
Celebrate Diwali with Sweets, Lights, and Fireworks
by Deborah Heiligman (National Geographic). Colorful,
lively photographs illuminate animated descriptions
of this festival of lights as it is celebrated nowadays by
Hindu, Jain and Sikhs. This book also includes a traditional recipe and card game as well as additional web
and book resources. Ages 6-10. ISBN: 0-7922-5922X. Also by the same author, and a part of this series is,
Celebrate Ramadan and Eid AI-Fitr with Praying,
Fasting, and Charity. ISBN: 0-7922-5926-2.
Countries of the World: Mexico by Beth Gruber
(National Geographic). With its full-page maps and broad
scope, this book is a handy resource for learning more
about Mexican history, culture, politics and geography.
Ages 9-14. ISBN: 0-7922-7669-8.
Napi goes to the Mountain by Antonio Ramirez;
illustr. Domi (Anansi Press). A Mazateca brother and sister team sets out on a quest to find their missing father.
Along the way they are temporarily transformed into
deer. While celebrating Native Mexican culture, this
richly illustrated book also honors children's imaginations and dreams. Ages 5-8. ISBN-10: 0-88899-713-2.
Happy Birthday, Coco by oneones (Hitomi Sago,
Tatsuro Kiuchi and Shoko Nagamatsu) (Kane/Miller).
Coco, an ordinary, playful dog, explores, makes friends
and enjoys the seasons. With sparse, but witty, text and
adorable illustrations, this is the sort of book children
will want their parents to read to them, again and again.
Ages 4-7. ISBN-10: 1-933605-13-8.
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Why Monkeys Live in Trees and Other Stories
from Benin by Raouf Mama. Illust. by Andy Jones
(Curbstone). For anyone who loves folktales or storytelling, this book provides an opportunity to hear tales
from a wide range of ethnic groups in the West African
country of Benin. These tales, which are repositories of
traditional culture and history, reveal much about not
only the people of Benin, but also of human nature. All
ages. ISBN-10: 1-931896-21-6.
What Are My Rights?: 95 Questions and Answers
About uens and the Law by Judge Tom Jacobs (Free
Spirit). This book is a unique resource for exploring
legal questions important to teens-everyday concerns
affecting them at home, school, work and in the community.Ages 12-17. ISBN: 13-978-1-57542-028-8.
The Tet Pole by Tran Quoc. Illust. by Nguyen Bich
(East West Discovery). The book tells the original folktale
of the Tet Festival-the Vietnamese Lunar New Year
Festival-in Vietnamese/English bilingual format. The
ancient tale describes how the holiday is celebrated, and
how people use a bamboo pole, arrows, lime, pineapple
leaves and garlic to scare off devils and secure their freedom.Ages 7-12. ISBN-10: 978-0-9701654-5-9.
The Great Circle by Neil Philip (Clarion). A work of
historical non-fiction, this is an informative look into
the cultural changes that impacted the First Nations,
from early encounters with European cultures to the
present day. With stunning portrait photographs, this
book is a useful classroom resource for teachers and
students. Ages ll-Adult. ISBN-10: 0-618-15941-X.
Grand Slam by Anne Smith (uam AlfJ. The author,
a professional tennis player and educational psychologist, provides strategies for success in sports, work and
relationships. Strategies emphasize training the mind in
order to improve physical performance and productivity. Each chapter is enlivened with anecdotes from her
tennis career. Ages 15 and up. ISBN: 0-9778958-1-5.
James Houston's Treasury of Inuit Legends by
James A. Houston (Harcourt). The legends in this collection are about survival, courage, journeys, and love
for family and home. Emphasizing the drastically stark
conditions surrounding the heroes, these tales celebrate
human strength in the face of adversity. The author and
illustrator of this folktale collection lived among the
Canadian Inuit for fourteen years. Ages 9-14. ISBN-10:
0-15-205924-8.
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Poetry Page

Autumn
Crisp, autumn colors
Leaves rustling in the wind
Bare trees emerging

The Sunset Tree

Winter

The burned red sky shines on
The blooming tree on the hill
Darkness takes over the sky slowly
The tree waits for fall
It waits for crisp night.

Glowing white blanket
Crunching snow beneath your feet
Shovels scrape the ways

Spring

Turkish Delight

Dew rests on blades of grass
Flowers sprout from beneath the Earth
Light breezes whirling

Little delightful pieces on a plate
I could eat them all century long
Each bite is a delicious sensation
The sweet smell makes me want
to eat more
My stomach begs me to eat a lot
But finally they're gone.

Summer
Hot sun warms the air
Ice cold lemonade awaits
Feet drag in the sand
-Anna Paneral, 13, Pennsylvania.
Art by Jade VUJo, 9, Hawai'i.

-Jordan Goldberg,
Age 9, fllinois.

It is in their hands and they want you to hold it,

D,OA't to.u.cA it..
They carry it around everywhere you go,

D,OA't to.u.cA it.

•

WHEN

I WAS SmING NEAR THE WINDOW

~

They give it to you every morning,

D,OA't t.a.Iu. it.

I saw my grandpa dancing
N ear the street lights.

They throw it in your face after school,

His shadow was saying,

D,OA't catcA it.
They tell you it's cool and you should take it,

"Ven aca, Alondra."
I whispered, "Grandpa, come inside.

D,OA't b-e.lU.v.e. it..
Because anyone who lets it enter their life

It is raining and it is cold
And stormy to be dancing in the rain."

Gets hurt when they receive it.

He came inside the house,
I gave him a blanket.

Campfires

He slept in my bed,
I slept on the ground

Campfires crack sparks,
Aloft to the forest sky
Expose tales of yore.

And I had a good dream.

It

Jj
o

-Alondra Magallanes, 8, California.

-Michelle Lattner, 13, Pennsylvania.
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am a writer. Four simple words, but they
hold such responsibility.
I have wanted to be a writer ever since I can
remember. I recall my first written stories were retellings of "The Three Bears," complete with illustrations. I would proudly thrust these 'stories' into
my mom's hands. She would smile encouragingly,
but knowing it was the same thing every day.
For a little while, I was caught up in dreams
of becoming a famous Olympic skater, becoming
president, and many other imaginative, but wild
ideas. There was always the secret longing to write,
though.
My desire to write was renewed when, one
morning, I discovered an advertisement seeking
potential children's authors. I woke my mom and
eagerly asked if I could do the writing program.
She gave her consent; so I sent away for information, filled out the necessary papers, included a
writing sample, and received kind, but disheartening news. The company said I had great writing
potential, but I was too young to be published by
them. I was nine years old at the time.
For awhile, I was fascinated by mystery stories,
so naturally I wanted to write my own mystery
serie~. The farthest I got on that 'series' was the first
page of the first book! I also attempted to write a
book about a baseball player named Jewel, but after
the first two chapters, there was no plot, so I gave
up on that, too.
Finally, in sixth grade, I attempted my most
difficult writing project yet-writing a forty-page
historical fiction novel, set in Denmark during
World War II. With support from my parents, the
guidance of a writing program, and increased
enthusiasm, I succeeded. Although I have not been
published officially, I went to the local copying
store, bound my book, and distributed it to family
and a few friends.
By calling myself a writer, I am putting a great
responsibility on myself By being a writer, I must
make sure that my writing doesn't harm anybody
and that it doesn't contain any immoral ideas. I
must do my research thoroughly, and not invent

any ideas just to sound intelligent. And, first and
foremost, I must always remain true to God and to
myself
As a writer, I expect many ups and downs in
the publishing world, but I thank God for giving
me the ability to write. No matter what, I will continue to follow my greatest dream-to be a writer.
-Mary Bast, 14,
Missouri.
"I am home-schooled.
My dad is oj Polish/
German/Bohemian
descent and my mom is if
German/Irish descent. I am
a Catholic and my Jaith is
extremely important to me.
I try to make my stories
Jollow Catholic morals and
principles. }}

Cursor
Oh blinky black vertical line
How you taunt me at
The top left corner of my screen,
Always one step ahead.

I ,

,

I

··
·

-

A skinny capital-I looking cursor,
Why do you disappear when my ideas
Come to life?
From mind to monitor.
The blank and white display
Screams at me,
Blinds my squinting eyes
Yearns to be filled, with black letters
And green grammar errors,
And squiggly red spelling mistakes.
Gazing into the pale infinity,
All I can see is the indistinct reflection
Of myself,
Gazing into the pale infinity.
-Bobby Maika, 14, New York.
-
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"Watch out for the quiet
ones," my Aunt Helen sternly
pronounced a long time ago.
She was referring to me. I was
the quiet one and was to remain
that way for the rest of my life.

The interview was conducted by five people. I was asked
an interesting question by the
chairperson. The assistant superintendent looked glaringly at me
and asked, "What is your style?"

My professed ailliction
stemmed from my basic shyness. I always had to combat it,
and I did manage to overcome
it when I needed to do so.
However, I was always most
happy when I was alone.

"I work quietly," I answered
calmly. When I was denied the
position, I decided to retire from
the field of education and search
for something else that I could
do quietly.

In college, I aspired to a career
in law. Whenever I mentioned it
to anyone, family or friends, they
would remark that I was too quiet to be a lawyer.
I believed that they were comparing me to Perry
Mason, but not all lawyers are trial lawyers. My
burden, however, did not prevent me from becoming a member of the legal profession; my law school
entrance examination scores took care of that.
Yet, timidity halted my aspirations for a military
career. At ROTC training camp, Fort Bragg, North
Carolina, I failed miserably. One of the prerequisites
was to sound off like you had a pair. Well I did have
a pair, but I was too inhibited by shyness to sound
off to their expectations. I was too quiet for the
army. And whoever heard of a quiet army, anyway?
Ultimately, I became a high school teacher. No
one questioned this choice for a career since many
teachers are regarded as being reserved and studious. I found myself at ease in the classroom. I spoke
softly and calmly, and it did not deter me from being
a successful educator. An aura of tranquility permeated my classroom and brought serenity to all my
students.
A former principal of mine once thought I
was too quiet to be a department chairperson. Are
department heads supposed to be noisy? Is it necessary to be loud to lead? I didn't think so, and I did
get the position and guided the department quietly
and quite successfully. I went on to become viceprincipal in charge of student affairs. My career in
education had spanned 37 years when I sought to
become principal of the school.
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I opted for writing as a new
career; something I always had
an interest in doing but never
had the time to pursue. Since
my retirement, I have had poetry and many non-fiction
articles published. The only criticism I receive is from
editors, and they don't care at all about my calm demeanor. I think I have discovered another way to keep quiet
and be successful. At age 71, I am really proud of having
successfully retired as a quiet man.

-Clyde Borg, New Jersey.

Ballad Sung for
the Life of N tozake Shange
Battered and ragged beats emanate from my
Drum within
Stirrin a rhythm true to
The black/blue blood inside.
I ride the rhythm to escape inhibition, my prison
Copin in a world where my voice is
Strangled
Mangled, my soul sounds still with
The pounds of my drum
I am a medley of melodies
Down the paths of slavery
And up the streets of a new century
The only jury to judge my song
Those lifeless faces can't prolong
The pounds of a poignant, prominent sound.
-Zainob LawaI, 16, African-American, Virginia.
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Lakisha Makes a Difference
Lkisha stomped downstairs with a book, quick to
sidestep the trash left behind. Sighing, she whispered,
"Why does everything look so awful?"
Stooping, she picked up the trash and carried it
outside. She didn't have to worry about lifting the trash dumpster lid; it was broken.
"So, no one empties the trash," she scolded.
Opening her book, she couldn't get
into it. Mantel asked, "What you reading?"

''I'm going to do something about this old
neighborhood. I'll write a newspaper, and..."
"And you know what about making a
newspaper?" asked sour-faced Mantel.
"Not as big as a city newspaper! One sheet of
paper, encouraging neighbors to keep our block clean."
"Hmmph," was Mantel's reply, "Simple as climbing
a hill backwards."
Mama was more encouraging. "Tell me more."

"Mantel! You know you're supposed to
clean your room. Mama'll be home soon
and she'll see that it's the same as this morning!"
"So what?" cranked her older brother. "Won't make
a difference, anyhow."

Pulling a piece of paper from beneath her plate, she
said, "People could be friendly ... smile, say 'hello.' Can't
they talk nice? I counted twelve front doors needing
paint. Many yards have only weeds. Trash piles up...well,
Mama, do you understand?"

Without waiting for a reply, he strutted away. "He
doesn't care," she thought.

"Lakisha," smiled Mama, "I do, and I back you one
hundred percent!"

There was trash everywhere. Belvedere Street was a
junk yard of broken bicycles, heaps of stuff piled on unmowed yards, and who cared?

"Well," scowled Mantel, "It's a dumb idea!" Shoving
away from the table, he added, "Na one will pay attention to you."

Lakisha worried until Mama came home. Stirring
the pot of Spanish rice, she asked "Why don't people
take care of their homes? They live here, don't they? I
want my room clean. I scolded Mantel
for not cleaning his room."

"Awesome, Mom! You're on my side!" Lakisha
knew she'd make a difference.

Hugging her, Mama said, "Mantel's
room does get messy, doesn't it?"
Poking his head in the kitchen,
Mantel said, "It's my room."
Agreeing, Mama said, "So take pride in it!"
With so much summer left, Lakisha was thinking
lots. "Mrs. Philips passes a neighbor, not saying a word!
People are so unfriendly. Why don't they care?"
The next day, strolling around the block, Lakisha
took notes. Busted screen doors, porches needing paint,
and newspapers left to turn yellow, littering the sidewalks and lawns. Her list grew long.

While Mantel stared at the television, Lakisha
washed dishes. Mama was off on an errand. When
she returned, she swept the porch. Surprised, Lakisha
watched her set out pots of pink and purple petunias.
Then, Mama whispered, "Lakisha, come with me."
What was happening? They walked to the hardware
store. Buying paint and brushes, Mama said, "These are
for Mantel, so he can paint our porch!"
"Does he know that?" giggled Lakisha.
Ready to begin, Lakisha typed her newspaper.
Heart pounding, she read and re-read it. "I've written
positive stuff about our neighborhood, Mama."
She made copies of the paper, which cost her
almost all of her movie money, but she was ready!
"What're you doing?" Mantel grumbled.

In a grocery store, a teen rushed inside the door,
not caring that 01' Mr. Jump nearly fell. Running,
Lakisha helped Mr. Jump retrieve his fallen cane and
held the door for him. "Thanks," he said, smiling.

"Making a difference!" she replied, while rolling up
the papers. Then, she was off to put one at each door.
Oh, I hope this makes a difference.

Lakisha had an idea. "Mom," she began at supper,

"Read my newspaper," she begged Mama. "I wrote
about you."
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"My potted plants! And
Montel!" laughed Mama.

A Call to the Writer in You ...

Snatching the paper, Montel
read fast. "Mantel Bates washed
our front steps and painted them.
Mr. Tyler, our dowmtairs neighbor,
thought Mantel did afine job."
"That was nothing," Montel
grumbled, secretly glad she recognized his effort.
Changes came quickly. Mrs. Bently planted geraniums. Mr. Fife, high on a ladder, washed windows. These
announcements and more filled a second newspaper.
Lawns were mowed and fences mended. A neighbor
called City Maintenance and reported back that now a
trash truck would be making regular pick-ups.
Lakisha smiled as neighbors cleaned yards and
hauled away broken items. Mr. Brown climbed a ladder
and hung a bird house in a tree. Another edition of her
newspaper was ready for delivery.
When she gave a copy to Mr. Dobson, he winked
and shared his idea. "How about a new playground?
Kids will have a place to play, other than in the street."
Hurrying home, Lakisha would follow Mr.
Dobson's suggestion. She had an important letter to
write. Montel peeked, "A letter to the Mayor? He
won't read that 01' newspaper."

When a child is born, we often congratulate
the parents right away. But welcoming a child
into a family can be a powerful emotional event
for older members of the family, too. Skipping
Stones invites you to share a grandparent's (or,
parent's) recollection of what the days leading up
to your birth, or the day of your birth, were like.
If you were adopted, you can ask your adoptive
family and write about the days right before you
became a member of your new family.
What did your grandparents think about,
hope for, cook, read, make, or where did they
visit? Do they remember special details about
those days, such as what the weather was like, or
something memorable that was said?
After hearing their memories, share them
with us in a vivid and creative retelling, either
through your own voice or that of your grandparent. Begin the story with "On the day I/you
were born." We look forward to receiving these
stories about your earliest days!

Marti Harmon often creates stories for her granddaughter, Rena Autumn. In this story she recollects her
experience of anticipating Rena's birth-

Lakisha kept writing.
Two days later, they were at the park. So was the
Mayor. "Mmmm.... rebuild and repair the playground...
Not a bad idea..." he said.
Before long, city trucks were at the park to clean.
Playground equipment was set up. The murky pond was
drained and filled with fresh water, a home for goldfish.
Lakisha even noticed a "No Fishing!" sign.
Montel finally admitted, "I give it to you, Lakisha.
You did it! What's next?"
"A newspaper telling everyone how great our street
looks," she said.
When the newspaper was ready for delivery, Mama
decided to walk with Lakisha. "Coming, Monte!?"
"Sure enough!" he smiled.
He was positive he wanted to do that.

* Love to Rena Autumn *
Rena, three days before you were born, your
grandfather and I went to El Dorado Park to help
you meet this world.Three days before your birth
the word of your coming was on the wing of the
red tail hawks bringing magic from your ancestors
into your life.
We waited in the stillness of our hearts from the
vantage point of the ducks and hawks exchanging
vows on their way to their yearly migrations, making patterns in the sky.
You were migrating into our arms as the
Mallard ducks were migrating across the skies to
their winter embrace. Those fleeting moments still
linger across the sky, beckoning us to remember
the day you were born.

-Barbara Sparks enjoys embroidery and birds, Missouri.
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-Marti Harmon, grandmother, California.
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One lifelong friend in Sweden and I communicate between visits purely through letters. We began in
elementary school, before e-mail existed, and though
she is now a computer scientist, we would never think
of sending each other e-mails. She is my "letter friend,"
and I think that is to signify that our friendship is older
than the existence of e-mail in this age when such long
friendships are rare. Writing letters takes time; it begins
with searching-for the right paper, the right pen, the
right place to write, and the right things to share with
her. The medium of paper seems to demand this depth,
sincerity, and slowness. Then, there are many steps after
the letter is written-the sealing of the envelope, the
addressing and the placement of the stamp, the walking
down to the mailbox or post office, and the long time
delay before my friend opens her mailbox and finds it
there. This delay is a valuable departure from the instant
gratification world she and I normally live in.
Another friend, who lives in Alaska, regularly sends
letters to some of his close friends. It is an honor to
receive one of his letters in the mailbox. I carry the
letter to wherever I want to read it. It can wait until I
prepare a cup of tea, and then I get to read and even
re-read a story about his Alaskan life told through his
playful voice - it feels so ceremonial and elevated. And
the letter is a physical object that I get to hold, knowing that my friend held it too. These are the joys that
electronic communication can't reproduce.
The summer before my first year of teaching, I reread the notes that I exchanged in middle school with
my two best friends. I had saved these in a box at my
parents' house. In them, I met my middle-school self
and observed how I once processed the world around
me. Those notes help me relate to my students when
they show boredom since I, too, began almost every
note to my friends with "this class is soooo boring."
Now, my students text message or just call each other
between classes and perhaps share similar sentiments. It's
with some sadness that I realize that I have never found
a note left behind in my classroom or the hallway. What
evidence of their own adolescent selves will my students discover as adults to help them relate to members
of the next younger generation?
Encouraging letter writing is a gift that you can
give to your students, and many students will appreciate the chance to connect with friends or family at any
time of year. Here are some ideas for the classroom:
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For students who may want to send gifts to
their relatives and friends, your class can make
small accordion books. In these, students can
write one or more favorite poems or thoughts
on the season. You can provide a packet of
poems and quotes that students can transcribe
or use for inspiration. They can also choose to
leave a few sections blank and (perhaps including the pen) encourage the receiver to write in
the book. Silver pen on black paper creates a
striking appearance, and attaching a long piece
of ribbon to the front cover will allow them to
tie their books closed. These little books easily fit
into envelopes to mail.
1. Ask your students how they correspond with
their friends as a lead-in to a conversation about what
is gained and what is lost in electronic written communication (such as e-mail or text-messaging). Start a list
of pros and cons on the board.
2. Students may write a journal entry on their
experiences with letter writing and reading. You may
wish to ask them to bring in a letter that they would
be willing to share with the class, or instead read a few
published letter exchanges. How would they feel if
their letters were published as historical documents?
3. Students choose one friend or relative to send
a letter to. Encourage them to take advantage of the
reflection and the depth which letter writing allows.
As a class, students generate a list of topics that they can
write about. For example, they can relate what this time
of year makes them think of, or they can describe how
their pets act when it gets cold.
4. After generating ideas, the remainder of the letter
writing should take place outside of class as homework.
All they need share with you is a reflection in which
they describe the sensory experience of writing a letter:
where did they write it, how long did it take, how did
they feel while writing it, what memories arose in their
minds? Finally, what did the sealed envelope feel like in
their hands?
5. Students bring in their stamped letters for you to
mail out for them. Then they await their replies!

Skipping Stones

-Nina Forsberg teaches high school English literature.
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YOU!

Skipping Stones is your magazine. Send us your best essays, stories,
poetry, artwork and photography. Tell us what you care about!
Describe your country or culture, share a favorite celebration, draw your
family, make your favorite recipe famous, invent a puzzle,
ask Dear Hanna for advice. What are your hopes, your worries,
your dreams? Give the world the gift of your wonderful imagination!
Send a self-addressed, stamped envelope to ask for our
guidelines for submissions, or go to www.skippingstones.org
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\VRITING TIPS:
TONE AND MOTIVE
Think about your reasons for choosing what you write and how
you choose to say it. These choices help determine the tone of your
work, and will make a difference in how readers relate to it. Consider these motives for writing (or reading) a poem, story or essay.

1 want to write for the purpose of. ..
...sharing feelings (excitement, sadness, joy... ).
... teaching others what or how to think.
...giving advice or inspiring others.
... describing an experience or an interest.
...exploring a question or a possibility.
...passing on a tradition, a story, a celebration.
Try this exercise. Write for several minutes on each of the motives above, completing each statement, "I do this by ... ".
Then consider your answers, imagining yourself as a reader
you've never met. Be as objective as you can. Do you notice that
some motives seem friendlier or more interesting? Do you find you'd

rather avoid reading some? If so, think about why. Perhaps you
notice that you'd rather not enter articles or stories written with certain motives, particularly those designed to tell you what to do or
think. This is probably true for other readers, too, unless perhaps
they already agree with your point of view.
So, do you have an alternative to making statements like,
"People should care about the Earth," or, "Humans shouldn't hate
those who seem different," or, "Why do Americans watch so much
TV?" or, "Parents should trust their children's judgement more."
Here's one powerful alternative: tell a story, as honestly as possible, about your own experience. Did you feel hurt when a classmate treated you as strange, or have you been cruel to anyone?
How did that feel? Did you experience happiness when you picked
up litter on your block, or helped an elderly neighbor start agarden?
How did you demonstrate to your mother that you can be trusted?
Go directly to human experience when you write. And not just
any human experience. A potent bit of advice to writers is to ''write
about what you know." This means your experience. Tell it with
feeling and detail. Make it real for your readers.
If you've lived what you write, it will carry the strength of truth.
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ART TIPS:
Experiment with SHADING

Pen and Ink shading:

Look over the art and photos in this and other magazines or newspapers. Notice what makes some pieces stand out more than others.
Shading is usually one element; it adds "body," and often appealing
texture that adds to the individuality of a picture.
You can add different kinds of shading with paint, pen, pencil, or
crayon, or even use a textured surface to enrich your art. Try to recreate some of these examples yourself. They don't have to look just like
these; you may discover something even better!

Pay attention to CONTRAST

Pencil shading and paper texture:

Contrast is the difference between the darker tones, like shadows, that
establish weight and shape, and the brighter highlights that lift and add
dimension. Which of these samples have the most contrast?
Artwork loses some "punch" when reproduced for printing. This is especially true of colored work when it's published in black and white. Why?
Because orange and pink can become similar values of light grey. Red
and deep green can look like the same dark grey. To test how much
contrast colors will have in black and white, look at your art in dim light!

.
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Artwork by Sharad Sovani, India. See pp.1-2 for more.
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