


"I feel it is a cul
ture clash because in
Asia people think of
me as a crazy Amer
ican, but here I am
just Asian. I am who

I am, both."

-Iamra Martin,
Thai/Danish

"It's easier being mixed than
being one or the other. People
treat you better because they can't
discriminate against you as easily."

-Devon Meister, Chinese/German

Portraits of Half-Asian Youth

Point-Five Asian!

"Being two races has made me care
less about race. People try to label me as
something all the time, so I don't care what

people think anymore."

-Davis Young, Chinese/Polish-Norwegian

Please see pages 34 and 35 for continuation of this feature.

-Patricia Patterson, Filipina / German-Dutch-Irish

"Being half
and half is great. It
brings out the good
qualities of both and
minimizes the bad."

"I am not Mex

ican. I am not Fil

ipino. The weird

thing about being
halfAsian and half

white is that no

one is ever quite
sure what you re
ally are."

-Chris Barnes,

Vietnamesellrish

"I like being mixed

because then you get to

experience and relate
to two cultures rather

than just one."
-Elizabeth Arakaki,

Japanese / Swede- German
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"Most people think I am just one

or the other, but I feel unique

because I am two in one."

-Sandra Mazziotta, Vietnamese/Italian
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Prom the CEdltor relling Our Stories

Art by Mariel Degli Esposti

After hours and hours of reading and

deliberation, we present you with this year's

Skipping Stones Honor Award books! We review

ers-editors, students, teachers and parents-chose

the winners by reading and critiquing dozens

and dozens of books of every kind: thick books,

picture books, nature books and books on many

different cultures, just to name a few. It's amaz

ing how, once written down,

even a story from a distant

land, or the tale of a tiny
insect living in the deepest

forest, is within arm's reach.

Simply by opening a book,
we become members of its

secret world.

As we began reVIew

ing the books as a group,

I realized something else:

No two people ever read
the same book. What do

I mean? Well, of course,

we can each pick up the
same title and read it. But,

we never really read the same book. We interact
with what we read-each of us zeroing in on

different details and coming away with differ

ent understandings. One reviewer loved a book

for its illustrations. Another thought the book
was wonderful because it accurately reflected
her childhood experiences. Yet another reviewer
loved the book for its poetic language. Everyone

was talking about the same book, but each of
our responses is unique, based upon our own

values and experiences. In a sense, books hold up

mirrors-our reactions tell us much about our
selves-our beliefs, experiences and tastes.

As we narrowed down our list of possible win

ners, and re-read some of the books, another truth
emerged: You can never read the same book
twice. Maybe you have noticed this phenomenon,

too: As time passes, and you read your favorite

books again, the story is familiar, but the feelings

and insights it gives you change with each reading.

Of course, in some ways none of this comes

as a surprise-as human beings, we're always rein

venting ourselves and reinterpreting the world
around us, each from our own vantage points. Here

at Skipping Stones, our hope is that the books we've

selected allow you to open

closed doors and hear sto
ries seldom told. We hope

you will find not only new
characters between the cov

ers of these books, but also

someone who looks awfully

familiar-yours elf-your

dreams, imagination, courage

and weaknesses as a mem

ber of our human family on

Earth.

Dear Readers, as you

read these true and fictional

tales, do not forget that you,
too, have a story to tell. It

may not be written down yet, but you are writing

it as you live each day of your life, in your heart

and in the hearts of others. It is a story you can tell

for yourself, for your friends, for the world, or even
for all of those whom, silenced by fear, gagged by

history or muted by lives ending too soon, could
not tell their stories.

This summer, as you lose yourself in a few
good books, don't forget to make your own story

interesting! Make it challenging! Make it joyful!
Make it memorable! Make it a story only you can

tell! And if you feel moved to do so, we invite you

to put it down on paper-keep a journal. You can
even send us what you write. Our next issue fea

tures the Annual Youth Honor Awards. See page 9

or our website for details on how to enter.

-Nicole Degli Esposti.
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Whenever an incident happens in my neighborhood) I hear my name mentioned. It is assllmed
that I was involved. I want to clear my name and tzot get blamed any more. -Keith.

ever, had totally changed.
was somber. Very little was
exchanged; inferences were

mentioned to ascribe blame.
ments were heard, referring to

baseballs being used to break the
doors, usually left unlocked, now

Someone offered to keep an eye on

Send your questions or comments to:
Dear Hanna c/o Skipping Stones
P. 0. Box 3939, Eugene, OR 97403

More power to you, Keith! Two ways of accomplishing that come to mind:

First, become helpful, making yourself useful to those in need, and show kindness.

The second approach is to find out who was behind the event and make sure that everyone in your
neighborhood gets that information. Thus you would escape being suspected.

Let me know if you come up with other ideas!

This past winter, I experienced a perfect example of this tendency to
blame certain individuals. It might be useful for your situation.

One morning, a few of us in our neighborhood saw a
neighbor's patio light bulb shat- tered into countless bits of glass
strewn on the cement patio. We cleared it up and replaced the
bulb. We never gave the event another thought. About four
days later, we saw a different " 1- patio light bulb similarly
shattered on the ground. Of -If \ .... , course, we cleaned it up and
again changed the bulb.

The mood, how- <t ,\ ~
This time, the atmosphere
spoken. Subtle looks were
made. No names were actually
However, semi-humorous com
the possibility of baseball bats or
bulbs. The question arose: should
be locked, "under the circumstances"?
the area, to patrol it off and on.

Others offered to keep extra outdoor lights on "for the duration." Then again, it might
be advantageous not to keep the lights on all night, in case the light bothered some people living nearby.
Possibly, smashing the lights might have been a message from someone who was bothered by the lights.

The neighbors gradually drifted off to their homes. The homeowner was weary. Noticing lovely,
large, soft snowflakes beginning to fall, he grabbed his winter jacket and stepped outside to breathe the
refreshing air. He reflected: "Does someone have it in for me? Am I in danger?"

As he stood there worrying over the situation, in the quiet of the night, he heard faint noises of
steam hissing and glass crackling. A smile came over his face. Of course! My had no one thought of it? The
cold snow falling on the hot light bulbs had caused the bulbs to break!

No one was guilty of an evil deed. The only guilt lay in our readiness to suspect innocent people of
violent acts, without proof that any had been committed.

Keith, I hope this story might help to persuade your
neighbors to cease slandering potentially innocent people.
Good luck!
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Keeping Cool in Sutntner!

When I came to this country, a
classmate asked me where I was

from. I answered, "India."

He said, "Cool!"

My response was, "Not
really; it's pretty hot where
I come from."

So, how did we keep
our cool, especially in
those summer months,
when the temperature

soared to 110° F. or more?

We did not rely on "Big
Gulps." Mostly, we drank lots of

water. The city was dotted with
dozens of roadside pyaus, free, drinking water stations.
Water was kept cool naturally in big, earthen pots made
by local potters. The pyaus were operated by religious
or civic organizations.We also had many water coolers.

When someone dropped in for whatever reason,
we always offered them a glass of cold water. Hot tea or
something cold would be next in line.

Homemade, cool drinks in a dozen different flavors
(not all sweet) were the norm during the hot season.
Because the heat made one sweat a lot, a bit of salt was
also added to some cold drinks. A lightly-salted, thin
buttermilk drink (flavored with cumin) was commonly
served at community feasts or gatherings.

Lassi (similar to the Western smoothie) was prob
ably the favorite drink for us kids. It could be made
with the pulp of fresh, ripe mangos, bananas or other
juicy, tropical fruits. If none was available, yogurt was
used. The flavor was enhanced with sugar, salt, rose
water or cardamom.

Another favorite, cool drink was fresh sugarcane
juice. From March until August, there were scores of
special corner stores set up in every city and town
to serve sugarcane juice. They used hand-cranked or
electric juicers (or, even cow-powered ones in rural
areas) to squeeze the sugar cane right in front of you
so you knew it was "fresh" and not watered down. We
would also squeeze a bit of lemon and sprinkle a spe
cial spice mix to flavor the juice. Often, friends and
family "went out" to drink this refreshing, healthy and
inexpensive drink on summer evenings. The shops

HealtL Ro.:ks!
stayed open until 10 p.m., or even later.

In coastal areas, the most common cold drink is
coconut milk. The seller skillfully uses a machete to
cut open the end of a green coconut and inserts a
straw in the hole. There you have it: a naturally bot
tled tasty drink! After sipping this fresh energy drink,
you can ask the seller to scoop out the soft coconut
meat from the inside of the shell for you to eat.

In our region of India, yet another common
cold drink is panha. To make it, you boil a few green,
raw mangos for a few minutes and let them cool off
naturally for a while. Hand-squeeze the pulp out of
the now soft mangos. Add cold water and a touch
of salt and sugar (and ice cubes, if available) and mix
thoroughly before serving. Besides mangos, tamarind,
kauth (the sweet and sour fruit of the Bel tree) and
several other tropical fruits were also used to concoct
such a cold drink at home. No wonder we never
missed any of the bottled soda pop that one can buy
these days. Bottled soda or juices were exceptions then,
but now they're being pushed in the market.

During my travels in Mexico and Central
America I came across similar drinks in their mercados,
(markets). Licuados (smoothies) made with available
fruit-papaya, pina, mango, banana, Jresas, and mame,
jugo de zanahoria, naranjas, or agua de sandia 0 limon for
example, offer a variety of rifrescos for the thirsty.

And, what do we get in our supermarkets, vend
ing machines and corner stores these days? Bottled
cold drinks with artificial flavors, artificial colors (like
Red #40, Blue #1), high fructose corn syrup, modi
fied food starch, sodium benzoate, glycerol ester of
wood rosin, brominated vegetable oil, caffeine... Does
that sound like a healthy, tasty treat? No wonder
when I see the ingredient lists of soft drinks sold in
the stores, I turn my nose. I worry about their impact
on the health of people who buy these drinks often.
If you are concerned about this, try to avoid foods or
drinks with any artificial ingredients.

Thirsty? Plain water, freshly squeezed fruit juices
-pineapples, oranges and apples, or fresh fruit are the
best! No fresh fruit? Frozen fruit or berries are great
in smoothies. Try preparing some of these cool concoc
tions with your siblings or parents. You might also
have fun making your own recipes.;.'*.

-Arun TOke. editor.
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Cool Concoctions!

Nicole Degli Esposti, Nina Forsberg

Beth Erfurth, Hanna K. Still

David Caruso

Shannon Lattin, Elsa Carcamo
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Lime or Lemon Refresco
To a liter (or quart) of drinking
water add hand-squeezed, fresh
ly-made juice from one lime or
lemon. Stir in a spoon of (prefer
ably brown) sugar and a pinch of
salt. Serve chilled or on ice cubes.
Makes 3-4 servings.

Sunlight Mint Tea
Got fresh mint leaves in your garden or at the farm
er's market? Rinse 20-25 mint leaves, crumble them
with your fingers (make sure you have washed your
hands wellf) and add to a Mason jar filled with drink
ing water. Close the lid and set it on a windowsill,
facing the sun for a few hours. When thirsty for a
cool drink, strain this sun-made tea in a glass. Add 2
or 3 ice cubes and squeeze a few drops of lemon or
lime, if you wish.
If fresh mint isn't available, use dried mint leaves or a
mint tea bag. For a larger quantity, use a pitcher or a
gallon glass jar and triple the quantity of mint.

-Arun Toke, born in India, is a tea-totaler.

Acknowledgements

Editor/Publisher: Arun Narayan Toke

What's in an Energy Drink?

Read the ingredients bifore you buy that power or energy
drink! Don't be surprised! Do you really want all those
processed sugars, artificial chemicals, and caffeine in your
body? One energy drink we looked at had these ingredi
ents, listed in this order: Carbonated water, sucrose,
glucose, sodium citrate, taurine, glucuronolactone,
caffeine, inositol, niacinamide, calciumpantothe
nate, pyridoxine HCL, vitamin B12, natural and
artificial flavors, colors.

Sumptuous Summer Smoothies
Choose a few ripe, juicy fruits (or

even frozen fruit) that you have
on hand-bananas, berries,

mangos, apples, pineapples,
pears, melons, whatever you
like! Wash, peel and cut the
fruit, as needed.
Put the fruit, two cups of
milk or buttermilk and one
cup of water in a blender.
Blend for about two min
utes. Makes 3 to 4 servings.

Optional: Crushed ice, a
touch of salt and black pepper.

Yogurt can also be used instead of
milk or buttermilk.

Very Veggie Vegan Drink

Wash and cut three fresh, ripe,
medium tomatoes, a bell

pepper, and a few leaves of
spinach, parsley or basil
(whatever you like). Add
a dash ofsalt, black pep
per and cumin powder
to taste. Blend for two
minutes. Serve chilled.
Makes 2-3 servings.
Drink it fresh! If you

want to brave it, add a
clove ofgarlic, a bit ofhot

pepper or a little onion to
make your mouth-watering,

no-sweat hot and cool drink!
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WINNING A YOUTH HONOR AWARD
What's (§)n Y~ur Mind?

MvEARS

My Voice
Can you hear my voice?
not the one you listen to
But my voice
My opinions, my emotions
My thoughts
you pay attention to the way
I talk but not
the way I speak
My point of view, my emotions, my ideas
My voice is encased
In a rotting trunk
Shoved to the back of a closet
Just like so many others
Whose voices are stuck in trunks
Thrown aside
So listen to a voice before you hear it.

-Michael Thomas, 13, German-American, New York.
"The recent loss if my father and older brother inspired this
poem. I lost them within a year of each other and had a hard
time expressing my emotions about it. I hoped that in writ
ing this poem, other people would be able to identify with the
jumble ifmixed emotions which accompany hard times. ))

THE WAIT WAS UNBEARABLE. It was
only the first week, and already it felt
like an eternity. But, to tell you the
truth, I was afraid of the results. I had
written an adventure story, working

long and hard to perfect every last,
wordy sentence, to submit it to Skipping

Stones. What if, when I sent it in, no one
cared to read it? What if older kids stole the awards?

Just a year before, my mom, brother and I trav
eled to Bali, Singapore and Japan, and I was itching to
write about it. Eventually, I produced a fictional story
about a girl traveling where I had, painting the scenes
of my travels, from the wild monkey sanctuaries of
Bali to the "Mock America." All the cultures were
woven in as much as possible. I didn't want to create a
boring piece of the "I went there, did this" kind.

After working on my story, I found an announce
ment for Skipping Stones. They were looking for
entries for their Honor Awards. It was perfect timing!
I wanted credit for my piece, and they wanted stories
for their magazine.

My mom and I looked at the requirements. There
it stated, in little block print letters, "750 words." My
piece was well over 2,000 words. I had some cut
ting to do! But soon enough, I found a way. Instead
of summarizing the entire story, I took an excerpt When I first came to this class, all the students
from it and added a significant ending. With the story were strangers to me. I sat near the back of the class
improved, I knew it was ready to send. room. Behind me sat some boys from other places.

After sending the story in, I had a long time to After two or three weeks, whenever we took a break,
wait. Who knew if I'd ever even get a comment from the boys would pull my ears until they became very
the magazine editors? But, like a reluctant little but- red. They called them, "Buddha's ears." I let them pull
terfly coming out of its cocoon, it came back. Not my ears, but I didn't like it. I wanted to stop them, but I
only did the story come back, but it had company. A was afraid they would be angry or think that I was very
huge box appeared at our door, containing a Skipping unfriendly, so I let them pull my ears.

Stones Magazine with my story sandwiched between In evening conversations, my ears were often men
other Honor Award stories. I had made it! At the tioned. Others said my ears were very nice, because
time, I was awestruck. I was satisfied that my work they are similar to Buddha's ears. Sometimes they
had paid off. laughingly said, "Why are your ears so big? Ha... Ha!"

Today, as I look back at that day, I feel that I have I realized that my ears had become longer and big-
finally found a way to share my feelings about almost ger so now when I notice someone coming to pull
everything. Satisfied with my first story, I will be my ears, I stop them. I want to protect my appearance.
looking forward to my next. No matter where I trav- These are my ears and I like my ears as they are; I don't
el, I will always have more to write about. ;.'*-. want them to be pulled, because then they will not

look good. ;.'*-.
-Kalia Bistolas, Oregon.

(Send YOllr 2007 wtries byJune 25. See p. 9 for details.) -Bstan 'dzin g. yang sgron (Sophia), 19, Tibetan, PRe.
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Edit~r's Mailbag!
Hello, I'm Tanya. I have been learning to play the

piano for seven years already. I only played nonsense
before I joined the music school. I also had weak fin
gers. So, I joined the school.

I study music theory-the structure of melodies
and the meaning of different chords. I have learned the
history of composers' lives. My teacher taught me not
only to press the keys and learn the songs, but also to
understand and love music. The main thing is to play
with your soul. I play classical music. I like Bach's fugues
and Kabalevsky's music.

But, the main thing for me is the competition for
the best execution of fast songs. It happens only once
a year.You must play with all of your skill. None of my
acquaintances understand why I like this competition so
much. This competition makes my life more interesting.
It's emotional, it's exciting and it's a trial.

I remember the last competition well. I had very
strong rivals. But, still, I had been prepared well, and
I was a serious competitor, too. The nearer it was to
my turn, the stronger the anxiety. And then, the most
intense moment came-my turn to play! One mis
take and that would be it! I played the prelude of
Kabalevsky-a very fast one. My fingers trembled in
the most difficult place. Not all went well, and I got the
second place. But, I lost by only a little.

I decided to continue studying at the music school.
There will be a competition again this year. And, I will
certainly win! A

-Tanya Polinskya, 13, Bologoye, Russia.

My name is Samantha

Poremba. My ancestors came
from Ireland and the Czech
Republic. My Great-grandfather
had to leave the Czech Republic
because of the threat of war. He
took his mother's wedding ring
and the clothes on his back and
came to America. He had to live
with strangers for twelve years

until his parents came over.

Right now, I'm learning how to speak Spanish.
My Spanish name is Soledad-that means sunny,
bright one, or the sun in general. Reading and writ
ing play important roles in my life. Over the sum
mer I read over 10,000 pages. In my spare time I play
lacrosse, basketball, volleyball and tennis. As you have
probably guessed, I love to use my hands!

At school we went on a field trip to the United
Nations building. Someday, I'd like to be a U.N.
ambassador for the United States. I also love to read
the New York Times Travel Section. If the U.N. path
doesn't work out, I'd like to be a journalist for the NY
Times. It would be great to travel the world and write
about everything I see.

As you probably already understand, I love to
learn. The best textbook to me involves people.

Cultures open so many doors. >-f<..

-Samantha Poremba, 12, New Jersey.

The 2007 Youth Honor Awards
Vlk invite youth entries on any of the following themes:

Culture and Diversity, Family and Society, Nature and

Environment, Dreams and Visions,Youth Activism,

Creative Conflict Resolution, Peace and Justice

Writing should be under 1) 000 words; poetr~ under 30 lines. Artwork)

non-English writing and photo-essays also welcome. Send by June 25.
Skipping Stones - Youth Honor Awards
P. O. Box 3939, Eugene, OR 97403 USA

editor@SkippingStones.org; www.SkippingStones.org
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On the Day You Were Born

VV'e recently invited you, the readers, to share
recollections of your births or adoptions. TIzank you
for your stories abollt those memorable days!

Art on these pages was done by England
born artist, Caroline M. Dunn, who now lives in
Eugene, Oregon.

Jacqueline, on the day you were born, I had a dream. At that time, I was
a single man and I was adopting a newborn baby on my own. No single man in
Oregon before me had adopted a newborn. But that's what I wanted. Well, in my
dream I saw myself giving birth to a blond baby girl. I woke up laughing and think
ing, "I am really crazy."

But when the call came later, I found out I was getting a girl. And when I picked
you up to take you home three days later, yes, you were

blond. I guess my dream wasn't so crazy.

On the day I picked you up I was so calm that I was able to drive our car
the 110 miles from Eugene to Portland. But once I got you, I couldn't let
you go and had to hold you all the way home (this was before the law that
everyone, even babies, had to be buckled in). My friend drove the car, and as
we drove down the interstate highway, a huge storm came up with thunder
and even lightning. It doesn't do that very often in our part of Oregon. But
there we were, me holding you and thunder and lightening crashing around
us. It was awesome and a wonderful sign about your specialness and powers. I
loved you the second I saw you and loved you more as we were driven home.

You seemed pretty happy and loving, too. ;.~

-Dr. Irwin Noparstak, Oregon.

Rachel with her sister Rebecca.

Rebecca, on the day you were born, I became the proudest older sister in the world. I already
had two little sisters, but when they were born, I was too young to remember.
On the day of your birth, I was already seven years old, old enough to help
with the new baby. Old enough to worry about Mama and about you.

Old enough to remember. Mama and Daddy left for the hospital early
that January morning. Grandma came to stay with the rest of us. Monica was
only two then; she started to cry when she couldn't find Mama. I told her that
when Mama came home, there would be a new baby to love. I don't think
she understood. She didn't stop crying.

I told my whole class that I was getting a new baby. Nobody cared. I had
been bragging about you for months. Besides, babies weren't anything special
among my classmates. Babies meant strollers and car seats and cookie crumbs
and diapers. They weren't exciting. But I was excited anyway.

My teacher didn't give me homework that day. On my way out the door
after school, she told me that she expected a full report about the baby. Eye
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color, hair color, everything. I smiled
and ran out the door.

Grandma took us to the hospital.
Mama was lying in bed, smiling, as
we ran to give her hugs.

"Where is the baby?" I asked.

Daddy took us to the nursery.
You were lying in your bed, wear
ing a tiny jumper that covered your
hands so you wouldn't scratch yourself. Your tiny eyes
were shut and your mouth was opening and closing as
you slept. I wondered what you were dreaming.

As we watched, you woke up.Your eyes opened and
looked right at us. I smiled at you. My baby sister. You
started to cry.

The nurse picked you up and took you to Mama.
After you fell asleep again, I held your little hand,
amazed at how strong you were. Daddy drove us home
that night. He told us that your name was Rebecca. It
was the most beautiful name I had ever heard.

You came home the next
day. I sat on the living room
chair and held you for the first
time.You were so perfect.

I just knew you loved me.
I knew I would love you, too.
I would protect you and teach
you as you grew.

You've gotten older since
then. We've played together, laughed togeth
er, cried together and fought together.
But in the last nine years, one thing hasn't
changed: I'm still the proudest older sister in
the world. J.~

-Rachel Mills, 16, Nevada.

Rachel adds, "1 live in afamily that seems large

to most Americans. 1 have an older brother and three

little sisters. The youngest one, Rebecca, is seven

years younger than me. She and 1 are very close,
and 1 will neverforget the day she was born. JJ

Andrea & Mom: then and now
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Andrea in the incubator.

On the day I was born, I was three
months early and weighed 1 lb. 14 ounces. My
feet were so small they looked like postage stamps,
and my arms so skinny they looked like pencils.
The doctors said I had a fifty-percent chance of
living. My mom has toxemia, a disease that comes
with pregnancy. She had seizures and almost died.

I was in an incubator with tubes attached
to me, and my mom and dad couldn't hold me. But

they could reach into the incubator and lay their hands on me, with gloves
on, and pray to God that I would live. They prayed every day for me. The
hospital machines went "beep, beep, beep" whenever I needed help from the
nurses. That made my mom and dad very nervous.

After two weeks, Mom could hold me on her chest for the first
time, even though I was still attached to all the wires. She couldn't
hold me for long for fear I would get too cold. At last, over two
months after I was born, I was able to come home from the hospital. I
am very thankful that God answered my parents' prayers with a miracle,
and that neither my mom nor I died when my birth took place. J.~

-Andrea Alloway, 10, Connecticut.
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Tibetan Sand Mandala
An Ancient Kind of Sand Castle (with a purpose!)

Tibetan Buddhist Altar with the
Dalai Lama in the Center.

Who is the Dalai Lama?

The Dalai Lama is
Tibet's Head of State
and a Buddhist spiritu
al leader. He was born
to a farming family, but
when he was a young
child, monks deter
mined that he was the
reincarnation of the
13th Dalai Lama. Thus,
he began a specialized
education at the age of
six in order to continue
the work of the Dalai
Lama. He serves Tibet
politically from exile
in Dharmasala, North
India, where he fled as
a result of the Chinese
occupation of Tibet. As
a Buddhist spiritual mas
ter, he frequently deliv
ers spiritual teachings on
topics such as compas
sion, religious tolerance
and non-violence.

Tibetan monks refer to it as a mandala. It is a circle, five-feet across
and completed after three or more days using millions of grains of sand
in fourteen different colors. The complicated pattern draws attention
and focus to the center as a point of meditation.

The monks start a mandala with an opening ceremony of music and
meditation. Once an outline of the pattern is put down, the slow process
of filling in the areas with colored sand begins. Using a notched metal
tube filled with sand, the monks rub another piece of metal against it in
order to regulate the sand flow.

Once the mandala is completed, a closing ceremony with more
music and meditation occurs, and the mandala is wiped clean. What was
once a delicate pattern of colors becomes a pile of mixed sand. This is a
vital part of the creation of a mandala, demonstrating the Buddhist tenet
of impermanence. Simply put, everything changes and it is important not
to cling to things. One young audience member of a mandala clos
ing ceremony at the University of Minnesota stated, "There are more
important things than pretty pictures in the sand."

The sand is collected and shared with the audience as a blessing of
health. Whatever sand is left over is then released into a river to further
share this blessing. ~~

-jason TOupence, Minnesota.

This photo of a sand mandala was taken at a mandala-making ritual in Minnesota.
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Tibetan Students in China Write about Culture a Daily Life

Skipping Stones

Tibetan culture is famous all over the
world. There are various parts, such as thang
ka painting, architecture, embroidery, circle
dancing, weddings and proverbs. But the most
important parts of Tibetan culture are its art,
religion and language.

For a nationality, language
is most important. If you want
to preserve your identity, you
must preserve your language.
That is essential. Without a
language, Tibetans couldn't
speak or write anything to
prepare themselves for a bright
future.

Tibetan Buddhism also
plays a very important role in
Tibetan culture. As early as the
time ofKing Songtsan Gambo,
images of Buddha were intro
duced. A set of religions ritu
als, sacrifices and offerings were established.
When you chant "mani," you can fall asleep
without fear and wake up unharmed. It is a
fierce protector of our lives. So the majority of
people are devoted to Tibetan religion.

Tibetan art is present in the form of delicate
drawings and exquisite paintings called thangkas.
My hometown, Rebgong has become a center
for this kind of art. Year after year, large num
bers of tourists go there to visit. They admire
the dazzling thangkas which many of them
buy to decorate their homes and to remember
Tibetan culture after they leave.

These three parts of Tibetan culture are
fundamental: as basic as water is to life. Without
them there would be no great culture, there
would be almost nothing left. So, we should
preserve our culture, make it meaningful and
keep it alive. I hope future generations will
continue this bright culture so that it will exist
forever. ~~

-Pad-rna Mtso, "Emma.}}
Drawing of theTibetan Thangka is by Mari Mizobe.

May-August 2007

Morning Circumambulation

A large prayer wheel is near my home. At about
five-thirty in the morning, a ringing bell awakens me.
I reach the prayer wheel in three minutes, and see peo

ple going in and out of the build
ing. It's time for their morning cir
cumambulation. Each person holds
a string of prayer beads in their left
hand, and chants, "Om Mani Pami
Hung ..." Each time they complete
one chant, they use their thumb to
push back a bead. The dark of the
morning lifts. People return home.
It's now about six o'clock. ~~

-'jam Dbyang, "Steve.}}

Before Worship

Grandmother gets up at six
a.m., puts on her Tibetan robe, and
ties it with a sash. She sits on the
bed, puts on her slip-on shoes, and

sits before the Buddha image at the front of the room.
She chants scriptures for five or six minutes, then pre
pares a fresh butter lamp to replace the old lamp that
burned out during the night.

She takes a yellowed crutch beside the bed and
uses her sweet voice to wake my sister. She tells her to
milk the yaks and then she slowly walks outside.

Our cat always waits to be fed. Grandmother takes
milk mixed with tsamba and puts it before the cat. The
cat will switch its tail back-and-forth energetically
while enjoying its breakfast.

She totters to the place where she worships
Buddha, chants for a short time while catching her
breath complete
ly from the exer
tion of her walks,
removes her shoes
and prostrates to
Buddha. ~~

- Phyugs Skyid,
"Destiny. }} Art by
Tshe-brtan Sgroi

Ma, "Samantha.}}
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On the Way to the
Mountain Altar

As a child, on the 15th
day of every lunar month,
my father took me to the
mountain god altar, situated
at the peak of a high moun
tain in the southern part of
the county. Although it is
not snow covered, from far

away, it looks almost the same
as Mt. Fuji in Japan.

Many people make burnt
offerings at religious times or at
Losar (Tibetan New Year) because
they think this mountain gives
strong protection from evil and
inauspicious things. I clearly remem
ber my father taking a bag contain
ing wind horses, conifer needles,
fruit, tsamba, dried-grass and scrip
ture cloth. He carried the bag on
his shoulder with his left hand and
held my hand with his right. I didn't
like him to hold my hand because I
thought, "I am strong enough to
climb and if I look like I am afraid,
people will think I am not brave."

But I did need father's help
when the path steepened. The zig
zag path stretches a long way to the
mountain peak. Sometimes father
and I would rest when we reached
half way and we would look out
over the country below. He would
ask me where our home was and he
pointed it out when I couldn't find
it. After a short rest, we would go
on up the path. I would be breath
ing hard as we neared the top. I
would be hot and bathed in sweat,
but what a beautiful view! That
is the picture that comes into my
mind whenever I miss my home
while here at school. J.~

-Tshe-ring rdo rje, "Noah. JJ

Every Evening

Every evening before I go to bed, I climb up a notched log
ladder to the third floor of our house to reach our family shrine.
There is a light switch on the post inside.

If the shrine door is closed, I use my key to unlock it and
turn on the light. The shrine is not large like a temple, but it is
not small. It is six meters wide and three meters high. There are
nearly eighty Buddha images and many pictures of lamas; below
them is a long, narrow table with butter lamps, offerings and
small brass bowls of clean water for the deities. Many Buddha
images and tangkas were left by my ancestors.

To the left of the shrine, hanging on the wall between two
windows, is a large, expensive thangka purchased by my grandfa
ther. Scriptures are stacked near the windows on a wooden shelf.
To the right, there are three middle-sized thangkas, two small
prayer wheels and one large prayer wheel. There are two arm
chairs for my grandparents to sit in when they come to pray.

I pray to the Three Jewels, clasping my hands together and
touching them to my forehead. Then I prostrate three times and
sit on a square mat near the armchairs to wait for my family
members to come. When all of the family is assembled, my father
leans against one of the two large columns and chants mani for
half an hour. This is good for us and makes our lives longer. When
mani chanting is done, we all stand up, prostrate three times and

leave the shrine. J.~ -Mkha' 'gro, "Marissa. JJ

Just Before I Go To Bed

After supper, I collect the bowls and tsamba

box and put them back in their original places.
My brothers clean the living room and throw
the garbage away. We also pour out the tea
remaining in the kettle, wipe and fill it with
clean water and put it back on the stove
again. Some of my sisters get dry yak dung
and prepare for the next day's fire. After sev
eral minutes, we sit around the warm stove,
take out our beads, and hold a mani wheel-a
moment to pray.

My father begins reciting a prayer, and all my
family members loudly join in after him. The sound
of these repeated prayers and scriptures rises in the air.
We pray to Buddha for honesty and compassion; we pray for the
removal of sins and evil from our family; and we pray to have
good luck and prosperity. My family members close their eyes in
sincere prayer and concentrate on their scriptures. >-~

-Pa Sang, "Dakota. JJ
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Quiet~
So quiet,

I can hear myself breathe,
Like being on the beach at night,

My breath is the waves,
And the night is the silence.

Our Father

Poetry Page

My father

Who art in heaven

My father
Who resides on earth

Who is a stranger to me

And my family
Since the day ofbirth

But I must commend you on your
Contribution to my creation

So in all I say
I am sorry you missed so much

But thanks anyway.

-Diamond Riley, 16, Maryland.

Diamond adds: "My inspiration

for this poem was my mother's deter

mination and my feeling that although

I do not have a physical father who

takes care of me and looks eifter me,

I have God and he is my father. The

Lord blesses me constantly, keeps me

seife, wakes me up in the morning and

gets me to bed in one piece. My dreams

are to continue writing and make movies, meet people,

inspire and be inspired. I would also like to attend college
and major in Biostatistics within African-Americans. "

Diamond recently published a book, A Few Words
I Live By. For more info, see www.diamondriley.com.

•
•

•

•
•

•
•
•
•

• -Elliot Grindle, Appleton Village School, Maine. •
• •
• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •

• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •

Where's the reality?
Hyperspace.

Where's the reality?
Cyberspace.

Where's the reality?
Flying.

Where's the reality?
Aliens.

Where's the reality?
I know.

Reality is
A dream.

Which would mean
Life

Is a dream.
In that case

Would dreaming
Be a life?

Thinking, thinking.
The clock is ticking.

Our assignment
"Draw an

inspirational picture
for art."

I have a jar of ink
A thin paintbrush

Thinking, thinking.
The clock is ticking.

Suddenly
I get a brain wave.

What about drawing
Somebody drawing

A drawing
Of a drawing?

Confusing, I knOw.
But as brush meets paper

The lines start to flow.
Now I can

Let my brush go.

-Melanie Kazanstev, 7th grade.

"Hiya! A_A I'm Melanie Kazantsev! I

enjoy writing, drawing, roller-blading, day-dream

ing, and web-design. I have Ukrainian heritage,
with a bit of Russian and Siberian.
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Zodiac Constellations
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Cancer, Leo, Libra, Scorpio,
Sagittarius, Capricorn,
Aquarius and Pisces.

There are myths about the zodiacs, too. Here
is Scorpio's myth: Once, there was a hunter named
Orion who said he could hunt anything. That
angered the earth goddess, so she sent down a
huge scorpion to get Orion. Orion ran from the

scorpion and the scorpion chased Orion
into the water. Orion's sister followed
them into the water, and shot an arrow
at Orion's head, which she mistook for a
scorpion's head. It's a sad myth.

Anyone born from March 21 st to
April 19th has Aries as his or her sign.
Astrologers think people born under each
sign have certain characteristics. Aries is

supposed to be bold, energetic and strong-willed.

There are twelve Eastern symbols and twelve
Western symbols of the zodiac. The Eastern zodi
acs are a set of symbols used since ancient times in
China,Japan, Korea and other Asian countries.

The Cat and the Rat

The zodiacs help people by marking the sea
sons and month. The Asian calendar has been in
use for thousands of years. According to the Asian

calendar, the NewYear begins on the new sec-
ond moon after the Winter Solstice. Have you
been to the Chinese New Year festival? Have
you seen the dragons whirl by you as danc
ers twirl? The festive foods and bright colored
paper lanterns meet your eye. It is wonderful
to celebrate and welcome the Lunar New
Year! The Chinese Calendar signs are Rat, Ox,
Tiger, Rabbit, Dragon, Snake, Horse, Sheep,
Monkey, Rooster, Dog and Boar.

Zodiacs are interesting and useful things. The
next time you look at the night sky, think of how
the constellations can help you! You can find a
constellation with a star chart or map from the
library, and a telescope.

-Anna Gracey, 6th grade, NewJersey.

What's your Sign?

Astrologers divided the zodiacs into twelve
equal parts named after the twelve zodiac constel
lations. The twelve signs are Aries, Taurus, Gemini,

The warm summer night sky, with a thou
sand stars glittering. You watch them as you lay on
a fuzzy blanket; a gentle breeze floats by, as soft, wet
dew tickles your toes. So many constellations! How
can you possibly know them all? Start with the
important ones, the ones that helped the prehistor
ic people know how to mark the seasons and the
months, the zodiac constellations. A constellation is
a group of stars that form a shape or a pattern.

A Calendar in the Sky

Who made the zodiac constellations?
The prehistoric people probably noticed
that the seasons changed every year when
certain groups reached a certain position
in the night sky. These early people may
have invented the constellations by giv-
ing the groups names that could be rep-
resented by human, animal, or other figures. They
were using the zodiac constellations as a calendar.

Wait your Turn!

According to some historians, the constellations
of the zodiac were named in three stages. Gemini,
Virgo, Sagittarius and Pisces were named in 5000
B. C. Ancient Egyptians and Mesopotamians had
probably identified the constellations Taurus, Leo,
Scorpio and Aquarius as their seasonal markers.
Aries, Cancer and Libra were added in
1000 B.C. The earliest mention of all
twelve signs dates from 400 B.C.

Are the Stars Aligned?

Where are the zodiacs in the sky?
The Western zodiacs are all in one
circle. The Eastern zodiacs have no
connections with the constellations.
Peculiar! Over thousands of years, the
constellations have shifted their posi
tions in the night sky. That's why people have iden
tified different constellations at different times.
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THE 2.00 OF 2.0DIA(
The Rat

A sneaky grin of laughter

Sets this rodent apart
From the others of the same craft

The Ram
The first to complain

Over th~ simplest matters
Quiet Ram, can you not talk?

.~""':, .. .
.,' .

The Monkey
You need not fight to survive

You have incredible gifts of wits

and friendship
You live the luckiest life

The Dog
Live honestly and faithfully

To those you truly love
Your heart is so true, you are naive

SItars.
At night the stars are bright and glorious

In the morning it is so bright that the stars
Blend in with the sun

Just like they are friends
Just like me and you

If you see the first star in the sky
You can make a wish!

The Boar
Why do you not set
higher goals?
You have the power
to grasp them
But you must try

-Maya Gouw, 9, Chinese American, New York.

-Cooper Owen Meldrim, 7, New York.

The Rooster
You send warm, beating hearts
Be it true or not
Dreamers roam free

The Tiger
A sob of truth
Begging for life
for his independence

The Dragon
Do not raid the Dragon's nest

Strength will push you far
What lacks in romance makes
up for in strength

The Horse
Strong glares of selfishness
Yet extremely passionate
Intelligent horse, why act so?

The Rabbit
Asking for a single grain

Compassionate rabbit cannot say no

Thoughtful, humble heart.

The Snake
Quiver in fear of the snake
Persistence will lead you far
From the stunning, clever hiss

The Ox
A kind hearted smile is

Always free to help
Asks for none in return
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I was encouraged by my
teachers in school and, most
of all, by my grandmother. My
advice to young artists is to do
what you enjoy most as an artist.
I have enjoyed the experience of
being able to create artwork that
sometimes tells a story as well as
some that just bring pleasure to
the viewer.

It has taken time and practice
to achieve the standard by which
I like my work to be judged, but

it really gives me pleasure when
someone expresses enjoyment or asks me to do a
special piece of work for them.

I would like to encourage those of you inter
ested in creating art to practice constantly, carry a
sketchbook everywhere, and always be observant
of the world around you. i*..

-Artist Evette TOmlinson lives and works in Texas.

Skipping Stones

Meet the Artist: Evette Tom.linson

I am originally
from Jamaica, so most
of my work is ethnic.
I do a lot of portraits,
as well as animal and
plant life and other
themes from nature. I
was trained in paint
ing and print mak
ing, but for the past
few years I have done
mainly pen and col
ored pencil drawings.

In Jamaica, I
worked in a children's

library for a number of years and worked a lot
with children doing summer programs. I also
illustrated and wrote for the children's page of a
newspaper. As a result, much of my work is cen
tered around children at play or
just everyday life.

In addition to having been
influenced by everyday situations,
I have found that as an artist I have
also been influenced by the beauty
of the landscape that was around
me as a child. I loved going up
into the hillside and just sketch
ing and enjoying the beauty of
the valley from up there. Besides
the landscape, there was also the
beauty of the flowers and birds,
which I tried to capture in art as a
young person.
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2007 Skipping Stones Honor Awards!
This year, we honor 25 exceptional books with the 14th Annual Skipping Stones Honor Awards. Together, these

books encourage understanding of the world's diverse cultures, as well as nature and ecological richness. They pro
mote cooperation, nonviolence, respect for differing viewpoints, and close relationships in human societies.

We present these new books to you as the summer season stretches before us. It's a time of year when many
travel to explore new places in the world, or to revisit meaningful ones. While that kind of travel is wonderful
when possible, reading books is also a way to travel! You can check these books out from your public library, or
find them in your local bookstore. Through their pages, you will explore new places and even other time periods.
Welcome to this wonderful world of words!

Multicultural & International Books:
A Place Where Sunflowers Grow by Amy
Lee-Tai, illust. by Felicia Hoshino (Children ~ Book

Press). Picture book. ISBN: 0-89239-215-0.

This book is based on a true story about the
author's mother's family, who were also artists,just
like the main character Mari's parents. The col
ors of the pictures are warm and bright. For this
story, told in Japanese and English, the illustrator
has painted golden drawings using watercolors,
acrylics and tissue paper!

As her Mama tells her, "Flowers don't grow
easily in the desert." Can Mari adjust to living
in the Japanese internment camp? As Japanese
Americans, Mari and her family are sent to the
internment camps during World War II. They are
forced to leave behind all that they own, except
what they can carry. They must live under guard,
not knowing when they will be released. For
Mari this is hard because nothing in the desert
makes her happy, She can't seem to adjust or
make friends, until finally she begins to draw,
reminding herself of what made her happy when
she lived at home, and then the sunflowers grow.

Mari's story is about regaining hope when it
feels like one has lost everything they have ever
owned.

-Teyan So, Chinese American, high school senior.

Grandmama's Pride by Becky Birtha, illust. by Colin
Bootman (A. Whitman). Picture Book. ISBN: 0-80753028X.

Becky, an African American author, writes about a child
hood experience from the summer of 1956, when she was
six. Sara Marie and her younger sister travel by bus through
the segregated South with their Mom to visit their grand
mother in Virginia. As young children, her sister and she
were unaware of the law that only Whites could ride in the
front. As they boarded the bus Sara Marie's mother always
reminded them to go all the way to the back of the bus
that's where the best seats were, she'd explain. It's amazing
the steps their grandparents and parents took to shelter them
from these ugly laws for as long as they could.

Sarah Marie learns to read that summer. So she asks
her grandmother what the "white-only" signs mean. Her
grandmother explains the laws gently and with love. One
thing she said could have walked right out of my own
grandmother's mouth:"Some grown folks still don't seem to
understand that we're all of us, God's children." When Sara
Marie and her family return the next summer, the signs are
gone. However, the author explains that it was well into the
1960s before segregation ended.

The illustrations look like the real thing. The clothing
styles, hardware store and drug store look like I remember
them. This story will help any teacher explain discrimina
tion and segregation laws.

-Paulette Ansari, school librarian, Oregon.
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Time's Memory by Julius Lester
(Farrar Straus Giroux). Jr. high and
high school. 230p. ISBN: 0-374
37178-4.

Julius Lester plunges the read
er into the hearts and emotions of
Africans captured and brought to the
US on slave ships. Confronted by
the atrocious abuse and inhumane

conditions on the slave ships and plantations, one vis
cerally understands their physical and spiritual torment.
A portrait of Southern White culture before the Civil
War also emerges.

Through the life of Ekundayo, a Dogon spirit
inhabiting the body of a young African-American
slave, this impeccably written story addresses profound
themes of life and death, the spirit's life after death,
grief and loss, spirituality, and finding personal peace.
Ekundayo is sent to bring peace to the nyama, the souls
of the dead, by the god Amma, creator of life and death.

Though the subject matter is heartwrenching, the
ending is very satisfYing-an excellent springboard for
class discussion.

-Yvonne Young, storyteller and grandmother.

Drumbeat in Our Feet
by Patricia A. Keeler and
Julio T. Leitio, illust. by
Patricia A. Keeler (Lee and
Low). Picture Book. ISBN:
978-1-58430-264-3.

Vitality, community
and connection to the past

are captured in this celebration of a youth dance troupe.
Illustrations of spirited dancing sweep the pages of this
book, showing how the ancient Mrican dance tradition
has inspired the Batoto Yetu dance troupe of NewYork.
This book brilliantly blends modern and traditional
cultures. A reader can almost hear the call-and-response
and rhythmic drumbeats that move these dancers.

Information is provided about the instruments and
beliefs represented by the various dances and shown
through body painting and costumes. The illustrations
show enough of the dance movements that readers can
jump up and improvise the steps on their own. It is dif
ficult to read this book without moving your feet!

-Nina Forsberg.

Night Boat To Freedom by Margot Theis Raven,
illust. by E.B. Lewis (Farrar, Straus & Giroux). Picture
Book. ISBN: 0374312664.

Our story begins in slavery with Granny Judith and
twelve-year-old Christmas John. When she asks him to
row a young slave woman across the river to Ohio, he
goes despite his fear of being caught. The language is
very beautiful: "I know you got fear, child," Granny Ju
dith says, "but what scares the head is best done with the
heart ... I'll be here praying and waitin' to know what
color Molly wore to freedom."

For the next four years Christmas John rows people
over to the freedom side. He asks what color each is
wearing so he can tell Granny Judith. She is making a
freedom quilt with the colors people wore to freedom.
Finally there are only two quilt pieces remaining before
the quilt will be complete. She hands Christmas John
a fine turkey red shirt and tells him, "this is your color
to freedom." Christmas John runs almost to the hidden
rowboat. But he returns for Granny Judith and he tells
her, "Freedom's got no color for me without you."

The illustrations are bold and rich. You can easily
read expressions on the faces of the people. This story
was put together from a collection of slave narratives.

-Paulette Ansari, school librarian, Oregon.

Malian's Song by Marge Bruchac, illust. by Wil

liam Maughan (Vt?rmont Folklife Center). Picture Book.
ISBN: 0-916718-26-3.

Malian's Song tells the true history ofwhat occurred
when Major Robert Rogers raided the St. Francis
Abenaki village in 1759.

The Abenaki village is preparing for a big feast
to celebrate the return of the hunters, a good har
vest, and the marriage of Malian's cousin. As the vil
lage is celebrating, Malian's cousin steps outside the
Council House for a breath of air. Hiding in the bushes,
Samadagwis, who is scouting for the "White Devil,"
secretively warns her that strangers are coming to burn
the village. The villagers escape and the story of that
night was passed on through Malian to her descendents
via oral history.

This account is a good example of the value and
importance of oral history passed on from generation to
generation. The illustrations give us a lively and colorful
glimpse into the daily life of an Abenaki village.

-Beth Eifurth, avid reader and well-traveled educator.
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Ryan and Jimmy by Herb Shoveller (Kids
Can Press). ISBN: 978-1-55337-967-6.

Ryan and Jimmy is an incredible account
of a boy, Ryan Hreljac, and his belief in help
ing others. What starts out as a topic that
Ryan's first grade teacher shares with her
students ends in his determination to bring
fresh water to the village ofAgweo, Uganda.

Determined to build a well for $70, Ryan
works hard to earn this amount to send to Agweo.
Unfortunately, Ryan finds out that $70 will only buy a
hand pump-$2,000 is needed to build an entire well.
With the help of many kind hearted people, Ryan
raises the necessary amount. When he discovers that
$25,000 will purchase a drill so that many wells can be
created, he finds more people to help him raise it.

This is just the beginning of how Ryan helps a
village: later, Ryan and his family help save a young
Ugandan boy, Jimmy, from certain death, and he
becomes a member of Ryan's family.

Ryan's story is made of material that one might
find in a Hollywood movie, but it's a true story. Ryan
andJimmy is a must-read in today's world.

-Beth Eifurth.

Rules by Cynthia Lord (Scholastic
Press). Middle grades. 200 p. ISBN:
0-439-44382-2.

It is difficult for us to accept
what we cannot fully understand.
In this book, twelve-year-old
Catherine aches to have an aver
age life without the rules that her
younger autistic brother, David,
needs. Desperately hoping to
make new friends, she meets

someone who does not quite fit
her description of "normal," but nonetheless wins her
heart and proves that difference is not shameful.

This empowering and endearing novel teaches
acceptance, a value that is not often stumbled upon in
young adult literature. The reader instantly becomes a
part of the lives of two amazing children who deal with
differences everyday. The story emphasizes personal
growth, acceptance of diversity and different lifestyles.
Lord writes with amazing use of visual language and
detailed scenes that could almost bring one to tears.

-ChrissyJahn, 18, high school senior.

Royal Koi and Kindred Spirits by Rich
ard M. Wainwright, illust. by Becky Haletky
(Family Life). ISBN: 1-928976-02-6.

Tamiko and her family move to
Greenville, Virginia from Japan, along with
her three prized Koi, and she is nervous about
what to expect. Little does she know how the
friends she meets will change her life and the
incredible legacy they will create together.

Sergio, one ofTamiko's new classmates, has been
bravely fighting cancer. Tamiko invites him and the
class to visit her father's new Koi ponds. The visit is
such a success that plans are made to create a Japanese
garden for all to enjoy, especially cancer patients and
their families. Tamiko and her friends decide to take
their project a step further, seeing it as a way to raise
money for a much-needed van to take chemotherapy
patients to and from the hospital, and to honor these
children's courage. However, the largest sacrifice of all
comes when Tamiko learns first-hand what it means to
give up what you truly love for the happiness of others.

This illustrated chapter book shows how much a
community can accomplish with enthusiasm and hard
work, the tremendous value that comes from sharing
cultures, and how to make newcomers feel welcome.
Issues facing children with cancer are addressed with
sensitivity, emphasizing that it is not length of life that
matters, but the joy and friendship it contains.

-Shannon Lattin.

Crossing Bok Chitto: A Choctaw Tale ofFriendship &

Freedom by Tim Tingle, illust. by Jeanne Rorex Bridges
(Cinco Puntos). Picture Book. ISBN: 0-93817-77-6.

Crossing Bok Chitto is a beautifully illustrated story
of courage and friendship. It is about how courageous
Native Americans help African American slaves win
their freedom.

My favorite part of the story is how the friend
ship between Little Mo, an African American boy, and
Martha Tom, a Native American girl, helps save Little
Mo's family. Martha Tom goes to the slave church and
learns their songs. She sings the songs to her people
in the Choctaw language. Little Mo needs to find the
secret stepping stone pathway that Martha Tom had
shown him to cross the river, because if slaves crossed
Bok Chitto to the Choctaw side, they were free. Martha
Tom's mom and other women dance in the moonlight
to help Little Mo's family cross Bok Chitto to safety.

-Lena Shulz, 4th grade.
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Up Before Daybreak: Cotton
and People in America by Deborah

Hopkinson (Scholastic). Nonfic-
. tion. Middle grades and up. 104

p. ISBN: 0-439-63901-8.
Up Bifore Daybreak tells the

story of cotton in America-a
story soaked by the sweat, and
told through the toil, oflaborers.

It follows the cotton industry from the pre-civil
war days of slavery through the industrial revolution,
shedding light on the workers who made America's
cotton products possible.

Readers learn that children in the South, both black
and white, spent their days picking cotton to help feed
their families instead of playing and going to school.
They learn that young women in the North left their
family farms for cotton mill jobs in cities. Poignant his
torical photographs include images of barefoot children
working alongside adults in the fields, trailed by huge
bags for cotton. Others depict young laborers working
with, or resting upon, overwhelming puffs of cotton.

Up Bifore Daybreak concludes by likening these
working conditions of the American past to some
modern day labor practices, encouraging us to famil
iarize ourselves with the origins of our clothing and
support fair working conditions for all. Well-told back
ground information, first-hand accounts and historical
photographs are searnlessly woven together to create
this story ofpromise, exploitation, and perseverance.

-Nina Forsberg, high school teacher and editor.

Landed by Milly Lee, illust. by Yangsook Choi (Frances
Foster I FSG). Picture Book. ISBN: 0-374-34314-4.

As we are a nation of immigrants, it is heartwarm
ing to read Landed by Milly Lee, which tells the true
story of her father-in-Iaw's journey from China to San
Francisco, gateway to the western shores of America.
Lee Sun Chor has our empathy as he stands innocently
on the docks awaiting his fortune, and hoping not to
dishonor his family. Sun must remember the numerous
details of his home and village to prove to the immigra
tion officials that he is not a "paper son," but a true son
ofa Chinese merchant returning to America.

With vivid illustrations, Landed allows us to enter
Sun's world, one of uncertainty and innocence, as he
awaits acceptance into a new culture.

-Deborah Gelzer, elementary school teacher and mother.

David and Max by Gary Provost
and Gail Provost Stockwell ljewish
Publication). Middle grades. 164 p.
ISBN: 978-0- 8276-0837-5 .

When 12-year-old David
doesn't make his school basketball
team, he despairs because his short
ness may keep him from getting
a chance to excel in his favorite
sport. His loving family hopes that
David will come to terms with his
disappointment when they bring him along on an
impromptu vacation to the Massachusetts seashore.
David's especially close relationship to Max Levine,
his grandfather, deepens through an investigation they
share: Max encourages David to play detective in seek
ing B.B., who appears from Max's distant past. David
uncovers powerful mysteries while sleuthing for B.B.
and brings hidden tragedies to light.

David and Max gives insight into Jewish-American
culture, history, values and humor. The book is full of
rich characters whether they are warm, wise, playful or
eccentric. I most enjoyed Max with his colorful dialect
and admonition that, "Your heart must be filled with
only good things." Max's mischievous nature and life
affirming fascination with people is particularly appeal
ing as horrific events in his past are revealed.

This book was right up my alley. I recommend it to
readers with a wide variety of interests: basketball, mys
tery, history, travel, art, self-discovery, and more!

-Cheri BlackJamily history researcher and mother.

Little Mama Forgets by Robin Cruise, illust. by
Stacey Dressen-McQueen. Picture Book. (Melanie
Kroupa Books IFSG). ISBN: 0-374-34613-5.

You have to experience this incredibly sweet
book-a heart-warming love song sung by a grand
daughter for her abuelita, who lives with her. Little
Mama Forgets offers a vivid portrait of an extended
Mexican-American family, and brings to life universal
values such as selfless love and acceptance. In her old
age, abuelita may forget a few details but she never for
gets to express her love for her grandchildren!

You will appreciate the tender loving care with
which this book has been created. A perfect read for
bedtime, storytime, anytime!

-Arun Toke, editor and father.
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Dear Miss Breed: 'True Stories if the Japanese American
Incarceration during World War II and a Librarian who Made
a Difference by Joanne Opperheim (Scholastic). Middle
school and up. 288 p. ISBN: 0-43956992-3.

This book tells the story of Japanese incarceration
through the eyes of youth who corresponded with a
children's librarian, Clara Breed. In a time when mass
hysteria drove the country to incarcerate innocent citi
zens simply because of their ancestry, Miss Breed had
the courage to speak out against this injustice.

On April 7, 1942, the day set for the Japanese and
Japanese-American "relocation" from the West Coast,
Miss Breed rushed to the train station in search of
the children she had come to know and love. She
handed them books and stamped postcards, asking
them to write to her. This simple act of encouraging
and enabling correspondence made her a hero to many
Japanese-American children because it gave them hope
and a voice in the "outside" world.

The book blends together historical information,
Congressional testimony, Miss Breed's articles in defense
of Japanese Americans, and the letters the children
wrote to her. It provides for a striking contrast between
the children's often optimistic perception of what was
going on around them and the bleak truth. A wonder
ful teaching resource for social studies / history classes.

-Elsa Carcamo, University oj Oregon student intern.

John Lewis in the Lead: A Story oj the Civil Rights
Movement by Jim Haskins and Kathleen Benson, illust.
by Benny Andrews (Lee and Low). Picture Book. ISBN:
978-1-58430-250-6

As we begin this book, we identify with the chil
dren and families living in poor conditions. Abruptly,
we find out that because all are Black, they live under
laws of segregation. They cannot vote, eat in restaurants,
check out books from the library, or choose which
school they attend.

We also meet an active leader in the movement for
Black liberation, John Lewis, now a U. S. Congressman.
With Lewis leading, Black people who had suffered
enough risked their own safety and sometimes their
lives in order to gain rights legally. They marched and
were brutally beaten or jailed, and they held sit-ins to
demand the right to eat in restaurants. Non-violent
means were used to bring about change, and sympa
thetic Whites joined in the Blacks' efforts.

This picture book shows that it is possible for a

children's book to do justice to the Black struggle to
emerge out of slavery and become citizens with equal
rights. I would like to place this book into every house
hold in the land.

-Hanna Still, educator and grandmother.

Face to Face With Katrina Sur
vivors: A First Responder's 'Tribute
by Lemuel A. Moye (Open Hand).
Middle school to adult. 232 p. ISBN:
978-0-940880-771.

Here's an opportunity to know
intimately the compassion and gra
cious strength of heart that char
acterized survivors of Katrina. The
author, a physician who went to
Houston's Astrodome to help evacuees, was motivated
to write the book to help dispel the media's false, nega
tive images of survivors. He artfully tells the real stories
of patience, pride, and conviction to embrace life.

We hear about people who passed up getting
on rescue boats because they would not desert their
beloved pets. (The boats would not take animals.) A
father stood for 50 hours with his asthmatic daughter
on his shoulders so she could breathe above the severe
ly congested air of the New Orleans Superdome.

Even though many stories are troubling, the over
riding theme of hope and compassion make reading
the book a positive experience. I felt like an insider,
hearing real stories from real people.

-Charlotte Behm, author and educator.

The Ruiz Street Kids-Los Muchachos de la Calle
Ruiz by Diane Gonzales Bertrand (Pinata). Middle
grades. 105 p. / 112 pagina~. ISBN: 1-55885-321-9.

This English-Spanish bilingual book brings to
life the hot summer vacation days in a working-class
neighborhood in the Southwest. The characters are
well-developed, and I was easily drawn into their lazy
summer day activities-bicycling, swimming and birth
day parties. And, of course, no story would be complete
without a "villain." David, the new kid on the block, is
the "mean" character in this book.

This sometimes humorous, at times exciting, and
culturally informative adventure will definitely prove to
be engaging for ages 9 to 12. Unlike many other bilin
gual books, you flip this young adult novel over to read
it in the other language.

-Arun TOke.
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Nature and Ecology Books:
No Room for Napoleon by Adria Meserve (Farrar

Straus Giroux). Picture Book. ISBN: 0-374-35536-3.

The book is about a small brown dog, Napoleon,
who is sailing. As he looks through his telescope he
spots an island. When he reaches the shore, a bear, a
bunny and a crab invite him to stay. Napoleon quickly
sets out to build his house. His friends want to help,
so he stops working and orders them to do it for him.
When the house is finished, the three friends discover
that the house has destroyed the island. So they leave
for another island. But when Napoleon finds them,
they tell him, "There's no room for Napoleon!"

Napoleon makes a deal with his friends: if he puts
everything on the old island back the way it was, they
will come back. Once he does, they return and rejoice.
The pictures are colorful and the author has good word
choice, so the book is incredible. The story teaches us to
respect the environment and our friends.

-Raina Kamrat, grade 4.

Just for Elephants by Carol Buckley (Tilbury House).

Picture Book. ISBN: 978-0-88448-283-3.

This story of two elephants, Jenny and Shirley,
reveals the complexity and intelligence of elephants
and their amazing memories. Shirley has lived at a zoo
for many years and is sold to the Elephant Sanctuary in
Tennessee because she can no longer perform tricks.
When Shirley arrives at the Sanctuary, she is isolated
until she gets used to the new elephants. But soon, one
elephant, Jenny, comes into the barn and tries to climb
over the bars. The two elephants trumpet and cry big
elephant tears for they realize they knew each other
many years ago when they were in the same circus.

I received a newsletter from the Elephant Sanctuary
that announced that Jenny has died recently. It was
noted that Shirley was close by when Jenny passed, after
sharing happy years together since they were reunited.

-Charlotte Behm, educator.

Well-Schooled Fish and Feathered Bandits: The

Wondrous Ways Animals Learn from Animals by Peter
Christie. (Annick). Ages 8-12. ISBN: 1-55451-045-7.

Orangutans with regional rain dances, dolphins that
wear nose protectors, and cannibalistic chickens are just
a few of the real-life animals that populate this hilarious
and informative book. Photographs on each page catch
creatures acting out antics they've learned from other
animals. Starlings learn to steal quarters from a car wash

2007 Skipping Stones Honor Awards

coin machine. Rats sniff each others' breath to decide
what to eat for dinner. Humpback whales learn new
songs from travelers. Fun facts let you browse the pages
quickly, while more in-depth descriptions elaborate on
some of the more interesting animal tricks.

Christie emphasizes that it's not just people who
use tools, teach their young, and pick up tricks from
friends-adaptation can be as important to survival as
instinct, and we need to reconsider what we label as
strictly human. After reading this book it is clear that
social structures of the natural world are much more
complex than we could have imagined.

-Shanrwn Lattin, University oj Oregon student intern.

Kelly of Hazel Ridge by Robbyn Smith van
Frankenhuyzen, illust. by Gijsbert van Frankenhuyzen
(Sleeping Bear). Picture Book. ISBN: 1-58536-268-9.

Written from the standpoint of a young girl grow
ing up on her family's farm, Kelly oj Hazel Ridge engag
es the reader on many levels, offering a broad portrait
of a place, family, and their farm life. Beautiful illustra
tions showing the lush landscape of the farm draw the
reader in to a delightful world where people and ani
mals live in peace with each other. Double pages illus
trating a moment in Kelly's day, or a dreamed vision,
further reinforce the story while at the same time easily
conveying stories of their own.

Love of nature and the
importance of a humble and
careful stewardship are illustrat
ed by the daily actions of the
characters. Their rewards are the
joy of finding peace and love in
the very existence of their fam
ily, the animals, and Nature as a
whole. This book also alludes to
the fragile and transient nature
of life and does not shy away
from pointing out that not every effort will be reward
ed with a happy ending.

This book can be appreciated by all ages. It encour
ages us to take conscious ownership of our actions
in the natural world and appreciate it for its strength,
beauty and temporary nature. It also encourages us to
contemplate nature and let its magic spell work on us
as we realize that we are part of it.

-Alain Rebeyrol, architect andJather oj two boys.
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-Nicole Degli Esposti, assistant editor.

Teaching Resources:

Nurturing the Peacemakers
in Our Students: A GlIide to
Writing & Speaking Gilt abollt Is
slles of War & of Peace by Chris
Weber (Heinemann). 210 p. ISBN:
978-0-325-00749-6.

Nurturing the Peacemakers
provides ways for students to
cultivate their language skills
through units focused on peace
making. If students are heartbroken
or outraged at something they learn about through
reading, how can they act to prevent similar tragic
occurrences? If an injustic in the real world outrages
or disheartens students, how can they use language to
defend human rights? Nurturing the Peacemakers sug
gests using non-fiction literature--first hand accounts,
news media, and photographs-to encourage various
types of writing and critical thinking. Weber also sug
gests creating experiential simulations to foster empa
thy, such as placing "landmines" to be avoided around
a classroom. Many suggested teaching units culminate
in taking action to change what students have come
to feel is wrong as a result of their study.

This book is for visionary teachers who feel
compelled to integrate consideration of war and
other types of conflict resolution into their curricu
lum, encouraging respect for humanity and nonvio
lent forms of conflict resolution. The suggestions help
an educator carefully manage discussion of the poten
tially divisive issue of war with the sensitivity needed
to make all students feel their views are respected and
heard fairly.

The ability to empathize and listen to other
viewpoints is a trait that will serve the world well as
the students use their language skills to affect posi
tive change for humanity. Social studies, geography,
language arts teachers can readily use these activities,
modified to fit the goals of their existing curriculum.

-Nina Forsberg, assistant editor.

Acknowledgements:
VT1e would like to thank all the readers and reviewers

parents, teachers, librarians, students and interns-for their
contributions. With your diverse perspectives, the awards
become truly multicultural. We will be reviewing many
noteworthy books and resources not selected for the awards
in our upcoming issue. -Editors.

Black Ants and Buddhists:
Thinking Critically and Teaching

Differently in the Primary Grades by

Mary Cowhey (Stenhouse). 244 p.
ISBN: 1-57110-418-6.

Black Ants and Buddhists will
rejuvenate the imaginations of
primary grade educators pas
sionate about empowering their
students to "think globally and

act locally." Largely in narrative form,
Cowhey, a former community organizer and current
elementary school teacher, describes the diversity and
social justice issues which arise in her classroom, as well
as how she engages her class in discussion and even
action beyond the classroom. Her students write letters to
community leaders, collect funds for charity and engage
in the sort of dialogue one might expect from students
much older. These first- and second-graders even start a
voter registration drive! Cowhey's book reveals an inqui
ry-based classroom at its finest-reflective, sensitive and
engaged by the world around it! She also shares student
work, sample classroom schedules and lesson plans.

-Nicole Degli Esposti.

People and Wildlife: COIif/ict or Coexistence? Edited by
Rosie Woodroffe, Simon Thirgood &

Alan Rabinowitz (Cambridge). 497 p.
ISBN: 0-521-5303-5.

This international collection
of essays on the conflicts between
humans and wildlife covers the gamut
from preventing animal attacks on
humans to the wolf-human conflict.
In its essence, this book examines the
ways in which humans and animals

live in conflict and cooperation. People and Wildlife
does not tie up all the loose ends of the conflicts between
us and wildlife, but rather, reveals the complexity and
ambiguity of a world which people and animals muddle
through, with separate needs and goals.

The writing is quite academic, but the subject is sure
to captivate students and educators alike, making People
and Wildlife is an excellent resource for teachers covering
environmental issues or global studies at the middle or
high-school level.
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No School for a Year!
Two brothers} Peter Picado-Curtis} 13} and Paul Picado-Curtis} 11} share what it was

like to travel around the worldJar a year with theirJamily instead ofattending regular school.

Peter: Skipping a year of
school was no problem for my
brother Paul and me. During
our adventure around the world,
tackling four continents and
27 countries all in one year,
we acquired a great wealth of
knowledge that we could not
have possibly gained if we had
attended our regular school for
our eighth and sixth grade years.

Paul: We started in Central
America and spent about two
months traveling there. Then we
moved to Asia for four months.
Our next stop was East Africa
for two months. For the last part
of our trip, we traveled through
Mediterranean Europe, where
we spent five months.

During the trip, we also
worked on three volunteer projects-one in Thailand
and two in Africa. In Khao Lak, Thailand, the com
munity hardest hit in the tsunami, we made boats for
fishermen who had lost theirs.

On the trip, we were home-schooled, but it was
different than regular home-school. We had a math
workbook, read some other books, and learned about
the cultures of the countries we visited by reading
CultureGrams.com about each of the countries, but

most of our learning came from
the trip itself. As we visited the
sights, we learned about the
natural, historical and cultural
aspects of each country.

Throughout the trip, we
kept a travelogue of what we
did and learned, and at the end
of our visit in each country, we
wrote a "cultural reflection"
about one of the highlights of
the country. For example, after
volunteering in Thailand, as part
of a cultural reflection, I wrote:
"After this week I've learned a lot.
I learned how to use power tools,
carve, build boats, the steps in sand
ing wood, and learned more about
the tsunami. I also learned that I
really like to volunteer and I want
to do more volunteering. JJ

Peter: This independence in our education
allowed us more freedom in our learning than a pre
scribed curriculum does. We sharpened our writing
skills by writing essays on the books that the school
gave us before we left and through our daily travel
ogues. In Uganda, I was inspired to start writing a book,
and I'm looking to complete it in the upcoming year.

A down-to-earth understanding of science came as
we studied and documented species of mammals and
birds in their natural habitats. My brother Paul became
the trip guide as he usually spotted more animals than
the professional guides!

Paul: I got really into seeing all the animals across
the world and began recording every animal we saw. I
eventually created an Excel spreadsheet that document
ed common and scientific names, how many of each
species we saw, in which park the animal was sighted,
and notes about the animal's behavior, appearance or
other interesting observations. Overall, we saw 23 pri
mates, 195 birds, and 60 mammals-over 278 animals.
One of my favorite sightings was two tiger cubs and
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their mother in Kanha National Park in central India.
We didn't get to stay long with the tigers but it was still
in the top five most amazing experiences of my life.

Peter: Of course, geography was a given as we
learned all the main cities and some small towns, rivers,
mountains and other major geographical landmarks in
each country that we visited.

Paul: In India, we saw the first, third, fourth,
and fifth highest mountains in the world: Everest,
Kanchenjunga, Lhotse and Makalu. As the sun came
over the clouds, it illuminated half ofMt. Kanchenjunga,
the third highest. Everyone was running to get the
best view. I spilled half my hot tea because one guy
screamed at the top of his lungs that the sun was rising
as I was walking by him! When the sunrise was done,
everyone started to leave but there were still some great
views. We got to see Mt. Everest, just the top of it, but
we saw it and Mt. Lhotse and Mt. Makalu!

Peter: Languages also come much easier if you are
actually in the country having to speak another lan-

guage. Though we never had to rely fully on another
language to get by, we did acquire a basic under
standing of all languages of the countries we visited
(except Hindi which was very difficult). I was able to
develop minimal proficiency in Spanish, Malay/Bahasa
Indonesian, Kiswahili, Italian and Portuguese. I under
stand basics of Spanish, Italian and Portuguese which I
still use and study today.

History was abundant in all the places we visited,
though we were aided by a helpful resource in the
CultureGrams. Lonely Planet also provides considerable
information about each country in the front of their

Sketching at the 'Temple of Bayon,
Angkor Wat, Cambodia.

books. Our view of the world is much different now
that we have visited all these places.

Paul: It didn't feel like we were learning, but we
were. It's different from school where you're sitting in a
classroom; on the trip, we were learning while we were
seeing things-and seeing really cool things!

Peter: Music, of course, is heard the world over,
though we did not get to participate in making it as
much as we do at home. However, I did start to learn
the basics of playing the guitar in Kenya when we went
to the house of our good friend Sampuli, who was our
Maasai safari guide and a very talented musician. He
taught me a song on the guitar.

Paul: For me, one of the highlights of the trip was
celebrating my 12th birthday in the Maasai village of
Enoosaen. After my birthday, one of my Maasai friends,
Elijah, took Peter and me herding with him for a cou
ple of days. We learned his routine of taking the cows
down to the river to drink water and then sitting with
them as they eat grass. We left the cows grazing and
then went and got the goats to drink at the river and
graze. In the afternoon, we gathered them all together
and herded them back to the stalls where they would
be safe for the night.
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Uganda: Peter helps Lydia work the
land at Kabale Community Garden.

Kenya: Chatting with neufoundfriends in Enoosaen village.

Photos by Peter and Paul's father, Steve Curtis, Oregon.

Peter adds: "if you would like to read more about our trip,

visit our website, www.picadocurtis.net. My travelogues are

at: www.picadocurtis.netlpg64.ifm. JJ

contrary. In Laos, a country where Americans dropped
over two million tons of bombs in an effort to squash
the Pathet Lao and destroy the North Vietnamese sup
ply lines during the Vietnam War, we encountered
extremely warm-hearted people. Our two Laos guides
(To and Ta), on our three-day trek into a natural area in
northern Laos, invited us over to their homes, and we
still keep in contact with them. We encountered this
kindness all over the world and in every country.

Also, some people will say that in larger CItIes,
like the capitals of many countries, there is lots of
unchecked violence. Yes, I agree that usually you will
find more crime in the big cities; we were robbed in
Nairobi. However, just because there is crime in the
big cities does not make the entire country undesirable

or unstable. If this criterion
were applied to the USA, the
States would be considered
highly dangerous.

Paul: Now that we're
back in regular school, Peter
and I are doing fine academi
cally. It seems that we learned
just as much on the trip as
we would have in school, but
had a lot more fun because
we got to see so many sights.

Peter: One of the main
questions when we arrived
back was about our school
ing. No, we did not have to
re-do a year; I'm currently a
freshman in high school. Our
teachers were extremely sup

portive of our endeavor. Our learning came more natu
rally, and I think that some of these subjects were much
better taught out traveling than in a classroom.

The trip was an unforgettable experience that I
am truly fortunate to have been a part of. It taught me
about other cultures and civilizations that I had no clue
existed. I was given a different perspective of the world
that has changed how I look at everything now.

Kenya: Paul volunteers in the Enoosaen village water project.

Peter: I discovered, first-hand, that
the media plays a significant role in
shaping public opinion, for better or
for worse, usually the latter.

Before leaving on this trip, I was a
twelve-year-old 7th grader. Back then,
the world appeared daunting. Initially,
I was unsure of the challenges or set
backs we would face. The media was
successful in sparking a fear in me.
Although common sense would usu
ally kick in, there was always a nag
ging thought that terrorists and bombs
would be waiting for us at every turn.

We only felt unsafe once, in
Uganda while the country was trying
to overthrow its leader who had been
in command for twenty-five years.

N ever did we feel threatened
because we were American; actually it was much to the

Page 28 Skipping Stones May-August 2007



modern clothes. The Maasai are
easily recognized by the red-check
ered blankets that they wear.

For those who choose to remain
in the Masai Mara Park, life isn't
easy. The Maasai are nomads who
travel, bringing their cattle. They
live in compounds with huts made
using cattle dung. At night, the cat
tle are brought into the protective
compound and the calves are even
brought into the huts to live among the people.

There are schools for the children throughout
the Park so a child's education can continue even as
the family moves from place to place. All children
get a basic education. But girls are not encouraged
to continue past a certain age. The tribes still prac
tice circumcision on both boys and girls.

The Maasai cannot grow their own vegeta
bles because the gardens attract elephants that will
destroy everything in the compound. Their basic
diet consists of meat, milk and blood from their
cattle. To get fruit and vegetables, Maasai men travel
by bus to the local market and trade for food.
Women make colorful beaded jewelry which can
also be traded or sold.

While I photographed a variety of wildlife, I
found the trip was also very educational, exciting
and encouraging. The Kenyans are actually preserv
ing the last rainforests in the nation instead of har
vesting the timber.

To protect wildlife, park rangers can
legally shoot at poachers, caught

in the illegal act. Land man
agement and coopera

tion with Tanzania
keep annual migra
tion routes open for
the animals, securing
and ensuring a healthy

population for all to
enjoy and appreciate. (See

back cover for photos.) >-:~

-RoiJ. Iamkin, Georgia.

Last year, I took a trip across Kenya visiting
many national parks with diverse ecosystems. We
traveled from Mt. Kenya's lush tropical rainforests
to Lake Nakuru's alkaline waters, and from Masai
Mara's grasslands to a working coffee plantation
outside of Nairobi, the capital city.

At Thomson's Falls, near the equator, we visited
a Kikuyu tribal women's collective. Adjacent to the
lookout across from the waterfalls, Kikuyu women
have established a series of shops to sell jewelry,
clothing, hand-carved animals and food. All monies
earned go back into the village and are distributed
equally. The children roam and play freely, always
under someone's watchful eye.

There are only a few tribes who remain true
to their native customs. Kenya's population is made
up of many tribes; most have modernized and glo
balized. Two tribes, the Maasai and the Samburu,
are allowed to remain on their native lands and
to manage the national parks they
live in, albeit with some severe
limitations. For instance, the
Maasai are not allowed to
kill lions in the Park.

Many young Maasai
are moving away from
their traditions. In the
town of Narok, I saw
many Maasai commuting
to work adorned in their tra
ditional red blankets over their
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Jarnbo, Watato! A Visit from the Maasai
Because of my mother's work as an international

educator in Kenya, I used to spend a lot of time with
the Maasai, who tend to live in the wilderness, far from
any towns. When two of our friends
from Kenya were touring the USA,
they passed through our town. My
mother arranged a presentation for
my second-grade class at my school,
so other children could learn about
the Maasai culture.

Reut Leuka, who also goes by
Chris, wore the traditional red
checkered blanket, tied with a col
orful, beaded belt around his waist.
When he shook hands with some
one, his beaded bracelets rattled.
Tito, his wife, was also wearing
numerous bracelets and anklets. She
was like a walking music machine.

Chris and Tito greeted the children in Kiswahili
with "Jambo, Watato." Everybody repeated "Jambo." It
means "Hello."

Tito spoke in a soft voice. "This is my first jour
ney to America. We are visiting schools, sharing stories
about our country, Kenya, and our Maasai culture. I
didn't go to school until I was a lot older than you,"
Tito explained.

"As a young Maasai girl I had to help my mother
and aunties with all the duties women are responsible
for: sweeping, doing laundry, fetching water and fire
wood, milking the goats, looking after the younger
children, pounding the maize into flour for our dinner.
Learning to bead is an important skill for a Maasai girl,
so my mother taught me how to combine the different
colored beads and make bracelets and necklaces."

Tito shook one of her colorful necklaces. "I was 12
years old when I made this one," she said, smiling.

"A Maasai woman also builds the family's huts,"
Tito explained. "My mother taught me how to build
the round hut, starting with how to mix soil, manure
and water. Then I plastered the wooden construction,
and after some days when the walls were dry, I put
dried grass on as roofing. We sleep on animal hides. If
there are newborn animals in the compound, they sleep
with us inside the huts, until they are strong enough to
take care of themselves. Since we live with our parents,

uncles and maybe even grandparents, a manyatta (all
the huts for one family), might count as many as 50
people."

I remembered the
last time I was inside a
Maasai hut. My eyes
stung so badly because
of the smoke from the
little fire in the middle
of the hut. There were
no windows, only a few
tiny ventilation holes.
And there were so many
flies, too. My father had
to bend his head to enter
because the narrow door

opening was so low.

"If the girls do all
that work, what do the

men and boys do?" a student asked.

Chris laughed. He ran a hand across his naked
scalp, the traditional hairstyle for a Maasai. "The Maasai
people are pastoralists," he said. "They own and rely on
livestock, such as goats, donkeys and cows, for their sur
vival. My father is a wealthy man with more than 210
cattle. When I was five, I helped my older brother herd
the animals. We had to stay with them all day, watching
out for hungry lions and hyenas."

Then Chris told about the time his brother had to
hide out in a tree. "My father allowed only his oldest
son to attend school. My brother walked about 6 miles
to get to school. He crossed rivers and paths shared
with elephants, lions, and buffaloes. Once my brother
ran into a pride of lions. Not knowing whether the
pride had just lunched on a kill or was looking for
one, my brother's heart was in his throat. He climbed
an acacia tree, hoping the lions would soon move on.
Except they didn't. My brother reached home four
hours later than he was supposed to."

My second-grade class had already heard many
stories about the time I lived in Kenya. But, I don't
think anybody was prepared for the spectacular sight
and stories that greeted them in the school auditorium
on the day of the Maasai visit. f.*-

-Charlotte Blessing, New York, has deep connections with
the Maasai culture. fllustration by Mariel Degli-Esposti.
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Noteworthy North.East.West.South.
• Climate Change: Local and Global Actions

The University of Oregon's Climate Leadership
Initiative will soon begin teaching participants about
making changes to reduce their contributions to cli
mate change. The free "Climate Master" workshop
prepares participants to pass on their newfound insights
to others through presentations and free home energy
audits. If the results show that people are making and
retaining changes, more workshops will be offered.

Similar concern over climate change was shown
on a much larger scale, when European Union
nations recently met in Brussels, Belgium to develop
a multinational pledge to reduce their contributions
to climate change. The plan calls for renewable energy
resources to meet 20% of the total energy use in
order to reduce greenhouse gas emissions. The EU
nations envision using more solar and wind energy
and biofuels made from plants. Making these changes
will involve lifestyle, business, and economic adjust
ments. However, controversies remain over proposals
to impose speed limits on the autobahn to save gasoline
and also on nuclear energy usage.

• Celebrating Justice, Perseverance & Honor!
In Eugene, Oregon, a new outdoor memorial was

inaugurated on Feb. 19,2007 to recognize the Japanese
Americans who were interned duringWWII.The US.
had unlawfully interned over 100,000 Japanese Ameri

cans living on the West Coast, un
der an executive order signed by
Pro Roosevelt on Feb. 19, 1942.
The memorial depicting a young
Japanese girl celebrates the perse
verance that eventually led to jus
tice, honoring Japanese Americans
as well as the government for ac
knowledging wrongdoing.

• Recycling Plastic, Aluminum and Glass
Oregon is considering expanding the state's 30

year-old bottle recycling bill. It may require a 10-cent
deposit on all beverage containers sold in the state of
Oregon that hold more than 7 ounces and less than a
gallon. Currently 83% ofbeer and soft drink containers
with deposit are recycled, while only 36% of bottles or
cans without deposit are recycled. Raising the depos
it to 25 cents would encourage even more recycling.
Most cities in Oregon also provide curbside recycling.

• The International Polar Years have Begun!
For the next two years, the animals of both the

North and South Pole regions will be sharing Arctic
ice space with scientists from all over the world.
Concerned by increasing summertime ice melts, the
scientists will work on 120 different projects related to
climate, ocean chemistry, and biology, among others, so
as to better understand the effect of greenhouse gases
and global warming on the poles. More questions than
answers are expected from this enormous venture.

• Wanted: More Women in Technology
Despite efforts to increase the number of female

students in engineering programs, female enrollment
has not changed much in the last decade. Currently,
women make up less than 20% of US. engineering
graduates in any given year. China and India graduate
many plore female scientists and engineers each year.
While enrollment has increased in biomedical and
industrial engineering, the overall ratio is still low.

"One of the reasons [for this] has to do with the
negative stereotype in engineering," William Wulf,
president of the National Academy of Engineering,
said. "The really important attribute of an engineer is
creativity. Somehow that's not what high school girls
are hearing about."

• Students Help End Darfur Genocide
Over 6,000 students in 1,400 US. high schools

have entered Dollars for Darfur, a national challenge
to raise funds and awareness around the crisis in Darfur.
They are using social networking sites to harness the
power of young people to help curb the Darfur geno
cide. Since November, the youth have raised over
$100,000. Each school determines independently how
to fundraise and increase awareness of the genocide
in Darfur. For example, in Lynnfield, Massachusetts, a
sophomore class studied the genocide in Darfur and
created, Pennies for Peace, with a goal of2 million pen
nies ($20,000) to represent the number of Darfurians
who have been displaced from their homes.

Since 2003, the genocide has claimed over 400,000
lives, displaced some 2.5 million and left more than 3.5
million struggling to survive amid violence and starva
tion. According to a recent poll, 57% ofAmericans say
that Darfur should be a priority in US. foreign policy.

For more details, visit www.SaveDaifur.org.
(Compiled from various news sources)
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Being Biracial

was fine and dandy at home and IFA
functions, but greater society did not
always welcome my "biracial-half
black, half-white, thank-you-very
much" attitude.

When I was about nine, I remem
ber the president of IFA telling my
mom that he recommended my fam
ily for an appearance on the Geraldo
Rivera show. Never shy, I was excited
about appearing on a nationally-tele
vised program. Next to my mom dur-

Ashley, the School Girl ing that all-important phone call from

the producer, I stood on my tip-toes and attempted to
stretch my nine-year-old self to adult height, eyes wide
open, head tilted toward the receiver. I recall my mom
saying, "She's biracial. Black and white."

Soon after my mom hung up, I learned that our
family would not be featured on the show. The produc
er had attempted to push my mom to corner me into
an easily defined box. "Which race does she prefer?
Which race is she more comfortable with?"

Tan, lAm

About six-months later, my intuition seemed to
evolve into insight beyond my years. I raised the same
question to my parents regarding the awkward stares
from strangers. My mother again noted, "We're just
such a handsome family."

This time, I replied, "No, Mom, it's because you're
black, Dad is white, and I'm tan."

~

"It's just because we're such a
handsome family."

As I glanced upwards, eyebrows
furrowed, lips pursed, I sensed there
was more to the situation. My intu
ition led me to ask the question, yet
my mother's answer seemed insuf
ficient. At four-years-old, I couldn't
quite wrap my mind around the idea
of accounting for the uneasiness of
others around us due to an interracial
family strolling through the mall hand-in-hand.

"Mom, why is everyone
staring at us?"

Ashley with her husband, Neal Harris

Surprised by my awareness, my parents chuckled.
"You know what? I think you're right," Mom replied.

Situations such as these helped me understand and
embrace my biracial heritage. Racial identity comments
and questions were addressed rather than ignored in my
childhood, and my parents
took great care in fostering
the multiracial identity of
their "tan" daughter.

When I was in kinder
garten, my parents joined
the Interracial Family
Alliance of Houston (IFA).
I still remember walking in,
freezing in mid-step, and
tossing my arms out to my
sides. "Look at all these tan
kids!" I exclaimed. My par
ents were delighted to see
the sheer joy on my caramel-colored face.

Time and time again my parents noted my self
awareness and my unashamed inquisitiveness regarding
how my family was perceived by others. Everything

Questions such as these were met with affirma
tions of my biracial identity. I carried this "proud to be
biracial" identity into my college years, though others
did not always understand it. I specifically recall a black
acquaintance telling a friend that I "acted white." I

immediately affirmed that I
was half-white, which gave
me the biological right to
act white. I then questioned
what "acting white" really
meant in the first place. Why
was this acquaintance so
concerned about my image?

N ow I wonder why
I was so concerned about
who she perceived me to be.
Was I subconsciously long
ing to fit into a more precise

racial category? How could
my well-adjusted self not have a handle on the situation
with cool confidence? Sure, college is a place where
people can find themselves and become comfortable in
their own skin, but that didn't apply to me, or did it?
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WHAT'S IN A NAME?

Comoco? Kokomo? Mu
miko? Kumoko? No, Kumiko!
Rarely can anyone say it right.
I can though: it's my name. It
is pronounced koo-me-koe!
I don't know why my parents

ever thought of giving me such a
ridiculous name. It's one of those

she'll-hate-me-now-but-will-like-it
when-she's-older type of names. I don't think my par
ents ever looked ahead in time and saw people totally
mispronouncing it and making fun of me for having
such a unique name.

However, in Japan, everybody can pronounce it
right, and they don't make fun of it because it's a com
mon name. It's not hard to pronounce if you look care
fully at how it's spelled.

My name means "Nine fruits of the Spirit," in
Japanese. Ku means nine, Mi is fruits and Ko means
spirit. Put them together, and voili-Kumiko is born!
Being a Christian family, it felt right for my parents
to choose that name. They hoped I would live out all
the "fruits" of the Spirit. With my luck, I've probably
accomplished only a few.

Another reason why it was chosen especially for
me was because of the first letter. My siblings and I, in
order, are Keiko, Kenta, and Kumiko. The Three K's. I
always thought that if I become famous, maybe every
body will be able to say my name for once. Mter all,
they did learn how to say Arnold Schwarzenegger. >"*-

-Kumiko Matter, 16, Washington. Kumiko adds: "I
come from a multicultural family: my mother is Japanese, and
my father is Dutch. I like to call myself 'Dutchanese.' Music
has always been a part of my life; everybody in my family can
play an instrument. I play the guitar, piano, and trumpet, and
I sing. One if my goals is to become a professional musician. "

In English, my name
doesn't mean anything, because
my name comes from Sanskrit,
an ancient Indian language. In
this ancient language, it means
lotus flower, which symbolizes
transcendence and love. The lotus
flower is born out of the mud and
blooms above water, indicating a person who can rise
above and be unaffected by the dualities of the world.

My name is a soft color. Light pink or the purest
of whites. My mother was convinced I was going to be
a boy, so she didn't even have a girl's name picked out
for me. She already had two boys, and was told by two
doctors (one of whom had been wrong only 4 times
out of 1,000), that I was to be a boy. My mother cried
when she heard that news. I was supposed to be a Dave.
So you can imagine how ecstatic my mother was when
I was born a girl. It took my parents ten days after I was
born to pick the name they felt belonged to me.

My name might have been Shakuntala or Anasuya,
two famous heroines of Indian literature. But, my
mother felt that I embodied the feeling that the name
Kamala gave her. She always tells me that all moth
ers have lotus eyes, eyes tinged with love, when they
behold their children. And she certainly was in love
with her first daughter.

I believe a name is not just given to you by chance,
that somehow it is fitted to you, an inspiration hinting
a direction to strive towards. A name is like a crown, it
is given to you; you don't choose it. It brings with it an
expectation, something to live up to. At times I wonder
what it would feel like to be called Heidi, or how I
would have written this if my name were Kendra. But
I've never really wanted anything different. I think my
name is just fine. >"*-

-Kamala Baudichon, 16, French-American, Oregon.

-Ashley Harris, educator, 'Texas.

* * * * * * * TAN, I AM Continued * * * * * * *
In my last year at the University ofTexas, I co-founded Neapolitan: Issues Affecting Multi-Ethnic Students. Finally,

the "multi's" had a voice! While we were a small organization, we were able to fellowship and discuss issues we
faced on campus and in greater society. Our events were well-attended, but almost always the attendees shared
similar views. We found it difficult to reach out to people who were unaware or uninterested in interracial issues.

Throughout my adult life, my African-American husband and close friends have helped me nurture my
African-American heritage, not just my biracial heritage. Thus I feel more complete as biracial, white, and black.
I believe these are three separate entities and should be treated as such. Biracial children should have experiences
with all three groups, whatever their racial duality may be. >"*-
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Point-Five Asian: Portraits of Half-Asians

Being half-Chinese and half-Caucasian has made me aware of other people who
are biracial, particularly half-AsiansV\for my senior project, I have taken twenty-one
portraits of high school and college students in the Seattle-area, who are half-Asianw

I asked each person to tell me how they felt about being biracialwhey brought up
the following themes, all of which I have also feltw

• Racial Ambiguity: Blending in with multiple groups of people or being

seen as someone from another racial groupw

• Racial Consciousness: Being aware of race and culture and the differences

between themw

• Two races, two cultures: Experiencing two different cultures and feeling a

sense of belonging to bothw

• Two races, one culture: Being two races, but identifYing with only onew

National Geographic photographer Steve McCurry's portraits of people from different countries greatly influ-
ence me because of their ability to show the vibrancy and uniqueness of each person¥! hope that my portraits can
capture the liveliness and versatility of mixed race people¥! have taken my portraits with a single lens reflex camera
using b & w film and have printed them on fiber paper using traditional dark room techniquesw

Through these portraits and quotes I wish to portray the diversity of people who are mixed, and share some
feelings that they have about their identitiesvAlthough they all share the common experience and identity of being
mixed, they are all very unique¥! hope that you will be able to gain a better understanding of who people arew

-Kaitlin Banfill, high school senior, Washington. Kaitlin adds, "For eight months in 2003 I lived in Shanghai, China,
where my mother's family is from. I am interested in the history and culture of different cultural/immigrant groups. I plan to

return to Shanghai to study Chinese after high school. JJ

"Some people may think being
mixed is strange or abnormal, but
it isn't to mew Nrmality is relativew

-Darren Palmer, Filipino I

Jamaican-Panamanian

Page 34

"Being mixed allows me a breadth
of perspective that others will never
have, I am susceptible to much nega
tivity but those experiences let me
know that all I can be is myself, and
it's up to me to define what that isw"

-Nathan Fihn, Chinese
yawai ianlwatino

Skipping Stones

"I love being mixed and
being Japanesew"

-3lex Gees man, Wapresel
German
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"Although I am the most Chinese racially, I started
Scottish Highland dancing when I was ten and have
been dancing seriously for the last ten years. It has
proved to be a huge part of my life."

-Becca Aerosmith, Chinese /
German-Scottish-Irish-English

-Devon Palmer, Filipino /
jamaican-Panamanian

"When wondering about
my ethnicity, people ask me,
'What are you?' I always feel
like replying, 'A human being.'"

-Jong Hee Amaral,japanese/
Portuguese, English, French

"[Being mixed]
has been a major
defining aspect
of my life, some
times for better
and sometimes
for worse."

-Eric Miller,
Korean/German,

English, French,
VVelsh, Irish

"I think it is
interesting when
I visit each side of
my family and see
the different cul
tural values my
relatives have."

-Zach Hingn
Chinese /English
German-Scottish

"I tell people
that I am Irish,
and they don't
believe me."

-Anya Ford,
Filipina / Irish

''I'm very lucky to
be mixed. Although I am
Korean and Caucasian, I
don't look like either race,
or necessarily a mixture of
the two. Living with this
ambiguous ethnicity has
helped me appreciate how
all the absolutes we learn
about-from race to sci
ence to history-are prob
ably more convoluted and
misleading and therefore
more interesting than we
perceive them to be."

-Lizzy Baskerville,
Korean/English, French

Photos by Kaitlan Banfill, Washington
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