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Welcome to the 2007 Youth Honor Awards! As usual, the selection was hard to make because of the
quantity and quality of entries. For example, we received 124 amazing entries from the Na'au School in
Hawaii~ So, rather than selecting one specific student from the school, we are honoring all the students
from the school. Similarly, we honor Ms. Young's third grade class at the Carrollton School in Miami,
Florida. Congraulations to all the participants and teachers who continue to encourage their students to
enter the awards year after year! Many more youth award entries will adorn our upcoming issues' pages!

Mrs. Young's Third Grade Students,
Carrollton School, Florida

For a week we studied the life of migrant work
ers. One day, two teachers from a public school
came to tell us about when they were children and
worked in the fields helping their families. They
worked hard in school and received scholarships
to go to college. Now they help others understand
migrant life. On other days we did not have snacks
or had a light lunch (soup and bread and water).
One day we worked in the fields. From these
experiences we wrote a class poem from our new
understandings and Alessandra painted a painting.

Ms.Young's Third Graders Working in the Field

"I decided to make a painting that shows the hard
life the migrant workers have everyday. I learned in school
that migrants have to work out in the fields early in the
morning Jor many hours at a time. They do not make a
lot oj money and sometimes they don't have enough Jood
to eat. vve should all be gratifuI Jor their help and all they
contribute. That is why I decided to share with all oj yOIl

my picture oj these hard-working migrants. ))

-Alessandra Fernandez, grade 3, Florida.
Alssandra's parents came from Puerto Rico and Peru.

Migrant Work~r
Hard working
Sweating
Determined

Wishes to have a better life
Dreams of education for children
Wants better jobs

Who wonders if they could be better paid
Who fears the future for their family
Who is afraid of bad treatment
Who likes celebrations
Who believes in God
Who loves their children
Who loves Jesus
Who loves good food
Who loves being loved
Who plans to work hard
Who plans to be healthy
Who plans to be safe

These are our thoughts about migrant workers.
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Transformat ion

she didn't like going back to her old town because
all she had to talk about with her friends was old
memories, and it felt awkward and sad, because
she remembered having such a good time there. It
seems we want places preserved as they are in our
memories, but the place itself wants to keep grow

ing and changing.

Will my town be dif
ferent if I return? I expect
so. Will my town be dif
ferent because I was there?
I don't know, but I hope I
made some positive contri
bution. Will I be different
because I was there? Yes.
The city I am now leaving
and my work with Skipping
Stones have both helped to
make me who I am now. I

am different and better because I was there. Having
stopped to notice birds migrating helps me now
I feel it is okay to leave a place when it is time.You
feel when it is time to move, it is as though the
place says: "It's okay to go now, but don't expect
me to stay the same if you return. I might be dif
ferent. I might not have the same chimney for you
anymore. But you'll find something else here, and
it might be better than the chimney. "

As you start school this fall, whether it be
home-schooling, public school, or a new school,
it will be different because you've grown and
changed and become a more complex and inter
esting individual. If some things shuille around, if
you find yourself growing apart from an old inter

est and taking on a new one-it
is life, it is change, and it is good.
When facing the uncertainty of a
new school year, do it with the right
intent and take a brave leap-like the
birds do when they set off on migra
tion. You and the place will both be
different. Enjoy the newness!

I used to be
An eaglet,

Stumbling along.
Now I am
An eagle,

Ready to soar.
(

( -Andy Netherton, 12, Illinois.

In the natural world,
it is also a time of return.
Soon you will see migra- ~
tory birds coming back or
passing through your area
on their yearly migration.
One of my favorite parts of
fall is seeing the swallows "
come back from summer- Art byJo Bush"MA.L- ~~ ~.L______""E::.:..__.......:..~

ing up north. As I am biking
home, I often stop at a bridge that crosses a river
and watch them swooping. They skim the water
with urgency. They are always hungry after such a
long flight and they know they have farther to go
to reach their new seasonal ground.

There is another amazing happening every
spring and fall close to my house. Vaux's Swifts,
birds somewhat resembling swallows, funnel in the
thousands into a chimney of an abandoned school
building. It must be still and cozy in there as they
snuggle down for a night to rest their wings. A
smart hawk sits and takes one each night, then is
satisfied. What if someone tore down that "unused"
building? The Vaux's swifts would be affected, and
so would the hawk-until they found other places
to sleep and other sources of food.

While I have always enjoyed
noting the movements of birds
each season, this year, I move
as well. Does a place hold your
memory? Is it different because
you were there? Those are ques
tions I often pose to my classes
on the last day of school. One of
my students told me recently that

Fall is a time of return-of cooler weather,
warmer clothes and of a more set routine due to
school. There's usually a sense of excitement and
change in the crisp air. Resolutions are made for
the new school year that this will be the year that I
will do better in school, surround myself with good
friends, make the school
team or play, or become a
better writer.
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>-~ SEVEN DEADLY SOCIAL SINS A

* Politics without Principle
* Wealth without Work

* Cotntnerce without Morality

* Pleasure without Conscience
* Education without Character

* Science without Hutnanity
* Worship without Sacrifice

-Mahatma Gandhi

Please Accept Our Apologies!

On p. 34 of the last issue, you probably noticed a
number of typographical errors in an otherwise perfect
photo essay. We apologize to Kaitlin Banfill, the author
and photographer, and to Alex Geesman, Nathan Fihn
and Darren Palmer, whose names and/or statements
were changed by a computer glitch. Somehow, our
film-maker's computer read"." as a "w," "a" as a "3,"
and created other unimaginable transpositions. Perhaps,
their computer needs to take a basic English class to learn the
alphabet! We're sure, however, that you, the readers, were
able to decode the text by the consistency of errors.

To avoid such situations in the future, our printer
will show us the films before printing our issues.

-Editors
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Turning Scottish Megan Linn

Pulling out of Victoria Station on the stroke of midnight

London slides away in a haze

Edinburgh looms

I follow the lady with the radish earrings down the

narrow hall
She shows me my bunk bed and asks

If I want tea or orange juice in the morning

I choose tea because it seems like the British

thing to do

Pressing my nose to the cold window

I can just make out the landscape

turning

Scottish

(( Black and White"
is about racism. It
symbolizes that black
and white people are
the same. The color
symbolizes the diver
sity today. I made the
person have a man's
facial features, but the
structure of a woman,
so people can see that
it does not matter
what gender or color
we are-we are all
just people.

Is that gray dot on the horizon a lone

sheep contemplating the close of day?
I am next to him, planted firmly on bitter brown earth,

slowly sinking my fingertips into his bristly warm wool

The Caledonian Express
carves an impossible pathway through

fissures of coarse cragginess,
its powerful engine utterly futile

next to the blameless creek murmuring nearby

The roar of the train is echoing into the distance

Soon to reach Edinburgh, then Pitlochry

While I'm
still standing here

The dew seeping through my shoes

But the sun is rising
the creek is still bubbling

and the sheep is bah-ing now

I grip his greasy wool harder

And feel the push and pull of both

here
and there

-Cara Liuzzi, 17, Pennsylvania. Cara has

Italian, Scottish and Irish heritage. She entered four

thought-provoking poemsfor the contest. She loves writing,

hiking, sports and the outdoors. This summer she attended
the Governor's Institute for Arts and Poetry in her state.

-Megan Linn, 15, Washington, says she found her
love for arts in a daycare center's cifterschool program. She
enjoys horseback riding and competing in horse shows.
She also plays clarinet and bassoon. About her painting,
"Through the Window of the Soul" (see back cover),
she writes: "If a horse has a spirit of its own, it can
never be owned. There is also an old saying that the
eyes are the window into the soul. Whenever I look
at horses, I look into their eyes and into their spirit,
then I can see their true soul." Megan had also entered
several pieces of her writing and artwork. Bravo!

South for the Winter
The glittering reflection of their golden wings

sparkled against the current of the river. The sharp
protest they emitted was a sweet melody on its own.

Rippling on the dark water were blasts of vivid, fi
ery color from the autumn trees and the silhouettes

of the Canadian Geese, flying south for the winter,

followed them like a second body.

-Kalia Bistolas, 14, grade 8, Oregon. Kalia writes
about her paintings (on back cover): "These two paintings
were created in my art class at my school. In both pic
tures, I have placed Kanji characters that evoke their
meaning. "Geese Over Mountain" characters mean
"strong wind in a bamboo grove" and "Raindrop El
ephant" characters mean "stillness and tranquility."
I have been learning the Japanese language and culture
(1 am half-Japanese) and wanted to include an Japanese
look for my paintings."
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Mr. Jindel, a Remarkable Person
------------------

Page 7

Mr. Jindel is the exception to
the rule. Although I knew lit
tle about his profession, I felt
that he, because of his peaceful
radiance, must practice some
path of peace, meditation, per
haps the ancient Indian art of
yoga. Mr. Jindel, I believe, is
perhaps the most remarkable,
friendly, peaceful and kind person I have ever met.

-Haluk A kay, 12, Pennsylvania.

Immigration Rally Documentary
Jacob created this documentary that can be viewed

online at www.selwyn.org/rally

It is very important that American people and
other people who live in the United States are
respectful of people that live in other places. I
learned a lot about immigration and immigration
laws through my family, the news, and at my school.
My dad, aunt, Nana and Popo all are immigrants
to the U.S. Originally I think they were called
refugees, but now they are American citizens. They
had to leave the country Burma, because of some
bad things going on in the government. They were
in danger and could have died. The U.S. let them
come here to be safe and to live a better life. They
were lucky. If my dad did not get to come here,
then I would not be here. If I were not here, I
would not have been able to go to the Immigration
Rally, to record it and to talk about it.

It makes me worried, sad and mad that the U.S.
wants to send back people from other countries like
Mexico who are already here and are doinK good
things for their families. They should be allowed
to stay here. But the rally that I went to was about
so much more. I learned that a lot of people care
about immigrants from other countries and want to
help them. I want to learn as much
as I can about immigration and the
rights of all people. By going to
rallies I learn about activism. I now
am an activist like my parents.

-Jacob Swe, 9, Wisconsin.

Skipping Stones

It is not often that when you meet
someone for the first time, you recognize some
thing special about him. I have known my best
friend for almost thirteen years, but recently I met
his grandfather, Suraj Karan Jindel.

After playing my musical instrument one day in
an open air concert, I went into the crowd and met
my friend and his grandfather whom I had heard
about. Mr. Jindel shook my hand firmly and made
a very positive impression on me, one of respect.

I later learned that Mr. Jindel is a world
renowned yoga master. He lives in India, but has
traveled the world teaching yoga at international
conferences. Yoga is an ancient practice developed
in India, which calms the body and inner-soul and
offers many health benefits.

In fact, Mr. Jindel himself is extraordinarily
radiant and serene with warm brown eyes and
glowing smile, similar to the pictures I have seen
of Mahatma Gandhi. Mr. Jindel is also remarkable
because he teaches his gift of yoga free of charge
to prisoners in Jaipur Central Jail, a maximum
security facility in India. He also travels to the US
and other countries. Recently, he came to my city,
Pittsburgh, to begin a program offering yoga exer
cises to women inmates at Allegheny County Jail.

Learning yoga can help prisoners manage
the stress of addictions and prison life. Instead of
recruiting experts and psychologists, the simple and
profound art that Mr. Jindel teaches helps save the
world, one breath at a time.

Each day, the newspapers, television, and inter
net tell us of horrible deaths, murders, bomb
ings and other unjust calamities happening in our
world. With yoga, Mr. Jindel helps compose peo
ple's minds and do good deeds, and as he himself
once said, "[Yoga helps] to turn an obstinate boy
into a mild one." All the trouble in this world can
someday end if we just come to be at peace with
ourselves. Then we can be at peace with others.

I have often been told that "you cannot judge
a book by its cover." I agree with this proverb, as it
helps discourage prejudice, but I personally feel that
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~~~ Youth Honor Awards Group Winner! ~~~
Congratulations to all the students at Na'au School in Honolulu, Hawaiifor their incredible collection

of 124 entries (most of them, both poems and artwork)! Here is a sampling if the cultural diversity that these
Hawaiian students represent. VV'e expect to share many more entries in ourfuture issues! (Also see back cover.)

You Took My 'Aina (excerpted)

-Sid Pang, grade 3.

\

Year of the Golden Boar (excerpted)

The endless stars fly
to the beat of the drums.
The furry clouds melt

into the smoke of the firecrackers.
An unexpected rain hits my head

while I feed the dragon.
Dad helps me as I stick my hand

in the great dragon
on Maunakea Street in Chinatown.

I pull out my hand
and the dollar is gone.

Now I will have good luck
in the Year of the Golden Boar."Going Fishing"

by Matthew Kishaba

You were the one who walked
onto the grounds of'Iolani Palace and forcefully invaded.

Our Queen Lili'uokalani wanted a bloodless revolution,
but you broke your promises in January 1893.
Our Queen reluctantly yielded her throne to you.
You threatened her.

You took our 'aina* as though you thought
our monarchy was illegal.

You covered our 'aina
with buildings and damaged our valuable
land with western technology.
You laughed as your state became westernized:
a tourist's postcard and an Elvis Presley movie.

You abolished my native tongue
by killing our population with your diseases.
Now, there are only 200,000 Hawaiians
walking on Earth today.

Hawaiians will stay together,
a proud and righteous people,
a legacy more royal than yours will ever be.

-Courtney Lelepali, 16. * 'Aina means land.

At the end of our game,
I realize I have more points than she.

I love playing Hanafuda
with my grandma.

-jolene Siu,grade 4.

Going to Bon Dance

The gentle wind chimes
through my grandma's screen door
making me shiver.

The chartreuse trees bend
from the blast of the wind.

Playing Hanafuda (excerpted)

The dark sunlight weeps
as the moon comes out.

Grandma Aiko Onaga deals
the Hanafuda card
for our first game.

She says, "I'll teach you how to play
this Okinawan game."

I look at the cards, puzzled,
as Grandma teaches
how many points
each card is worth.

The xanthic sunlight flows down
from the playful sky dancing
with the sleepy clouds
over the Nu'uanu Honpa Honwanji.
At first I sit down and watch others
dance a song for our dead ancestors.

Then my grandma tells me to join them.
I get up and dance around the yagura.
As the sun sets, I raise my hands
to follow the hand motions
of the songs of my ancestors.

-Mariko Lau, grade 4
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Going to Hiroshima

The sunlight burns the busy streets
of Hiroshima with kids, moms, dads,
grandmas, and grandpas rushing
to the train station.

The wavy sky drifts overhead
as we get into a crowded car that winds
down an isolated street to a restaurant
near Grandpa's sister's house.

Grandpa Sakata seems excited to see
his sister who he has not seen
for the last thirty years.

We get dropped off and watch
Grandpa and his sister hug each other
for a long time.
I feel Grandpa's joy and know
that now his life is complete
after seeing his sister for the last time.

-Micah Sakata, grade 3.

Performing the Haka
The quiet moon floats
above us as we pray.
The radiant stars burn
upon us as we put
our dark piupiu or skirts on.
The cool clouds gather
and go to the Waianae mountains.
The brave rain cries
on the silent grass.
You stomp your feet
as you yell,
"Kamate kamate ka ora ka ora!"
We are scaring
the bad spirits away.
As I do the haka I feel happy
because we are dancing with my cousin.
When I look up in the valley wall,
I see Christmas berry trees
that are proud of me
as my ancestors watch
our cultural dance.

-Noah Williams, grade 2

Shinto Temple
We walk on the tiger's paw prints
to the sword of the everlasting fire.
The priest blesses us with the sword
by saying a prayer.
It is said that when you die
it is pitch black
so you just feel the walls
to guide you to your ancestors.
The priest takes us under the church
where it is dark so when we die
we will feel the walls
to find our way to our family.
Blessed are our loved ones.
-Garrison Nakamura, gr. 4. (see back cover)

MLK Unity
The cerulean moon wanders
over me and my sister
as we sit under the banyan tree
watching the African dance.

The bright stars burst
in the clear black sky
while the Djembe drums
pound with excitement.

The wavy clouds sleep
so calmly while we eat
our cold shave-ice,
our bodies
desperately wanting to move
to the traditional rhythm
of the Yoruba people.

Dad grabs my hand and guides me
to where the beat of my soul lives:
make me feel the spirit,
dance into my heart,
surround me with my ancestors
as they make their tribal music,
express my movement
in no right or wrong way,
my lost hands rising up in the air,
shy hips swaying to either side.

I suddenly snap out of this trance.
I see the world in a whole new way,
the tender arms of the Yoruban culture
embracing me.

-Natalie Madden, grade 8.Noah Williams

Mariko Lau

Micah Sakata

Natalie Madden

Matthew Kishaba
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~ Save 'Us from cfiifdIwoa:Marriage ft)

Skipping Stones

'Every year, hundreds of girls, ages four to eigh
teen, are being married off illegally in Ethiopia. These
girls are usually abused and deprived of basic privileges.
This is unjust treatment. Women should not be married
so early. Stop early marriage and hear the cries of little
girls who plead to be saved from marriage!

According to the National Committee on
Traditional Practices of Ethiopia (NCTPE), the most
common reason for early marriage is to improve the
family's wealth. In Ethiopia, more land and more
cows guarantees a higher standing in the commu
nity. This can hurt a girl for no reason. Why can't fami
lies improve their social class without harming their
daughter? They can wait to marry their daughters.
It is only moral that parents acquire their money by
their own means instead of taking advantage of their
daughters. Another common reason for early mar
riage is that families do not want their daughters to
reach an unmarriageable status by becoming too old or
deflowered. "Once a girl looses her virginity, it's virtu
ally impossible to find a man who will marry her," says
National Public Radio's Brenda Wilson. These parents
wish to marry their daughters before they indulge in
sexual activities. But, many teens pledge to stay chaste
before marriage, so why marry your child off before
the legal age if she will be mistreated and abused?

Many of these young women forced to marry early
are mistreated. They are raped by their husbands, and
become pregnant. The NCTPE's Too Young to J.1Ied
says that half of the women married by age eighteen
also had given birth by that age. When these girls give
birth, there can be tears between the bladder and the
vagina, causing Fistula, a condition that makes their
bodies excrete human by-product through the rip. This
may be surgically repaired if the woman can afford it.
Even if the surgery is successful, their husbands might
just rape them again, causing the cycle to repeat and
the rip to widen. If they can not get the surgery, their
husbands abandon them and the villages exile them
to a small hut outside of town because of a horrible
stench caused by the condition: Is this fair treatment?
Should innocent children be exiled to a life of misery
and loneliness? What have they done to deserve such
cruel, pitiless treatment? A real life example of this is
Abaynesh, whose story appears in NCTPE's pampWet,
Early Marriage. She was married at age 12 and became
pregnant. Abaynesh was in labor pains for five days
because of a still birth. She was taken to the hospital.

Page 10

She had a ruptured bladder and could not control her
urine. The hospital had no facility to cure her, so she
was rushed to another. After the surgery, she could no
longer have children. Knowing this, her husband left
her. Not only did he divorce her, he left her with HIV/
AIDS, which caused her death two years later. Abaynesh
did not have a fair chance at life because of her early
marnage.

Girls who are married early do not get to finish
school. Early marriage increases the number of school
dropouts. If the marriage does not last, how will the
women support themselves? Their families do not wel
come them back. "There needs to be more education,"
says Anegagre, a teacher at Shum Sheha Primary. The
truth is that most women want to finish their school
ing and obtain a high school and/or college diploma,
but are held back by their husbands to run a household.
Why are minds that hunger to learn restrained from an
education? Are husbands so insecure that they think
their wives will become smart enough to leave them?

The government does make efforts to stop early
marriages, but parents are sneaky. They get cousins, old
enough to wed, to impersonate the real bride and sign
the marriage license. Another devious effort is marriage
by abduction. In 1997, the national average of mar
riages by abduction was 69%! Reasons for abduction
are anticipated refusal of the marriage by the bride,
avoiding wedding expenses, and an inability to pay a
dowry. What kind of parent kidnaps their own child?
Obviously the girl does not want to be married and
is forced into an unfair and cruel life. The government
could definitely do more to prevent this. They could
tighten up their marriage policies by asking for ID or a
birth certificate before allowing a marriage license.

The government is not doing enough to prevent
early marriages. So how can you help? There are many
organizations you can contribute to: UNICEF, Amhara
Women'5 Association (AWA), and Pathfinder. UNICEF
funds informational meetings about new early mar
riage laws. AWA organizes clubs and gives scholarships
to poor female students. Pathfinder has stopped 14,000
early marriages in Ethiopia. You,
too, can help stop early marriages
in Ethiopia and give little girls a
fair chance at a good life. >:.<.

-M'Bilia Meekers, 14, Louisiana,
has West African & Belgian heritage.
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Walking the beach in southwest Florida where I

live, I would see yellow stakes in the sand that notified
beachgoers that Loggerhead and Green turtles nested

on the site. When I was eleven, I met Linda Soderquist,

a teacher and artist who would change my destiny. She
took me under her wing and became my mentor and

supporter. Linda explained to me that some species

of the nesting .turtles are endangered. Each year vol
unteers walk the beach and

keep statistics on the success
or failure of every nest on

the coast of Florida. I start
ed walking the beach and
became aware of the dismal
future of these animals.

During the summer
of 2001, I dreamt about

creating my own educa
tional program to let kids
and adults know that they

could help the fate of these

ancient reptiles. I applied to
the Gulf Coast Community Foundation for a grant
and their youth board honored my request. But, would

teachers and librarians let me come in and speak to
their young people? I soon realized that they would-if

you're a kid and you come up with a great idea, adults
will really listen to you and help you to put it into

action.

Another observation that I made while giving
Turtle Talks is that kids and adults will hang on every
word I say. They are a captivated audience when
there is a young person as a teacher. I started going
to schools, libraries, and special events to talk about
marine turtles in the spring of 2002-my turtle road
show was under way. The first school that I visited was
for mentally and physically challenged students. The

students were encouraging and gave me good ideas on
what to change and add to the program.

That was five years ago, and now Turtle Talks has
been given in front of thousands of students and adults.
The presentations include a student putting on a turtle
costume that I made so that I can explain turtle anato
my. A bio-degradable display board shows the length of

time it takes for trash to break down in the water. I give
examples to illustrate how harmful trash in the water

way is to sea life. If a Leatherback only eats jellyfish,

how might balloons and plastic bags look to a hungry
critically endangered giant turtle? A PowerPoint pre

sentation informs everyone about the different species

of turtles that inhabit the oceans and the hazards they
face. I explain that WE are the biggest predator that tur

tles face. My message is
that we will determine

the fate of sea turtles.
It is up to us as youth
to support conservation
efforts so that they can
continue to swim.

In 2004, it was time
for Turtle Talks to have

its own information
booklet to hand out
with the presentations.
It took most of the

school year for me to
write and edit, but now I am very proud to distribute

it as a free take-home information and activity book.
The number of requests for the booklet from the public
verifies to me that the program is making an impact.

In the fall of 2005, a land-locked county in central

Florida wanted me to speak to every fifth grade class
in the county. Why would they want students to hear
about sea turtle conservation? The reason was to inspire
them to reach higher, to dream bigger and believe that
they can do great things and make a difference in the
world. While there-speaking to largely Latino kids-I
knew the book needed to be available in Spanish. I
spoke to the Spanish teacher at my high school and
asked if she thought it possible to translate the book

into Spanish. Twelve students from her Spanish class
completed the translation in the spring of 2006, and
10,000 copies of Charlas de Turtugas were printed in

September 2006.

Thousands of requests were made for Turtle Talks
before it was available. The book has been sent to many
schools and environmental groups in states that sur
round the Gulf of Mexico. Many national sea turtle
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Summer Shower

Pails of cranberries
Bounce in wagons beneath boughs
Of maple and beech.

Snowflakes whisk in grey
While clusters of chestnuts roast
Over flames and coals.

Tulips awaken.
Mother birds forage for seeds,
Placate piping chicks.

Sand bakes along shores;
Pods of dolphins weave through waves,
Chase ocean liners.

Seasons (A Quartet oj Haiku)

Pedaling bright yellow bikes,
We ride on a gravel road

Between miles of rice paddies.
Grey clouds churn over us
As we race summer rain.

Drops fall from swelling skies
Like harp notes. Blinking rain

Away, I cling to slippery handles.
Brushing back damp locks,

My older brother and I wheel
To a rusty rice barn, lower

Heads against the downpour.

Beneath dripping eaves, I
W ring water from my uniform.

Sang Woo flicks raindrops
From his cropped black hair.
Reaching, I catch cool beads

Like clear crystal in my palms.
Soon timid sunlight pokes

Through clouds like rays
Peeking from an old keyhole.
Rain trickles to a stop. Dry,

We walk our bikes on the path
Dabbled by muddy puddles.

-RachaelJiYoon Kim, 17, born in Seoul, Korea,
now lives in California. Many oj her poems come

Jrom her Korean cultural heritage and experiences.

This summer, I'll travel along
the northeast coast of Panama,
sharing Turtle Talks with children.

-Zander Srodes, 17, is a
recipient of many awards, includ
ing a Presidential Environmental
Youth Award. In honor ifhis work,
a rescued turtle at the Clearwater
Marine Aquarium has been named
after him.

conservation groups have requested the book to use as
their own handout. The Spanish version has been sent
to Honduras, Costa Rica, Cuba, Mexico and Puerto
Rico.

At speaking opportunities, I have been asked how
to inspire young people to become active members in
community-based projects. My answer is based on my
own feeling of ownership of my program. Youth have
to become passionate about the project. If they develop
the mindset that they are essential for the program to
achieve its goals, then they will stick with the project.
Even if it is a team effort, they must think that it is on
their shoulders to make it a success.

In order to promote Turtle Talks sustainability for the
long term, my efforts now involve training and includ
ing other young people in the presentations. Whenever
I am going to do an event I canvas my peers to work
with me as a team. My intent is to pass Turtle Talks on
to the next generation of young environmentalists to
continue supporting sea turtle conservation or even
expanding it and targeting other threatened and endan
gered species.

During the Spring breaks of 2006 and 2007, I
spent time in Grande Riviere, Trinidad. I met with
schoolchildren in several villages surrounding one of
the largest nesting areas of the Leatherback turtle. I
also met and patrolled with the Grande Riviere Tour
and Guiding Program. They patrol the beach nightly
to monitor nesting and to prevent poaching of turtles
and eggs. It was quite a thrill to walk the beach in the
moon light and see these ancient creatures come up on
a beach that has been a nesting site for millions of years.
These animals have existed since the Jurassic period and
may not be around for more than another decade. After
this visit, I came home even more inspired to keep up
my conservation efforts.
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I) Be Aware Before You Buy!

Would you spread crushed insects over your face?
Or, fish scales? How about boiled skin, tendons, or ani
mal ligaments? I hope not! But unknowingly, you could
be. There are products out there that use these things.

For instance, Carmine (also called Cochineal or
Carminic acid) which is used in some makeup products,
is actually a crushed female Cochineal insect. The body
is crushed to make a red dye. It takes 70,000 female
Cochineal insects to make one pound of red dye! I
found out it was in my eye shadow and promptly threw
it out. It can also be in some bottled juices, candies and
even some colored pastas. Dried, crushed fish scales are
used in some shimmery cosmetics. Imagine using that
on your face! There are plant alternatives available that
companies can use. They do not have to use ingredients
derived from animal sources.

I learned about these things in a vegetarian cook
book's section called: "Hidden Animal Ingredients." As
I read on, I was shocked at how companies hid the ori
gins of their ingredients. I have always been against test
ing on animals and it is great that many companies no
longer do it. But, when I thought of testing on animals,
I didn't think of animal ingredients used in products or
how the ingredients were extracted from the animal.
Sometimes it's extracted from the dead carcasses or
sometimes painfully extracted from a living animal.

Noteworthy Entries

It is the responsibility of the consumers to do
research before buying products in order to know
what's actually in the products they buy. Here is a small
sampling of some animal ingredients hidden behind
common generic-sounding names:

Steric acid (Tallow): Animal fats and oils. Found in
vanilla flavorings, chewing gum, baked goods, bever
ages, soaps, ointments, candies, cosmetics and pills.

Duodenum substances: From the digestive tracts of
cows and pigs. Added to some vitamin tablets, cosmet
ics and creams.

Gelatin: Protein obtained by boiling skin, tendons,
ligaments and/or bones with water. From cows or pigs.
In candies, marshmallows, cakes, ice cream, yogurts, on
photographic film, in vitamins as a coating and as cap
sules. Sometimes used to assist in "clearing" wines.

Hyaluronic acid: A protein found in umbilical cords
and the fluids around the joints. Used as cosmetic oil.

You can find a complete list of hidden animal
ingredients at vegetarian and animal rights' websites.
Please think about these things as you are buying prod
ucts. All those animals didn't choose this and in some
cases they are held in captivity while cruel and painful
things happen to them. i-~

-Abbey Forbes, 15, homeschooler, New Mexico.

The Pine-Richland Middle School ofPennsylvania sent in 16 entries; these two caught our attention!

If Only One

If one hand joins the other,
we could help someone in need.

If one heart mends another,
we could change the world.

If one idea combines with an action,
we could make a statement.

If one spirit was lifted,
we could bring joy in one's life.

If one voice was heard,
we could make a difference.

- Alyssa Wozniak, 13, Pennsylvania.

The Earth's Song ~

Listening for miles, over sun-swept open plains ~
Hearing sounds of nature, talking through the day ~
Whispers of a blue jay, growls of bison tall
Cries of vultures soaring high, presiding over all
It's the voice of nature, permeating through the ground
Earthworms groaning, grasses growing, crickets chirping loud
When you look upon the Earth, what do you really see?
An endless song, lifetimes long ruling and taking me
Taking me where I long to go, a new and undiscovered land
A land where I can take a stand
A stand so noble and strong
In the coming land, I will try to plan
To save Earth's sweet song.

-Zach Dionise, 13, Pennsylvania.
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CULTURAL COLUGE America *********

~

What is America? A bubbling mud puddle, or a garden planted by the ancestors who dreamed us?

It is the land of the orphaned with nothing left to lose--the seat and blood of those

Who took nothing, and built a country on it

It is the work of the oddballs, diffused through a hole of improbability

The boldest, the bravest, the misfits, the rebels, the living, the dead

The cheaters, the felons

Who crossed the oceans and touched NewYork to plant gardens

Where seeds sprout into skyscrapers, and grass grows into fields of dreams.

The home of the hated, the loved, the envied, the righteous, the wicked;

It's a gift from the dreamers, who defeated the dust bowls, pursued the plains,

Made their way to California to make their homes, to stake their claims

and die there

It is the prize of the fighters, the hand of King Midas, a country

Where children are raised like royalty, fulfilling someone else's dream

It is a world of the old and teary eyed, away from the hills of the places left behind

Whose helpless watch their brothers and sisters, our mothers and fathers

With questioning eyes, wondering if we're still the same as when we left, debating whether we're monsters

Tearing the world apart, or heroes putting it back together

It is the forage of the fearless, of tactless tactics, of pitiless purpose,

The playground of those who toppled the land and swept the natives to the remotest corners

It is stolen treasure

Where memories sit at home and gather dust upon the mantelpiece or in museums on display for

three months at a time

It is the young and the restless, it is miniskirts, fast food, pop, baseball, reality TV-it is a place to call

our own, a cultivated field of greed, desires, and dreams

It is a grid of states that lay side by side like night and day. It roots us into the massive land

Or waits to clutch us in its talons of towers in cities

It is a place where everything is changing while we look away

It is a forgiving history we escape like a child awakening from bad dreams

It is a storm spreading, dropping us like birds from the sky, we explore the surroundings

It is cold, and quiet, the sun is just rising, like an eye making its way out of the horizon

Glinting behind a blue and open sea...

-Bernadette Salem, 16, New York.

Page 14 Skipping Stones Sept. - Oct. 2007



\

. \ .
\ \ .

\ \ , \

\ \ \ \ \

\ ~ \ \

\ \ \ \ \. \ \ \ \
\ \ \ "

\ . ,
\ , \ ,

The rain is a tear
Falling down a girl's face.

She is crying because
She has lost her love.

His name was Thunder.
She misses him dearly.

Her voice is loud, saying, "Thunder,
come back to me."

She knew that her love
Would come back to her.

She said to herself that
Thunder comes after lightning.

So he did come after her.

-Lupita Blancarte, 13,

Latin-American, Arizona.

Uawk
Billowing in the breeze

Perching over a panoramic view
Swooping down for a microscopic mouse

Swiftly gliding amongst the clouds
Drifting up with the sun

Turning,
Rapidly descending at unbelievable speed
Pulling up millimeters before the ground

A hawk's magnificent precision.

-Nick Lehmann, 12, Pennsylvania.

Inspired by Nature?
Do you like to write nature poetry? You might
write poems about nature near you and send

to: editor@SkippingStones.org

Summer's Rain
A summer's rain soon begins

But the farmer still has fields to mend

Blossomed tulips and roses change
To teacups in cascading rain

Dew-glazed cows whisper and settle
The rooster gives a final "holloa" like tea in a kettle

Trickling brooks rise to rivers

Simple puddles rumple and shiver

Towering trees drip and sway
A summer's rain ends the day.

-William Walker, grade 8, Washington.

-Sophia D. Ostroff,
9, Pennsylvania. She

adds, "My ancestors

came to Americafrom

Russia in the early

1900s to escape the

pogroms and have re

ligious freedom. The

windows of our old

home gave the most

beautiful light. The

sunrises and sunsets

seen from those win

dows were always

illuminating. }}

Spring
Beneath the vast blue

Pink, blushing cherry blossoms
Bloom with all their might

Summer
Waves of emerald

Showing off their shades ofblue
Richly glistening

Fall
Rich hues of autumn

Red, yellow, orange, and gold
Swaying with the breeze

Winter
Treasures of winter

Snowflakes on my windowpane
Frosty diamonds

Thunderstorm
Thunderbolts roaring

Furious flash oflightning
Chaos in the sky

-Nana Minoura, 17, studies at an

international high school inJapan.
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/I1lf Casita in Costa Rica: A mzy into Nature

While I was growing up, nature
came to my family's Chicago home in the form
of indoor plants, photographs of beautiful places,
and a pet hamster. Inside
our homes, however, we
are insulated, sheltered and
divided from the exquisite
sensation of rain-soaked
bodies, wild and edible fruit
on a hungry tongue, and
the deep drumming beat of
nature's heart.

Determined to cross
this divide when I turned
21, I began living alone in
a casita (little house) in the
middle of a tropical rain
forest in Costa Rica, where
I was working as a natural
ist and research scientist.
My casita became a unique vessel to understand
and live in the natural world. Its slanted aluminum
roof enclosed four wooden walls, three windows, a
door, a wooden platform for my bed, and a single
light bulb. The walls of my little hut were made of
wooden planks with gaps in between that served as
doors for many rainforest creatures. Although the
roof and walls of my casita sheltered me from the
elements, they were porous enough to allow nature
to flow into and out of its boundaries.

Upon returning to my casita
in the early evenings after trek
king through the rainforest, I was
always greeted by a spiky black
lizard with a green tail who began
doing push-ups the moment he
saw my approach. Unshaken by
his monstrous demonstration of
strength, I opened the door to
hear the sudden hush of move
ment from within. Waiting in the
darkness like a group of party
goers about to shout "surprise,"
the tenants of my casita held still

as I stepped inside and switched on the light bulb.

Before turning the light off each night, I lay
inside my sleeping bag and watched the carnival

of activities inside my
home: the immense
shadow of a scorpion
tail piercing the body
of a scuttling cock
roach, a mass of daddy
long-legs vibrating
on the wall, a mother
rat scurrying along a
wooden beam to col
lect chewed pieces of
my T-shirts and books
to build a nest for
her swelling belly. In
the absence of light,
the festivities of my
rainforest roommates

became only more dramatic in my mind as new
sounds crept closer and closer to my body.

Each night, rain drummed on the aluminum
roof while trade winds threatened to pull the roof
off entirely. A local puma often came on half-moon
nights to sit on my roof and feast. I listened to
the sounds of flesh tearing, bones crunching, and
cat claws scratching above me with a curious, yet
frightened, heart.

Awaking to the grunts of howler monkeys, I
often found myself scratching spi
der bites or brushing rat fecal pel
lets off my pillow. On rare occa
sions, I awoke under a Medusa
tangle of snakes dangling above
my head or to a bivouac of army
ants swarming like a black cloak
over the floor and up my walls.

The ecological communi
ties of organisms in the rainforest
have their own cultures full of
song and rhythmic dance. Over
time, I learned how to commu-
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A New Creation Story! Why There Are Waves
Have you ever

wondered why there are
waves? Here is why...

Once upon a time,
Water was still; he never
moved. All day, all he
did was gloat about how
much he glowed because
he had so many jewels in

his bed of sand. Moon was jealous of the way Water
glowed. He longed for people to marvel at him as
they did for Water. One day, Moon was trying to
plot a way to steal Water's jewels when the perfect
plan hit him! He was so proud of himself.

The next day he set off to find Water. Water
lived in a large pit which Mole had dug for him.
When Moon neared Water's home, he disguised
himself in a pair of ragged clothes. Moon walked
up to Water and said in a sad, trembling voice,
"Hello, sir. 1 was wondering if 1 could spend the
night. When 1 was hiking with my family in the
woods, 1 got separated from them and 1 cannot
find them!"

Water, who was very kind, answered, "Why, of
course! 1 couldn't refuse such a small thing to any
one." Moon asked Water if he could just go to bed
for he was tired from all the traveling.

Water thought that was a good idea and said, "I
have only one bed, but we can share it." So Moon
swam down through Water and pretended to be
searching for the best place to sleep. He was of
course looking for where the jewels were hidden.
Suddenly, he saw them. They were in a small crev
ice just within reach of Moon. He reached down
into the crevice, then pulled them out and admired
them for a moment before hastily stuffing them
into his pocket. Then Moon swam for the surface.

He burst out ofWater and rocketed high into
the sky at top speed. When he reached his home,
he spread the jewels over his face. At once, he
started glowing. When Water saw this, he began to
jump up to catch Moon and regain his jewels.

So when you think you are seeing waves, you
are really just seeing Water trying to regain his pre
cious jewels. ft<.

-Guillaume Rebeyrol, 10, French-American, Oregon.

My Casita in Costa Rica Cont'd.

with my neighbors by play
ing hide-n-seek with a friendly
owl, screaming back and forth
with the puma, grunting like a
howler monkey, whistling to-fee

do with a long-tailed manakin,
and swaying in rhythm with the
leaves of the Hasseltia tree out
side my door.

As 1 began to spend more
time in the forest during the
day and night as well as com
municating with my room
mate creatures, nature came to flow through my
body as my soul came to flow through nature. 1
then learned that the ultimate vessel is our body.
My body carries me through nature as well as
into nature. Eight years have passed since 1 spent

my first night in my casita. As 1 sit
here writing these words and feeling
my unborn baby kicking inside of
my belly, 1 have also learned that my
body can bring forth nature. This real
ization helps me to finally understand
that we are nature. l*..

-Kimberly A. Zook, British Columbia,
Canada. "Many children today experience
nature without actually living in nature due
to a multitude of facilities. These experi
ences may provide mere snapshots of nature,
which prevents children from reaching a
higher level ofconnection with nature. While

working as a naturalist and research scientist in a rainforest
in Costa Rica, I lived alone in a small hut, a casita, that
helped me to understand nature on a deeper level. Over the
past few years I've fascinated children and young adults by
speaking about my experience of living in my casita!"
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Ke~ei's Cap
ried and moved away. Though Wohtek was eighteen

and Kewei only twelve, they did everything together

-especially weaving.

When Kewei was five, Wohtek began giving her

leftover pieces of hazel sticks and pine roots to play
with. With daily practice and lots of help from her

sister, mother, and grandmother, Kewei wove simple
mats and baskets. Now she was finally skilled enough

to make the small, intricate twines of a ceremonial cap.
She'd already spent a whole season gathering and pre

paring the materials: young shoots of gray willow for
the upright warp
and more pliable
pine roots for the

weft.

For the overlay
design, she'd col
lected tan bear grass
and black maiden

hair fern stems, and
she'd dyed porcu

pine quills with
wolf moss to make

them yellow. If only
the Creator would

cooperate with a
design!

After breakfast,
Kewei and Wohtek
hiked along the
snow-fed Klamath
River past racks
laden with strips of

drying, pink, salmon meat. A few yards beyond the last
plank house of the village, Kewei and Wohtek entered
the redwood forest.

"Over here," Kewei called softly in the quiet grove

of massive trees. She'd found several quills in the same
spot. "A porcupine must have slapped its tail at a bobcat
during the night."

As they searched among pink-flowered azaleas,
ferns, and fallen redwood leaves, Wohtek asked, "So,
little sister, what have you been dreaming about?" She
grinned slyly. "A boy, maybe?"

"Well?" Wohtek leaned over
Kewei, tickling Kewei's nose

with the tips of her long hair.
"Has pleading worked yet?"

"No." Kewei brushed her
sister's hair out of her face.
"Wah-pec-wah-mow hates me."

"The Creator doesn't hate

you. Anyway, you can use your everyday cap."

"I know. But Mother made it, not me."

Wohtek pinched Kewei's arm. "Cheer up. We're
hunting for quills this morning, remember?"

"Yes!" Kewei jumped up from her sleeping mat.
Porcupine quills were one of the special materials
Yurok women used to create designs in their baskets,
and hunting for them was a fun challenge.

As the sisters ate a breakfast of acorn mush, their
happy chatter filled the wooden house. It struck Kewei
yet again how lonely it would be when Wohtek mar-

She sighed as she turned
over, looking enviously at her
sister's and mother's beauti
ful ceremonial caps sitting side
by side on the regalia shelf.
Wohtek, Kewei's older sister, was
getting married in six months
and Kewei had hoped to weave
her own cap in time for the
wedding ceremony.

But first she needed the
Creator to send her a design in
a dream.

Kewei snuggled
under her soft, deerskin

blanket and closed her
eyes. "Wah-pec-wah

mow," she prayed. "In your
great and loving wisdom,

please show me the design to weave into my cap. Ifyou
do, I promise I will never tease my big sister again!"

The next morning, Kewei opened her eyes remem

bering only bits and pieces of a nonsense dream about
a bear.
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Kewei rolled her eyes. Boys were all Wohtek had
talked about for the past three years. "Not a boy."

Kewei paused. "It's strange. A grizzly bear keeps

showing up in my dreams. It follows me around, stands
on its hind legs, and waves its paw.

Last night it finally roared so loudly that I had to
cover my ears. 'Shoo!' I shouted. 'Go away so the spirits
can show me my design!'"

Wohtek stopped picking quills and laughed. She
laughed so hard, she held her sides.

If Kewei hadn't just made a promise to Wah-pec

wah-mow not to tease her sister, she would have
yanked Wohtek's hair. She hated being laughed at!

Wohtek finally wiped her eyes. "Kewei!" she said.
"The grizzly bear was getting your attention! It wants
to be your design!"

Kewei's eyes grew wide. "Really?"

"Were you expecting to see your finished cap all
laid out for you?"

"Well ... yes."

Wohtek hugged Kewei. "When I'm married, I
hope you'll still weave with me."

"Won't you be too busy with your new family?"

''I'll never be too busy for my funny little sister!"

Kewei grinned. As they gathered more quills, she

silently thanked Wah-pec-wah-mow and apologized
for pleading for something she'd already been given.
The idea for her cap quickly took form in her mind.
She'd begin weaving it the minute they got home! l*-

-Melissa Higgins, California. Art: Mariel Degli Esposti

Melissa notes: "The Yurok people still live in their ances

tral homeland on the far North Coast if California along

the Klamath River. They continue to weave caps and baskets,

catch salmon, and

celebrate their tradi

tional ceremonies. "

To learn more,

visit the the Yurok

'Tribe's website:

www.yuroktribe.org.

Inspired by Nature

Deer
Its muscles shouted power

Its eyes smoldered fire
Its soul essence desire

But it's all of them combined together
That lets its grace leap forever

Self-portrait with antlers Myray found the week of Mother's Day

Mother's Day Deer for Maya
As if on a trampoline

This wild being
Pierces the peaceful forest
With its silent greetings

But to venture inside
Would make you decide

Whether this being
Was as peaceful as it seems

Its heart pounds to the rhythm
Of its silent feet

Its muscles flex to the rhythm
Of the heart

Precisely impacting the little greens
That bow in awe beneath its feet

-Myray Reames, 14, Oregon.
"1 live in the country in a log octagon home my parents

built. 1 am into nature, hiking, camping, photography, writing,
ballet, hip hop, modeling, skiing, MySpace and music. I've got
ten into art as our art department at school is huge and active.
I've had my first art pieces in ccffee shops and stores around
town and 1am enjoying art very much!"
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Taking Action & Noteworthy North.East.West.South.

• A United Nations (UN) report warns that desertifi
cation is one of the "greatest environmental challenges
of our times." Desertification refers to land degraded
by human activities such as farming and grazing. If the
problem is left unchecked, overgrazing and unsustain
able irrigation could mean that about 50 million people
worldwide will be forced to flee their homes over the
next ten years.

• In another report, the UN states that some 3.3 billion
people, about half of the world's population, will
live in cities by 2008. This number will likely climb to
5 billion by 2030.Without proper planning, cities across
the globe will be faced with overwhelming poverty and
limited opportunities for youth, which could lead to
religious extremism and other social problems.

• Global Warming? Newspapers reported that many
Arctic lakes are drying up. Los Angeles area received
only 20% of its normal rainfall last year and northern
Texas and Oklahoma received too much rainfall in
June. High temperatures in some hot spots reached
above 125° F in late June.Yet another report suggested
that average temperatures in the U.S., Europe and per
haps, even around the planet, are warmer than previ
ous observations. The oceans are also getting warmer.
Similar weather patterns are expected to take place in
global warming scenarios.

• Encyclopedia of Life. Harvard biologist E.O
Wilson and his colleagues plan to launch an online
encyclopedia that will catalogue all known species.
Wilson stated, "We are going for nothing less than the
complete mapping of the world's biodiversity."

The planet may have over 10 million species, but
only 1.8 million of them have been identified so far.

Surely, this will not be an easy task because new
genetic knowledge has increased diversity and changed
our understanding of species' family relations. Even
genetics does not guarantee that species will be named
correctly. As David Maddison at the Tree of Life Project
points out, "There is no bar code on a beetle's butt.
Nature is not that simple."

• Sept. 11th, 2007 will mark the sixth year of a contin
uous, monthly interfaith prayer and sharing in Eugene!

• India, the world's largest democracy, has just elected a
72-year old woman as the president of the nation!

• Celebrating Human Greatness. We all have qual
itites like love, compassion, courage, selflessness, wis
dom, etc. When we awaken to our true nature, these
qualities become available to us in a split second, and
we are inspired to act in ways that touch our inner
greatness. The Brahma Kumaris (www.bkwsu.org) is
hosting public conversations in many cities across the
U.S. to explore and promote this concept of human
greatness. You, too, can engage in your own "great
ness conversation" with your friends and family, and
have fun at the same time. To start such a conversa
tion, think about a time you witnessed an act that you
consider to be great and share it with your circle of
friends. Everyone takes turns. For the second round,
people can share instances when they were moved to
act in a way that was kind, generous or courageous.

• Many Brands, One Company! In the mass pet
food recall in the U.S., pet owners were surprised to
learn that dozens of pet food brands, from discount
to premium, all came from the same company, Menu
Foods Inc. This reveals a widespread business practice:
many competing brands are manufactured in the same
factory. For example, Proctor & Gamble makes two
brands of diapers to target different consumers, just as it
produces multiple detergent brands.

• Children's Outdoor Bill of Rights! Concerned
about childhood obesity, inactivity and increasing
detachment from the outdoors, the state of California
is encouraging children and their families to spend
more time in the great outdoors. In July, Governor
Schwarzenegger signed a proclamation supporting
the California Children} Outdoor Bill oj Rights which
includes ten easy and fun things that every child should
have the opportunity to experience. These are: Discover

history • splash in the water • play in a safe place •
camp under the stars • explore nature • learn to swim •

play on a team • follow a trail • catch a fish • celebrate
their family heritage.

Spending time in the great outdoors is a wonder
ful experience for people of all ages. It's an enjoyable
way to get the exercise we need, and helps us develop a
greater appreciation for our natural environment. Take
local action to create similar initiatives in your region!

• Nov. 13th is the annual Mix It Up at Lunch Day!
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m!l 7houghts Poetry Page

-John Chao, 13, Michigan.

I am quiet and like to think

I wonder what I will be doing a few decades from now

I will hear multiple choices calling out for me to pick and choose

I see a bright, special and surprising future for me ahead

I want to improve the world physically and also mentally

I am quiet and like to think

I sometimes pretend I am working alone so I can think more enhanced

I feel it is impossible for me to have nothing in the world to learn about

I want to touch, observe and study every new idea and item I encounter throughout my life

I worry that one day I will make a horrible mistake and ruin my dreams

I cry when times are tough and troubling and nobody's there to lend a hand or nothing is done to help me out

I am quiet and like to think

I understand that nothing is easy and one day all the work and effort I put in will

be compensated in a very remarkable way

I say if you want something you will need to work your best to achieve it

I dream about being the top students in my high schoool or college

I try to be more talkative and converastional with other people

I hope that one day the world will be different and better, peaceful and joyful

I am quiet and like to think

Who would give up a child of such grace
Loving and caring would give so much more

Maybe she thought that she needed some space
Away from the baby and out the door

Does she sigh or does she fly in the sky
Where did she go when I needed her most
Do those feelings come out to make her cry
Does she sometimes feel that I am her ghost

Autumn
Ballet

Crinkled leaves

fall on a whim,

it seems.

They swing on breezes

like lazy summer hammocks.

Breeze ballerinas

dance with the wind.

A graceful pair,

swoop, twirl, pirouette

but then tumble down.

Their partner's left them

on the ground.

-Grace Leonard, high-school

junior, North Carolina. Grace
wrote the poem when she was 14. Joe/Ie Bauman

GillingVp

I know someone is always there for me
To love and be sure that I am cared for

She makes me feel I am a standing tree
Growing up so I can be so much more

For each one I have so many feelings
Even though one may be more appealing

-Joelle Bauman, 12, New York. Joelle was

adopted at birth. She was thinking a lot about her

birth mother when she wrote this sonnet.
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LEAVING FOR ~(HOOL
"This story is about my father as afour

teen-year-old boy in 1977 Ethiopia.
Ethiopia is in East Africa, right next
to Somalia. "

"NEY, WAKE UP!"
Dad said as I slowly got up.

"What time is it?" I

asked when I was fully

sitting up.

"It's time for you to
go to school, Legesse. It's
8:15 a.m."

I suddenly got up.
8:15! School was going
to start in fifteen minutes.
I quickly ran to the bath

room and took a shower.
When I finished, I noticed that

luckily, my clothes were ready
for me and were neatly folded on

my bed. After that, I grabbed some
bread out of the pantry and ran towards

my school. It was a good thing that I was captain of
the track-and-field team and a good soccer player too.
I was quickly able to run the three-mile distance just in
time, for the school doors were about to close on me.

"Hey, it's Legesse," someone yelled out as I quietly
tried to sneak to my seat.

Then the teacher turned his piercing glare towards
me, and it gave me shivers. Finally, after a long silence,
he yelled at me, "Who do you think you are? Emperor
Haile Selassie?!"

I was so glad that I was not wearing my white
clothes with the flap in the front and back, because I
was sweating so much that if I were wearing those, they
would be ruined. That would not be good for a four
teen year-old boy living in 1977 Ethiopia.

Finally, when school was over, I went to have some
fun with my friends Birhane, Mulugeta and Sisay. We
walked all around Aduwa, hanging around nice restau
rants. When it was getting late, we said our goodbyes
and headed home.

Even though it was just me,

Legesse Gebrekristos, and my father,
Gebrekristos Asgedom, I did not

feel lonely, because he was there.

But soon we were going to

be split up, and I would
also be split up from my

friends. Why? Because I
decided to further pur

sue my education and
knowledge as far as I
could possibly go. But,
there were no schools
in Ethiopia after you
graduated at thirteen

or fourteen-years-old. I
knew that the only place

to go was a new place~a

place that I had heard was

great. I would have to go to
the United States of America.

The best part about this is that my
father understood me, my feelings, and

what I felt I must do.

The day of my departure was coming, and as it

steadily approached, I watched and waited as the days
passed, half hoping my dream would come true, and
half that it would not.

We traveled to the harbor from which I would
depart. It was me, my father, Birhane, Mulugeta and
Sisay. When I was on board, the boat left the harbor,
and I saw how the four of them ran, saying their good
byes and waving until they accidentally ran too much
and too fast, so that they fell into the water where the
dock ended.

I laughed at their stupidity and as I did, I waved
back and said to them, "Do not worry because I will
come back to Aduwa as a man. Let everyone know this
because it is true!"

I stood as I said this and looked back at the fading

figures that were getting cold from the water, until the
boat was so far away that they were not even visible. >~

~Temesgen Gebrekristos, 11, fllinois. Art: Shannon Lattin

Page 22 Skipping Stones Sept. - Oct. 2007



~ • ~ (If\\ Teacher for Hire
The halls were a lot smaller now

that I had grown. They used to seem so big and
wide. The front doors were now electronically locked,
and I needed to be buzzed in to enter the school. There

was a different principal, and a more decorated, upscale
office. As I waited in the office--a place I didn't know
about when I attended New City Elementary School
for all of the students to be dismissed, I thought about
all the changes that occurred since I graduated.

I had returned a couple of
times before to see my broth
er's open houses and such, but
I was now here on pure busi
ness. I was supposed to actu
ally teach a couple of students
some basic Japanese once a
week after school. I was a part
of the Teachers Apprenticeship
Program (TAP). I had a les
son ready with me and had
planned for this to be a cake
walk, but I was soon in for a shock.

I walked down the halls to the room I was assigned,
and noticed some students of mine were already there.
I knew two out of the six kids I was to teach, and that's
because they were my younger brother and his friend.
I knew they were my students because they were run
ning around the halls yelling konichiwa (good afternoon)
to each other. I didn't realize it then, but that instant
would sum up my first time as a teacher.

I called all of the kids into the room and took
attendance. I'd thought it might help if I brought the
students some doughnut holes, as a sort of peace offer
ing to get them on my side. If it did anything, it just
gave them all a boost in energy level. After the sugar
fest, I finally got down to teaching. I talked about
how some companies in Japan have their workers do
calisthenics before the workday. I had my students do
some jumping jacks. BIG MISTAKE! Two of my stu
dents thought that they didn't have to sit down after
that and ran rampant through the classroom. They were
crawling on the floor, going into other kids' desks and
being quite disruptive to my other students and myself.
I finally got them all settled in, and then I continued on

a brief introduction to Japanese culture. Then I actually
tried to teach them something.

The first thing I wanted to teach them was their
own names. That would be an easy task, and it would

take up some time. I showed every student how to
write his or her name in Japanese. I had everyone
practice it a bunch of times on paper. Then, when
each person was ready, I gave out markers and watched
everyone make name tags.

Amazingly, they all wrote
their names perfectly, and I
had some time left. So, I fig
ured I'd teach them as much
of the alphabet as I could. I
thought everything was going
well, but my students seemed
like they were about to revolt
at any time.

I was writing the alphabet
on the board when one girl in
my class raised her hand and

asked me, "Are we ever going to do something fun?
This class is very boring, and I don't like you."

I was speechless. If anything ever changed my men
tality about teaching, that was it. It certainly wasn't the
job I thought it was.

Not only has the teaching assignment taught me
how difficult it is to teach others-especially in a lan
guage I'm not even close to mastering myself-but it
has helped me to reflect on my own teachers. Now,
when students are whistling during class or trying to
plow out the door to get their break between two
biology periods, I find myself hesitating to laugh. The
actions of some students can be funny, but now that I
have experienced being on the other side of a desk full
of ungraded papers, I know that it not only interrupts
class, but it can also affect the teacher. I thought about
that girl's comments for awhile, and it is still shocking
to me that somebody would say that to their teacher.

Teaching takes more than a brain filled with facts or
just a love of one subject. It takes a strong person to put
up with some students' actions. f.~

-Adam Littman, 16, New York. Art: Shannon Lattin.
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RealiL Ro«:~§! Stress!? !

New Year:
Different teachers,

Different tests,

Even different friends.

The most difficult year, by far.

Work is piling up, quizzes and tests every

other day.

There are no breaks, no timeouts.

Uncontrollable anger.

Panic attacks from too much stress.

Pressure coming in from all directions.

Nowhere to run, nowhere to hide.

Learning to deal with it.

"You're not a little kid anymore," they say.

It's not going to get any easier.

Got to stay on Honor Roll and make parents

proud.

Have to make them happy.

-Kathy Eshoo, 13, Illinois.

"I like to express myself and
show people the true me. I do that
through writing. I speak English
and Assyrian. I am loud and live
ly, always having a smile on my
face. I like to make people laugh
and smile. It brings me joy to see
people happy. I wish and hope
for happiness Jor everyone that

deserves it, and justice for everyone who needs it. II

How can I define stress? It's a mixture of
feelings. Stress is being overwhelmed, tired, nervous,
and just plain busy. This mixture of feelings is terrible,
and absolutely everyone gets it. So, if you have it right
now, don't worry! You're not alone.

When you're stressed, it probably means that you're
overwhelmed-you have too much to do. In the morn
ing, you have piano, then you hit school. After school
you play basketball, then run home and eat a sandwich,
followed by grabbing your script and running to play
practice. Then you get home for the night, and only
have one hour before bedtime to do all of your home
work! Kids need to have breaks and time to rest.

I can compare this strees to a teacup. If you fill it
with too much tea, it will overflow. That's what happens
with too much stress.

You might want to dump some tea out of your
teacup. That is, you need to drop an activity. It will give
you some more free time to relax, work on homework
and be a kid. People will understand, unless they're
mean. Maybe they're not mean, they might just be
stressed. If they are, tell them to consider this article
because it will help them.

Another way you get stressed is by procrastinating,
leaving everything for the last minute. To prevent this,
use a planner to plan a few assignments for each day.
This way, you won't be cramming it all in at once.

Here are some more tips to help you work with
stress:

* Have a positive attitude and tell yourself you can
get through this.You will go through the day with that
attitude, so you'll be successful.

*Take deep breaths when you're overwhelmed. This
will help you calm down and clear your mind.

* Get plenty of rest and eat healthy snacks. Healthy
foods give your body energy. Plenty of rest makes your
mind clear and your body ready for the day.

I hope this article will help you define stress and
deal with it. If the tips help you, talk to a friend about
them and soon the whole world will be able to deal
with stress. ~~

-Mackenzie Birkey, 10, Wisconsin. Art: Mari Mizobe.
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A Tradition ofTeaching
I cherish the memories of my grandmother

explaining how to pick various plants and herbs or
sharing historical information about our hometown of

Santa Rosa, New Mexico, and the surrounding little

communities. My grandmother was not well-educated,

but she made sure to explain the how and why of
everything she did, whether it was cooking or sew

ing quilts or going out to pick plants. As I grew older I

would sometimes get impatient with her, but I would
listen. I know now that she was sharing her knowledge

because she loved me, and by sharing a piece of herself,
she was cultivating a tradition that I hope to carryover
to my grandchildren.

Most of the ~eritage in the Northeastern part of
New Mexico is a blend of Spanish, Mexican and some
Native American. My grandmother was a blend of
these three and she spoke fluent Spanish and only rarely

spoke English. I asked her once why she did not speak
English and she said she was embarrassed of her pro
nunciation. So if she could get away with it, she would

speak Spanish.

One of my grandmother's favorite pastimes was

to go on walks to the various lakes or take drives to
remote areas in New Mexico. We would collect a vari

ety of plants. My grandmother would explain how to
identifY a particular plant and then she would teach me
how to pick it. On our many walks we would find wild

asparagus and spinach as well as spearmint and basil. She
would make sure we picked the plant so that it would
regenerate. My grandmother and I did this in the late
1950s and early 1960s. With all the hype today about
herb stores and natural healing, she probably could have
made this favorite pastime into a lucrative business. I
always think of my grapdmother when I see advertise
ments for herbs and plants for natural healing. In her
days, natural cures may have been the only option.

My mother told me that my great-grandmother
was a curandera (healer). This is probably why my grand
mother was fascinated with herbs and plants and knew
about various healing qualities that plants had.

As the oldest child in my family, I recall my moth
er sending me up the hill to fetch my grandmother
whenever one of us was ill. I recall a time when my
infant sister had colic. I ran up the hill as fast as I could

to let my grand
mother know.

She got her little

leather pouch,

and we pro
ceeded to walk

down the hill
towards the lake.

I didn't know it

at the time, but
she was looking
for an herb called
manzanilla (small

apple), now called
chamomile.

We walked
for a half hour or

so and then she found the plant. She announced in
Spanish, "Ah, ahi esta" ("Ah, there it is"). As we walked
up to it, we had to make sure we did not crush the sur

rounding plants. She picked the manzanilla by pinching
the stems and placed them in her little pouch. Once we
arrived home, she dried the leaves over the stove. When

the leaves were dry, she made a tea. After cooling it,
she transferred it to the baby's bottle along with a tiny

amount of sugar.

The baby loved the tea and suckled it until it was
almost gone. The once colicky baby was now cooing
and smiling. I remember the contented look on my
grandmother's face as she held the happy baby.

Youth today have iPods, computers, and cell phones.
The only recreation I had during summer break was
spending time with my grandparents, going to the
library, swimming, playing softball, basketball, or tennis.
I really didn't have a lot of choices. Although I definite

ly support the luxuries that new technology provides, I
do have some concern that there are excessive choices
today, and that traditional values may get lost in the
shuille. Visiting grandparents might be the furthest idea
on a grandchild's busy daily agenda.

I have to believe that if my grandmother were alive
today, she would be smiling with approval that her
granddaughter describes her as a teacher. >.*-..

-ShirleyJ Prince, Pennsylvania. Art: Mari Mizobe.
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The Translators from Form III

"Is it?"

father asked, "How was
school?"

"Terrible. They
don't speak English
right. They count dif
ferently. Even the alpha
bet is different."

"Cheerio, mummy."

"Cheerio, Philippa."

Patti couldn't believe her ears. The English
children were waving goodbye to their parents and
talking about cereal.

Maybe I should say "Corn Flakes" when mom
leaves, she thought.

She couldn't believe her eyes, either. Philippa's
mother didn't look anything like a mummy. And,
Philippa sounded like a
boy's name but he was
wearing a skirt. It was
Patti's first day of school
since her family had
moved to England, and
she was already confused.

Patti and her mother
walked to her classroom.

Welcome to Form III,
read a sign on the door.

"Form III?" Patti said
to her mother. "I'm in
third grade-or I would
be back in Missouri."

"Good morning,"
Mrs. Walker greeted her.

She tapped her
desk. "Class, we have a new student. Patti is from
America. Philippa, please show Patti where she can
hang her anorak. "

"I can't hang up my anorak," Patti said. "I don't
have one." I don't even know what an anorak is,
she thought.

"Yes, you do," said Philippa, who really was a
girl wearing braids and a neat white blouse. "You're
wearing one."

"Oh," said Patti, looking at her new, hooded
sweatshirt.

"Don't you wear anoraks in America?" Philippa
asked.

"Yes. No. I don't know." Are two things the
same if they have different names? Patti wondered.

"Please sit down, girls," Mrs. Walker said. "Let's
review maths. What is 110 minus 55 minus 45
minus 10?"

"Zero," said Patti, happy to know the answer.

"Aught," the class responded. Everyone looked
at Patti.

Ought to what? Are the numbers as different in
England as the words?

That evening, Patti's

"Yes. Mrs. Walker
asked Trevor to spell
buzzard. He said, 'b-u
zed-zed-a-r-d.' Zed isn't
a letter. It sounds like a
cereal. Eat your Zeds."

"Maybe you need a
translator," her mother
suggested.

"From English to
English? I'd feel silly."

The next day started no better. Mrs. Walker
reviewed safety rules. "Cross streets only at zebra
crossings," she said.

Patti looked out the window. She didn't see any
zebras dressed as crossing guards, but she wanted to
find a kangaroo crossing back to Missouri!

Philippa leaned over. "Come for tea after
school. I have an idea."

"Ok. But could I have milk instead?"

Philippa laughed. "We always have milk at tea."

This confused Patti even more.

Tea turned out to be thin sandwiches of
cucumber slices with cream cheese and radish slices
with butter and tiny frosted cakes.
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Everybody was having
fun, going to the Bahamas,

Hawaii, and Miami. But

I was going to China for
the whole summer-two

months-to learn Chinese.

My parents, my twin
sister and I got on the

plane to fly to the other

side of the world, Chang
Sha, China. When the
plane landed, I knew I was
doomed. There they were:

The Gong Twills ill China!
my two aunts, my uncle, my

cousin, and a distant relative. I acted happy, but actually
I was praying that I wouldn't have to speak Chinese.

After two weeks, my father and mother left to go
back to America, so my sister and I were alone. How

would we communicate? We had trouble at first, but as

the days passed, my relatives started understanding our
English-accented Chinese.

I had to go to school in China-a real Chinese
school! I was so scared! On the first day I went, I was

put in a third grade class. The desks and chairs were so
small that I couldn't fit my legs underneath. All the kids
made fun of us in Chinese. They didn't know it, but just

------- The Translators ... contd.

because I couldn't speak Chinese didn't mean I couldn't

understand it. I could understand every word they said.

Once my sister politely turned down ice cream
and one of the kids said in Chinese, "The teachers buy
us ice cream, and they don't take it? How rude. They
waste our money!"

Another time, all the students were eating ice cream.
My sister's and my ice cream started dripping and piec

es started falling down. So we ran to the bathroom and
tried to eat the ice cream quickly. A boy and the prin

cipal passed by and I heard them say "They're so useless!
They don't even know how to eat ice cream!"

My sister and I were pretty famous at the Chinese
school. Whenever we stepped into the building, the stu
dents would start screaming in Chinese, "Look! It's the

Americans!" Whenever we passed someone, he or she
would say in a whisper, "Those are the Americans."

My experience in China was great. There were
many ups and downs that made this trip unique. It was

tons of fun, but my sister and I still learned a lot. Just
remember, try everything. I went to China and now I

hope to go back every year. f.~

-Jacqueline Gong, tt, New York.

"[ was born and live in America. My parents were born in

China. I go to Chinese School to learn Chinese. Although I

am not good at it, [ can speak, write and read a little Chinese.
[ can understand everything. }}

added to the list whenever Patti was confused.

Then, one day, Mrs. Walker announced, "Class,
we have a new student. Damien is from Australia."

"How're you going, mates?" said Damien.

Patti and Philippa looked at each other.
Philippa added a third column to their list, while
Patti invited Damien for tea. f.~

-Cynthia Levinson, author and mother oj two, 'Texas.

"Why do you call this tea?" Patti asked, pop

ping a whole cake in her mouth.

"What do you call what you eat after schoo!?"

"Snack."

Philippa took a piece of paper and drew a line
down the middle. At the top of the left column,
she wrote, "English English. " At the top of the
right column, she wrote, "American English."
Underneath, she wrote "tea" on the left and
"snack" on the right. Together, they wrote all the

. words she and Patti had translated for each other.

"You can learn my English, and I can learn

yours," Philippa said.

Over the following weeks, the Third Formers

English English

Boots

Football

Pavement

Pram

American English

Trunk

Soccer

Sidewalk

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

I am beginning high school this coming fall. I will be marked for life: a winner or a loser. I don't see
myself making a success of it! -Tyler

Dear Tyler, you may already have received varied advice: become strong and physically able; devel
op one or two close friends to hang out with in school; excel at a hobby which will help you stand
out in the crowd; read good books. If so, it's not bad advice. But, I want to point out to you that I hear
an assumption on your part that schools are based on competition, dividing losers from winners.

Many schools may be just so, but that is by choice, not by necessity.

I am in daily, close contact with an alternative high school, consisting of sixty students, six full
time and four part-time teachers. This school is based on everyone being accepted and accepting one
another. This school is based on community.

Acceptance into the school is based on each student's agreement that: it is the student's own choice
to enroll in that school; each student commits to resolving conflict non-violently; each will seek to
create an emotionally safe climate for all.

The success and advancement of each person is the aim in this community. Words and deeds of
encouragement and caring are treasured by the one who receives them. These gifts of support flow
from teacher to student, moving gently from one person to another. This style becomes the nurtur
ing language of this community. Vital to the strong core of this school are the relationships between
teachers and students and school head. Teachers are not hired principally for their factual knowledge of
a field of study. Of course that is considered, but teachers are
hired for their ability to have a strengthening, inspiring and
healing relationship with each student. Subjects for study and
discussion within that school arise out of all kinds of mate
rial: the interest of a particular student, life experiences, news
items, an experiment, music, art, etc. Likewise, from freshmen
to seniors, students participate in classes together. No "older"
senior lords it over a "younger" freshman.

When a student does engage in unfortunate activity, such
as attempting to steal money out of someone's purse, a com
munity meeting is called. Students and teachers sit in a large
circle. Usually a student facilitates the meeting. The conversa
tion is likely to flow somewhat like this:

A: "VVhy would anyone do such a thing ????"
B: "VVhat need does this person have to do such an act?"
C: "How can we help that person know they are accepted?"
D: "How can we help him not to need to act in that manner?"
E: "VVhen she comes back to school tomorrow, instead of us acting

strange and avoiding her, we can make herfeel that she securely belongs to this community. "

Tyler, the school I describe is Wellsprings School in Eugene,
Oregon. I recommend that you visit alternative high schools
and that you look for one where you can blossom, rather than
accepting one where you fear being judged a failure.

In Peace, tl
"'J\t'- 't\~
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Stephanie Kim shares her experiences from her early days in the U. s., after moving from Korea.

Academies, Uniforms and Smiles
I know and feel the difference between

Korean and American students. America and
Korea are in different continents so their
cultures, including their school ambience,
are very different.

Korean middle and high school stu
dents wear uniforms and each school has
a different one. Our school uniform has

an ugly check design, so my friends and
other students don't like it much. My Korean

school is the strictest school with hairstyles.
We have to cut or tie back our hair. If we cut

our hair, the hair length can only be 3 em below the
ears. And if we pull it back, the hair can't go over the shoulders.
Sounds terrible, doesn't it? If one of us doesn't follow the rule, a
teacher will call that student's parents. In this case, I love America.
American students are free from that problem since they don't
have any rules like that.

The importance placed on college is something Korea has in
common with the US. The Korean people think that the most
important thing is college-what kind of college, the name of the
college. So students start preparing for their SAT when they are in
elementary school. When the school day ends, they have to go to
academies (for private after-school lessons), 4-5 days a week. They
often do their homework at 2 a.m. and go to sleep at 4 a.m. They
get up at 8 a.m., late for school. Oh! Most of them haven't done
their schoolwork, only the academy work. They do the school
homework at school during break. If they didn't finish their acad
emy homework, they do it when class starts.

In Korea, if someone has a problem with typing on the com
puter, the student will take the computer academy. Why? They
don't want to lose points on the SAT, because of the importance
of college. The students are stuck because of the SAT and they
can't breathe. They don't know what is more important than that.
They don't know how to play and have fun with friends. They
don't know how to smile brightly. And their faces are always dark.
This is what I feel makes them different from American students.
In America, they are all happy. They are always nice and they
always smile. I love their smiles. They have enough time to play
they are free. My friends and the other students in Korea are just
so pitiable. I'm just sad that they can't feel this freedom often. >*-

-Stephanie Kim, grade 8, Pennsylvania. Art: Mari Mizobe.

.. ' ..-." ..... ',.

It's Hard!
"Stephanie! If you

come home, you must
do your homework
first!" My mom
always shouts at me
like that. Usually,
many mothers say
to do homework
first. And then kids
can have their free
time. My mom is just
like the others. When I
have an essay for homework,
she always pushes me to finish the
work at once. Actually, I can't write
anything fast. She doesn't under
stand how hard it is to write an
essay using a different country's
words. I hoped she would under
stand my mind someday.

And my hope came true. My
mom had her first day of school
yesterday! It is a beginner English
class for foreigners. She made our
dinner and was ready to go. She
put her new notebook, pen and
the workbook in her bag. Then she
left. She will have a three-hour les
son one day a week. I'm happy she
is studying English every week. At
nine o'clock, she came back home.
She was smiling. I think she had a
good first day of school.

"It was so hard. I just learned
about 'How are you?'" she said.

She took the wrong class; it's
too easy for heLAnd the good news
is that she has homework. She has
to write a hand-written essay for
homework. I promised that I will
help my mom with the essay. And
she will just think what I thought:
"I ' h d" •••t s too ar. .,.'-<.. -SK.
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Middle School Bonfire
I trod onto the beach~

my bare feet exposed to the cool

sand. The weight of sixth, seventh
and eighth grade on my back makes

me stumble, but I am so excited, I
don't notice. I've waited three years

for this moment-the moment

where all the eighth graders throw

away middle-school work, and one
last time share the memories of past

years with friends.

The bonfire is easy to notice,
with the smoke rising high into the dark-blue sky until
it blends in with the clouds. The bright flames flicker

far, so I step back from my spot and scan the beach.

At first I get butterflies in my stomach; there are so

many people! But my worries are soon relieved as my
eyes lock onto the faces of my best friends. I sit and
soak up the view of the ocean.

We notice it's a warm night with much humid

ity when we see each other's hair and laugh until tears

dwell in our eyes. The crystal moon is high above our
heads when we start sharing memories. Sixth grade,

when we were all so immature and confused; seventh
grade, when we figured out who we were and tried
to get noticed; and eighth grade, when we almost
died from the pressure to get into a good high school,
but all the same had fun scaring the sixth graders.

Salty tears roll softly down my cheek as I gaze
at my amazing friends. Many I will not see as often
because they are going to a different high school
than I, and some I will never see again when they
move. But before I can feel bad much longer, we see
the signal to stand and get our book bags. There's a
lot of commotion, with many people sobbing. On
the count of three, we throw our book bags into the
bonfire and dance. We throw our hands up in the
air, wiggle our bottoms, roll our heads, and laugh
like crazy people. Smoke is all around us, wisping
through our souls and out through our breath.

When we get so tired we have to stop, we realize
there are stacks of paper on the side that someone
must have brought, so we throw that in, too. Our
lives are like the paper, flying everywhere, flying into

the smoke, the sky, the night. But

after a time, we stand and watch,

many crying silently, holding on to
their friends with all that is in them.

1 swear the clouds clear just then,

and we stare at the stars.

Of course, my school being, well,

my school, the moment lasted only
about ten minutes before the show

off guys run into the water, splashing

the girls and carrying them kicking
and screaming into the water. My

friends and I run in together, laughing and screaming the
whole way through. I silently sink under water and grab
my friends' legs, and they shriek and crack up. Then we

wade in the cool, salty bliss of waves. Even though we are
having a blast, we all know fake smiles are plastered on
our faces while inside we are tearing up. We are scared,

but we all take comfort in knowing that no matter what,
we'll always be there for each other.

Finally, our parents come to pick us up, and we cry
and promise we'll stay in touch. As my mom pulls in, I

take one last look at the sparkling beach, the dying bon

fire, and the smoky, mysterious sky, and mutter to myself,

"Goodbye, middle school. Hello, high school." l*.
-Miranda Thomas, 14, Florida. Art by Shannon Lattin.

memories
Looking down the intersecting halls
I watched the scattered waves of students

I sensed my nervous arms shake by my sides
And my fingers clenched to my notebooks

I quickly rushed to my next classroom
After searching through the endless scads of classes

I felt like a traveler in a foreign country
Looking for familiarity.

N ow, four years later,
I gaze past the same crimson hallways.
But now I walk with the knowledge of the atmosphere.
Casual conversations, familiar faces,
And those noticeable new travelers.

-Savannah Garrison, Florida.
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Arriving Horne After School

I always get home from school around 5:30
p.m. My home is very near my village primary
school, where there are a hundred students from
Meidll Lhllnwa (Flower Valley). I always head home
from school at exactly 5:30 p.m., just when we
have finished cleaning our classroom and our small

campus. I carry my schoolbag, walking along a
canal, humming and hopping along the way.

In a couple of minutes, I reach a square court
yard by walking through a triangular brick gate.
The first view is of a row of flat, adobe rooms with
big windows. There are three walnut trees in front
of these houses. One of them is very big and lush.
The dense branches stretch out everywhere. The
other two are slender and small. Every autumn my
mother picks walnuts from the big tree and we
enjoy them.

I walk along a path of flat stones through the
courtyard to the main door of my house. Walking
inside, I am in our kitchen with our adobe stove,
pans and bowls on the tall shelf, a floor chest,
tsamba container, cupboard and a wooden steam
cooking box. This is my family's kitchen. Without
putting away my schoolbag, I open the cupboard
and pick up a piece of bread. My mother is usually
at the stove, kindling a fire while I am eating the
bread. She says to me with a smile, "My little hun
gry wolf is home." I am always very hungry after
school.

I chew on the bread while mother pours a
cup of milk tea for me. She slices a piece of butter
and adds it to my cup. I am the first one to arrive
home and therefore get a gift from my mother
who always gives the most delicious treat to the

first one. l*.
-Rinchen Jyid, "Audrey," is a Tibetan student in

People's Republic of China.

Learning Grounds Photo by Melanie Oomen.

During the week-long Peace Village Summer Camp in
Eugene, Oregon, students volunteered at a nursing home and
a community garden as a part of their service projects. Photo
shows Shyam Das- TOke, 12, weeding the grounds of the
First Place Family Center. The kids also visited Aprovecho
Institute's sustainable agriculture and energy research center.

~ 2t My Enemy, School 2t ~
The sun is just rising as you set off across the

wet grass. The bus waits for you.You board the bus and
travel to school. As you step off the bus, a shiver runs

down you spine. You are staring at your enemy, also
known as school. You think of running, hiding, never
coming back again.

Are you tired of waking up and going to school
every morning? Are you tired of having ten minutes to
eat breakfast? Are you tired of not being able to sleep
in? Well, I am. I believe that kids spend way too much
of their lives in school.

I think that kids should only stay in school through
middle school, and then go to college. In order to do
this, teachers would have to teach us more. If you think
about it, though, all the information we learn in high
school, middle school and elementary school could
be put into eight years and still prepare us for the road
ahead. If you stay in school from grades one through
twelve, you'll spend at least 2,050 days of your life at a
desk. If we have school the way I suggest we should, we
would spend far less time at a desk. f.~

-Brandt Ruszkiewicz, 13, Pennsylvania.
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Hungry Anthropologists,a:T:IJ,
............. . : .

We're going to Hungary! I'd never left the
United States before, and I'd missed my Aunt Jean, who
usually teaches at a college near us. But I sheepishly
admitted to my mother that I don't really understand
Aunt Jean's work besides teaching. I know she is there
doing anthropology research, but what does that mean?
Mom said I should ask Aunt Jean when we see her.

Our first morning in Szeged, a city in Hungary,
Mom and I slept late. We woke up at 11 a.m., although
our bodies thought it was still just 5 a.m. in Maine.
Since Aunt Jean had appointments, after dressing, Mom
and I decided to go to the grocery store around the
corner to buy some food for lunch. We knew this
would be an adventure because we don't speak any
Hungarian.

In the store, the first thing we noticed was that
most Hungarian milk is sold in little plastic bags. I
wondered how they store the milk once the bags are
open. Mom pointed out the bags would take up very
little space as garbage. We both worried the bags would
get bumped by other groceries and spring a leak on the
way home.

Our troubles began when we wanted to buy
bread. In Hungary, bread comes in GIANT loaves! We
watched and learned that you ask the woman at the
counter to cut you a piece. But even if we could speak
Hungarian, we wouldn't know what to ask. Four inches
of bread, please? An eighth of a loaf? Mom used hand
gestures to indicate the size we wanted. We did the
same thing for a hunk of cheese. I felt kind of embar
rassed, but also proud when we finally put the food in
our basket.

We picked out a few more items, stuff we could
take straight from the shelves. Then we joined the line
to check out. When it was our turn, a woman rang up
each item, then placed it on the counter between us.
After she totaled our purchases, Mom tried to hand her
some money. Instead of taking it, the woman tapped
the counter. Mom put the money on the counter and
the woman picked out some bills, put them in her cash
register, and placed some coins on the counter. Mom
picked them up.

Then we waited for the woman to bag our gro
ceries. Instead she looked at us like she was waiting for

something. I felt my face grow hot-we were obvi
ously doing something wrong again! After a moment
of awkward silence, the woman took a plastic bag out
from under the counter. She held it up, then pointed to
her cash register. Mom smiled and nodded, and offered
her some coins. The woman tapped the counter again.
Mom put them down, and the woman laid the bag
on top of our groceries and picked out the right coin.
Mom picked up the remaining change while I quickly
bagged our groceries. Walking home, we noticed many
people carrying wicker baskets and sturdy plastic bags.
By then we knew what those were for!

When Aunt Jean returned home for lunch, we
described our shopping expedition. We all laughed.
It turns out Hungarian bread (which is delicious!) is
sold by the decagram, a unit of weight measurement
I'd never even heard of before! And Hungarians don't
touch hands when they exchange money-that's why
they put it on the counter. And, as we learned the hard
way, you usually bring your own shopping basket or
bag to carry groceries home.

After we finished our story, I asked Aunt Jean
to explain anthropology research. "Why, honey," she
replied, "your mom and you were doing anthropologi
cal research this morning! Being from the United States
gave you a special eye for noticing what Hungarian
people do in the grocery store.You probably would not
have noticed anything remarkable this morning if you
weren't used to buying milk in cartons, bread in whole
loaves, and receiving new bags every time you shop.

People in different countries, or even different
communities in the same country, can have lots of ways
of thinking and acting. Some differences, like speaking
English or Hungarian are pretty obvious. Others, like
how to pay someone correctly, are much more subtle.
Anthropologists make lots of observations like you did
today, then use them to help us understand the many
ways people can think and act differently. And just like
your mom and you did this morning, anthropologists
frequently learn the most interesting things by making
mistakes and being corrected!"

Right then, I began rethinking my future. I always
thought I was going to be a doctor when I grow up,
but that was before I discovered anthropology. ~*-

-Michelle Hayes Landers, New York.
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What's {§)n Y~ur Mind?
I was

aghast when

recently

read that at

a school in

Ohio, over 60

girls in one

high school

were pregnant

or already had

children. The

reasons given in the article were not that all those girls

enjoyed having sex inunensely or that they deliberately

wanted to become mothers. No, it stated that most of

these young women, on the verge of entering adult

hood, just weren't aware of the fact that they could

become pregnant without the use of contraceptives. Of

course, it is their own fault when they put themselves at

risk of becoming pregnant. But we must keep in mind

that some pregnancies can be avoided if one has proper

knowledge.

I want to ask how it can be that at a school in the

United States, teens have no sex education, or at least

not enough to teach them that without using birth

control, they can become pregnant. Isn't the United

States supposed to be innovative, inspiring and future

oriented? Doesn't the American dream stand for equal

ity, freedom and pursuit of happiness?

Still, it seems that the United States is too prudish

and conservative to give its adolescents proper sex edu

cation, at the expense of our teens, especially our teen

age girls. This is just not acceptable!

Some may argue that informing youth about ways

to have sex without becoming pregnant might discour

age them from being abstinent. Others might even

proclaim that sex education is appalling, a subject not

to speak about, something to be hushed up. But can

our society bear the consequences? Isn't depriving our

teens of sex education exceptionally old-fashioned and

extremely counter-productive, seeing as we take pride

in being modern and open-minded? Now, without

sex education, we have many young, inexperienced
and sometimes incompetent mothers often unable to

ever get a good job and build a stable life, all because

Sex Education at American
Schools is a Necessity!

of America's stubbornness and narrow-mindedness.

Wouldn't it be more intelligent, more forward-thinking,

to give our children the knowledge and then accept

that they may have sex before marriage but that at least

there will not be pregnant teens left and right?

We can't rely on parents or magazines to tell youth

how babies are made-it might be too late or just

never happen. I attend a Catholic school in Germany,

run by Benedictine monks, and my class has received

sex education in three different grades, learning not

only how to protect ourselves from becoming preg

nant but also about the serious risks of HIV/ AIDS and

sexually transmitted diseases.

I am not claiming that there is no sex educa

tion whatsoever in the U.S., for there certainly is.

But I think that it is the obligation of American soci

ety to ensure that sex education exists at all schools.

Otherwise the U.S., in my opinion, is not in a position

to maintain the claim of being a forward-thinking,

innovative country. We just cannot accept so many

under-age pregnancies and not do anything about it.

Therefore, I opt for sex education at every

American school, regardless of religion and/or belief

in abstinence or conservatism. Pregnancies all over the

country demand this, pregnancies of girls oblivious to

the danger of becoming pregnant as a result of having

unprotected sex with boys.

Now, it is in our hands to change this to ensure a

better life for teenage girls. It may be too late for some
in our generation, but we can still protect the next gen

eration. Take the matter into your own hands; advocate

for more sex education at American schools. >-*..

-Katie Grosser, 17, Germany. Katie adds,

"After having spent half a year attending high school in
the United States, I am again living in Germany with my
family. My father being German and my ~other Am.e~ican,

my siblings and I grew up bilingually. I enJoy the pYlvl,leges
that come with being m~tlticultural, such as a nat~lral mcll

nation to diversity. }}

What's on YOUR tnind?
Let us know (in 250 words) max.) at

editor@SkippingStones.org
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My Family by Sheila Kinkade (Charlesbridge). With
photographs of families around the world, this book
shows that people have different ways of addressing
life experiences and showing affection, but under the
surface, we are more alike than it may first appear. Ages
4-7. ISBN-I0: 1-57091-691-8.

Bebe Goes Shopping by Susan Middleton Elya, illust.
by Steven Salerno (Harcourt). An energetic, strong
willed baby is full of antics as he "helps" his mother
shop for groceries. In rhyming lines with Spanish words
mixed in and a glossary at the back, this adorable book
will help beginning language learners build a bilingual
vocabulary. Bright illustrations will delight even parents.
Fantasticol Ages 4 and up. ISBN: 0-15-205426-X.

Celebrate! Connections Among Cultures by Jan Reynolds
(Lee & Low). The author highlights similarities between
festive occasions enjoyed in her own American culture
and those she observed while living with seven dif
ferent indigenous groups: Tibetans, Sherpas, Australian
Aborgines, Samis of Scandinavia and Yanomamis of the
Amazon. She shows that gathering together, body dec
orating, playing music, dancing, etc. are universal ways
to celebrate. Ages 5-8. ISBN-I0: 1-58430-253-4.

Selvakumar Knew Better by Virginia Kroll, illust.
by Xiaojun Li (Shen's Books). Based on a true story of
a courageous and clever dog who saved a boys life in
South India during the Asian tsunami of 2004, this
book will be enjoyed by all who love our four-legged
"best friends." Ages 6 to 10. ISBN-I0: 1-885008-29-5.

To Go Singing Through the World: The Childhood
of Pablo Neruda by Deborah Kogan Ray (FSG). Pablo
Neruda is a Nobel Prize winning writer whose words
are rooted in place and memory. Naruda wandered in
nature and listened to people's stories, absorbing the
intensity of the land and its people. When the school
principal discovered his talent for writing, she encour
aged him to continue to write. This great book chroni
cles his early life. Ages 8-12. ISBN: 0-374-37627-1.

Call Me Henri by Lorraine M. Lopez (Curbstone). This
is a moving novel about Henri (Enrique), an ESL stu
dent who dreams of learning French. However, before
he can pursue this dream, he must deal with trouble
at home and even more trouble on the streets. His life
is full of difficulties, but there is hope and friendship,
and the chance to follow his dream. Ages 11 and up.
ISBN-I0: 1-931896-27-5.

The Kids' Catalog of Animals and the Earth by
Chaya M. Burstein ljewish Publication). This activity
book combines Jewish teachings and stories, sugges
tions for action and profiles to encourage students to
help create positive changes in the world. Animated
illustrations, photos, activities and facts will keep readers
engaged and inspired as they learn about their connec
tion to the Earth. Ages 9-14. ISBN-10: 0-8276-0785-7.

The World Made New by Marc Aronson and John
W Glenn (National Geographic). Drawing on the lat
est historical research, this highly visual, lavishly illus
trated book offers readers a fresh look at the Age of
Exploration-why it happened and how it changed the
world. Ages 10 and up. ISBN: 978-0-7922-6454-5.

The Tale of Sir Dragon: Dealing with Bullies for Kids
by Jean E. Pendziwol and Martine Gourbault (Kids Can
Press). With its combination of adventure and informa
tion, this book offers a great starting point for discus
sion about bullying. Ages 5-9. ISBN: 1-55453-135-7.

Mammals Who Morph: The Universe Tells Our
Evolution Story by Jennifer Morgan, Illust. by Dana
1. Andersen (Dawn). This final book in a three-part
series begins with the extinction of dinosaurs, and tells
how tiny mammals survived the great cataclysm and
morphed into lots of new Earthlings. A fantastic jour
ney through time! All ages. ISBN: 1-58469-085-2.

Mee-an and the Magic Serpent by Baba Wague
Diakite (Groundwood). This book is an African folktale
that teaches readers to not judge people by the way
they look. The marvelous illustrations add interest to
the story for ages 6-10. ISBN-I0: 0-88899-719-1.

The Doggy Dung Disaster by Garth Sundem (Free
Spirit). Sit back and enjoy these 30 incredible human
interest stories. The most uplifting and encouraging
part is that they are true, inspiring and all about chil
dren who have faced extraordinary odds and accom
plished near miracles. We meet young heroes that have
used their talents and creativity to help others andlor
save the environment. ISBN-10: 1-57542-216-6.

On My Block: Stories and Paintings by Fifteen Artists
edited by Dana Goldberg (Children's Book Press). In
this anthology, fifteen exceptional multicultural art
ists portray, in words and pictures, their very special
places. The book is a celebration of community and
neighborhoods everywhere. What do you like about
where you live? Ages 8-12.1SBN-I0: 0-89239-220-7.
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Bullies & Victims: On Being Dissed

Disrespectful and sometimes abusive, bullying is
one of the many challenges that students face today.
Students can get bullied due to factors such as race,
social status, sex, age, disability, physical features, or
being otherwise different. Bullying can take the
form of name calling, teasing, fighting or attacks,
taking money, vandalizing belongings, and may
result in anger, fear, sadness, insomnia, lack of appe
tite or withdrawal from activities. Falling grades,
mood or habit changes, drug or alcohol problems
or self-esteem issues may also result.

There is a fine line between bullying, school
violence and violation of human rights. Bullying
even violates some of the articles in the United
Nations Universal Declaration of Human Rights.
For example, Article 12 of this declaration states:
"No one shall be subjected to arbitrary interference
with his privacy, family, home or correspondence,
nor to attacks upon his honor and reputation.
Everyone has the right to the protection of the law
against such interference or attacks."

To empower your students against bullying, you
may wish to share the following advice with them:

* Be kind and respectful to yourself and oth
ers. Minimize or avoid contact with people who
diminish others.

* Believe in yourself. People can make you feel
inferior only with your permission. If you strive to
be a good person each day, no one can diminish
you on the inside.

* Practice withholding judgments of yourself or
others. Take the time to get to know people to end
gossip (myths).

* If you are a bystander, report incidents of
harassment to an adult. You will not be tattling.
Rather, you will be alleviating the suffering of
another student and creating a support network for
someone in need of your empathy and compassion.

* If, as a bystander or victim of bullying, you do
not get help from one adult, continue to look for
an adult who can help and seek support from fam
ily and friends.

If students, teachers and parents everywhere

work on this issue, eventually there will be less
school violence in the U.S. and around the world.
Everyone has the right to live in peace on Earth
free from harassment and intimidation. J.*-.

-Patricia Wong Hall, educator, Oregon.

Teaching Resources!

• Open Minds to Equality: A Sourcebook ofLearn
ing Activities to Affirm Diversity and Promote Equality
by Nancy Schniedewind & Ellen Davidson (Rethink
ing Schools) is an excellent resource for teachers. It
includes activities and worksheets to help promote
discussion and thought. Use these activities to help
students build trust and encourage communication
and collaboration and to make students aware of
discrimination present in insitiutions and people's
lives. It also offers activities the can help students
gain self confidence and recognize thier responsibil
ity to create change. ISBN 10: 0-942961-32-3.

• What Stands Between Us: Diversity Conversation
Flash Cards by Lee Mun Wah (Stiifry).This thought
provoking resource contains hundreds of questions
written by people who identifY themselves as either
"of color" or "Euro-American." Each card offers a
question that one individual would like to ask those
outside their culture, or what they would like to
be asked about their own culture. These questions
will help us seriously explore such issues as White
privilege, responsibility for ancestors' actions, and
personal steps that can be taken to end racism. Suit
able for groups of any demographic make-up. But
because of the emotional maturity and sensitivity
needed to deal with the issues, we recommend this
resource for high schools and colleges.

• Buddha Is As Buddha Does by Lama Surya Das
(HarperCollins). It is not enough to just meditate and
pray; we must also take positive actions in this world.
Appropriate for all adults and young adults, this ac
cessible book discusses ten practices for mindfulliv
ing in today's world, and thus offers a tried-and-true
map to living up to our highest potential. For high
schoolers to adults. ISBN: 978-0-06-074729-9.
• Teaching Tolerance: Visit www. Tolerance.org
for many great teaching resources. The 2007 Mix It

Up at Lunch Day is scheduledfor Nov. 13th!
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Youth Artists!
1. Garrison Nakamura) gr. 4) Hawaii.

2 & 3. Kalia Bistolas) 14) Oregon.

4. Megan Linn) 15) Washington.

5. Victoria Tu) 12) fllinois.

6. Haluk Akay) 12) Pennsylvania.

See pp. 2-13 for Youth Honor Awards.
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