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New

Beginnings~

From the Eclitor

W

elcome to the first issue of our 21st year!
We are about to celebrate the New Year
and new beginnings-not just for us individually, but
for the nation as a whole. This is the first time in the
232 year history of the United States ofAmerica that
people have elected a non-Caucasian president. We
are witnessing history in the making!
On the 20th ofJanuary, the nation celebrates our
newly-elected African-American President. This is a
moment also to cherish for the whole world; especially after the shameful, discriminatory history of our
African-American Heroes: Operah Winfrey, President
country and so many countries around the world.
Obama, Rosa Parks and Maya Angelou. Art by Paula Gregovich
The Civil War in the United States was
fought essentially over the question of slavery! In
contributions to all fields of human endeavors, they still
1862 President Lincoln signed the Emancipation suffer when it comes to sharing in the fruits of progProclamation, but it was not until 1865 that slavery ress in America. The hierarchies in our society tend to
became unconstitutional. Still, there were laws segre- keep most of the pie for the people at the top. It was
gating people based on their race and skin color. And not until the 1950s and 1960s that Asians were allowed
Blacks, free or not, could not vote.
to become naturalized citizens, marry European
While women received the right to vote in the
United States in 1920 (that's almost 150 years after
1776), it took 45 more years of countless protests and
sacrifices by African-Americans and many others, who
insisted on human rights and equality for all, before the
1965 Voting Rights Act was finally signed by President
Johnson and passed.
Most African-American children went to segregated schools, with inferior and inadequate resources,
while White children attended better schools. In 1954,
the U.S. Supreme Court ruled that school segregation
was unfair and unconstitutional, and ordered school
districts to desegregate so that low-income kids could
receive better education with better teachers and facilities-and thus better opportunities in their lives. To
improve educational and economic opportunities for
minorities and women, federal and state affirmative
action laws were also enacted in the nation beginning
in 1961.
African-American History Month (February) and
Women's History Month (March) are not the only
times we should remember or learn from our collective
history of unjust, painful and cruel treatment of people.
Let us be aware of our past and try to live up to our
nation's ideals every day.
While African-Americans have made invaluable
Jan. - Feb. 2009

Americans or own real estate in the U.S. Native
Americans have been treated unfairly throughout our
nation's history as well. They were forced to leave their
lands and even today, poverty on Reservations is appalling. Similar situations also exist for many minorities in
various nations around the world.
Economic assets, family connections, race, religion,
language, national origin and other factors play a significant role in defining what kind of life a person or
family will lead and how they will be treated. While the
laws and constitution might guarantee equal treatment,
in practice, low-income and minorities suffer discrimination and injustices even today.
Our dream of social equality for all has been very
slow in coming. But with the election of President
Barack Obama, a renewal of hope for new beginnings
has sprung up in much of the country.
Let's hope that real progress will be made in removing the many social and economic disadvantages
minorities live with every day. I look forward to the
day when everyone is able to dream of and achieve true
freedom, and live a secure and happy life.
Let us hope that racial prejudice, discrimination
and injustices will end soon. Let us work together for
the goal of equality for all. ~~
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Bring Bac" the Sun
On the Cover
I created the art piece
"Bring Back the Sun" during
the long, cold, dreary stretch of
weather we had here in Eugene.
I created the sun mandala pieces
from digital images with computer-generated effects, and
painted the canvas first in bright
yellows, orange and metallic
gold. The center is a tiny image
of Lord Surya, the Hindu god
whose chariot is said to pull the
sun across the sky.

The Fiery Heavens

As the sun begins to rise the cloudy mist disappears
The emerald grass begins to warm up and turn into a shiny green gemstone
When the mist is gone, there is nothing left but the cool moist land
The day begins, birds twitter and leaves brush against the wind
The clouds open and the sun shows its rays of light
But once they open, fires from the heavens come crashing down
It seems as if chaos has occurred, but take a glance more thoughtfully
As the fire burns down, the sun's light makes them glow beautifully
Also causing the dew to turn into mist again
The mist cools down the fires
The clouds close and the birds stop twittering
The day ends
And the sun sets
Tomorrow will all of this occur again?

-Anna Armaiti, artist, Oregon.

-Darius Chirila, 12, flUnois.

lAm
I am the sun, which shines all the time.
I am the bird, which flies in the sky.
I am the river, which goes onward,
never to return.
I am the morning dew on the leaves.
I am the love, which has always been in the world.
I am the justice, which should be the guardian of equality
for all people.
I am the earth under people's feet
which keeps them in this world.
I am the air, which gives life, and lets breath come forth.
And I am the father who lost his son,
during an unjust war.
And I am the person who feels fear
because of war, weapons, blood and fire that destroys
everything we build throughout our lives.
And I am the man, the woman, the child who wants a
lasting peace and not a war.
I ask only for the power to stop war.
-Zhamal ChakhaUdze, high school junior, Washington.

"We can not all do great things, but
we can do small things with great love."
-Mother Teresa

of Calcutta (1910-1997)

Ode to the sunl
The sun is an orange fruit
in a tree of full sky.
With a little girl trying
to get an orange in the
back of her yard in Tucson
with her friends playing
together. And her dog watching
her in the house by the
window, crying to get out
and play. Enjoying the nice
orange fruit and a hot day.
-Brianna Morales, student, Arizona.
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My Undone Christmas Tree
was sitting at the breakkindergarten; how cool! As I confast table wishing our
tinued to search through the ornaChristmas tree smelled like
ments, I realized then that all the
a live pine-a wonderful
decorations represented Jesus's
Christmas fragrancebirth. My tree that once
and that it was comreeked of Christmas past had
pletely decorated.
become more alive and
Instead, I was stareven more special than I
ring at my dusty, fake,
could imagine.
plastic tree reeking of
I also figured out, it's not
Christmas past. It was so
all the smells or things that
dusty I could taste the dust
make Christmas alive. Jesus is
in the air. Then all of sudden
alive and like the undone tree of
I heard the star fall down from
the past that came alive ... so has my
-Paula Gregovich
the top. It didn't go kerplop, no,
soul and understanding of the true
it just hung in midair by its wires.
Christmas. Sweet. .. Jesus really is the
What a way to start a day! Even my fake piano was reason for the season. God bless you, one and all.
playing Christmas carols without me.
MERRY CHRISTMAS!
We started the decorating project late last night.
-Savvy Perez, wrote this piece in December 2007.
It was quite late and time to go to bed. One thing
actually went right: the lights worked, which was
Acknowledgements
a miracle, because they usually are the ones that
Editor/Publisher: Arun Narayan Toke
don't work every Christmas.
Editorial Staff:
Beth Erfurth, Hanna K. Still
The next morning it was time to get back to
Interns;
Lindsee Gregory, Molly McHugh, Molly
decorating the tree. The last time I had seen the
Lonigan, Katherine Lewis, Harlan Brichacek
tree, the garland was just tossed into a pile of its
Student Reviewers: Alexandra Stephens, Katie Grosser,
branches! "Cool," I thought. My dad had comCrystal Carpenter, Vincent Clementi
pleted the garland when I was asleep. So I jumped
right out of bed to complete the task. The first
Board of Directors: Paulette Ansari, Esther Celis, Carla Gary
Steve Mallery, Ron Marson,Joachim Schulz, Hanna K. Still and
ornament I saw was in a special wooden box. It
N. Toke.
Arun
was smooth and the lid slid in and out. Inside
Special Thanks to Bidyut Das, Paula Gregovich, Nicole D.
there was something that looked like plastic hay.
Esposti, Shannon Lattin, contributors and teachers whose stuLying on the hay, it was a beautiful glass ornadents' work is in the issue. Thanks to Tops Learning Systems,
ment my Godmother gave me when I was born.
Black United Fund of Oregon, Advanced Relay Corp., Oregon
Country Fair, Helios Foundation, A & A Charitable Fund of
It was shipped from Germany with my name and
the Equity Foundation, SELCO, Emerald Valley Kitchens and
the year I was born engraved on it. My heritage
Oregon Community Foundation for their financial support.
on my mother's side is mostly German, so it was
Skipping Stones, Inc. is an educational and charitable orgavery appropriate. As I dug deeper into the boxes, I
nization with a 501 (c)(3) tax-exempt status. Donations to
Skipping Stones are tax-deductible to the extent allowed by
found just as many treasures from my dad's side of
law. Please support our free magazines and discounts for lowthe family, too. Just imagine how spectacular it was
income schools, libraries ;md families with your donations.
'starting to look. I even found my dad's one-of-aWinner of the National Association for Multicultural Education,
kind, hand-painted wooden figurines from when
EdPress, Writer, NewsStand Resources & Parent's Choice Awards
he was in kindergarten.

!

Then I found the ones I made when I was m
Jan. - Feb. 2009
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Let us know (in 250 words, max.) at
editor@SkippingStones.org

What.s (§)n Y~ur Mind?
Reasons to Change

Opportunities
Choices given,
Like opportunities taken,
Are chances to change a life.

I've been asked, "Why try to change?"
Many have made mistakes
Images that they have portrayed
One's feelings they have obtained
Not worried about how much damage they made
Or about anyone in their way

Hands shaken,
Like smiles given,
Are chances to make a day.

It sounds strange but possible
The actions you take when you feel unstoppable
Not even remotely close
To something you would do if you weren't overdosed

Words spoken,
Like thoughts written,
Are chances to change opinions.
Selfless giving,
Like heart-filled helping,
Is enough to change the world.

For change, you're never too old, so I'm told
Your image: the picture you paint
It's not satisfying: here come the complaints
First your family, now here come your friends
Until you realize it's time for a change
Until you get off track then it's on again

-Allie Marshall, 14, Pennsylvania.

That's why you should tell yourself
Why try to change if it can't be obtained
So for real you better
overcome your obstacles
Before they overcome you!

-s::
.:,:
:>

o
~

o

-Gilberto Pena, Latin
American, grade 10, Oregon.

~

~ ~
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Lost
In your childhood, you might have wanted to be
an astronaut, or a teacher,
a doctor to heal all,
or a stay home mom, devoted to her kids.
Still, there are many trails for all of us.
Some trails may get us so lost
we have nothing.
Other trails may lead us to
beautiful things.
We are like butterflies,
all knowing we have to go
to one place, but
no idea how we are going to get there.
-Alyssa VV<Jzlliak, 13, Pennsylvania.
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Pen Pals Wantecl!
The Bulldog Club International
Freindship English-speaking School
c/o Sergei I. Baikov, Club President
Po. Box 2024
Irkutsk, 664005 RUSSIA
Sergei Baikov, an English program teacher at
Gymnasium # 44 in Irkutsk, writes that his
students are interested in exchanging postcards with students from halfway across the
world and learning more about your culture,
city and lifestyles. You can also e-mail them
your pen pal letters at: bulldog@irk.ru
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Poetry Page)
Silver
I am my great-grandfather's ring
Bent from experience
... every bend tells a story

I stood witness to beauty,
As the azure skies settled into blackness
And as the dwindling day whispered goodbye
To the landscape. A tranquil evening unfolded.
Once the glistening sphere of the night arose
I wondered if the moon was a gift from

I am my great-grandfather's ring
Scratched from the past
...every scratch shows a journey
I am my great-grandfather's ring
Worn down by time
...every smooth edge is a lesson
learned

The day to the night
-Harlan Brichacek, grade 8, Oregon

Sounds of the Zoo

I am my great-grandfather's ring
Marked by love .
...one mark for every person loved

Birds screeching like sirens
Gray elephants trumpeting
Low growls from striped tigers
Hungry pandas chomping
Listen carefully to the animals.

I am my great-grandfather's ring
,Still shining
...and will shine forever

-Grace O'Connor, 12, Connecticut.

I am my great-grandfather's ring
Holding everlasting memories
...that will never be forgotten

Anywhere, Anything

I am my great-grandfather's ring
Always in place around my finger
.. .no matter what.
-Mallory Hansen, 13,
New Jersey. Mallory wears this
silver wedding ring that once
belonged to her great-gran4father
that she never met.

My World
Life is a dream that your mind is creating...
imagination
Imagination is what drives you ...
To the future
Although you don't drive...you walk
The world of yours what is your domain?
You rule the world .
The world of your imagination

Whenever I feel bad,
I go to my special place.
My special place is inside my imagination.
Inside my imagination,
I can do anything that I want to do.
I can know everything,
Be a superhero,
Or even solve String Theory!
It is a blank, vast expanse
That changes to become anything I want it to be.
The entire galaxy
Can be a giant CD,
A Magic 8 ball,
Or even nothing at all!
After I come here,
I feel much better
Than I was before I went in.
Coming here works wonders for me.

-Mauricio Cruz,

Jan. - Feb. 2009
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-Peter Pearson, 14, Pennsylvania
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Untitled

CULTURAL COLLAGE
Pain

The ripples in the pond
Show a familiar face
I see an older version of me
My mother

Pain is the bloody red of a gun
it's the gun that destroys a country
it's the gun that leaves families homeless
it's the gun that brings pain to others

Her almond shaped eyes
A chestnut color
Always focused on me
Never on herself
Her hair so dark underneath
Hidden by her golden
highlights
My laugh that reminds me
Of her bright warming smile
The way she makes my face
light up whenever she holds me tight
The love we share for baking,
laughing and having a good time
Is a way we bond together
Every feature I have is a little
piece of my mother
I splash the water
As a new face appears,
An older gentleman
Another side of me
The wrinkle on his face
When I say something funny
When I make him laugh, small dimples
Appear on his smooth
but rough face
The warmth he shares with me
I gladly return
All the care I have is from him
that I then pass on to others
When he hugs me with a snug
grip, I know I feel safe

Pain is the black night that never ends
it's the night that we all fear
it's the night that we hide
it's the night that we cry out in anger

Art: Paula
Gregovich

Haiti wants a place where children
can laugh and play without fear
where they can smell the freshly washed clothes
the wind brings the smell of a mother's baking
the sweet smell of boiling sugar
and hear the chickens clucking
or the sound of rain falling on the roof
Will I ever see love bloom again?
Will I see the sun shining?
instead of Haiti's dark night?

-Kerby Fleurine, high school junior, Washington.

Twirl
Twirl: TO spin or move rapidly, suddenly or repeatedly.
However, to me, the word 'twirl' means much more than that.
I twirl at dance every day,
Sometimes I twirl when I have nothing to say.
My stomach twirls in many knots,
When I see there is an assignment I must have forgot.
Also, when I get bored in gym, I twirl my hair,
That's when you can tell I'm thinking, "I don't care."
I twirl my pencil when I have nothing to write,
And sometimes I'm even twirling in my dreams at night.
Twirling is part of my everyday life,
And without it, I'd most likely cause everyone around me strife.

-Rachel Baur, 13, Pennsylvania.
My father, every feature I have
is a little piece of him
My mother and my father
I am a little piece of them.

-Madison M. Eacret, grade 7, California.
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WE WELCOME SUBMISSIONS FROM PEOPLE OF
ANY NATIONALITY, RELIGION, LANGUAGE, RACE AND
AGE. SEND BY SNAI L MAl LOR E-MAI L.
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Voni: Coming of Age Ceremony

H

indus celebrate important phases in life
by rites of passage, called samskaras, which
allow sharing one's crucial moments of life with
family and friends and invoking God's blessings.
At the age of 11, an at-home ceremony called
the ritll kala (also referred to as vonilll) is performed
symbolizing the welcoming of girls into adulthood.
Girls receive their first half sari (voni), which is supposed to be the outfit worn by young women until
marriage. It used to be only for women.
There are many variations of this ceremony
in India. I'll try and describe how my family performed this ceremony for me.
I receieved my first voni at my aunt's home in
India. It was celebrated right after my cousin's wedding, which saved us a trip because all the relatives
were already together.
. I wore my best pattu pavada (long silk skirt),
blouse and jewelry. I was given a tambulam (three
leaves, a fruit and a beetle nut with some loose
change in it) to hold. My aunt and sister accompanied me into the living room where I sat on a chair
decorated with flowers.
My maternal uncle and his wife presented the
half sari to me along with jewelry on a nice plate. I
was asked to go and change into these new clothes
and wear the jewelry they had given me. I came
back to my chair, now in a new outfit. My mom
and four of my aunts held a plate in circles in front
of me. It's called Haarathi.

akshathalu, they handed me gifts.
My mom packed dolls as favors and gave them
away to all the women who attended the function.
It was followed by a nice lunch.
Before the ceremony started, I was excited
because afterwards, I would be considered a young
woman. I thought I would get more privileges, but
it was not like that. I also was partly sad because
I would miss being pampered as the baby of the
house. During the ceremony, all I could think of
was taking the dress off and changing into my regular outfit. I felt uncomfortable when everybody
was looking at me. I liked the gift giving part of
the ceremony best... !

-:lyotsna
Grandhi,
11, IndianAmerican, N].

Later, my other
uncle's wife handed me sweets, dry
fruits and some
delicious Indian
snacks on plates.
All our relatives took turns
in blessing me by
putting akshathalll
(yellow colored
rice grains) on my
head. Along with
Jan. - Feb. 2009
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Dicl You I(no&ll That...
• Vermont became the first state to abolish slavery in July 1777
• The United States Congress banned slave trading in February 1807
• Liberia, on the west coast ofAfrica, was established in 1824 as a home for the freed black slaves
• The first annual convention of People of Color was held in Pennsylvania in June 1831
• The Civil War was fought (over the question of slavery) beginning in April 1861
• The United States banned slavery in all its possessions in June 1862
• President Lincoln issued the Emancipation Proclamation on January 1, 1863
• The 14th Amendment, making African Americans U.S. citizens, was adopted in July 1863
• The 15th Amendment giving equal voting rights for African Americans was adopted in March 1870
• NAACP (National Association for the Advancement of Colored People) was founded in 1909
• The U.S. Supreme Court ruled on Brown v. Board of Education (school desegregation) in 1954
• Dr. Martin Luther King,Jr. made his famous "I have a dream" speech in August 1963
• The Civil Rights Act passed in the U.S. Congress in 1964
• African-American History Month observations began in February 1976
• Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. Day became a national holiday in January 1986
• President Barack Obama became the first African-American to hold the highest office in the country!

• The African-American Struggle for Equal Rights still continues!

'Be a 'Dreamer:

:MaRJ :Your Own Tuneune for Our Common !Future!
The history of human societies is jilled with countless struggles for equal rights,freedom of choice,
access to natural resources, self-determination and other issues. What will the milestones of ourfuture
be? Use the timeline below to show your predictions and dreams for the future! Don't hold back!

Women heads if state are
common in all countries.

My dream for 2020 CE is:
No one is homeless or
starving in the country.

My dream for 2040 CE is:

••••••• ••••••••••••••• •••••••••••••••••• ••••••••••••••••••
2015
2020
2025
2035
2030
2040
2045
2050

All societies at/d col/t/tries
are at peace with each other.
Armed forces are abolished.
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Minorities are well
represented hi the
governmmts.

International Human Rights
and Children 5 Rights are
observed by all governments
and societies.

Skipping Stones

All animals are
treated humanely.
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Train Trip to Mississippi

Going, Going...
I'm surrounded by people, yet feel so alone.
I have enough food
But no time to call my own.
When I go to bed, all I can do is grimace and groan.
Tears have run dry.
Going, going...
My fingers are bleeding. My back has been beaten.
I know life isn't fair...but this is beyond reason.
Going, going...
Do they truly have so much anger
That they have to unleash it on us?

was going on the train all the way to
Mississippi to see grandma and grandpa.
Only Mama and my baby brother, Paul and I were
going because Daddy had to work. We lived in
Chicago and the year was 1955, when Blacks were
still treated unfairly. I felt very big and important
standing beside my mother in the train station. r
was wearing my Sunday clothes, a navy blue coat
and matching hat, black patent leather shoes and
white dress socks with lace trim. It's funny but I
don't remember which dress I had on.
I kept trying to see everything at once. There
were lots and lots of people moving this way and
that, and some were standing still in long lines. The
train station was huge, just about the biggest place
I'd ever been inside. There were so many trains.
They were taller than Mama and Daddy standing on top of each other. I was just a little worried
about taking the wrong train.

No ... no ...
It's all about profit: money,
Selling, buying,
Taking. Taking. Taking.
Going, going...

We had to take two trains to get all the way to
Clarksdale, Mississippi. I sat beside Mama on the
first train, trying to see out of the window. But the
window was so high that I had to get on my knees
to see out of it. Every now and then a man with a
navy blue coat and hat would come by and ask for
Mama's ticket. He would then punch holes in it,
and hand it back to her.

Nothing for anyone but themselves.
Mamma says to sing a praise,
But how can I, with a heart full of rage?
I lay next to my sister,
Holding her dear.
Mamma said that master told her
he might sell her next year.
I know he's not fibbing, he sold
Daddy without a tear.
Going, going...
How can I live,
With everyone "going, going... ?"
Even if we live
We might as well be dead and gone.
There is nothing left to which I can hold on.
Everyone is going. Going, going, gone.
-Donielle OweHS,grade 8, Michigan. Donielle adds:
"I recently have been learning about the horrors if slavery in
my Us. History class. It is amazing how mlel one human
beitIg call be to mlOther. (Goitl~ goi~Ig.. .' shares the life if a
slave. TIle phrase, "goin~ goitIg" appears thrOlIgllOut the poem,
representitIg a slave aUdion. Not only are the slaves being sold
and separated from tlleir families, but their spirits and their
hopes are also dyitIg... "

Jan. - Feb. 2009
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I fell asleep while we waited in a small station
for the next train. On the next train the window
was just as high as I was, so I sat quietly by Mama
while she held sleeping Paul. Then the man came
to punch holes in our ticket. He asked Mama for
my ticket and she said I didn't need one because I
was only five. I don't remember nor did I understand everything that was said after that. But after
the man left, Mama pulled me onto her lap, and
she held me the rest of the train trip while tears
ran down her face. I remember thinking, I hate
that man for making my mama cry.
When we finally returned home, my mother
told my daddy what happened on the train and we
were never allowed to ride the train again. I was
an adult with children of my own before I fully
understood what happened on that train trip to
Mississippi.
-Paulette Ansari, retired librarian and storyteller, Oregon.

Skipping Stones

Page 11

Meet the Artist!

• • •

out in my mind and heart
the things I questioned about
myself and surroundingsespecially in high school. The
rhythms in the music became
lines on my pages and the
sounds became colors.

, , I've always loved to
draw. Ever since
the age of two, in New York
City, I remember lying on
the floor with crayons and
markers drawing anything
and everything I could think
of-monsters, flowers, amusement park scenes. I loved to
have my own quiet time to
explore my imagination and
study it on paper."
"I remember my room
being so colorful, as a child.
My parents, although not
artistic themselves, provided
my younger SISter and I with
much visual
stimulation. Red
carpet, blue and
pink walls, circus
balloon wallpaper-I loved it!
"When I
turned 13, my
family moved to
South Carolina
and in high
school, music
became my
inspiration. Jazz in particular was my favorite. The
sounds made me feel and imagine things that I
wanted to express through art. I was able to work

Page 12

Najah Clemmons

"Now, I still love to listen
to music when I'm in my studio. I never knew back then
that I would become the artist I am today. I am currently a freelance illustrator and
have illustrated four children's
books, some book cover
designs, and created designs for
several greeting card companies. I am also the coowner of Kevah Creations Fine Art and Design
company that I co-own with my loving and talented husband. We have two daughters and now they
are my first critics when it comes to creating new
illustrations for book projects."

Tips for Young Artists
"Never be afraid to make a mistake in your
art. Some of my greatest pieces of art are that way
because somehow a mistake made me rethink my
way of doing things. All mistakes in life bring on
a need for solutions, causing your mind, heart and
creativity to stretch and grow. In doing so you reach
new personal levels of successful achievement."
-Najah Clemmons, artist and illustrator, South Carolina.
Also, see two <if her art pieces in full color on the backcover.
Visit Kevahcreations.comfor more information on her ~vork.
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Meet the Artist: Elizabeth Zunon

lJ

D

rawing and painting
a lot of different peoples and
have always been the
cultures and I try to reflect
most important things to me.
the multicultural world that
One of my earliest memories
we live in when I work.
is of the proud feeling I had
Taking pictures is a
when I first learned to write
. great way to find inspirathe letter "E," for my name:
tion for a new piece. I get
Elizabeth. I can still picture
inspired by people I see in
it very clearly: I used a bright
my neighborhood in New
purple marker to draw very
Jersey; playing in the park
shaky, crooked lines and I
or sitting in the coffee shop.
decorated the entire piece
When I feel stuck about
of paper with polka-dots
deciding what to paint next,
in every single color from
I go through all of the phomy set of markers. It barely
tographs I've taken to see
looked like what it was sup- ===
if something strikes me.
posed to when I was done,
Usually, I am inspired by
"Best Friends"
but I felt so proud to have creA peacock and a gazelle playing together. so many things at once that I
ated something on a piece of
don't know where to start!
paper all by myself that my Mom and Dad could
I go to bed thinking about what my next
hang on the wall.
painting/story will be about and what the characToday, I am a painter who paints stories. I most- ters will be like. What will their passions be? Where
ly use oil or acrylic paint, depending on how will they live? What will they do for fun? And then
much time I have to finish a project. A lot of my I wake up and set to work: drawing, making notes,
work is influenced by the people, places and things doing some research, and experimenting with diffrom my childhood home in Cote d'lvoire (Ivory ferent colors, patterns and techniques.
Coast), West Africa. I like to use bright, fresh colEven if I'm satisfied with the project I'm workors which remind me of the West African fabrics
ing on, I always look to the next project as an
worn by people there everyday. The memories and
opportunity to experiment; like painting someimages of my life in another land are imprinted
thing I've never painted before or looking for an
onto my mind and often seep out into the pieces I
interesting way to incorporate something new:
create in some way or another. I am influenced by
maybe a piece of fabric or some unusual
beads. It's always important to challenge
yourself in what you love to do. That's
the only way to get better at it, to gain
the most confidence,
and to be the happiest
and most satisfied you
can be while doing it!

"Manuelito" With his grandmother, sipping hot chocolate in the kitchen.
Jan. - Feb. 2009
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-Elizabeth Zunon,
26, NewJersey. See the
backcoverfor her art in
color. Also visit her website, www.lizzunon.com.
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Nana Jean in New Orleans: Remnants of Hurricane Katrina
Another day I drove with other
friends onto Tennessee Avenue. As
we got out of the car, we saw a man
in the distance at a playground with
two kids. He waved at us. At the
memorial, I read the names: Joyce
and Shanai Green, ages 73 and 3. I
have two three-year old grandchildren, so it really touched my heart.

In November 2008 I was in
New Orleans for a conference and
I visited the Ninth Ward, the area
hardest hit by Hurricane Katrina.
It was a startling experience, especially because I was able to speak to
people who were directly impacted
by the life-changing events.
As I drove, I wondered what the
numbers and letters on the houses
meant. Well, they indicated which
agency had searched the house and when, as well as
whether there were dogs and cats that needed feeding
and how many dead people had been in the house.
As I crossed the bridge into the Ninth Ward, I
drove slowly through the streets. I felt very much alone
and isolated in the midst of those almost ghostly neighborhoods. Where were the sounds of children playing?
I also saw closed and boarded-up schools.
The next day, I drove to the Ninth Ward with my
sister and a friend. We parked next to an earth levee
and walked to the top. From the top we saw downtown
New Orleans and many boats along the river.
Our next stop was a "Green" house, built to maximize green technology and use little electricity and
water. Some new homes are being built this way. When
we turned the next corner, we saw a man, Royce, near
his home. He talked about the neighborhood. He told
us that the house across the street had just been demolished two weeks ago. He told us about his own struggles, how his insurance covered only the replacement
of his wind-damaged roof. He did all the work of gutting the interior and reconstruction himself. He talked
about his new sectional sofa and washer and dryer lost
in the flood. Just ordinary things turned upside down,
sometimes literally.
Continuing down the street, we came to an art gallery. I was touched by the water-damaged photographs
on display. At the gallery we were encouraged to stop
by the "Brad Pitt" and "Space-Age" houses (called the
"Make it Right" project).
We drove by these new, brightly colored houses on
Tennessee Avenue: houses on stilts, houses with solar
panels. Among them was a granite memorial for two
people who had died in Katrina: a three-year-old child
and her great grandmother who both lost their lives
near there in the wake of Katrina on August 29,2005.
Page 14

As we were getting back into the
car the man who had waved began
walking toward us with two of his surviving grandchildren, Muffin and Shaniya (now 5 and 7), were dressed
alike and seem happy and cordial.
As he approached I noticed his face was wet and
there were tears in his eyes. He introduced himself. as
Robert Green Jr., 54; Joyce Green was his mother and
Shanai, his granddaughter.
Robert told us stories of how his family left the
ward twice, and were told to return, how a barge hit
the levee three blocks from his home, and caused a 20foot wave to surge into his neighborhood sweeping his
home off its foundation and moving it blocks away. He
struggled to protect and save his family.
He and his brother managed to get their wheelchair-bound mother, a mentally disabled adult cousin,
and the three grand babies into the attic before the
home was swept away. It caught on another house and
as Robert moved the children to the roof of the other,
stable house, NaiNai and his mother fell off the roof
into the water. He screamed, "Jesus!" He was able to
rescue his mother and resuscitate her, but the child disappeared into the waters. The older grandchild fell in
as well, but was able, at the age of 4, to swim to a truck
roof where the whole family ended up, to await rescue.
Sometime around 1 pm, Joyce died. But before she
passed away, she said, ''I'll take care of NaiNai."
When I shared this story with my students at
Oregon State University, one student, who had returned
from Iraq shortly after Katrina, said he was deployed to
New Orleans for three weeks. He told of the chaos and
the inadequate human resources. He said it was worse
than the war zone.
This sad and personal story made me cry. It also
helped me realize how much building and healing still
needs to happen in the Ninth Ward of New Orleans.
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-ProfJean Moule, Oregon State University, Oregon.
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"It's only a week since Barack Obama was chosen to become President-Elect of the United States.
Everyone is talking about him! Hanna, did you vote for him? How was that for you?"

-JlIlia
Dear Julia, thank you for asking! Voting for Obama was and still is an extremely joyful event for me.
I want to share his message and my jubilant fulfillment in listening to his speech the evening of Election
Day, November 4th, 2008.
I was among 25 people who gathered at a neighbor's
house to listen to Obama's speech. As soon as Obama
appeared on the screen, the room became absolutely
quiet. No one even whispered a word. As I listened to
the President-Elect of the United States, I did not fail
to be impressed with his wisdom, integrity, insight and
comprehension of the world's condition.
Obama said we shall no longer identify ourselves as
opposing groups with different ideas, such as conservative
against liberal, or democratic against republican, each side
seeking to win over the other. Henceforth, we shall all
work for the common welfare of our country.
Obama sees the future calling us to create a kinder,
more peaceful, more generous, less greedy world.

Illustrations by Paula Gregovich, Oregon

A spirit of dissatisfaction is evident in our land. Change is needed. First of all, people are worried and
unhappy because many are unable to find jobs
and health care costs are sky-rocketing. Everyone
knows we have inflicted horrendous damage
on Mother Earth, polluting air, soil and water.
Thoughtlessly, we have abused what nature has
given us, causing global warming.
I am not assuming Obama will "fix" everything. But I do hope that all the people of our
land-young and old, sick and healthy, rich and
poor-will collaborate with Obama to heal the
damage we have camed.
Wherever we are, we can practice conflict
resolution! We can try to listen to others and
consider new ideas! We can adopt green technologies in our daily lives to reduce our impact!
Listening to Obama has given me great relief
and reassurance that he will guide us along a wise path.
Send your questions/comments to:
Dear Hanna C/o Skipping Stones
P. 0. Box 3939
Eugene, Oregon 97403 USA
Jan. - Feb. 2009

Let us journey together in Peace. Let us see each and every
person to be of equal worth.
Congratulation to us all!
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Reflections from Costa Rica
and seek, ducking behind the snack bar or our favorite
blue car. They treated me like a sister.
One day, we spent some time with the
Kindergarteners. We taught the class "Mi Cuerpo," a
song I actually learned in Kindergarten. It took a couple of tries to get them going, but in the end, they w~re
up on their feet following along and singing loudly.
After singing, we helped them draw self-portraits. My
heart sank when a boy named Jeffery asked, "Puedes

T

he kids, in their stained, blue and white Fatima
school uniforms, stood at the gate, eagerly
awaiting our arrival. Nervous, I hopped out of the van,
but the children greeted me with smiles, some asking, ",'Como te llamas?" or "~Como estas?" My anxiety
vanished. I wasn't expecting these underprivileged kids
to be so friendly and welcoming. I thought they might
stay away, envious of our expensive cameras and cell
phones they could not afford. However, in these first
moments, I realized all these kids needed was someone
to show they care.
While the adult volunteers were at a lecture, my
brother DJ. and I helped decorate a bulletin board for
"No Violence Month." As we finished and the adults
took a break, the students spilled out of their classrooms, excited for recess, and mobbed us, wanting to
play games and act silly for our cameras. "Quiero vert"
they yelled after every picture."I want to see!"
Over the next few days we worked, cleaning and
painting the Pre-K and Kindergarten building and bathrooms. A little boy named Maurice always sat proudly in
front of his classroom door, keeping other children out
of our way. His teacher couldn't get him to stay inside
the classroom and pay attention while we were ~here.
I spent one day helping teach English to second,
third and fourth graders. It meant so much to me when
one girl thanked me and handed me a plastic bracelet.
This may not be considered a valuable present where I
am from, but it touched me deeply, this bracelet likely
meant a lot to her. I wear it all the time now.
I became very attached to a few 11 and 12 year
old girls. We danced and performed gymnastics during
special assemblies celebrating "No Violence Month."We
met every morning at recess and did gymnastics while
kids crowded around, cheering us on and asking for
more. When we got tired of gymnastics, we played hide
Page 16

cortar eso para poner en mi cuarto, por
Javor?" (Can you cut that so I can
put it in my room, please?) Seeing
where he lived on a tour of his neighborhood, I knew
his home was made of scraps his parents had scavenged
and put together, forming just a little shelter. While I
have everything I could ever need, these people don't
have running water, and they risk their lives cutting
power lines, attaching them to their houses.
These children are just like us-talented, pretty, and
smart-except for one meaningful exception: the lack
of opportunity seperating us.
I was cheerless when the last
day came and I
had to leave my
new friends, but
I think about
them often.

-Isabelle Lesh, 11,
California. Photos
by D,]. Lesh, 8.
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Well, Almost

ver wonder why people say the things they do?
Okay, they have plenty of reasons.

Many years ago, carnivals gave out cigars as prizes
in games of skill.

"You're a wonderful kid." (Was there ever allY doubt?)

Best Educated Guess: If you came close to winning
your game, it's still a loss, so no prize, no cigar.

"It's raining cats and dogs." (Huh?)
The English language has many expressions that
sound like one thing but mean another. They're called
idioms. Why they mean the things they do has been
lost in time and with usage. You see, long ago, no one
ever thought to write them all down in a book for
future generations who might not understand them. To
be honest (and I wouldn't have written this article if I didn't
intend to be honest with you) after all my research, I still
don't know how most of these phrases came to mean
what they do. But my research pointed me to some
likely explanations (and some
pretty weird ones). Let's take
a look:

* Cut to the chase: Get to the poit/t.
This comes from old movies when a boring, dramatic scene would come before an exciting one (and
what chase isn't exciting?). It was possibly a direction
written into a script.
Best Educated Guess: Whether it came from a
script direction or not, it seems obvious that someone
needed a semi-polite way to tell someone else that his
or her story was boring and to please get to the exciting part.

*

Baker's dozen:
Thirteen of something rather
than twelve.

*

Don't look a gift horse
in the mouth: if someone gives you
something for nothing, don't criticize it.
Old horses have longer teeth
than younger ones and people used
to look into a horse's mouth to see
if the horse was old or young. (Also
related to the phrase "long in the
tooth" to describe someone old.)

This probably dates back
to medieval times, or before,
when people bought their
-Art by Paula Gregovich
bread from bakers. The law
Best Educated Guess: If someone
stated that bakers could be fined
gives you a gift or something free, be
or otherwise penalized for cheating customers.
polite and say thank you, even if you don't like it.
Best Educated Guess: Bakers included an extra
* Gung ho: Eager or enthusiastic.
loaf of bread in every dozen sold so they couldn't be
It comes from the Chinese language, two words
accused of ripping off their customers, and therefore,
they avoided punishment. After all, no one likes being meaning "work together."
Best Educated Guess: The English language has
punished.
borrowed
many words from other languages. Gung ho
* Brownie points: 70 get approval from someone
is no different. Apparently, it was used by the marines
else, usually a boss or teacher.
and from there found its way into every day speech.
This could have two meanings. One is obvious. It
So now you know a little bit about some idioms.
came from the Girl Scouts, or "Brownies," who have
a points system for good deeds. The second is that it Try making up some of your own. Don't forget to
came from the military, used to describe a silly or child- write them down in a notebook so your grandkids will
know what you meant. Another idea is to write down
like person.
the idioms you hear other people using. Guess what
Best Educated Guess: Since brownie points are
they mean and how they came to mean it. Then do a
more related to "sucking up" than good deeds, I'd guess
little Internet surfing to see how close your guess was.
the military explanation is most likely.
Have fun!
* Close but no cigar: Almost, but not quite, suc-Kellee Kranendonk, Irish-Canadian author, Canada.
cessful.
Jan. - Feb. 2009
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f[1nder !Fire
he blistering, dry air felt like a furnace, roasting
me alive. Yet, I longed to be outdoors playing,
rather than enduring a math final on that fateful day in Egypt, on June 5, 1967. However,
I knew that in a few days, I would be cooling off at the beach in Alexandria.

T

Suddenly, I heard a thud, then
BOOM! The room shook. Moments later,
a loud air raid siren roared on and on.
Miss Hafez, my third grade teacher, briskly
left the room for a few moments, then returned.
"Children, we are going to the shelter! Yalla!
(Come on!)" Her voice was loud and urgent.
A minute later, the teacher shuilled fifty-four of us
out of the room. In the rush, scraps of exam papers flew
and landed on the tile floor like the falling of autumn
leaves.
The school bell rang and rang, and I wondered if
the bell-ringer's hand got stuck on the rope.
When we arrived at the shelter, a circular room
built below ground level, the teachers told us that
Egypt was at war with Israel; our parents would fetch
us shortly.
I watched, in silence, as moms and dads came to
take their children home. The shelter occupants dwindled in number, and soon, my twin sister, Naila, and I
were the only students left. Feeling abandoned, my sister and I clung to each other for comfort.
Baba (father) finally appeared, and we ran into his
open arms.
The next five days seemed endless, as if our lives
were a movie and someone clicked Pause on the remote
control. We were confined to the large foyer, glued to
the radio like bees to their hives. The bombs and rockets continued intermittently throughout those days.
The end of war brought victory to Israel. Thousands of
Egyptian soldiers perished in that brief war.
Several years later, as a teenager, I witnessed the
beginnings of a more horrifying and brutal war. I was
living in Beirut, Lebanon, a country known as the
Switzerland of the Middle East because of its beauty
and charm. You can spend the morning at a beach by
the Mediterranean Sea and an hour later find yourself
at the mountains of the majestic cedar trees.
Page 18
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The seeds of the war began on April 13, 1975.
Disagreements between political groups led to civil
unrest, which turned into war. Friends and
neighbors from different sects and political factions turned against each other. The
sound of bombs, rockets, snipers, and
machine guns became part of my daily
life. When there were lulls in the fighting
my family and I cautiously ventured outside to buy food or drink. Except for a well
across from the apartment building where I
lived, we had no running water. Electricity was limited,
too. We spent many nights by candlelight.
On days when fighting was particularly intense,
our upstairs neighbors congregated at our second floor
apartment. These neighbors were from all walks of life:
teachers, embassy personnel, newspaper reporters, flight
attendants, and engineers. Despite our different backgrounds and convictions, we managed to get along. We
were all terrified and sought comfort in each other's
company. To lighten up the mood, we tried to identify the source of each rocket explosion. "This belongs
to the Phalangists (Lebanese Christian militia):' one
neighbor would say. Another disagrees, "No, I think it
belongs to the Palestinians."
After several months of continued fighting, my
mother decided we should return to Egypt. The road
to Beirut International Airport was under the control
of the rival group whose religion was different from
ours. To get to the airport safely, a family friend was
able to provide us with a special limo belonging to a
high ranking politician who was a supporter of that
rival group.
The war ended in 1991, but the whole Middle East
continues to be volatile due to the leaders' inability
to work beyond their ideologies and religious beliefs.
Through these experiences of instability and wars, I
became a true believer in peace and harmony. In the
Bible, Jesus says, "Blessed are the peacemakers for they
shall be called children of God." No matter what background we come from, or what belief system we grew
up with, God created us all as equals. Then, let us strive
to be peacemakers in the midst of conflict and thus,
bring hope to future generations.
-Dr. Lucy Eskeland, molewlar biologist & author, California.
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"A person standing on the summit of Mt. Carmel, and the passengers of the steamers coming to it, will look upon
the most sublime and majestic spectacle of the whole world. "-Baha'u'llah and the New Era by Dr.] E. Esslemont
or centuries Mt. Carmel, located in Haifa,
Israel, has been known as the Mountain
of the Lord and as the Vineyard of the Lord. This
sacred vineyard is significant for us Baha'is because
it serves as our spiritual and world administrative
center.

He pointed out to His son the spot on Mt. Carmel
where the mortal remains of the Bab should be
laid to rest and instructed His son to build a befitting sepulcher (tomb). Surrounding this monument
are majestic, landscaped terrace gardens, which
were added decades later.

In November 2007, I had the privilege of
visiting the Baha'i Holy Shrines and Gardens.
Throughout the year, Baha'is from around the
world travel to the Holy Land for a pilgrimage.

The Baha'i Gardens are often referred to as one
of the Eight Wonders of the World. They are not
only visually stunning but spiritual and peaceful.

F

Situated at the heart of Mt. Carmel is the
precious gem-like "Shrine of the Bab." The Bab,
which in Arabic means the gate, announced the
coming of Baha'u'llah, the prophet-founder of
the Baha'i Faith. In 1850, the Bab was martyred in
Iran. In 1890, while Bahi'u'llah was visiting Haifa,

The Baha'i faith is an independent world religion. We believe in the oneness of God, oneness
of humanity and the oneness of religions. Its messenger, Bahi'u'llih, was exiled from his native Iran
to Baghdad, then to Constantinople (Istanbul), to
Adrianople (Edirne) and finally to the city ofAkko
in Israel, also known as Acre (English) and Akka
(Turkish). Akko is one of the oldest continuously
occupied cites in the world, and at that time was a
colony of the Ottoman Empire. Baha'u'llih passed
away in 1892.
-Celia Tczghdiri, author, California. Photos: Marco Abrar,
BahaiPictures.com. For more information, visit the official
Baha'{ web site: www.bahai.org; and for Baha'{ Holy Places
in Israel, www.bahaipictures.com.
UNESCO's World Heritage Committee has added the Baha'i
Holy Places in Haifa and Western Galilee for the testimony they
provide to the Baha'i's strong tradition of pilgrimage and for
their profound meaning for the faith, to the World Heritage List.
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The Story of Frangomaria
t was a beautiful
spring day when
Albion woke up to go to
school. He had had a very
curious dream: an enormous heart had put down
roots over his school. He
was so eager to tell his
classmates that he left in a
hurry and forgot to take
his cheese roll. And he
was hungry as a lion!

by Students on the Island oj Crete, Greece

I

zled frown.
"And it is an unusual
tree, teacher, red hearts
are hanging from its
branches," added Myron.

Arriving at the school, he saw his classmate Mano
running toward him, panting.
"Albion, come quickly and see what is in the
courtyard," said Mano, puffing as though he were blowing up a balloon!
"Slower, or, you'll explode," said Albion as he followed him. He found the other children gathered
about the strange tree growing in the courtyard.
"This tree does not belong in our courtyard," said
the children. They had never seen such a tree. It had a
wrinkled body and in place of leaves, red hearts hung
from its tangled branches.
Mario leaned up close to the trunk of the tree and
it gurgled. "It sounds like a crying baby," he thought
and pulled away from it, puzzled. The children looked
confusedly at the murmuring visitor. They waited for
their teacher, Ms. Anaklidosi, who would certainly
know what type of tree this was.
In a little while their teacher arrived. She was very
beautiful today. She wore a blue blouse and a red ribbon in her hair. The children ran to meet her.
"What are all of you doing gathered here?" said
Demokritos, Demetris and Michael with one voice.
"What are you talking about?" asked Ms.
Anaklidosi.
"When we arrived here at school, a strange surprise
awaited us. We found a tree in our courtyard," George
and Josephine cried out together.
"What is the surprise?" said the teacher. "Our
courtyard is filled with trees!"
"But this tree does not belong in our courtyard. It
put down roots just today," said Elizabeth with a puzPage 20

"I have to see this,"
said the teacher and
smiled secretly, thinking
this was a joke. The children accompanied the
teacher to the edge of
the courtyard, and upon
seeing the tree, she became speecWess. She had never
seen such a thing in her life.
"What kind of tree is this, teacher, and how did it
grow in our courtyard?" cried out Verni and Manolis.
"I have never seen anything like this, and we will
have to look in the Alphabet if Nature, which we have
in our class."
Kyriakos ran first into the classroom and took the
book in his hands. The other students gathered round
and they all began to leaf through the pages. But when
they arrived at the letter "T" for tree, they did not find
what they were looking for. Stella and Rafael were disappointed.
"But why don't we ask the tree itself what its name
is? I have heard in myths that trees talk like men," said
Niki, who had not said a word up to this minute. The
teacher agreed and everyone went up to the tree.
Theofilos and Vasilia knelt before the tree and
caressed it. "Dear Tree, if you can talk, tell us your
name," sang the children.
"Naturally I can talk," said the tree and spread its
branches. "I am called Frangomaria!"*
"Frangomaria?" exclaimedVanzel, the class clown.
"What a beautiful name!" said Zerni, who at this
time was arguing with Verni about a bottle of water.
"And how is it that you find yourself in our courtyard?" asked Kiriakoula, who had just come to school.
"That is a long story," answered Frangomaria.
"We are all curious to hear it," said Verni and
Kiriakoula. The children sat down around Frangomaria,
eyes wide and ears cocked to hear the story.
->
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"I come from a far away city called Pathina. I could
not stay there because I was choking from the car
exhaust. The people there did not find me important.
The only thing they did was throw garbage at me. The
air smelled horrible and I could not breathe!"
"Terrible," said Niki and Georgina with one voice.
"But was it always like this in the city?"
"In the beginning it was a beautiful city with few
houses, little car traffic and many trees. But as time
went on, the situation changed. I had many friends who
could not tolerate it and began to die, one after the
other," said Frangomaria.
"So, how do you find yourself in our courtyard?"
asked Maria and Demokritos.
"One evening, when my branches raised up to go
to sleep, a Nereid fairy came to me in a dream and softly whispered that when I awoke, I would find myself in
a beautiful place, far from the oppressive city which was
eating its trees! So then, the dream became a reality!"
"That's all well and good, but how is it that red
hearts are hanging from your branches?" asked Manolis
->
and Vasilia.

"Because the leaves are afraid you will reject them
as leaves. So, with leaves as hearts I wanted to show you
that I love people. What do you say, can I stay here with
you?"
"Children, now that you have heard Frangomaria's
story, do you want to help her?" said Ms. Anaklidosi.
"Certainly," all the children happily cried together. We
will take care of her with love and we won't let anyone
bother her. We will call ourselves 'Friends of Frango.'"
The children started laughing out loud. They
were enthusiastic about the job they had undertaken!
Only Albion was a little thoughtful! Suddenly his face
brightened because he understood that his dream had
become a reality. The hearts of all the children felt like
one enormous heart, which protected the school!
-Story written by the second grade class (photo on p.20)
of the elementary school of Gazi, on the Island of Crete,
Greece, under the direction of their teacher, Vasilika Arlety.

* Maria

Franghia is the name of the writer of the
book Alphabet of Nature which inspired the students
to write their own story.

Homeless .loe
Sits on a rock in the forest
and he's crying out words
instead of tears.

Poem of Praise
I praise my mom for casting a shadow
of hope over my broken moments.

The words fall into a stream
and float. People hear the crying
and gather near the stream
of words to read the story
of how Joe became homeless.

I praise my stepmom for becoming
the sidewalk
in the park that follows under my feet.
In the barn I see a dark hallway
that never ends.

The rich and poor bring Joe
nuts and berries, hot dogs and chips.

I praise my sister for being the one dandelion
in a field that is burned.

They give him soap and a blanket
and shoes and drive him
to a homeless shelter.

-Breana Ristau, 12, grade 7, Michigan.
Breana's teacher, Mr.John Rybici, writes: "I am so blown
away. Just so blown away teaching through Wings of Hope
Hospice Poetry Writing to these children who have been
through a trauma or loss. My God, this is on fire. That last
line ruins me." Michael Adams is also his student. ->
Jan. - Feb. 2009
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Ten Strategies for Happiness
The emerging field of positive psychology suggests
that our attions have a huge impact our happiness in,
and outlook on life! Here are some simple ways of bringing happiness in and enjoying what life might offer us!

* Let's savor everyday and pleasant memories of ordinary events of the day.

*

Let's avoid comparisons: comparing
ourselves with others can be dangerous to
our happiness and self-esteem.

* Let's put money low on the list of priorities. People
who put money high on their priority list are more
likely candidates for high-anxiety, depression and/ or
low self-esteem, according to research. The findings
held true across cultural and national boundaries.

* Let's have meaningful goals in life. We need a sense of
meaning and purpose in our life to keep us happy.

* Let's

take initiative in the classroom, school and our
community. When we express creativity, help others,
suggest improvements or do more than what is expected, we become more fulfilled.

* Let's

make friends and treasure our family. Research
indicates that happier people tend to have good families, friends and supportive, close relationships that are
caring and understanding.

*

Let's smile even when we don't feel like it. Happy
people see possibilities, opportunities and success. With
practice, positive outlook on life can become a habit.

Sleep Well!
W.e've all heard that in order to stay
healthy, our bodies require eight hours of sleep
each night, and maybe even more than that for
kids. Getting a good night's sleep is as essential to maintaining our health as eating right.
Scientists and doctors are now saying that an
afternoon nap is the perfect way to rejuvenate
and get the mind going after a stressful day. The
Harvard School of Public Health even says that
napping might reduce the risk of heart attack
by 37%. ~ut with school, clubs, sports and parttime jobs (not to mention homework), how
does anyone find the time for decent sleep?
First of all, start managing your time. Set
aside. certain hours of the day to do your
homework, and don't forget to do your assignments in advance and during the weekend!
If you're still too busy for napping, there's no
shame in dropping an activity or two (after all,
you're only human.) Remember to limit the
time of your naps, however. 20 to 30 minutes is
plenty of time to revive your energy, so you can
tackle all of your other commitments. Don't
forget, a nap a day keeps the doctor away!

* Let's say "Thank You" like we really mean it. We can
keep a weekly Gratitude Journal or write a Thanks You
letter to someone each day or week.

* Let's get out and exercise regularly. Besides health
benefits, regular exercise offers us a sense of accomplishment, an opportunity for social interaction, releases
feel-good endorphins, and boosts our self-esteem.
* Let's make "Giving" a part of our daily life! Helping a
neighbor, volunteering, or donating things and services
results in a "Helper's High."
-Condensed from an article by Jen Angel. Reprinted with
permission from "Sustainable Happiness," the Winter
2009 isslle of YES! Magazine. YES! is a non-profit, adfree national publication that offers positive solutions for creathlg a jllst and sustainable world. 70 subscribe, visit www.
YesMagazine.org/subscribe or call (800) 937-4451.

Page 22

Ro~k§!

Skipping Stones

-Lindsee Gregory,Journalism student, Oregon.
Stress Information for Teens:
Health Tips about the Mental and Physical
Consequences of Stress, edited by Sandra A.
Lawton (Omnigraphics). 392 pages. ISBN
978-0-7808-1012-9.
This volume in the Teen Health Series
offers valuable information to help us understand, manage, and avoid serious illnesses
that could be caused by excessive stress. This
reference book talks about different kinds of
stress, symptoms of stress, frequent causes of
stress, how to handle peer pressure, as well as
many stress management techniques. A great
reference book for all libraries!
Jan. - Feb. 2009

Modeling our I\ole Models

I

have always dreaded writing a college essay
about my role model because I do not have
one. Yes, I must confess I belong to that minority of people who do not know one person who is
the epitome of what all humanity should ideally be.
When I looked up the meaning of "model" in the
dictionary, it was "a person or thing serving as an ideal
example of something." This definition may vary but
the gist of the word remains the same-a role model
is somebody we look up to, somebody we strive to be
like, somebody we can honor and respect.
But should we try to assimilate our role models'
lives and actions completely and unquestionably? And
how do you find a role model?
It is my belief that there are few such persons-if
any at all-who combine all the traits I wish I had in
one being. If I had to choose, I'd strive to be as witty
as Lorelai Gilmore (I am, however, 18 and not in my
thirties, and my humor would be lost on most of
those around me), as brainy and smart as Hermione
Granger (obviously I am no witch), or as sensible as
Eleanor Dashwood (the problem there being that I
do not live in the 18th century). Notice a pattern?
Yes, these are all fictional characters. But humor me
for a moment. I wish I could be as good a journalist
as Christiane Amanpour, work out as much as Nicole
Sherzinger obviously does, and be as dedicated to my
goals as AI Gore is to saving the environment.
Notice another pattern? I never wish to actually be the respective person. I do not want to have
Lorelai Gilmore's sporadic immaturity, I do not want
Hermione Granger's stubbornness and occasional close-mindedness, and I do not want Eleanor
Dashwood's lack of indoor plumbing. I do not know
anything about Christiane Amanpour's eating habits,
I do not know anything about Nicole Sherzinger's
people skills, and I do not know anything about Al
Gore's preferred reading material.
In my opinion, a role model should be just that a role you strive to fulfill by modeling traits that you
value in them, regardless of whether they are fictional
or real. You should be comfortable with what you
Jan. - Feb. 2009

-Art by Amanda Paige, 17, Florida.

love in them, and with what you accordingly try
to bring out in yourself. As we grow older and
more mature, our horizons may broaden and
our model may change. What impressed me at
the age of 12 may only just amuse me at the age
of 20. It is important to go with the flow, to be
adjustable and open to improvement-for role
models should undergo constant remodeling.
So I also have to confess I don't feel sorry for
the lack of that one person I should look up to.
I disagree with many of the people I respect on
different aspects, but that's life. No one is quite
like me and I am not quite like anyone else. But
I like it that way.
The only remaining problem is how to formulate this in a college essay calling for only one
role model.
-Katie Grosser, 18, is afrequent contributor, Germany.

"The real voyage of discovery consists not in
seeking new lands but seeing with new eyes. "
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-Marcel Proust (1871-1922), French Novelist.
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What Adopted Kids Want You to Know about Adoption
o you have a friend or classmate
who was adopted? Hundreds of
thousands of kids around the world join
new families through adoption each year.
Over 2% of all American kids were adopted; that's more than 1.5 million young
adoptees in the United States alone.

D

ally just called parents. Children
who have been adopted are
called adoptees.

Asking an adoptee who
their "real parents" are can be
an unfair question. Birth parents
gave birth to them, but adoptive
You might have some questions about
parents are the people raising
adoption, especially since adoption doesn't
and caring for them everyday.
always look the same in every family.
As Andrea, 14, adopted from
Some kids were adopted at birth, others
New York state, where she now
Asaph Marquardt, 4
were adopted at an older age. Some kids
lives, writes, "My birthmom is
were born in the United States, others
just my birthmom. The mom
were born in China, India, Guatemala,
I know and live with is my REAL mom." And,
Russia or Ethiopia. Some kids share racial or ethnic Grace, 10, adopted from Chicago, Illinois, where
identities with their adoptive families, others don't. she now lives, writes, "Both your birth mom and
There are many paths to adoption, and many rea- your adoptive mom are real moms."
sons for adoption.
Families can be formed by both birth and
Unfortunately, newspaper and television reporting can portray adoption in inaccurate or hurtful
ways. Misunderstandings about adoption can lead
people to ask questions that are intrusive or disrespectful. The kids who contributed to this article
wanted to expose some of the myths, and answer
some questions that you might ask. What follows
are some things young adoptees would like you to
know about adoption.
How do I talk about adoption?
While some kids are very comfortable with
talking about their adoption, others would prefer
to keep their stories private. If you do have a friend
who is willing to share their experiences with you,
it might be helpful to know some words to use
when talking about
adoption.
Parents who give
birth to a child are
called biological parents or birth parents.
Parents who adopt
children are sometimes called adoptive
parents, but are usu-
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adoption. It is common for parents to have both
biological children and adopted children. Whether
or not children are biologically related, they are still
"real" brothers and sisters. And, as Andrea points
out, "Just because I'm adopted doesn't mean my
parents love me less than their biological children."
Why are children adopted?

There are many complicated reasons why children are adopted domestically or internationally.
When children are born and adopted in the same
country, it is called a domestic adoption. When
children are born in one country and adopted by
a family in another country, it is called an international adoption.
"Given up for adoption" is a common phrase,
but is that really true? Many birth parents cannot
care for a child because they do not have the support of family or enough financial or emotional
resources. Some birth parents have mental illness
or addictions, others have diseases like tuberculosis
or HIV/ AIDS. Some birth parents die and their
extended family cannot care for another child.
Some birth parents are restricted by the laws of
their country as to the number of children they are
allowed to parent.

Skipping Stones
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Cecilia, 13

Many people prefer to
say that birth families "make
an adoption plan" for their
child, since they want to be
certain that their child grows
up with a loving family who
will care for their material
and emotional needs. Making
an adoption plan is a difficult
decision that is made with
love. It is a decision that arises from adult circumstances,
and not from anything a child
says or does. Andrea writes,
"My birthmom did love me.
That is why she placed me in
adoption, so I could have two
parents and a better future. If
she had hated me, she would
have aborted me." And, Nina,
12, adopted from Minnesota,
where she still lives, writes, "My birthmom did not
give me up because she didn't want me!"
Why do families choose to adopt children? The
reasons are equally numerous and complicated.
Some adoptive parents are unable to or cho.ose
not to have biological children. Others adopt for
religious or cultural reasons. Sometimes, extended
family members adopt a child when
the child's biological parent is unable
to care for the child. But, perhaps most
simply, there are many adults who want
to be parents, and when they learn that
there are children who need families,
they create a family through adoption.

Who are the adoptees?
Parents can adopt a child of any
age-not only at birth, but also when
they are two months old, two years
old or 12 years old. Grace, who was adopted
domestically, writes, "You can be adopted at birth,
you don't have to live in an orphanage." In many
domestic adoptions, adoptive parents are present
in the delivery room when their child is born.
Jan. - Feb. 2009

In other domestic adoptions,
children live with their birth
family or a foster family until
they are adopted. An adoption
agency or government agency
helps find families for children.
In international adoptions,
children live with their birth
family until circumstances
require the children to live in
an orphanage or foster care
center. An adoption agency
then finds adoptive families
for children. Children meet
their adoptive parents either
in their birth country or in
the United States after a special escort flies with them
overseas. While many children
are adopted internationally as
babies, many more are toddlers, preschoolers or school-age kids, and face
special challenges. As Cecilia, 13, who was adopted
from China and lives in St. Paul, Minnesota, points
out, adoption can be difficult and confusing for
kids at first "because they have to ... start a whole
new life somewhere else in the world," especially
if they have a "different language to learn." That
is why, before international adoptions
take place, adoptive parents are trained
in ways to help their children adjust to
a new language, culture and family life.
Because of changes in our laws and
culture and because so many children
are adopted at older ages, adopted kids
often have contact with their birth
families. This is called an open adoption,
and looks different for every family.
Some adoptees might exchange yearly
Nina, 12 phone calls or birthday cards with their
birth families. Others might speak or visit with
birth family on a regular basis. This explains why
Nina writes, "My birth mom is not my mom anymore, my adoptive mom is my mom and my birth
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mom is my friend." It is important to note that adoptive
parents are a child's legal parents. Birth parents cannot
reclaim their child after an adoption has been finalized.

What does it mean to be transracially adopted?
It is not uncommon for adopted children to have a
different racial or ethnic background from their adoptive parents or siblings. This is called transracial adoption. Most of these multicultural adoptive families make
special efforts to celebrate and learn about the heritage
of every family member. Many families try to live in
diverse cities or neighborhoods and attend multicultural
schools or churches, so their children can have their
race or ethnicity mirrored and validated in their community. Asaph, 4, was adopted from Ethiopia, and his
family's circle of friends and neighbors include AfricanAmericans as well as Ethiopians. His family celebrates
both his racial and cultural heritages. Madeleine and
Kenza, eight year old twins adopted from China living
in Chicago, take Mandarin Chinese language classes.
Adoptees are often frustrated when others make
assumptions about how a family should look and think
children should look like their parents or siblings.
Madeleine and Kenza write, "Everybody thinks [our
mother is] Chinese until they see her." Their mother,
Gina, who is white, explains, "My daughters wish people
were more aware that a child might be adopted or might
have a mom of a different (visible) race. Incidentally,
the fact that we now have an African-American
presi{
dent who was raised by a white mom might help with
that awareness." Madeleine and Kenza also wish others
wouldn't make assumptions about their cultural identity
based on their looks. While many transracial adoptees
study the language and culture of their birth countries,
they consider their primary culture to be American. Just
because a person looks Hispanic or Korean or Indian
doesn't mean they identify solely with that culture or
country.

How does it feel to be an adoptee?
Kids process their feelings about adoption differently at different ages, especially as they learn more
about themselves and try to understand more about the
circumstances that led to their adoption. Because every
child's adoption story is unique, every child faces unique
challenges and opportunities as they grow older.
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Lena,10, Oregon. Photo: Christina Schulz

Lena was adopted at birth by our German
American board member and friend, Joachim
Schulz if Oregon. She has always been the "baby
sister" in her adoptive family. But now she is excited to become a "big sister" because her birth mom
is expecting a baby next year. An avid reader, Lena
has served on our student review board as well as
read scores if books for our annual honor awards.

.

Several of the kids that contributed to
this article feel positive about their adoptions.
Grace writes, "Even though you are adopted,
you are just like everybody else." And Nina
writes, "It feels cool and happy to be adopted,
not sad and gloomy." While several kids also
expressed frustration about the assumptions
people make about adoption and adoptees,
there is a sense of hopefulness. They feel that
with a little honesty and willingness to learn,
other kids can increase their understanding
about adoption.
How has your experience with adoption
been? Let Skipping Stones know what you
wish other kids could know about adoption.
Let us continue the conversation.
-Adoptive mom and former Skipping
Stones editor Amy Brandt lives with her family in
Richmond, Virginia.
Jan. - Feb. 2009

Noteworthy North.East.West.South.
• The Day Mter! You might know the significance
of our national holiday, Thanksgiving. But in our commercial world, the day after Thanksgiving, Black Friday,
marks the beginning of our holiday shopping season. Disgusted with the materialism that devalues the
true spirit of the holidays, some groups suggest the
Friday after Thanksgiving should be observed as Buy
Nothing Day to demonstrate the negative impact of
excessive materialism in our society. Unfortunately, the
idea has not caught on in the mainstream.
However, as November is also observed as the
American Indian Heritage Month, a group of Native
American people have successfully proposed the Day
after Thanksgiving be declared Native American
Heritage Day to remember the pain, suffering, sacrifices and contributions made by the First Peoples of the
Americas.
• Random Acts of Kindness! Who says everyone
is simply looking out for themselves? A high school in
Eugene has begun organizing random acts of kindness
and compassion in the community. Under the guidance
of a faculty advisor, they go to mow lawns for elderly, or
offer free greeting cards, chocolate and hugs to strangers
at a shopping mall. They plan to do more of such '1eel
good and make others feel good" acts in good faith.
• The 2008 Grand Prize winner of the national Design
Squad Trash to Treasure contest is Max Wallack, 12,
of Massachusetts. His winning entry, "Home Dome"
was made primarily from discarded plastic bags, and
seeks to provide temporary housing for those in need
of shelter while simultaneously addressing the problem of expanding landfills. Max's creation was chosen
from more than 1,000 submissions and will recieve the
$10,000 prize furnished by the Intel Foundation. The
Trash to Treasure contest was launched in April 2008
and challenged America's youth to design entirely new
products out of discarded items and materials.

Some beaches may lose only a few inches a year; others
may lose a lot more. The climate change, which causes
sea levels to rise and increases the severity and frequency of harsh storms, increases beach erosion.
• Starting an environmental club at school is a
great way to get fellow students involved in environmental issues. For example, this fall, REEF, an environmental club at a Rye Neck high school in New York,
organized a rally, "Save Our Shoreline," on the shores
of Long Island Sound, to help protect local coastline
from pollution and erosion.
• Peddlers Express has been making local deliveries
for decades now in many communities. Some cities
even have bicycle-based moving services for people
changing homes. In November, our local paper carried
a story of a family moving with the help of a dozen of
their friends with bicycles and trailers. It even showed
sofas being transported on bike trailer! And now, the
United Parcel Service has begun hiring bicycle carriers to deliver holiday packages in select cities on the
West Coast. Low costs, higher efficiency and the smaller carbon footprint of bicycle transport is the reason!
• No Name-Calling Week 2009 and Creative
Expression Contest. During the week of January
26th-30th, thousands of schools across the nation will
take part in the effort to end name-calling and bullying in schools. Students will also create art pieces with
the theme of preventing name-calling and submit them
to the annual Creative Expression Contest, to coincide
with the No Name-Calling l#ek. The Entry deadline
is Friday, February 13 and there are two entry categories: Primary (ages 5-10) and Secondary (ages 11-15).
This annual event, organized by GLSEN is cosponsored by Skipping Stones and many other national
organizations.You can find more information about the
event on the website, www.nonamecallingweek.org.

• E, the Environmental Magazine, reports that more than
500 million phone directories-nearly two books
for every American-are printed and distributed each
year in the U.S., taking with them some 19 million
trees.
• The U.S. Environmental Protection Agency estimates that 80-90 percent of the sandy beaches along
America's coastlines have been eroding for decades.
Jan. - Feb. 2009
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Your Guardian
Yay?
Through lossHeartbreak, friends, familyYou can smile.
Let that smile be an umbrellaLet it block away the rain.
No, everything's not Okay,
But smile.
Through hurtFamily, friends, boys and girlsSmile.
Let that smile be an umbrellaLet it block away the rain.
No, everything's not OK,
But smile.
Just s·mile.
-Amber Kern, 12, California.

Why?

I will come to you in the dark of night
and I will hold you
and never let you feel alone...
I will be there to help you find a way.
Just Believe in Me,
Believe,
Just Believe.
I can hear the cry within you,
let your tears subside,
I will be by your side,
I will hold you
through the night,
Just Believe in me,
Believe,
Believe in Me.
I will hold you,
I am here,
I am real,
as long as you just believe in me,
"Gautam Buddha"
Believe in me.'
-Brendan Norris, 8, Oregon
-Amanda Paige, 17, Florida.

Why must we fight,
Just because of a different race?
Why can't we all be friends,
Just because of our different tastes?
And why must the world,
Be such a wicked place?
We're human beings, are we not?
We're supposed to work togther,
As we've always been taught.
But sadly,
There've been ugly, terrible wars
As well as worldwide competition
For knowledge of mankind
And very few have said things like
"This land is yours."
However, we never have to
Act that way
Because if we acted the opposite,
The world would change,
Every day.
-Lavanya Bakshi, 11, Indian-American, Oregon.
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This original greeting card was made by Crystal
Carpenter, our student reviewerfrom Massachusetts.
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Memories of the Little Elephant by Nehprii
Amenii (Khunum Productions). Abii, a girl with the
memory of an elephant, is given the task of remembering her culture and her people's history when they are
taken from their land by slave owners. Beautifully illustrated, the book takes us on a journey into understanding the plight of the African people during the time of
slavery. Ages 5-8. ISBN 978-0-9797010-0-9.
Cryptomania!: 1eleporting into Greek and Latin with
the Cryptokids by Edith Hope Fine, illustrated by Kim
Doner ('Tricycle Press). Join the Cryptokids in unlocking
ancient codes in this fun-filled book about words.You'll
be surprised how many words you actually know that
have roots in Latin or Greek. Colorful and eye-opening, this book will increase your vocabulary, and you'll
have fun doing it! Ages 7-13. ISBN 1-58246-062-0.
Baila, Nana, Baila (Dance, Nana, Dance): Cuban
Folkta·les in English and Spanish retold by Joe Hayes,
illustr. Mauricio T. Sayago (Cinco Puntos). These 13 stories take us on a journey through Cuba's rich culture
and heritage. Ages 9 -14. ISBN 978-1-933693-17-0.
When They Were Young by Robert Coles (www.
nameorg.org). This collection of childhood photographs (from the 1850s to the 1960s) reminds us that
no matter our backgrounds (race, culture or class we
belong to), we are all bonded by a common humanity.
Published by Kales Press in collaboration with the Library
of Congress, these pictures will sear through you and
make you cherish or revisit your childhood. Ages 7-99.
ISBN 0-9670076-5-8.
A is for Amazing Moments: A Sports Alphabet by
Brad Herzog, illustr. Melanie Rose (Sleeping Bear Press).
A book for all sports fans, Herzog's sports alphabet
highlights the most inspirational moments in almost
any sport you can imagine. If you were inspired by
Michael Phelps' performance in the 2008 Olympics
or want to learn about Jackie Robinson tearing down
baseball's racial barriers, this book is for you. Ages 6-10.
ISBN 978-1-58536-360-5.
Sing, Nightingale, Sing! A Book and CD Jor
Discovering the Birds oj the World by Francoise de Guibert,
illustr. Chiaki Miyamoto, music: Daniel Goyone (Kane /
Miller). This great book introduces 60 birds found in
various environments, from gardens to mountains. Ages
7-15. ISBN 978-1-929132-98-0.
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I Want To Be a Cricketer by Sally Carbon and Justin
Langer, illustr. Stewart Gollan (Fremantle Press). Think
you know what cricket is? No, not an insect-it's a
sport! Popular in Australia, New Zealand, England,
India and Pakistan, cricket is played with a bat and a
ball (kind of like baseball). Each team has 11 players.
This book will take you through the finer points of the
sport, and maybe you can learn to play it, too! Ages 711. ISBN 978-1921361-24-1.
My Unique Family with JayJay and Totte by
Michelle Cadeau (King Ink Forlag). This collection of
international information is perfect for multicultural
children as well as their parents and teachers. The fun
and creative explanations of each international family
in the book, teach us to cherish our own heritage as
well as that of others. Includes a glossary that provides a
wealth' of linguistic and cultural information. Ages 6-9.
ISBN 978-91-85807-37-6.
Sarah's Waterfall by Ellery Akers, illustr. Angelique
Benicio (SeiferSociety Press). This illustrated book offers a
healing story, in support of prevention and treatment of
sexual abuse. Sarah lives with her grandmother and she
is part of a therapy group where she keeps a journal.
Her journal entries offer a gentle story for chilqren and
suggest how therapy and a nurturing environment can
heal. Grades 1-6. ISBN 978-1-884444-79-1.
Every Human Has Rights: A Photographic Declaration
Jor Kids (National Geographic). In celebration of the 60th
anniversary of the Universal Declaration of Human
Rights, this exceptional book offers an accessibly written list of the human rights and poetic and emotional
commentary by kids. All ages. ISBN 978-1426305115.
Mister Ego and the Bubble of Love by Amber
Hinton, illustr. Gabreyhl Zintoll (Namastepublishing.
com). Nico and Leo, while playing with blocks, get
into a squabble. This picture book as well as Milton's
Secret by Eckhart Tolle and Robert Friedman, illustr.
Frank Riccio (Hampton Roads Publishing) introduce the
concept of the Power of Now through beautifully illustrated stories for children. Elem. ages.
Lucky 13: Survival in Space by Richard Hilliard (Boyds
Mills Press). Middle school readers will find this true
space-adventure story of the Apollo 13 mission to
explore the lunar surface in April 1970 exciting with
lively, dramatic illustrations. ISBN 978-1-59078-557-7.

Skipping Stones

Page 29

The Chinese BuHet In The Sky

T

he dragon's yellow eyes stared at her. Its
head bobbed and jerked to the clash of
cymbals and the pop, pop, pop of firecrackers.
Katie was transfixed as the dragon's tail, with its
silk, sequins, and glittering spangles, flew wavelike through the air. She knew her dad and uncles
were underneath the dragon's body, making it
dance with long skinny poles.
The thought made Katie laugh
harder; the jingling of bells and
the flashing rainbow of lights
made her squeal with delight..

closed when she died and no one else could make
the holiday magical like she had. But seeing it this
way was like losing Aunt Annie all over again. ''I'm
glad you aren't here to see this," Katie whispered
under her breath.
"What's with the crappy mood?" her brother,
joe, asked after dinner.
''I'm not in a bad mood,"
she answered.
"Liar. You think it's stupid to celebrate Chinese New
Year here," he said.

But that was a long time
ago. The fun had died with
Aunt Annie (See her photo -».

"Don't you?" she asked.

Chinese New Year, which
began' on a different day each
year depending on th~ cycles
of the moon, was now a joke.
The family used to celebrate
in Aunt Annie's classy restaurant with its grand buffet of
Peking duck, won-ton soup,
pork 10 mein noodles and
jiaozi dumplings. Today, they pulled up at a dilapidated restaurant in a local strip mall, where you
ordered by number from a not-so-authentic Asian
menu suspended in neon lights.
There was no dragon here. It wouldn't have
danced to the soft rock music being pumped
through the sound system anyway. There were no
performers in red and yellow silk flittering about,
no paper lanterns reflecting diamonds of light into
the crowd of family and friends.
"This stinks," Katie said when they entered.
"Aunt Annie would be appalled."
"Honey, it's still Chinese New Year even without Aunt Annie," Dad answered.
"No one cares about it anymore," Katie replied.
"If they did, we wouldn't be here. They serve fried
chicken for goodness sake."
Her dad moved ahead to greet her uncle. Katie
knew she wasn't being fair. Aunt Annie's restaurant
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"The family's just trying
to get together like always.
You're just a hypocrite. You
only care about being Chinese
on Chinese New Year."
"That is not true!" Katie
retorted.
"You love talking about
Grandpa's farm and riding
horses-anything to db with
Mom's family;' he said. "You never ever talk about
Dad or anything Chinese, except for this holiday."
Katie started to object, but bit her tongue. She
knew better than to argue with her little brother.
He'd never get it.
The truth was that she liked being Chinese,
well half-Chinese, anyway. But Chinese New Year
was the one time of year she felt the pure joy of it.
How would she get back that joy now? She could
not bring Aunt Annie or her Chinese New Year
back from the dead.
"You'll want to wear something red to school
tomorrow," Aunt Annie said last year on the eve
of Chinese New Year. "Remember, after cleaning
their homes to sweep out the demons and ill-fortune, the Chinese paint in red to keep the demons
away. It's good luck."
Katie had kissed her on the cheek. "Oh, Aunt
Annie, you're so sweet. Even if I wore red, no one
would know why."
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Where is Home?
"You could tell them, Katie," she had answered.
Katie had pretended not to hear her aunt's
response that day, but she heard it now, loud and
clear. Maybe there was something she could do.
The next morning, Katie went to her closet
and searched through masses of clothes until she
found it in the back-a beautiful, red silk oriental
blouse, with a high, pristine collar secured with a
single silk button. It was a gift from Aunt Annie,
one she had never worn.
She slipped the blouse on and completed the
outfit with a pair of black dress pants and heeled
shoes. The reflection she saw in the mirror gave her
a start. What beauty she saw there! With her black
hair up, bun-like, and her perfect skin, she realized
her relatives had been right--she did resemble her
aunt. She certainly didn't look like herself without
free-flowing hair or her daily ensemble of jeans
and a T-shirt.
Katie was nervous later that morning as she
carefully navigated the school's front steps in her
heeled shoes, but she felt her determination taking over. She didn't need a grand Chinese Buffet
to honor Aunt Annie. She could show her to the
world; she could start her own NewYear tradition.
She passed the principal's office on the left and
continued through the locker-lined hallways. She
felt the stares of her classmates, saw their looks of
shock and bewilderment. Katie didn't care. On a
normal day she might have cowered under their
disapproving glances but now she felt strong and
much taller than her petite, five-foot frame. On this
day, of all days, Katie wanted them to know who
she was-all of who she was.
"Xin nein kuai Ie," she said to all upon entering
homeroom. "Happy New Year," she repeated. She
flashed a radiant smile at her classmates and their
bemused faces began to soften when they saw her
confidence and felt the joy that oozed from her.
In that moment, Katie looked up and whispered,
"I love you, Aunt Annie." She imagined her aunt
smiling down at her from that fabulous Chinese
Buffet in the sky.
-Stacie Haas, writer & public relations manager, Ohio.
The Chinese New rearfalls on January 20th this year.
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was two years old when I moved to Warsaw, and
I've lived here ever since. It feels like I'm Polish,
even though my real nationality is Chinese. I know
the language, the customs and the history. I've gone
to a Polish school since Kindergarten and my friends
are Polish. If I had to choose a place to stay and live, it
definitely would be Poland.

!

Warsaw is my first and sometimes my only home.
Here is where all my friends are, my favorite parks, my
school and house. When I come back from a vacation ,
I feel safe. I feel at home. With the warm wind blowing softly through my hair, I'm glad to be walking
down the streets of Warsaw again, even though I've
done it all my life.
Every two years I go back to visit my home
country of China. But the minute I step off the plane,
I miss Warsaw. Everywhere I look there are strangers walking around and it doesn't feel as peaceful as
Poland. Sometimes, I have this lost feeling in Warsaw,
but I always know where to go to find comfort. I
could call a taxi or get home using the public bus. In
China, however, I don't even know how to get from
one location to another.
China is still one of the places I admire most.
There are plenty of fascinating activities to entertain
yourself with, more than you could imagine, and lots
more than what you can do in Poland. In China they
produce the most delicious ice cream ever, and they
sell the best clothes. But that's just a small part of what
I like about my nationality. Knowing that this is where
I was born, and this is where my extended family lives,
means a lot to me. When I look back at the pictures
I took in China, I recall all the fun I've had , which is
incomparable to Warsaw.
I'm proud of China and Poland and care about
both of them. They're two very different places with
their own beauty. China is the country I am from, it's
where I was born, and it's where I meet my relatives
after long years apart. On the other hand, Poland is
the place where I grew up, where I learned about the
facts of life, and most importantly, where I found true
friendships. So I couldn't take sides between them.
They're both special and equal to me. After all, they're
both my homes.
-Alice Cai, written at the age of 13, 8th grade, Poland.
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Childhood in China
This letter from Annie Uti's grandmother, originally written in Chinese, is about her childhood in the
Chinese countryside. Annie translated it for her school project, and shared it with us.
DearAnnie,

I received your letter. I am happily willing to
tell you about my childhood.
I was born in a family of farmers. On our
street lived mostly our own family and another
family named "Chang." Both families were
farmers.

Every afternoon after school, we kids would
come out of the house to. the street and play
group games such as hide and seek, and tag.

':

In the mornings, after breakfast, older kids
would go to school and younger kids would help
the parents work on the farm. I stayed home.
Then. at noon, my mom would make lunch and I
would send my grandparents' lunches to them in
the fields, and then I would eat lunch with them.
After lunch, I would have to work on the farm
collecting grain, feeding the animals, cutting the
grass... sometimes I would go with my grandpa to
the market to sell things we grew ourselves, such
as corn, cabbage, carrots and onions. Everyday I
worked until night time, and then my grandparents
and I would take an oxen cart home.
Once I was seven or eight years old, I went to
school. On my first day, I was happy and excited.
I got up really early. Do you know why we used
to listen to the cock to get up? It was because
we farmers fed lots of chicken and we were used
to it every day. Once we heard
the cock crow, we would know
what time it was. Usually once
the cock crowed three times, it
would be daylight but that day
I got up when the cock crowed
twice, which was pretty early.
That day I got to school really
early. I met my teacher and a lot
of classmates. I had a lot of new
friends so I was really happy.

'.'

how to play the drums. I also joined sports activities. We would get to school before everyone else
and do lots ofsporting events. When all the kids got
to school, we would go to class together. School
would end at about 5:00
or 6:00 pm. You are so
lucky because you have
school buses. We all had
to walk to school and
back home. One trip
there and one trip back.

Love,
Grandma

In the fourth grade, I joined
the school choir and learned
Page 32

Bye! I hope you
have a good school yearl
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Korean Cowgirl

J

enny smiled as she stepped from the podium. She
had just spelled another word correctly· in the
school spelling bee, which placed her among the final
five contestants. Walking back to her chair, she imagined how proud her parents would be. But then a student said in a voice everyone could hear, "That Chinese
girl can't even pronounce the letters right."

''I'll never fit in," she said out loud.
A few minutes later she heard a light tap on her
door, but she just buried her head in her
pillow. Then she heard Lisa's voice.
"Jenny. Are you okay?"
Jenny sat up. "Come in, Lisa," she said.

Her smile vanished when she heard giggles echo
around the auditorium. She pulled hard on her black
ponytail hoping to keep away the tears.

Lisa put her hand on Jenny's shoulder.
''I'm sorry about that stupid remark. I
think you made a great cowgirl."

Her best friend, Lisa grabbed her arm and said,
"Don't listen to them. They're just jealous."

Jenny looked at Lisa and said,
"Thanks. I guess I just don't fit in."

"But I worked so hard to talk without an accent
and to spell good." Then she put her mouth close to
Lisa's ear and whispered, "Besides, I'm Korean, not
Chinese. They don't know anything."

"Look, we've been friends for two
years. Ever since you came to this country. I think you
fit in just fine. Don't listen to those stupid remarks."
"They think I'm Chinese. They don't even know
where I'm from. Some friends!"

Jenny had trouble concentrating when it was her
turn ag:J.in. She missed a word she had practiced and
knew well. As she walked home with Lisa after school,
;he couldn't hide her disappointment about finishing
second.

Lisa sat down next to Jenny. "Remember when
you first came here? We couldn't even talk to each
other, but we still played together."

That weekend, Jenny pushed aside her thoughts
about the spelling bee and replaced them with excitement as she prepared for Lisa's costume party. She had
butterflies in her stomach as she got dressed. She put
on her cowgirl skirt with the fringe along the bottom
and the brown leather vest with two silver stars. She
arranged her cowgirl hat, and then smiled at her image
in the mirror. ''Just right," she thought.

After Lisa left, Jenny thought about those early
days. Her mother had helped her learn Engl~sh by
watching TV shows. She remembered how bananas
were such a treat and how she liked seeing color TV
for the first time. She was surprised that programs were
on all day, not just from 6 to 10 PM like in Korea.

"Yeah," Jenny smiled. "We had to invent our own
sign language."

Finally the time came for Lisa's mom to judge the
costumes. The children formed a semi-circle and one at
a time came to the front to show off their attire.

Then, she remembered the Korean tradition of
Hyo-do, which meant respecting your parents and
repaying them for giving you life. "I can't quit trying
at school and I can't give up on my friends if I'm to
honor my parents," she decided. ''I'm not like those
other kids," she thought. "But maybe if they knew me
better it would help."That gave her an idea.

When it was Jenny's turn, she stood up front and
said, "I am a cowgirl." She twirled to display her outfit.

On Monday, she talked to her teacher. "May I read
an essay to the class?"

Someone in the group snickered and said, "There is
no such thing as a Chinese cowgirl."

Jenny stood before the class, her knees shaking just
a little. She looked out and saw Lisa smiling.

Everyone laughed. Jenny turned red and hurried
out of the circle.

Then she saw the words she had written at the top
of the page: "Hyo-do." They gave strength to her voice
as she began. "You know me by my christened name,
Jenny, but my real name is Kyu-myung and I am from
Korea. I came to this country when I was nine ... "

She walked across the street to Lisa's house. There
were dozens of conversations among the kids from
school in colorful costumes.

She ran straight home without even saying goodbye to Lisa.
She threw her costume on the floor, punched her
cowgirl hat, and flopped on her bed.
Jan. - Feb. 2009

-Charles Warren, Florida. The story is based on true events.
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The Exotic Stranger
was 12 years old when Mrs. Locke
introduced the exotic stranger to
our class. The first thing I noticed were her
odd clothes that were too small. I couldn't
help but stare at her unusual face that was
different, flatter than mine. Her brown skin
and small, slanted eyes fascinated me. She
had an interesting name-Vien. I could
hardly wait for class to be over so I could talk with
her. Where had she come from? What was she doing
in this small town where the rest of us had boring
names and pale, white skin? When we finally got the
chance to visit, I didn't even notice her poor English.
I was hungering to hear all about her life.

"I think that's a
good idea. I want to
go to university."

I

At first, she told me about her home in a far
away place called Vietnam. With longing she spoke
of the house and lush garden she'd left behind.
She struggled for words as she described the tropical flowers and fruits she missed so much. They
didn't sound like anything Mom brought home. Yet
I imagined them fragrant and delicious to eat.
I never quite understood why she had to leave
her home and garden, I just know that one day she
and her family found themselves out to sea on a
crowded boat. I listened in horror as she described
her exhausting journey. She spoke of a time they
landed on shore, tired and hungry. Instead of finding
help, they were viciously beaten with sticks by an
angry mob. They were sent back out to 'sea, bodies
bruised, still hungry and thirsty-still searching for a
place to call home. She was 12, like me; how could
this happen? Her story turned me inside out. I cried
with her. I felt intense love and wanted desperately
to comfort her. Empathy and compassion awakened
in my young, innocent heart.

"Me too, maybe
we could go together."
"I hope so."
We were one. We
had nothing and everything in common. We were
two 12-year old girls growing up on the same planet,
but had experienced incredibly different lives. We
both had families who loved us. But I went home
each day to my comfortable four bedroom house
and family of five, with two dogs and a cat. I had my
own pink room with a canopy bed, but she shared
their one bedroom apartment with her family of six.
Vien moved away a few months later and I was
devastated. We promised to stay in touch forever.
For a short time, she wrote me sad letters about her
new life in California. They arrived in my mailbox
wrapped in envelopes like origami. Her handwriting was squiggly, her English hard to read. Her words
hurt my heart:

Dear Angelina
Do you do any things fun in this summer? I hope so!
Because you have a lot offriends. No one is around here.
My town it so quiet, no one walk. I too tired. I had little
bit time to write for you because I had to study everything
-too many languages make me crazy. My mom will get
a job of sewing in August, my sister already get a job in
watch factory. My brother got job, too: I see you next letter,
please write to me a long letter, ok? See you some day!
Yourfriend, Vim

"I'd love to study many languages like Russian,
Mandarin and French. Which language do you like?"

That summer I traveled to Hawaii with my family; Vien spent it studying English. We continued to'
exchange letters for a while, but eventually our lives
got busier and the letters stopped. I still think about
her sometimes and wonder what great things she has
achieved. Twenty-five years later, I silently thank Vien
for opening my eyes to the injustice and suffering
taking place in the world around us. She also helped
me learn the infinite joys that come when we reach
out to others, especially exotic strangers.

"I love Spanish. Maybe I could be an interpreter
some day."

-Angelina Hansen is passionate about our planet and
its many diverse people. She lives in Washington.

One sunny spring day, we were invited on a special hiking trip to a place called Table Rock. Lying
together on a bed of wildflowers, staring at the sky,
we shared our hopes and our dreams. I asked her,
"What do you want to do when you get older?"
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A Bridge Between Two W"orlds
or most of my 16
years, growmg up as
a first-generation Chinese
American has been a perpetual challenge.

F

I hated the fact that I was
Chinese for a long time-not
only because I had failed out
of Chinese school by sixth
grade, or because my nose
bridge is so flat that my glasses sometimes fall off-but
because I understood so little
about what it meant to be
a first-generation kid. When
asked the question, "What are
you?". I'd answer, "Chinese," but in the back of my
mifld; I already knew that I was much less Chinese
than my parents wished me to be.

"Why couldn't my parents
have just stayed in China? At least
I'd belong somewhere," I would
think to myself. Truth is, I did not
even visit China until the summer
after my eighth grade. When I did,
however, I suddenly became grateful about my balanced position
between Chinese and American
cultures: perched on the border
of the two, I could, in a way, see
and understand these two cultures
clearer than either my parents or
my third and fourth-generation
friends at school.
Guangxi, a city in southeastern
China, is the place where most of my photographs
are taken. They are not glamorous or dramatic, but
they portray a fine balance between the views of
a true outsider and of somebody who has a
degree of understanding about what Chinese
life is like. Here, I, as the photographer, act as a
bridge between the two worlds.
-Lily Chan, h.s. junior,
New York. She has written in a
journal daily since age six, which,
she says, "forces me to be more
observant-after all, one can't
write about the same things day
after day! I also enjoy reading,
microbiology, and swimming. "
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