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Live by Design, Not by Default * * Guest Editorial * *

During the 20 years that I have been a high
school science teacher, I have watched envi

ronmental degradation and global inequities become
more severe. The planet is at risk because of our actions.
You didn't cause climate change, species extinctions
and other global problems, you are inheriting them
from my generation and those before me, but you still
must share in the responsibility of solving them. You
are flexible thinkers, you are smart and creative, you are
passionate and have a lot of energy-we need what you
have to offer in order to fix the mess our planet is in.

To be an effective advocate
for sustainability, I believe there
are three guiding practices that
should be followed: compassionate
communication, hope, and action.
These three practices are contrary
to the more common practices of
violent communication, despair,
and apathy. I challenge you today
to live your life in a humane and
ecologically friendly manner,
which will sometimes mean acting in ways radically
different from those of your peers. These practices are
not always easy, but they are worth the effort.

The first guiding practice is compassionate com
munication. In any conversation about environmental
or social justice issues, there are usually controversial
topics that come up. These topics are often emotional,
and if there are disagreements, the conversation can
easily become a shouting match. It is important to
always have compassion for the person with whom you
are speaking, no matter how much you nlight disagree,
and to practice positive communication strategies for
sharing difficult information. Unfortunately, you rarely
observe people in disagreement use conversation that
leads to real understanding and growth. You mostly see
what is often called "violent communication," where
the purpose is not learning, but rather being "right" 
or at least being the loudest and hopefully having the
last word. Avoid this approach. You want people to hear
what you have to say, and you need to hear and under
stand their perspective as well. If the way you com
municate prevents people from hearing your message,
re-evaluate your delivery style. In other words, don't let
how you deliver your message get in the way of what
your message is about.

Also, remember that not all communication is ver
bal. Don't underestimate the importance of modeling
compassion and sustainable practices in your everyday
life. It is critical to "walk the talk." I'm sure all of you
can think of someone who speaks about an issue in one
way, but then acts in a way completely opposite. Don't
be that person! To paraphrase the timeless words of
Mahatma Gandhi, "Let your life be yOLJr message. 11 If you
truly revere and respect the Earth and all her inhabit
ants, and if you want others to do the same, have com
passion even for those with whom you disagree, and

let your words and actions be
consistent.

The second guiding practice
is hope. With all the bad news
about the environment, it is
far too easy to fall into despair.
Do any of you ever feel despair
when thinking about the state of
our world? I certainly do, and I
have to stay vigilant to avoid it.

The Cycle of Despair goes
something like this.

1. You find out about a problem, and you want to
do something to help.

2. You don't see how you can help so you don't do
anything about it.

3. You feel sad, powerless, and angry. You decide
nothing can be done, so you want to know less and less
about problems.

These steps take no effort, which is why so many
people end up in this cycle. However, the cycle of
despair just leads to indifference and inaction, with no
chance for the positive change we need. In the words
of Horace Mann, "A different world cannot be built by
indifferent people. 11 We need a different world, so prac
tice the cycle of hope. I have to warn you that hope
isn't always easy. Hope takes work, and it takes effort!
But hope is worth it.

Here is the Cycle ofHope.

Step 1. You take personal responsibility for your
choices. This means you pay attention to the choices
you make-even the small ones-and acknowledge
they are your choices and no one else's.

Step 2. You seek quality information about the

Sept. - Oct. 2009 Skipping Stones Page 3



·world's problems, you think critically to distinguish
between accurate and inaccurate information, and you
analyze sources for validity. There is a lot of false infor
mation out there; you must determine what is fact and
what is not. Being a critical thinker is not just impor
tant at school, it's absolutely necessary in the real world.
Don't be fooled by pseudoscience or the media that
claim to have the truth without the data to back it up.

Step 3. You create a vision of a better world based
on accurate information, your values, and your sense of
responsibility; you discover practical options for action;
you act in line with your values; and you understand
the impact your actions have on the planet.

As you can see, if you practice hope, you natu
rally reach the third practice, of taking action. I applaud
those of you who choose to make a difference by your
efforts, but I must tell you that the planet needs more
from you-it needs more from all of us. I heard a cou
ple of scientists on the radio recently, and one of them
said, "The environment is not a luxury item." Well,
duh! But we all know people who treat the environ
ment exactly that way. We in this country are especially
hard on the earth. ·If everyone lived like we do here in
the United States, we would need four more planets
to support them. We don't have four more planets! We
need to change our perception of the environment
from something we can change when it is convenient
for us, to an issue we must act on now.

A lot of people think the only worthwhile actions
involve spending a lot of money to buy solar pan-
els or a hybrid car. As it turns out, you cin have
a very positive impact on the planet by buy
ing less stuff. Remember the phrase ((reduce,
reuse, recycle" begins with reduce. Buying
less stuff is a really earth-friendly thing to
do. And if you do buy something, you can
still make a positive difference by choos
ing carefully. Every time you buy something,
whether you realize it or not, you are voting.
Spending money on an item is the same as vot-
ing in support of all the practices that went into pro
ducing it.You are supporting the way the workers were
treated, the way the environment was treated, and the
way animals and other species were treated. As a young

consumer, you have a lot of voting power; in 2004
alone, teens (aged 12-17) spent more than $124 billion,
which is close to what adults between the ages of 40
and 58 spent. That is a lot of spending and a lot of vot
ing.You need to know what you are voting for. Money
can be an effective tool to facilitate change, and com
panies do pay attention to consumer expectations and
will change their practices. Here's just one example.

I'm sure most ofyou like ice cream and are familiar
with Tillamook ice cream. A few years ago, Tillamook
Farms fed their cows bovine growth hormone (BGH)
that made the cows produce more milk, which
increased Tillamook's profits. And more milk means
more ice cream.Yum! Well, as it turns out, not so yum,
because BGH was bad for cows' health and potentially
bad for human health as well. Understandably, consum
ers wanted ice cream that didn't hurt cows or people,
so they stopped buying Tillamook ice cream. What
do you think happened? Tillamook stopped feeding
their cows BGH and consumers began buying their
ice cream again. That is the power of the consumer
vote. So, research where the stuff you buy comes from
and how it was made, everything from the food you
eat to the clothes you wear. Become an informed con
sumer and only purchase items made in an ecologically
friendly way-that is, in a way that is friendly to the
workers, to the local population and to the environ
ment. Other actions are up to you!

I'd like to share three quotes I reflect on every day
before I teach. They inspire me and give me hope even
when I feel like things will never get better.

The first quote might be familiar to most, if not, all
of you, a classic from Gandhi: ((Be the change you want
to see in the world. "

The second quote is more obscure, but
it's my favorite. It is from Richard Bach,

who is best known for his book, Jonathan
Livingston Seagull: ((Argue for your limita
tions, and sure enough, they're yours. "

Lastly, one from Margaret Mead:
((Never doubt that a small group of thought

ful, committed citizens can change the world.
Indeed, it is the only thing that ever has. "

I challenge you today to be the change you
hope to see, to argue not for your limitations, but for

your possibilities, and to consider yourselves to be the
small group that can change the world.

-Peg Cornell teaches science at a high school in Oregon.
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Never Back Down
Originality is not necessary
Only acceptance
Without showing your true colors
You can still drift through life
Conformism should be more enforced
So the weird ones stop trying to compete
Why display your own style
When you could wear what everyone else does
Standing up for what you believe in is too risky
It might be embarrassing
Don't bother showing your inner strength
When you can hide beneath another's

But then if everyone were like everyone else
Following the one that stands unafraid
There would be no individuals
Only a pack of followers
Lost without a leader
People that stand up for what they believe
Rule the classroom, the business, even the world
Only people that dare to change things
Will ever make an impact
Mahatma Gandhi, Mother Teresa, Abraham Lincoln,
Martin Luther King
And even people like Adolph Hitler and Saddam
Hussein
What they wanted they got
Not because they followed the crowd
Because they never backed down

-Rina Wuifing, grade 9, Washington, adds, "I am Italian
but I have eight siblings,four of them foster kids... our family
is multicultural; my siblings have ancestors from Samoa, Africa
and Mexico. In my poem, I target people who are eifraid to be
different andfollow others, challenging them to change. "

Wanted! Your Creations for our Pages

* Your community and how you contribute to it

* Your heroes, your dreams and visions for the world

* Unforgettable moments and meaningful celebrations

* Your best friend,favorite foods or travel tales

* What's so wondeiful about wilderness and wildlife?

* How are you living up to your values?

Prose (800 words), poems (30 lines), photos and art

(8 pieces max). Send with a cover letter and SASE to:

Skipping Stones P. 0. Box 3939 Eugene, OR 97403

or, E-mail to: editor@SkippingStones.org

810g out for .Sl\ipping Stones
Can't get enough Skipping Stones?

Check out our blog: www.skippingstones
magazine.blogspot.com for a glimpse of
our office, among other things. You can use
the blog to comment on our issues and know
upcoming themes ahead if time. You can let us
know what you liked and what you'd like to

see more ifwith your comments. Make sure to check with

your parents before using the Internet or visiting any blogs.
We can't wait to hear what you think!

1010 Youth Honor Awarcls
Themes: Culture & Diversity, Family &

Society, Nature & Environment, Dreams &

Visions,Youth Activism, Creative Conflict
Resolution, Peace & Justice

Mail to: P. 0. Box 3939, Eugene, OR 97403 USA

E-Mail to: Editor@SkippingStones.org

Acknowledgements
Editor/Publisher: Arun Narayan Toke

Editorial Steiff: Beth Erfurth, Hanna K. Still

Interns: Katie Grosser, Molly McHugh, Olivia Seulement-

Provo!, Molly Lonigan, Katie Westermann, Nina Strochlic

Student Reviewers: Crystal Carpenter, Katie Grosser,

Vincent Clementi, Alexandra Stephens

Board of Directors: Paulette Ansari, Esther Celis, Carla Gary
Steve Mallery, Ron Marson, Joachim Schulz, Hanna K. Still
andArun N.Toke.

Special Thanks to Bidyut Das, Paula Gregovich, Shyam Das
Toke, interns, contributors, and teachers whose students' work
is in the issue. Thanks to Tops Learning Systems, Black United
Fund of Oregon, Advanced Relay Corp., Oregon Country
Fair, Helios Foundation, A & A Charitable Fund of the Equity
Foundation, Emerald Valley Kitchens and Oregon Community
Foundation for their financial support.

Skipping Stones, Inc. is an educational and charitable orga
nization with a 501 (c) (3) tax-exempt status. Donations to
Skipping Stones are tax-deductible to the extent allowed by
law. Please support our free magazines and discounts for low
income schools, libraries and families with your donations.

Winner of the National Association for MultiCIIltural Education,

EdPress, Writer, NewsStand Resources & Parent's ChoiceAwards

o ~I~I
Sept. - Oct. 2009 Skipping Stones Page 5



What.s (€)n Y{§)ur Mind? Secondhand Smoke: A Health Hazard

Is Your Mom Stressed?

l am higWy allergic to passive or secondhand
smoke. Passive or involuntary smoking occurs

when the exhaled and ambient smoke from an
individual's cigarette and is inhaled by another.

I recall relaxing on the soft white sand beach
unaffected by my surroundings under the heat of
the Florida sun, when suddenly my throat started
burning, my nose gave the sensation it was about
to bleed, my face felt flushed, and my eyes became
red. Where did this sudden reaction originate? An
unaware and carefree individual lighting a cigarette
nearby! With every puff of smoke that blew my way
the reaction worsened, until I was forced to leave.

In June 2006, U.S. Surgeon General Richard H.
Carmana said, "The science is clear, secondhand smoke
is not a mere annoyance, but a serious health hazard
that causes premature death and diseases in children
and non smoking adults." (www.cdc.gov)

Additives in modern cigarette tobacco, such as
Nicotine, Arsenic (used in rat poison), Ammonia, and
Formaldehyde (used to preserve body tissue) in cig
arettes can irritate the walls of the throat and the
bronchial tubes. Mucus is produced which clogs up
the Respiratory Passage, this makes breathing difficult
and leads to a "smoker's cough" causing Bronchitis.
Cigarette smokers are also two to four times more like
ly to develop coronary heart disease than non-smokers.
Cigarettes cause smokers to have early wrinkles, teeth
rotting, bad breath and the constant smell of cigarettes
in everything they have or wear, including gifts they
give. The smoker makes a decision to smoke but the
children and non-smoking adults must suffer the con
sequences.

If passive smoke contains more than 250 chemicals
known to be toxic or carcinogenic (cancer-causing),
and infants exposed to secondhand smoking are at a
greater risk of SIDS (Sudden Infant Death Syndrome)
why not ban smoking in all buildings and public spaces?

I believe smoking in public should be banned for
the health of children and non smokers. Isn't it time to
start changing for the better? Let's make tomorrow a
healthier and more comfortable place to live.We should
not have to suffer the repercussions of smokers' choice
to damage themselves. We live in America, and every
one has rights, even the non-smoker!

-Amanda Paige, 17, also takes college courses, Florida.

Send your What's On Your Mind? (250 words,
max.) entries to: editor@SkippingStones.org

My Tree

Hot
I walk down the streets of Harlem very hot

Like a snake in the Sahara Desert
No water in Sight.

-Kayla Carter, grade 3,African-American, New York.

When daylight melts to darkness,

On the mixture of colors

Dancing on the horizon,
I seek the comfort of my tree.
The delicate branches framing the land

below,
With their leaves bright, summer green.
Grasped close in her arms,
Hugged by her branches,
I am safe from the world
That cries its problems through the wind.

-Aglaia Ho, 13, New York, writes, "Through out my life,
I have been drawn to all the magic if nature. Compared to
man made stuctures, nature is pure and untouched. I've always
loved expoloring nature and beholding all the sights ciffered. "

Have you ever wondered why moms are stressed?
On average, most moms work 15 to 18 hours a day. In
addition to their "job," they also work at home prepar
ing and cooking meals, shopping for groceries, taking
kids to school and bringing them back home afterward.
Then there is "playing" with the little ones and taking
care of them.

My mom works
about eight hours a day
at her job. Then at home
she keeps working until
bedtime. Moms need
more time to relax and
spend with their kids.

-Elisha Olheiser 11,
Washington.
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An Afternoon with Arun Gandhi Eclitor's Mailbag

While he was speaking, from his wise eyes and his

kind demeanor, I could tell that his grandfather's legacy
had been well preserved through him. I realized that
Mahatma's spirit lives in all of us when we are kind,
when we channel ange~ into good deeds, and when we

listen to the stories of the wise, who hold the secrets of
the past and the keys to a future of nonviolence.

-Lidia Mikolaenko, Virginia.

that have been given to them. Anger,

Mr. Gandhi passionately declared, is
like electricity. People can use it and

channel it into a bright light for the

good of humanity. Anger doesn't have
to be expressed destructively.

Mr. Gandhi suggested some solu
tions to the problem of feeling anger

and pain. One way to help people
channel anger is to keep an anger
journal. This way, one can define what
disturbs him and try to find a con
crete solution. Another way to ward
off anger is to focus the mind on the
ultimate goal of peace in times of tur

Art: Paula Cregovich bulence. Focus is key to self-control.

. Mr. Gandhi defined violence in
two ways: It can be passive, the kind that appears when
people are oppressed, teased, and emotionally hurt, or
it can be physical. Physical violence can involve acts of

war and bodily harm inflicted on other people. Passive
violence, Gandhi asserted, fuels physical violence.

One day, in his childhood, he was frustrated with a
particularly small pencil he was using, and he threw it

on the ground on his way home from school.When his
grandfather asked him what happened to his old pen
cil, he told him that he wanted a new one and threw
the old one away. Mahatma Gandhi then took him
aside and told him to go find the old one. After hours
of searching, he brought the pencil back to his grand
father. He was told that even the small pencil is made
out of natural resources, and by throwing away the
pencil, he was throwing away the Earth's resources, and
committing an act of violence against the world. Thus,
Gandhi came to understand the rippling effects of his
actions and the nature ofviolence.

n ecently, I had the amaz
~ng opportunity to listen to

a personal account of Arun Gandhi

at the 2008 Annual Youth Assembly
at the United Nations in New York.

The Youth Assembly brings togeth

er hundreds of young people from

around the world who are inspired to

be agents of change in the evolving
world and to discuss and build upon

the UN's Millennium Development
Goals, which outline a program for
the upkeep of ethics, values and
equal human rights for all. The goals
include eradication of hunger and

poverty, achieving universal primary
education, promoting of gender equality and
combating HIV/ AIDS and other diseases.

Born in 1934 in Durban, South Africa, Arun
Gandhi is the grandson of Mohandas K. "Mahatma"

Gandhi. He grew up under the discriminatory apart

heid laws of South Africa and was beaten by white
South Africans for being "too" black and by black
South Africans for being "too" white. As he grew

older, he learned from his grandfather that justice
does not mean revenge, but that it means transform
ing the unjust through love, service and suffering. Mr.
Gandhi's grandfather taught him to promote nonvio
lence through understanding violence.

Mr. Gandhi shared a particularly effective story
about his childhood experience with punishment.
Whenever he did something wrong, his parents would
not punish or threaten him physically or verbally,
but would take up a custom of penance. They would
not eat food-they would fast-and so, Mr. Gandhi
came to understand that what he did not only caused
punishment for him, as many young children errone
ously think, but it also affected the world around him.

The suffering his bad deeds caused spread like ripples

throughout his family!

Mr. Gandhi very simply stated that violence stems
from selfishness and greed. When people do not share
their talents but use them for personal gains and
exp oitation, they are not acting as trustees of the gifts
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-Editors

The 2,009 Youth Honor Awards!
This year, because of the high number of quality submissions, we honor three classrooms Ischools

with Joint Awards for their group efforts, rather than selecting just three individuals. M!e also honor two
teenagers for their compassionate work improving the quality of life for many school children in faraway
places. Thank you all who entered the contest and our congratulations to all the winners!

*1* Students at Na'au School, Hawai'i

Aloha! And Kudos to the Na 'au School students for their

exemplary creations. VlIe received over 150 writings and art

entries from them for the 2009 Awards. In addition to the

poems and art on this spread, their coloiful artwork adorns this

issue~ front and back covers. VlIell done!

Azure Eyes of Kaua'i .

You found the lonesome Hawaiian goose
wandering the ancient volcanoes ofKaua'i
with plastic rings wrapped around
its ebony and ivory neck.
You rubbed its gentle head,
feeling its skull, strong and frigid.
You sensed its pain through its azure eyes
that glared right through your soul
and whispered a little cry of help.
So you start pulling,
slowly the ring rises from its neck
up to the soft feathers under its chin
and finally free.
But now as you recall
Nene are never free.
They are constantly
in danger ofbeing extinct.
You stand
and at the same time
the Nene wobbles away.
Suddenly it stops,
looks back and again
with its enchanted eyes
it utters a thank you.
You imagine the Nene
suffering from humankind's wrong actions
and you see it making its way
to the never-ending horizon.

-Resy Kony, 14. Please see her artwork on the back cover.

Help the World through Music
Express your feelings
using the guitar
with its velvety,
smooth sound-
relieve stress,

honk on your saxophone.
Let it out,
have fun-
serene musIC
on your flute.
Having fun is the main thing.
Relate to music,
be a maestro,
use your imagination-
trumpet, baritone, or harpsichord,
whichever you choose---
spread your music around the world.
Stir a child's imagination.

-Perry Buto, 15. Please see her cover art.

o Honu, 0 Honu
Sing me a song of rain

dripping down to the ocean,
the moon lighting up the waves,

and the clouds making shapes
over Waikiki Beach-

a song of the galaxy
which is mysterious

just as the sea
fills my -ears with the sound

of the tides
with beautiful ocean poetry

soothing my ears
that mixes with the sound
of the smashing waves.

o Honu, 0 Honu
sing a song of your home.

-:Jackie Erban, 11. See her art on the back cover.
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-Stuclents at Na'au SGhool. Hawai'i -

Coral Horizon Burying the Sun
Into the Sea

Breathe deeply tonight.

Glide through the water.
Bronze fishes sleep

in the moonlight, so shiny.

Listen to the sounds,
think of endless dreams

galaxy of stars tonight.

I wait for daylight.
Think stormy thoughts.

The last cool breeze
paints my dreams

and hums to me until I sleep.

From the mountains to the sea,
animals burrow into their homes.
The music of the sea slows down.

Hawaiian Tree Snail
You wonder about the mystery

of the rainforests as the night sky drifts
over on the leaves of the Sacred Koa.

Hawaiian tree snail, you are fighting
for your life that is threatened

by human development infringing
upon your beautiful habitat.

Hawaiian tree snail,
you are the last

remaining ofyour species
an awesome indigenous
Achitinella Sowerbyana.

-'Tree art and poem by Tyler Hirashima, 13

Coral horizon burying the sun into the sea where
lost fishes are home.

Whisper, the night begins
to flow with the waves.

Art:Asia Lum, 11

My eyes closing slightly.
I search for sweetness

Art:Jarron Carter, 9 that melts my worries.
And peace fills my mind.

-Mari Onoye, 13

I see the heavenly reef of eels,
octopus hiding in the coral,
a porcupine fish hunting for food to survive,
an Achilles Tang swimming in the sea,
an abandoned Moray Eel moving
like a speedy snake,
all in the sea.
I see alien species
threatening the ocean dwellers
who thrive on our coral reefS
and pollution that causes
the coral to die.
I see the vast branches
of coral orchards
that hide schools of Parrot Fish
from their enemies
in cavernous. holes
where currents slither
through the sea
free of gill nets
and toxic waste.

-Shelby Ladra, 13

The deadly Great White Shark

bursts through the iridescent azure

of the vast ocean.

The slippery stingray flutters
in the cool ocean

while looking

for a place to rest.
The wonderful Whale Shark
swallows tiny drill
until its belly is full

with food.

The almost invisible Box Jellyfish
drifts in the currents

of the oceans
while entangling its prey.

The extravagant Moray Eel
surprises its next meal

by popping out
of the remarkable coral reef.

-Luke Matsumoto, 6

In the Ocean

Beautiful Sea Creatures
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AVA *2* Sharing a Vision for Girls AVA
W hen my fam

ily and I traveled to

Africa last summer, I created
something that has been life

changing for me-a program
for girls called SHARE, which

means Shannon's After-school

Reading Exchange. SHARE
is dedicated to empowering

African girls through education
to improve life for themselves,
their families and their com
munities. With SHARE, I've

been able to witness and make
such amazing things happen.

My family and I traveled to Tanzania in July
2008 to volunteer with the Global Citizens Network
(GCN). Before I went, I asked the contact in Tanzania
what the needs of the community were. He gave me a

long list and one dealt with educating girls.To fulfill my
Girl Scout Gold Award Project, we agreed that I would
start an after-school program for girls. I spent a month
collecting 1,200 children's books and school materials
in town.

We brought the donations with us on the airplane.
A classroom was donated by the Kiteyagwa Primary
School, which is in a rural village outside of Bukoba.
With help from my fellow GCN volunteers, we spent a
week cleaning, repairing and painting the room, as well
as adding glass windows, a secure door, a bookshelf and
signs. The school has no running water or electricity,
and I won't talk about the "bathrooms"!

Renovating the room was the easy part-the real
challenge was to convince the parents to let their
daughters join the SHARE program. Young girls in
Tanzania struggle to become literate because instead
of pursuing their studies they are expected to do the
cooking, cleaning, farming and caring for siblings. I
spoke at three parent meetings, where the headmis
tress, Ms. Justina, now the SHARE coordinator, trans
lated my words and then spoke about the importance
of educating girls. While most parents agreed, several
declined, preferring their daughters to come home and
perform household chores instead.

Right now the SHARE

program is a huge success,

with 51 primary school girls
learning to read English,

exchanging ideas and work

ing together to build a better

future in a safe and secure
classroom. I can't wait to go

there this summer, as I am
planning to open a second
SHARE room in another

village school.

SHARE started off as my
Girl Scout Gold Award, but it
turned into something much

bigger than I could have ever imagined. It's a chance
for me to really make a difference and change the lives
of girls who are less fortunate than I-yet they have
double the amount of potential and determination of
anyone I've ever seen. Being able to help these girls and

see their smiles as they realize that they have a chance
to improve their lives is worth more than anything I've
ever known.

These girls are my heroes. They walk miles to
school each day in their bare feet, and have no food
from when they wake up until after school when it's
dinner. At school, there are 70 kids to a classroom, with
five kids at a desk that should seat two.

I am continuing my commitment to SHARE
by involving the Basking Ridge community in New

Jersey, which is so eager to help. We have done fund
raising, book drives and I've given talks for local groups
(Girl Scouts, Boy Scouts and local churches). We
recently collected and shipped over 8,000 children's
books to Africa! I'm amazed at how many students at
my high school, and other people in town, are reaching

out to help. It seems everyone feels a little connected to
the plight of these African girls.

When my family and I return to Bukoba this sum
mer, I will be bringing with me the good wishes of
everyone in my community. I can't wait!

If you'd like to learn more about SHARE, please
visit www.shareinafrica.org.

-Shannon McNamara, 15, New Jersey.
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*3* Anne Al\ay's Stuclents at Bill\ent Univ. Preparatory School, rurl\ey

M y name is Maria Wilczek and I'm 15
years old. I'm an interesting international

mixture-I'm Polish, I currently live in Turkey, go
to an English school and study French. My main
area of interest is art because it allows me to break
away from the monotony of everyday life and
illustrate my vivid imagination. My three sketches
have been inspired by my recent vacation in Iran
and the splendor and variety of culture in which I
immersed myself. The images reflect three very dif
fering individuals, over a range of age spans, social
classes, backgrounds and gender, which reflect
some aspects of the Persian society and culture.

The Iranian Delight (right) portrays an old
"chai" (tea) serving man, who, with a friendly, wel
coming gesture represents the traditional, religion
based segment of culture deeply rooted in the past.

The Desperately Trying To Be Different
(bottom right) woman looks at Persian culture from
a different perspective-one of a woman who feels
unhappily tied down by the strict regime, which,
like in a glass ball, keeps her trapped from the out
side modern world.

Lastly, the Young, Joyful Girl (below) repre
sents the future, greeting it with a hopeful smile, as
opposed to the man and woman who have adjust
ed to the reality that they have come to endure.

Page 11

Art and writing by Maria Wilczek, 15, Turkey.
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"Art and Music Bring People Together."
-Begum Peker, 15, Turkey.

May 19: National Youth and Sports Day

The Turkish War of Independence, initiated by
Atatiirk, began May 19, 1919. Therefore, May 19
is one of the most widely celebrated holidays in
Turkey. It is now recognized as "Youth and Sports
Day," and the nation observes celebrations and cus
toms to honor this special day. When I first moved
to Ankara, the capital, I was surprised by the num
ber of government holidays that were celebrated
each year. Each holiday has a long and culturally
enriching history, yet they are all diverse.

On the morning of May 19, I went to
school as usual. However, when classes were sup
posed to begin, all grades were ushered into the
Performance Wing. We were treated to a moment
of respectful silence, followed by the Turkish
National Anthem. We then listened to poems in
both Turkish and English, songs, saw dances and
even a bout of fencing. After a morning of tribute,
we gathered in the garden to plant a memorial tree.

This holiday, bayram in Turkish, stands out from
a host of other national celebrations because of the
message it sends. One of Atatiirk's guiding prin
ciples was that in order for the nation of Turkey
to survive, it must unify and become as a whole.
Otherwise, the republic would splinter off into
fragments. Today, the atmosphere seemed to reflect
Atatiirk's tenet. Students and teachers alike waved
Turkish flags in happy unity. Indeed, as I watched

My name is Begiim Peker. I am fond of play
ing the piano and trumpet. I have been doing
ballet ever since I was four years old.

I wanted to express my opinion that music
and art could be used as a media, in terms of
bringing people of this world together to cre
ate a more peaceful and egalitarian environ
ment, where there is no means of inequality or
discrimination between people of different races,
languages, religions and their colour. I wanted to
share my feelings through art, as well as music.

My message to all the citizen of the world is
that we have only one planet in the whole uni
verse, that we can bequeath to our children and
their children, so let us be conscientious and be
aware, and let us not waste energy.

-Begum Peker, 15, will now attend 10th grade, Turkey.

National Youth and Sports Day

the enormous red flag ripple lazily in a cool under
current, a strong feeling of belonging suddenly
possessed me. It was we, the youth of the nation,
who would change the future. Just as Atatiirk had
foreseen, we were the future of our country.

The power to control the world rested in our
hands. For the first time, I realized the importance
of this holiday. It celebrated the youth of today and
the leaders of tomorrow. Then a breeze passed and
with it my thoughts, to be returned, I'm sure, on
next year's Youth and Sports Day.

-Leyla Akay, 13, Turkey.
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*4* Haven: Hidden Secrets ofMother Nature

B ecause of the turmoil back at home, I often
take walks in the woods. It seems like people

are always arguing. There are always fights breaking out,
property being stolen or vandalized, people saddened
by the bad things going on around them. I am too
accustomed to my mother's tears.

But I do not want to speak of this. The strife at
home is only the reason for why I leave, not the story
itself. What I want to speak of, what I want to think
about is my haven. My real home. The place where
none of our recklessness has reached, yet.

To get there, I leave my cramped, white, one
story house by way of the back door in the kitchen.
Sometimes my mother tries to stop me, but she knows
that her attempts are futile, and she has abated consid
erably in the past month. Once I close and lock the
back door, and attempt to shut the broken screen so
that bugs don't enter through the crack under the door,
I put on the sandals at the foot of the steps and start
down a stone trail leading away from my house.

As I walk down this hidden road, I can see--no,
feel-as the world around me breaks free of human
influence. As I put one foot in front of the other, the
ground under me softens, as if Mother Nature has
reached down and personally added her tender touch
to the trapped earth, and the trail transforms from hard,
set stone to loose dirt and pebbles.Vegetation, which is
scarce in my city, sprouts on either side of the trail. Wild
grasses, bushes, small clusters of flowers reaching for
the sun, even weeds-I admire them all as I continue
on the path toward my solace. The African sun is harsh,
but in just a white tank top and khaki Capri pants, I'm
perfectly at home in the weather. It feels so much more
real, more alive, than my air-conditioned home. I wel
come the sticky beads of sweat rolling down my brow.

After about ten minutes of walking, I find myself
on the edge of the woods. It is on the border of my
region in Algeria and the next country, Tunisia. I
am pretty sure that the woods are Tunisian territory.
However, I do not care about this as I am in nature's
embrace, and her warm trance has taken my soul to the
place of pure acceptance and comfort, man's border
lines do not concern me in the slightest.

The trail leads a bit further into the forest, until
even the dirt is lost in the dense underbrush. I have
ventured to these woods ever since the age of eleven.
I am at home here; I know every tree, every tripping
root and each step is sure and steady.

Proceeding forward, pushing stray branches out
of the way and avoiding any pitfalls on my path, the
scents of the untainted wood surround me. I can smell
the intoxicating effects of the native flowers that reside
here--the purple hyacinths, bright yellow tulipia, low
to-the-ground irises, smiling crocuses-all of their
fragrances blend together and bombard my senses with
a lovely yet powerful effect. The trees here-mostly
Elgon Teak and beech-are so tall, their canopies so
broad, that they almost block out the sun above. As a
result, there is a lot of shade, and it is perpetually twi
light under the guard of the leaves above. It is still hot,
tropical because of the humidity exuding from the
plants around me. As I walk further into the forest, it
gradually becomes cooler, until the heat is hearable,
almost pleasant.

Once in a while, I see a denizen of this isolated
world; mostly big bugs that fly around freely without
the fear of being slapped out of existence. Rarely do I
catch sight of a mammal, like a lemur, its ringed tail the
one thing I recognize as it leap from tree to tree.

I am not afraid here. I would probably feel safer in
the company ofa huge jungle lion than another human
being. It is not that I despise the human race. Not at
all. In fact, I love my species immensely. It is just that I
wish they would change. I wish that I could take every
human with me, one by one, on my journey through
the forest. I wish I could show them how every shrub,
every insect, even rocks and dirt, work together to form
something so beautiful. If we could just open our eyes
and think like a forest, then maybe we could change
some things. I have a secret hope deep within me that
one day we will learn to live in harmony, like all of the
beings that live here in the forest.

I see light ahead. I push through the last few
yards of dense forest, and finally find myself in a sun
drenched thicket. My haven! It's free from the world,
yet the way that I wish the world could be, perpetually
peaceful, quiet and in tune with itself.

I walk forward into a ray of light and
crouch down. As I lay on a soft bed of
green grass and close my eyes, letting
the nirvana of nature soak through me, I
make a secret prayer for all of the human
race that we may someday return to a
simpler way of life, and that we learn and take advan
tage of the secrets that our natural mother has to offer.

-Lauren Scott, 17, Aftican American, California.
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* 5 * Eighth Graclers, Pine..l\ichlanci Miclclle School, Pennsylvania

Each year, we receive hundreds of submissions from the Pine-Richland Middle School. For the youth awards, we
received a stack of entries from them. One of them, Writer's Soul by Erin Dona/we, was already published in our
May-August 2009 issue. VIk have selected some of their creative writings showing the diversity of themes they touch.
Hearty Congratulations to the students (and also to their language arts teachers) for their excellent publishing program!

Moonlight
Every day I wake up and it's not there shining upon me,

glistening in the emptiness of space.
It truly is a marvel of creativity and beauty,

the way it orbits around us and reflects the sun's rays.
It moves our oceans,

and changes our coasts,

even though it is miles from the surface of the Earth.
Every night I go to sleep,

and it is above me,
walking in the vast emptiness of space.

-BraMan Golden, 13.

Alone on the Bus
The bus pulls up,

He gets on and people stare.
Every day forced to ignore their glares.

He sits alone, an outcast it seems,
But inside he keeps hope,

And holds on to his dreams.

They call him too big, too weird to have friends,
The harsh ridicule never has an end.

He tries to hold his head high, sometimes
even fights back,

And no one stops to think about his motives for attack.

Nature
Grass waves to the trees
Happy, bathing in the sun's golden glow.
Nothing can compare to the wonders of nature,
Honest, natural and true.
Nothing man can make compares to it.
Trees sway and dance in the wind,
Elegant dancers.
The flowers.
Some large and bold,
Some tiny and dainty,
As diverse as the people on Earth.
Each strand of grass, each flowering petal,
All so intricate, yet so simple.
Trees are mighty warriors,
protecting the Earth from unseen evils.
Blades of grass are more immense than the
people of Earth.
Nothing more beautiful than nature.

-Anna Cherry, 14. Art by Cayla Vorndran, 13.

But I notice him sitting there,
Forced to look away from the stares.

No one will reason with my desperate plea,
To let him pass without a word,

And let him be.

-Rachel Baur, 14.

Affected
Proper decision-making is extremely

vital to a student like me. I need to know when to do my
homework, chores and after-school activities. I also need to
make good decisions about things that some people around
me are doing. Many students experiment with substances like
alcohol. I used to just ignore people I knew were into things
like that, but after attending two workshops with The Alliance
AgairlSt Drugs, I make different decisions. I now confront peo
ple who tell me that they have tried alcohol. I ask them why
they are doing it and how they can stop.

-Sneha Iyef, 14.

A Modern Day Prejudice
Gender is a prejudice that everyone can relate to. Girls are told they

can't do certain things and boys are told the same. Girls are often told they
can't play "boy" sports and boys are told they can't do "girl" activities. This
is wrong because if you set your mind to something, then you will succeed.
Boys and girls can do the same things. I think we need to accept boys and
girls for who they are and not tell them what they can and cannot do.

-Sara Kallams, 14.
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> Lost (Written as a class assignment that somehow ended up having more to do with aliens than keyholes)

They had long envisioned it, throughout their journey earthbound,
As a place where resource and beauty abound:
The white of winter, the red of fall;
But this wasn't how Earth was at all.

In ages long past, on a planet far distant,
Lived an alien race on survival insistent.

They had polluted their water and poisoned their air.

They had to go away, but they did not know where.

In desperation, their Congress convened,

To devise a plan, method or scheme

That would save them from their imminent doom
Amid their factories' toxic fumes.

One delegate suggested Earth as the place
For them to relocate the whole of their race,
Saying, "It has air and carbon, a moon and tides,
And everything else we need to survive!"

"Its water's pristine, its skies are clear;

It's got to be a heck of a lot better than here.

Our spaceships are ready and our planet in waste-
We have no time to lose, let us go with all haste!"

After his speech, they made up their minds
And soon left their devastated planet behind,

And in their massive spaceships, the biggest of the day,
Set off for Earth, ten thousand light-years away.

Centuries passed, millennia went by,
And they thought only, with a wistful sigh,
Of how one day they would reach this new world,
As onward through oblivion their spaceships hurled.

Then one day, they spotted a star,
The one they had searched for, wide and far,
And orbiting that star was Planet Earth,
But hence their journey would be far worse.

As their ships drew nearer, their naive eyes were opened,
As the drawing away of a blind or a curtain.
Earth was worse than the planet they left;
Going there then seemed a good bit less deft.

Earth was riddled with factories that belched out smoke,
Smog and dioxides, enough to choke
Even the fittest pair oflungs-

And the list of atrocities had only begun.

The trees were felled, the forests were burned,

The rivers were poisoned, the waters were churned

By the spinning of turbines inside a wall-like stopper,
That power may run through wires of copper.

The land was drilled for the petroleum within,
And everywhere resounded a deafening din
Calling to burn more wood, oil and coal,

When already they had filled the ozone with holes.

Starvation ran rampant and sickness ruled all;

It was truly despicable, sufficient to appall.
The sight left the aliens in a sickened awe.
They had at last seen Earth, but didn't like what they saw.

-Branden Glass, 14, adds: "The inspiration for the envi
ronmental side if the poem came from my own increasing interest
in nature and its preservation. As an avid hiker, I have had many
opportunities to enjoy all that the natural world has to c1Jer. JJ

Elegance
The pencil slides across the paper

Like a soldier marching to war
A string of words closely follow it
They are characters, and no more

Letter by letter, word by word
A beautiful story is formed

Detail and thought are all silently wrought
) From a mind onto the floor

The author digs into his thoughts
Burrows deep into his mind

And discovers ideas and creations
He thought he'd never find

He slaves away with the story
Time is left obsolete

His pen is left dry, his smile is wry
And the story is complete

-Declan Murray, 13.
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*6* Random Acts of Kindness AVA

Skipping Stones

W e've all heard the phrase, "A little kind
ness goes a long way," but I've learned

that sometimes it takes a little more than just rep
etition to recognize the true value and importance
of these words.

I'm from a small town in New Hampshire, but
some of the best times I've had were while travel
ing in India with my parents and sister. On one
particular trip, we were spending time with my
grandparents in Chennai, a humid, noisy city in
southern India, overflowing with people, cows and
as many apartment buildings as dirt huts. The street
is always full of peddlers and taxis, dust and school
children walking back and forth. On an afternoon
that will stay with me for the rest of my life, my
family and I were part of a throng of devotees
pushing their way down a dirt path after visiting
one of the ancient rock temples ofMahabalipuram,
a seaside town near Chennai. It was a sweltering
hot day, the kind where the sweat sticks to every
thing, and everybody is either selling or buying
water. Just as I was about to pass through the gate
that marked the exit of the temple, I heard incred
ibly weak and quiet, pleading voices from below,
and that's when I saw a sight that left me speech
less-but not in a good way.

Hunched over on the side of the road were
two of the oldest ladies I have ever seen, although
I suppose their emaciated appearance could have
made them seem older than they were. They were
toothless and dressed in tatters, with hair color
less from malnutrition, and arms and legs shriveled
almost to nothing. In one hand, each one held a
cane, and the other hand was stretched out towards
the crowds passing by. What affected me most were
their scratchy voices, pleading amma, appa (the
Tamil words for mother and father) in such a way
that it was almost haunting. Despite the painful
scene before them, the crowd seemed to be walk
ing ~ight past the helpless ladies, which was sad, but
not entirely shocking. There are so many beggars
in cities like Chennai, that after a while, you have
to develop a thicker skin, because giving to every
one of them is impossible. I could not draw my
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eyes away from their outstretched palms and bring
myself to walk away. At that instant I learned that
even though helping everyone is impossible, the
one or two you do help, even in the smallest ways,
will make a big difference.

All three of us had tears in our eyes as I handed
each of the beggars a ten rupee note. I only had
two tens, so I asked others' around me to see if
anyone would switch them for two fives, but then
it hit me that it was silly to try and save what was
barely any money-there was no harm in sim
ply giving each beggar a ten. Ten rupees is about
twenty-five cents-which didn't seem like a lot,
but to them, it could mean a drink of clean water,
a roadside snack, a little more than yesterday if
nothing else. It could mean falling asleep on the
streets without the rumble in their tummies being
as painful. To me, it was the joy of witnessing a
miracle - a miracle to watch them cry with disbe
lief at the little money I could offer. Both the ladies
blessed the money with their crippled hands, then
looked towards me with the kind of thankfulness
that words can't express. When I walked away, they
were smiling, and I was smiling.

Sometimes in life we tend to hesitate because
we think our actions will be insignificant or not
good enough in the end. I want people to know
that if you can make a moment's difference for the
better, nothing will go unremembered. Chances
are those ladies are still destitute and starving, but
it doesn't matter that I couldn't completely change
their lives. What matters is the light in their eyes,
the food that they ate, and how incredible it feels
to know that, even if only for a day, a small thing
I did was a huge thing for them. I think that
everyone should be able to
experience that same sense
of fulfillment-of knowing
the heights a little random
kindness can reach!

-Mallika Iyey, 14, Indian
American, New Hampshire. She
likes to read, write, play the piano,
run cross-country and travel.
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*7* The Written Word AVA

Skipping Stones

Akeyo felt the pounding of her feet reverber
ate through her body as she ran across the

hard-packed dirt, her legs flying over the earth like the
gazelle when it was running from the hyena. A cloud
of dust floated in the air behind her. Her thin limbs felt
lighter than they ever had before, like feathers clinging
to her hot skin. Even the jug of water she carried felt
lighter. Her new skirt flapped noisily against her thighs.
She was only aware of the exhilaration that filled her
heart as she ran joyfully towards her village.

This was the day she had been waiting for. For
weeks, she and the other children had been watch
ing the peculiar people whose skin was whiter than
the goats her brothers raised. Most of the visitors were
only a few years older than Akeyo, but they came from
a place far from the wide, wild beauty of her home
here in Maasai Mara, Kenya. America, they called it.
Akeyo liked the sound of the foreign word and the
way it rolled off her tongue when she said it.

Even more, Akeyo liked her strange new friends.
They would sit with her in her family's hut, and they
would talk and laugh and ask her questions as she
showed them how to make ugali by pounding corn
and boiling it with water. When she and the other
girls of the village walked down to the river with their
water jugs to fill them for the village, the people from
America came as well. Akeyo had been surprised by
the change in their faces as they watched the perfectly
ordinary activity. They had explained to Akeyo that
back where they lived, the water was clear, not murky
brown like the water in her jug.

But more than anything, Akeyo loved what the
Americans were doing. For the past few weeks, they
had been digging and laying stones and mortar for
the new school building. Still running, Akeyo's heart
swelled with excitement and happiness as she thought
about the completed school. The three weeks since the
strangers had begun their work had passed painfully
slowly. Now the day was finally here. The school was
ready and for the first time in her life, she was going to
learn to read.

Before the strangers came, Akeyo had never
dreamed that she would someday go to school. The
nearest school was in a village too far to travel to every
day, and even if it had been closer, as a girl, she could
not have gone. Fetching the water from the river for
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her family took all day. But the Americans had also dug
a well that would give her village water. And the water
would have no color, they had told her.

"Akeyo! Akeyo!"

Akeyo had now reached the edge of the village,
hurrying toward her mother's voice. She dropped the
water jug at the edge of the hut and followed her
mother to the cluster of people surrounding the new
building. She barely noticed the singing and dancing
of the other villagers or the words of her American
friends as they spoke. She noticed only the beautiful
new school building.

Beneath the green tin roof and through the large
windows, Akeyo could see inside and her heart raced in
excitement. She could not wait to go inside. Suddenly,
a cheer erupted around her and the children began to
run towards the school. Akeyo raced after them and
when the door was flung open, they all filed inside.
N ever in her life had Akeyo seen anything more amaz
ing. The room was filled with wooden desks, and on
top of every desk, sat a stack of books. Their books.
Akeyo gently ran her fingers along the cover of the top
book. It was smooth, smooth like the shiny roundness
of her baby brother's bald head.

It was suddenly very quiet in the room. Everyone
seemed to be holding their breath. Akeyo sat down at
the desk and carefully opened the cover of the book,
listening to the crinkle of the pages as she turned
them, staring at the passing letters. Soon, she thought,
she would understand these words and she would read
every book she could find. So many things were pos
sible now. Today was a day that she would never forget.

-Riley Carney, 16, Colorado. When she was 14, she
created the nonprcjlt organization, Breaking the Chain
(www.linkbylink.org) with the goal of breaking the bonds of
illiteracy and povertyJor children. "I partnered with Free the
Children to adopt two villages
in AJrica, one in Masai Mara,
Kenya and the other in Sierra
Leone. We raised $60,000 Jor
building two schools with teachers,
books and desks. My submission
is the story of what I believe one
oj the young girls Jrom my vil
lages is Jeeling when she walks
into her schoolJor the first time.
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*8* Interviews with Immigrants

Ms. Ruth Young~ third grades at the Carrollton School of the Sacred Heart in Florida interviewed some
one in their family who was an immigrant. A few excerpts from their writings based on these interviews.

- Violet Handforth

My grandfather Ramon Montes was born in
Asturias, Spain on January 12, 1928. When my grand
father was seventeen, Europe was going into very dif
ficult times, especially Spain. My grandfather's parents
were forced to send him to the Dominican Republic
to find work and make a better life for himself. When
my grandfather arrived in the Dominican Republic,
he had just graduated from high school and he went
to work with some people that had immigrated from
Spain. They opened a soap factory. It is so hard for us
to understand that times were so difficult that par
ents would be willing to send their children far away
because there wasn't enough money or opportunity
at home. Things were different back then. There were
no telephones. You would write letters back and forth
and it would take a month to get from the Dominican
Republic to Spain. It might even get lost. All these
immigrants brought their dreams and ideas to Latin
America and they are the reason these countries grew
and became a better place to live. My grandfather mar
ried my grandmother, Sophia Coripio, seven years after
he arrived in the Dominican Republic. They had six
children and my mom is the youngest. My grandfather
has lived all his life in the Dominican Republic.

-Antonella Amore

On my father's side of the family, my great-great
grandparents came from Russia. They were Jews. They
lived in small villages called Stetels. Russian soldiers
and police went into the Stetels to kill Jewish men,
women and children. This period of time, between the
late 1800s and early 1900s, when the Kossaks killed the
Jewish people, was called the pogroms.

My great-great-grandparents left Russia to escape
the pogroms. They got on a steamship with their families
and came to New York City. They lived in tenements,
which were buildings without elevators, heat or elec
tricity. My great-grandmother worked in a sweatshop
as a seamstress. Every day, she would carry her heavy
sewing machine to the factory very early in the morn
ing and work there until late at night. For all this work
she was paid little. The conditions in the factory were
very unpleasant. She later became a founding member
of the International Garment Workers Union.

-Hannah Joseph

Ramon Vizoso, my grandfather, immigrated from
Cuba in the 1950s when he was about 16. He experi
enced many hardships when he arrived in the United
States. Language and communication was the biggest
challenge, because he only spoke Spanish at the time.
Without knowing English, it was hard for him to find a
good job with good pay.

Life in America was much different. The food,
customs and traditions were also different from what
he was used to. Even the music was different. He
missed his family most of all. Being away from the
ones he loved was the hardest part about his new life
in America. But there were many new and wonderful
things in New York City. The tall buildings, the flavors
of food and the wonderful entertainment available were
some of the good and exciting things about his new
home. For the first time ever he was surrounded by
people from all over the world: Germans, Italians, Irish,
Chinese and many others.

My grandfather loved this new country so much
that he even joined the army. This was his way of
showing his gratitude for all the opportunities he was
given for a better life. Soon after that he married my
grandmother and started his own family.

-Sarah Busse

My mom, Ericka Maria, came to the United States
from Managua, Nicaragua when she was 10. It was a
drastic change and she felt like an outsider. It was also
hard for her to make friends. Most kids in her school
made fun of others that didn't speak English. Within
a year she learned English, understood Miami a little
better, and was no longer made fun of. Then she also
helped other immigrant students. ''I'm happy to have
come here, but I would like to go back to Managua
with my husband and kids every year to visit," she says.

-Olyvia Middleton

My dad was born in Hong Kong, but lived in
England. One day he saw a poster on a wall that some
one was selling a plane ticket to America. He bought it
to follow my mom because he was in something called
love! With him he brought just one change of under
wear, a toothbrush and a hammer. He is now a resident
alien which means he is still a British citizen, but can
work here.
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*9* Legacy "He was the heir to his ancestors legacy ofmistakes. .. "

Thwack. The axe sliced
the tree, forming a wound that
snaked through the jagged bark.
An avalanche of splintered chips
rained in puddles around the
axe man's feet. A youth of fifteen
fixed his steady blue eyes on the
tree as it jerked spasmodically
from the blow. A light breeze
rustled the branches in defiance
as the executioner raised his axe
one last time. The blade swung
around the youth in a whis
tling silver arc before heralding
its mark with an air-splitting
thwack. With a mortal groan, the
giant tree hurtled to the ground,
bowing before its conqueror.

"Elik."

The boy whirled to see his father advancing
through the heavy underbrush. Brisk and businesslike,
the man icily surveyed the fallen tree. After moments of
utter silence, his lips finally curled into a smile.

"Well done, my boy." His tone was saturated with
approval. "But remember, you simply have to give the
order, and a machine will be operated to accomplish
the job more efficiently. After all," as he raised his chin a
fraction, "your father owns the largest lumber industry
in this country."

The wind, which had been playfully milling the
leaves of surrounding trees, immediately hushed into a
frail thread of a sound. Even the river emitted a gasp of
awe, for a man with an iron fist of control over nature
stood only inches away.

"Well, son," the father, lighting a briar pipe, pro
ceeded, "keep in mind, money is what makes this
industry and ultimately the world go round." With a
knowing smile, he retreated into the shadows, disap
pearing for the night.

Elik gazed longingly at the wall of the foliated
cathedral that encircled him-his rightful heritage and
most of all, his destiny.

"Someday," he whispered. "Soon."

He heaved up his axe and for the first time, noticed
the mountainous texture of the bark. The word beauti-

ful momentarily flitted across
his mind.

"Pretty, isn't it?"

Elik snapped his head
around to see an old man hob
bling towards him.

"I used to visit this for
est often," continued the man,
"when I was about your age.
Of course, it has changed tre
mendously since then."

"This land has been in my
family's possession for several
generations. Father says that
one day I shall own this entire
land." Elik drew himself to the
full height as he emphasized
the last words.

The corners of the old man's mouth twitched. "No.
Neither you nor your ancestors ever owned this land."

Elik's hand inched towards the axe handle, ready
to brandish the weapon to defend his family turf and
honor.

"So, you sir," his voice dripped with malevolence,
"claim what has been passed down through generations
of landowners?"

The man, unruilled by the threat, asserted, "No,
I do not challenge you for the ownership of the land
because it does not and never will belong to me."

Elik, startled by the collected response, lowered the
axe. "Who then?," He demanded. "Who?"

Instead of answering directly, the old man whis
pered, "Come with me and I will show you to the best
of my ability."

Dazed, Elik was led out of the foliated maze into
the serpentine roads, vaguely noticing the wispy smoke
that cut through the air. Before he could further won
der about its origins, he found himself standing in front
of a hut on the outskirts of the town. The house was
a pitiful skeleton, with an arched portal carved into its
rickety frame.

As Elik scanned the cracked walls that besieged
him, he was rendered speechless. Amidst the enclos
ing fortress of decay were paintings, all depicting the
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Legacy...

forest--now a ghost of its past glory. Gone were the
bulldozers and factories in this swirling world of colors.

"Did you paint all these?" Elik finally found his
VOICe.

The old man mused, "The forest had been my
home," the silence was shattered. "I remembered visit
ing it every day just to capture the beauty of nature.
However, it has been years since I last visited the forest."

"Why?" Elik demanded.

In response, the old man held the hand of the
youth as he led him to the archway. With one glance,
Elik saw yet another painting-nature's painting of
destruction.

The horizon was laced with the green of foliage,
out of which arose a black hand of smoke that extend
ed its sinister fingers in all directions. The faint morning
crow of a bulldozer was audible, even from the dis
tance. Although Elik could not see distinctly, he knew
that this would accompany the drumming of trees as
they crashed one by one. It was a cycle he was all too
familiar with, a cycle his ancestors began and he was to
continue.

The silence ensued. Finally, the old man said, "It
was because I loved the forest. I could not bear to wit
ness the destruction of nature's artwork and paint the
changes that the landscape would undergo. Nature has
provided a portrait unsurpassed by humans. As your
father would say, isn't money what makes the world go
round?"

Lowering his head, Elik enquired,"But if money
isn't, then what is?"

Without responding, the old man gazed through
the archway, focusing on a horizon overshadowed by
dark clouds. The echoing dive of thunder snapped him
out of his reverie.

"It's getting late, boy," he continued. "But before
you leave, I have a gift for you." The old man reached
into his tattered pocket before closing the boy's fingers
around a seed-the gift of life.

"It's all in your hands now," he whispered. "The
change starts with you."

Elik uttered a hoarse "Thanks," before sprinting
into the rain. As he penetrated the fortress of trees, he
perceived an axe gleaming through the wall of rain.
The silver apparatus rested against a tree stump--shriv-
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eled with the rings of a vanished life. For the first time
he noticed the battlefield between Man and Nature.
The once proud trees sprawled across the forest floor
like a myriad of fallen soldiers. Trembling, he slowly
molded the dirt into a hole as he bent beside the stump.
Dropping the seed into the welcoming embrace of
Earth-beginning the cycle of rebirth, Elik grimly
realized that he was the heir to
his ancestors' legacy of mistakes
against Nature. It was his duty, as
the start of the new generation,
to reverse the errors. His destiny.

"Someday," Elik whispered.
"Soon."

-Kimberly Shen, 14, Walt
Whitman High School, New YiJrk.

*10* Apple Blossoms
In the shining morning light in Japan

apple blossom petals float down
gracefully

like Colorado snow

swirling
landing gently on the fresh green grass

Dew glitters like diamonds in the soft light

A slight breeze rustles through the branches
More petals float

wistfully
to the ground.

We Are Hand in Hand
We are special

We are free
We are different

We are
We

-Kylie Hunter, 8, Ojibwa and European, Colorado,
adds: "My visions for the future are
to have ways to live other than to
cut down trees, eat animals or pollute
earth. That's why I've been a veg
etarian since I was born. One thing
that is important to me is the Earth,
the natural earth and to accept dif
ferences. Being d!fferent and poweiful
helps kids like me get through life. "
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"The Light Beam" Black and White photo by
Devon Spungin, 9, California, adds: "[ see a shade light com
ing in from the right side. The petals are blowing in wind. "
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An Open Letter

I f you think about it, we are all humans. We are all family-we
had the same ancestors millions of years ago and are the result

of a single cell that magically knew how to multiply. What makes us
different are our beliefs, personalities and appearances. Our national
ity only describes one aspect of us, and it is unfair to judge people
solely on where they come from. Each and everyone of us is differ
ent from the other, and it is impossible to generalize people; if we
were to generalize everyone on this planet, we would be stereotyp
ing people and ignoring the attributes that make people unique...

Perhaps you haven't had good experiences with the Chinese
people you've met so far. Perhaps their values, beliefs or behaviors
were different and clashed with yours. But I promise you that some
day, somewhere, if you give people a chance instead of selecting
friends based on their ethnicity, you will find someone Chinese who
you can admire and befriend.

I am half Japanese, half Cantonese (a native of Hong Kong) and
I was born in the States. I've seen racism firsthand a few too many
times. We all judge people for the wrong reasons from time to time.
Sometimes it's just easier to judge people based on what we see or
hear first. However, that doesn't mean that it's the right way to judge
people. What makes a certain nationality better than another? Ifyou
take the time to really think about it, you'll discover that the answer
is nothing. We are all equal; no matter where we come from, there
will always be people we click with and don't click with.

I've had people think I'm Korean, American, Thai ... But I take
them all as a compliment because I want to be international-a citi
zen of the world.

Peace, Love and Happiness.

-Eri Mizobe, 16, Hong Kong, People's Republic of China.
Excerpted from Eri's entry, Dear Anonymous Girls. Eri
adds "Besides reading and writing, I love figure skating,
dancing, singing, acting, playing music, watching mov
ies, making accessories and meeting people. During my
free time I also tend to daydream... a lot.

"I was inspired to write this letter after I overheard
two girls' conversation. I couldn't tell them my feelings
before they left the washroom. However, I realized that
I could express my feelings in words to share with the
world. I hope that someday discriminatory actions, big
and small, won't exist anymore.."

Home

Where is home to you?
Is it near or is it far?
Is it reached by a stroll
Or must be driven to by car?
Where is safety to you?
Is it found inside your head?
Or maybe you must run and hide
Under the covers of your bed
Where is shelter to you?
Is it found under a tree?
Or maybe on a sailboat
That sails across the seas
Where is light to you?
Does it beat down from the sun?
Or maybe from a lightbulb
Of which there is only one
What is value to you?
Is it found inside your heart?
Or maybe the partnership of a pet
With which you will never part
What is home to you?
Is it safety? Is it light?
Is it where you find yourself
Always feeling just right?
What is home to you?
Is it value? Is it shelter?
Is it where your heart lay?
Because if it is,
Home is where your heart should stay.

-Blake Feldmar, 11, California.
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The Skin I Am In Dream

Skipping Stones Sept. - Oct. 2009

Far away and long forgotten
Is a land called What aWaste

Where all the dreams big and small

Are all to often placed

They walk the street and ponder 'bout

All that could have been
When they had walked in their youth

In the mind of prideful men

Imagine a world without sickness!

-Maya Hunter, age 6, Colorado.

Imagine a world without sickness
Where people stretch out their arms
and celebrate
Being healthy and free

Imagine a world without sickness
Where birds and squirrels leap high in the trees
Hoping to find berries for breakfast

But here they are now in their prime
Tossed aside without a care

With all the pain and heart break
They are forced to bear

N ow there is much to learn my friend
From their most painful plight

Though in a world so full of choice

Just keep your dreams in sight

-Reanna van der Waerden, 15, Arizona. She writes:
"I am a dual citizen of the Us. and the Netherlands. My
younger brothers were born in Russia. My little sister was
born in Ukraine. My youngest sister was born in the US.A.
All of us hold citizenship of the country of birth and our par
ents' countries. When we turn 18 we will have to decide which
country we want to be a citizen of JJ

Imagine a world without sickness
Where striped caterpillars munch e1,lcalyptus leaves
Wishing that they will turn into butterflies

Imagine a World without Sickness

Imagine a world without sickness

Where all the butterflies flutter in grasses and fields
Stopping at every flower to sip nectar

If I were in charge of the world

There would be televisions,
Games,

Good books,
Lots of play time,

More movies,
More clothes, and

My family and I would have
Our own house and rooms.

If I were in charge of the world

I'd cancel people killing each other'J:I\
Sho~, ~;

Eating olives, (; /\~

Hard exams, )<. ' "
Falling sick and also· ~J d-'::;)

The cold. ~

Z
If I were in charge of the world

You wouldn't have a lot of homework.
You wouldn't have nightmares.

You wouldn't have to clean after your siblings.
Or wait for food.

You wouldn't even have to go to bed
When your parents tell you to.
If I were in charge of the world.

-Fatimata Sow, grade 4, Malian-American, New York.

If I Were in Charge of the World

But I am gonna say it loud
I am Black and I am proud.
The skin I am in.

-Fushawn Ford, grade 5,African-American, New York.

The skin I am in

sometimes they say stuff to make

me cry.
The skin I am in
sometimes I wonder why
'Why the skin I am in?'

The skin I am in

is a mixture of purple and brown.
The skin I am in

when they look at me they frown.
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Letter From Jessie

"Self-portrait" byJessie, when in 4th grade.

Dear Friends,

I am wrItmg this letter
because sometimes people don't
get me.

I have learning differenc
es, and my speech is hard to
understand, and yeah, I admit
it, sometimes I act younger than
my age. But I want to make one
thing clear right now: I can't
help it. (If you think about it,
nobody would choose to stand
out like this.)

My brain's wired differently.
I was born like this, so it's part
of who I am. But believe me,
I'm working on fitting in all the
time. I'm trying really hard.

Now that we've gotten that
out of the way, I'd like to tell
you more about what I'd like
from you.

Much of it is basic. Be friendly and say "hi" to me
when you see me at school. It makes my day. Or better
yet, stop for a couple of minutes, and ask me how my
weekend was, or whether I like our new art teacher.
I love talking about myself (who doesn't?), and it will
make me smile to know you cared enough to stop and
talk.

Longer conversations will require a little more
work and patience on your part. Let's say, for example,
you invite me to sit with you at lunch. That would
be awesome, and there are some things you can do to
make it easier for me to be a good friend:

• Say my name to get my attention bifore you tell me
something;

• Use several small sentences instead if one big one,
so I don't tune out;

• Repeat if I need help catching up on the conversation;

• Point to things so I know what you're talking about.

Okay, now that we're getting to know each other
better in school, maybe we could hang out some
times at recess. Since I'm not always good at joining
in what the group is already doing, if you're playing

catch, and you know I like to do
that, too, you could invite me.
I also like to play and hang out
after school-anything to avoid
homework-even if it's only for
an hour. We could go on a bike
ride or to the movies.

I don't get invited to do
things as often as you, so you'd
be making a big difference in·
how I feel about myself. And
actually, I think you'll find I'm
pretty nice to hang out with.
I like to talk, listen to music,
dance, do puzzles, draw and read
magazines, just like you. I have
a kind heart, and I never judge
other people. I have a lot of
enthusiasm and a good sense of
humor, too. Come to think of it,
we're not so different after all.

See you at school!

Jessie
-Ann Searle Horowitz, writer & mother if three, New York.

Earth

We have a friend named Earth, it's true.

She's the one who made the blue.

She made the forests and the trees.

She made the insects like the bees.

She made the fields open wide.

She also made the tumbling tide.

She made the sun and the sky.

She made the birds flying high.

Who is this person we call Earth?

And altogether what is she worth?

Earth is a planet where everyone lives.

And what she has is all she gives.

-Ava Nell Warren, 8, grade 2, Massachusetts.
Ava wrote this poem eifter seeing some TV commercials
about Earth. Her dreams for the future are to become an
artist and travel to many countries in the world.
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Kaleidoscope
Skipping Stones Stew

Who Am 11
Who am I?

I ask myself at times.

How am I
Going to follow my family pride,

Follow the life my culture puts before

me?
I'm just a young girl,

Wondering which road I should choose.

Sept. - Oct. 2009

Should I walk the road

That our founding fathers have
walked?

Should I join them in speaking
The patriotic voices and songs?

Should I eat the foods

That my friends have eaten?
Should I favor hamburgers,

hotdogs and soda pop?
Should I favor the American

culture?

Art by Gabriel
Iwamoto, 14,

Hawai'i.

Should I walk the road
That my ancestors have walked?

Should I join them in speaking
The tongue my ancestors have

spoken?
Should I eat the foods

That my ancestors have eaten?
Should I favor noodles, rice and

dumplings?
Should I favor the Chinese

culture?

-Aglaia Ho, 13,
New York.

Who am I?
How am I

Going to decide?
Yes, I know

I shan't choose from these cultures.
I shall bind them together.

I am Chinese American.

Skipping Stones

WE WELCOME SUBMIS

SIONS FROM PEOPLE OF

P.O. BOx 3939

EUGENE, OR 97403 USA

OR BY E-MAIL TO:

editor@skippingstones.org

ANY NATIONALITY, RELIGION,

LANGUAGE, RACE AND AGE.

SEND BY SNAIL MAIL TO:

SKIPPING STONES

-!.Auren !.Amendola, 13, Pennsylvania.

Coming to My New School

Stepping into a new school,
Can make a person feel,
All alone in the universe.

I felt the need to cry,
As I faced my fellow students,

Eye to eye.
Seeing people laugh at me,

Talk about me,
And look at me differently,

Makes a person like me feel,
As though the world,

Is falling apart.
My mouth was as dry,
As the Sahara Desert.

I felt embarrassed and left out.
1'?-3"14im~~ I wish I could be seen

For who I am,
On the inside,
Instead of out.

When you jump up,
Put the kickstand down
Step back, hair loose, you shake
For while you're on that bicycle
From life you've got a break

-Cassie Lowell, 14, Maryland.

With quite a wide grin
Slight wave of the hand
To see them acknowledge you
Isn't it grand?

No matter how far you pedal backwards
Forwards you will slide
How hard you pedal shows you
If you've got that frame of mind

Bicycle
Wind in your hair
Sunshine upon a smile
Gliding downhill
I could do this for a while

Swirling flowers
blossom into magnificent

colored lights

the flowers are sucked back
in and a new

wormhole of patterns

explodes before my very eyes
slowly I take my eye away

and I think
and I think

and I finally realize
that so much

perfection and radiance
came from only
a glass box
pieces of a shattered mirror
and iridescent, colored stones
beauty is everywhere
beauty can come from anywhere
beauty is even in the

small and most unexpected places
even inside a.....

kaleidoscope

-Alissa M. Patterson, 12, California.
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The Vietnamese Language
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The Vietnamese lan
guage is very interest
ing to me. It has a lot of
words and several differ
ent forms.When students
are in first grade, they
learn the Vietnamese
letters such as "A, A,
A, B, c. .." and how to
make words. In second
grade they learn how
to make sentences. You
learn about the three
different languages in
sixth grade. Students in
Vietnam don't finish
learning their first lan
guage until they finish
high school.

-Andy Nguyen,
13, from Vietnam, lives
in New York.

The history of
the Vietnamese lan
guage is very long
and interesting. It is
very difficult to study
Vietnamese, but it is
not that hard if you
were born or live in
Vietnam.

won the war. Students need to study it because
many poems were written in Vietnamese-Chinese.
Vietnamese is the language used everyday in Vietnam.
You use these words when you are writing or talk
ing. These words are also used in poems. Finally, non
Vietnamese consists of words from other languages,
but their spellings are in Vietnamese. An example is

the word radio. We write
it "ra-di-6" so that we
can pronounce it "radio."
Vietnamese people know
that it's non-Vietnam
ese when it has the
between the words.

Skipping Stones

A hundred thousand years ago, there was a small

nation named Van Lan. The_l~a:n=- ----::::;---;-;----I
guage used in Van Lan
was Ancient Vietnamese,
which used pictograph-
ic words. After many
centuries, the Chinese
took control ofVan Lan,
and everyone needed to
learn Chinese, so Ancient
Vietnamese died out.
Vietnamese people still
spoke Ancient Vietnamese,
but forgot how to write it.

During the Chinese
rule, the Vietnamese people
were oppressed, lost their
resources and were taxed
heavily. Some Vietnamese
stood up against the Chinese
and fought for their sover
eignty. After ten thousand
years, the Vietnamese won,
and began using Vietnamese.

The Vietnamese lan
guage is very interesting. You
can join two words to make
a new word. When you study
the words in Vietnamese, you
will see that it is not the same as English. We have
some symbols on words. These symbols tell us how
the pronunciation wo'uld be. Also the order of words
in Vietnamese is different than in English. For exam
ple, "C6-gai-dep" means "beautiful girl." The adjec
tive is always in front of the noun in English, but III

Vietnamese the noun is in front of the adjective.

The Vietnamese language really consists of three
different languages: Vietnamese-Chinese, Vietnamese,
and non-Vietnamese.Vietnamese-Chinese uses Chinese
words, but it is written like Vietnamese. This is only
used in old poems. These words began when Vietnam

W hen a nation is born, the language of the
nation is born, too. How many nations

and languages do we have now? How many languag
es do you know? I'm sure everybody knows things
about their first language. I am from Vietnam; I speak
Vietnamese and know a lot about it.
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NAOMI'S NEW MOON

N aomi did not like new things. She did
not like being the new girl in her first

grade class. She did not like being a new girl in
Hong Kong. In Hong Kong, new things were
everywhere. Naomi went in new apartment build
ings that were tall and rode in new buses that were
double-decker. She even heard a new language. It
was Chinese.

Naomi loved old things. She loved an old fur
less bunny toy named "Fun-Fun Bun." She loved
her old house and her old friends. She drew a lot
of pictures of her old house. It was not a tall apart
ment building. She drew pictures of her old mini
van. It was not a bus. English words were in all the
bubbles that she drew over people's heads.

One day in the middle of September, Naomi's
Mom told her they were going to a party.

"Is it a tea party with Fun-Fun Bun?" Naomi
asked excitedly.

"No:' her mother said, shaking her head.

"Is a birthday party for my oldest friend in the
world, Emma?" Naomi asked.

"No," her mother said, sighing. "It is a Mid
Autumn Festival. It is a holiday that people cel
ebrate in Hong Kong, China and all over Asia:'

"Oh, a new holiday," Naomi said. She stomped
off to her room with Fun-Fun Bun.

Later, Naomi dressed in' her favorite old jeans
and took Fun-Fun Bun to the party. Rabbits,
moons and red lanterns hung around the room.
There was a long table with lots of new foods.
Naomi groaned at all the newness.

Tian-ju's mother came up to Naomi and asked
if she wanted some moon cake. Naomi shook her
head.

"It is made with lotus seeds, melon seeds and
bean paste," Tain-ju's mother said. "It has a salted
egg yolk in the middle.Very tasty."

''I'll try one," Naomi's mother said.

Tristan asked Naomi if she wanted some glow
sticks to twist around her arms. Naomi had never
played with glow sticks before. Naomi crossed her

arms and scowled.

"We use them at night at the beach," he
explained. "We hold them up to the moon to
honor the moon goddess."

"I will take some," Naomi's mother said.

"People used to burn candles at night but these
sticks are safer:' Tristan added.

A woman in a silk dress gathered all the kids in
a circle around her. It looked like a story time. Not
so new. Naomi walked over slowly and sat down at
the edge of the circle.

The woman started telling a story about an
archer named Houyi. Archers were not new.
Naomi remembered a story about Robin Hood,
and he was an archer. She listened, just a little bit,
to the story.

In the story, the archer Houyi was asked to save
the world by shooting down nine out of the ten
suns in the sky. He did this and became the ruler
of the land. At first, Houyi was a good ruler, but he
became greedy. He wanted to rule forever with his
wife Change-Er. Houyi got two pills that would
make both of them live forever. To save the people
from a bad ruler, Change-Er swallowed the pills.
She floated up to the moon and lives there now
with the Jade Rabbit.

A rabbit is not new, Naomi thought. I have
Fun-Fun Bun.

"I need some volunteers. We are going to act
out this story," the woman in the silk dress said.
Naomi felt her own hand floating up. She could be
Change-Er. Change-Er was really old and she had a
rabbit!

With Fun-Fun Bun, Naomi acted out her new
yet old part in the mid-autumn festival play. On
her way home, Naomi looked up at the moon.
Surprised, she saw the Jade Rabbit was there and
he was winking at her! Maybe new things were not
so bad after all.

-Albie Ashbrook, Hong Kong, People's Republic of

China. The Harvest Moon or Mid-Autumn Festival falls on
Saturday, October 3,2009 this year. It is always on the 15th

day of the eighth month of the Chinese lunar calendar.
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When Chang-Er reached the Moon, she found a
friendly hare under a tree, who called himself Jade, so
they became good friends immediately. Because of the
cold air on the moon, Chang-Er began coughing badly
and the Herb Immortality Pill came out of her throat.

She asked Jade to pound the pill into small pieces so
that she could scatter them onto the Earth for every
one there to become immortal. Together they built a
palace on the moon and settled down there.

However, when Houyi got
home that evening and learned

about what had happened to
Chang-Er, he was extremely sad.
He gazed at the bright full moon

high up in the sky and saw lonely
Chang-Er strolling with Jade in
the Palace of the Moon. As there
was nothing he could do to get
Chang-Er back to the Earth, he
set up a table in the courtyard
under the full moon to be with
Chang-Er and to share her favor

ite fruits and wine. When the villagers heard about this,
they all joined Houyi and offered fruits, wine and food
in their own courtyards to worship Chang-Er.

This happened year after year until it became a tra
dition, and Chang-Er became the legendary Goddess
of the Moon. This day has been observed as an occa
sion for family reunions under the bright full moon for
thousands of years. On this day, people will get together
to enjoy fruits, moon cakes and to sip wine while look
ing up at the Moon to see Chang-Er dancing and Jade
pounding the pill.

Retold by Melissa rt'tln Cheng, 15, Ohio.

However, Houyi's apprentice, Pengmeng, eaves

dropped on the conversation and decided to get it for
himself. On the 15th of the eighth lunar month that

year, when Houyi was out hunting, Pengmeng tried to

force Chang-Er to give him the magic pill. To protect

the pill, Chang-Er put it into her own mouth but swal
lowed it by accident. As soon as this happened, Chang

Er felt herself becoming so weightless that she flew up
in the sky-drifting and traveling in the air until she
reached the Palace of the Moon.

Chang-Er Flew to the Moon: A Chinese Folktale
Dedicated to the families who keep the customs, traditions, tales and sayings alive for future generations.

The Moon Cake Festival

The Moon Cake Festival, also known as Mid

Autumn Festival, is celebrated on the 15th day of the

eighth lunar month each year. On that night, the moon
shines brighter and fuller than on any other. In China,

a full, round moon symbolizes family reunion, so this

day is also known as the "Day of Family Reunions."

In the past, ancestors would burn incense and worship
the moon. Today, families gather together to enjoy the

beautiful moonlight, drink tea, sip wine and eat moon
cakes and newly harvested fruit, while searching for

Chang-Er, the legendary moon lady, in the Palace of
the Moon. During this festival, streets are decorated
with traditional paper lanterns and posters of Chang
Er and Hare Jade while stores sell moon cakes of all

shapes, sizes and flavors. For family members who live
far away, knowing that their family is sharing the bright

moon with them makes them feel closer to each other
even though they may be thousands ofmiles away.

The Legend

Long ago in the Xia dynas

ty (2205-1766 BC), there
were 10 suns circling in the

sky, scorching everything on
the Earth-plants, grass, forests
and rivers. As nothing could

grow, there was a severe fam
ine. So, a great archer, Houyi,
decided to save the people
from this misery. He climbed
to the highest mountain in
China to get closer to the suns
and shot down nine of them from the sky and left only
one untouched. Saving China, Houyi became a hero.
Houyi and his wife, Chang-Er, a graceful and charming

lady, were highly respected and loved by all the people.

One day a Taoist priest visited Houyi and rewarded
him with a magic pill and explained: "This is the Herb
ofImmortality. If you swallow it on the 15th day of the
eighth lunar month, you will become immortal and
ascend to heaven." Houyi told Chang-Er about the pill.
Unwilling to become an immortal all alone and leave
his lovely wife behind, he decided not to take the pill
and asked Chang-Er to keep it for him.
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NanaJean Reflects on her Childhood

Sept. - Oct. 2009Skipping Stones

-NanaJean Maule, Oregon.

N ana Jean's grandchildren are beginning to tell stories and sing new songs. Their artwork often
illustrates their favorite places. As they begin to use more words, I am planning to help them

construct poems of their childhood. Perhaps you would like to write a poem, too.

Under each of the topics below, you list as many words as you like. Then you add some colorful
adjectives or descriptions.

• Items found around your house • Items found in your yard • Items found in your neighborhood •
Names of relatives, especially those that link you to your past • Sayings your family used/uses • Names of
foods • Names of places you keep your childhood memories •

(This activity came from a May 2009 conference of the Oregon Chapter of the National Association for
Multicultural Education in Salem, Oregon. We were given a worksheet to develop a "Where I Am From" poem.
The activity was led by Professor Daniel Duarte using material by Linda Christensen ofRethinking Schools.)

Here is an example ofwhat I wrote:

I am from the untouched, unused living room,

the stone terraza floors and too much TV

I am from the manicured lawns fertilized by our Mexican-American gardeners

and the fig tree so big I could hide in the leaves high above the ground.

I am from a quiet city neighborhood, the playground

across the street and the one block I could roller skate around and around and around.

I am from the overworked, single mother, and the distant father.

I am from plenty of everything except family.

I am from a mother who could pass for white and a father who always wore a hat so that he
wouldn't darken.

And, I am from a child who loved to spend time in nature and read the following book...and
understood the experience.

The following excerpts are from "I Wonder Why" by Shirley C. Burden (Doubleday, 1963); a picture book
about a young black girl's life experiences. Each statement is illustrated by a photograph.

"I wonder why some people don't like me.

I like rain ... and cool woods ...

I like clouds floating in a blue sky... and birds ... and cats... and little puppies.

I like the sea when it wears diamonds ... and sand when it squeezes through my toes ...

I like flowers in spring... and lambs ... and babies ...

I wonder why some people don't like me."

Poems and stories like this help us understand why and
how we experience the world around us. A special book we
have enjoyed reading to our multiracial family is "The Hello,
Goodbye Window" by Norton Juster (Hyperion, 2005). In this
book the Black grandmother is named Nanna and the White
grandfather is named Poppy. It is good for my grandchildren to see
a book that has grandparents that look like their Nana and Pops!
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* * * My 9/11 * * *
I wasn't on American soil on 9/11. We lived in

Germany for three years, including September
11,2001. My brother and I had a baby-sitter that after
noon because Mom was getting a haircut. It was just
after 4 p.m. in Germany when my mom heard on the
radio that a plane had crashed into one of the Twin
Towers. She thought at first it was a small plane and
went into the hair salon. They were listening to the
radio there as well. It soon became evident that this was
something much bigger, much worse than a small plane
crash. The second Twin Tower was hit. My mom rushed
home with her hair still wet.

As she came in the door, my mom was crying. She
immediately turned on the television. We had only one
English-speaking channel, CNN International. The
sight was terrifying because both buildings were on
fire. CNN had switched to only American coverage. It
would stay that way for the remainder of the week. My
father came home early after hearing the news at work.

Mom tried for three hours to reach my uncle. He
worked in New York City and had clients at the World
Trade Center. Finally, she reached her parents. They had
talked to him, and he was fine but could not get out
of the city. He was in Midtown, Manhattan that day. It
would take him 17 hours to get home!

Later that evening, I went with my mom to the
grocery store. Everyone in the store was completely
quiet as though they were stunned beyond belief.
People were shopping, going through the motions, but
everyone was listening to the radio in the store to see
what might happen next.

My parents decided that I should go to school the
next day. I went to the Heinrich Lupke Schule, and
I was in kindergarten. I was nervous about how the
other kids would react to an American, even though
there were about 20 American kids in the school.
We were amazed to see that many German kids were
wearing red, white and blue to school that day as a
symbol of solidarity with the U.S.A. The principal of
my school was even interviewed by a local TV station
in Cologne to ask about her American students. She
then held a school assembly to talk about it.

Our neighbors were wonderful that week. We
lived in a German neighborhood, and many of our
neighbors knew we were American. They brought us
flowers and sent us cards addressed to "Our Wonderful
American Neighbors." The cards expressed their sym-

pathy for what had happened and their horror that
such a despicable act had taken place.

Friday, September 14 was declared a national day of
mourning in Germany. Chancellor Gerhard Schroeder
held a huge rally in Berlin. It was broadcast on all TV
stations in Germany. He stood at the Brandenburg Gate
and said, "John F. Kennedy stood here and said, 'Ich
bin ein Berliner,' (I am a Berliner). Today we stand here
together and say that we are all Americans." A gospel
choir sang "Amazing Grace," and in a country where
waving their own flag is too great a show of national
ism, hundreds of people waved American flags.

I think that many people don't realize how the
world reacted to that terrible day. The news media
here, of course, were focused only on
the American reaction. 'My perspective
is different, but one which I will never
forget. The world came to~ether that day
in one voice and supported our country.

-Kenny Kutzer, 12, Pennsylvania.

Christianity and Islam

The trouble is in the news all the time,

This Prophet is yours, this Messenger is mine.
We quote the Holy Bible and the Holy Quran,
And point to the places where we have been warned

Of the dreadful days we see coming to pass,
And how the earth isn't going to last.
The weather changes, people losing their minds,
It's obvious to all we're out of time.
Jesus is the one, no, Muhammad is the man,
And where as believers do we plan to stand,
Christians showing disrespect toward one another,
Muslims killing their own sisters and brothers.
God sees all this, He does not approve.
Are we truly following His Holy Rule,
To love your brother as you would yourself,
To put His Words above all else?

Revenge is wrong, suicide too,
We all know that this is true.
Respect for each other would be a start.
Put love, not hate, deep in your heart.
Wrong-doing, backstabbing, let's put those on hold,
And concentrate only on saving our souls.

-Abbas Ansari, African American, Oregon.
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My Summer Camps Learning was not only Fun but also a Privilege

Skipping Stones

YOU think you didn't have enough time this
summer? I know I didn't! I attended three

summer camps. So I'd like to share my wonderful
experiences as a "camp pro." The first camp was
in Italy, Bolzano; number two was in Meisenheim,
Germany; and the last one was in Madrid, Spain.

Okay, let's start from the beginning. The name
of the camp was" Casa degli Scoiattoli" which means
House of Squirrels. It was set in the hills of the
Dolomites, the Italian Alps. We slept in dormitories
with the other boys and ate at the mess hall. It was
like a boarding school without the classrooms. All
the kids were Italian except my brother and I. The
events that really made me enjoy the camps were:
the trip to a spa (not something usual to expect
at a camp) and going ice skating at the foot of the
Dolomites. But the most amazing part was the 60
kilometers hike up the giant mountain! The expe
rience was extraordinary. We woke up at 5:30 A.M.
and walked for two days. The air was incredibly
fresh, the view was like nothing I had ever seen.
Blue sky above, large open prairies down below,
the sight of a tiny little medieval village, fading in
the distance filled me with a desire to be a bird and
fly for ever to reach the rising sun!

All good things come to an end, but for me, the
next fun thing had just begun. My first academic
camp was at Meisenheim, Germany. It was orga
nized by Deutsch Schuler Academie (DSA). It was at
Paul Schneider Gymnasium, a 450 year old school.
Selected kids with high grades get to attend these
camps throughout Germany. So hard work of the
winter pays off in the summer! Here, we all had
to choose a class. Mine was Chemistry. What really
got my eyes watering when I left Meisenheim was
the big Potassium experiment, where 10 whole
grams of volatile Potassium were thrown in a
river. The explosion soared high toward the grey
German sky, mingled with the smoky smell of
burned rubber. Another high point of the DSA
Camp was performing in a rock band the last night
when we played songs such as "American Pie" by
Don McLean, or "Paint it Black" by the Rolling
Stones. I was playing the piano. We used pretty
much the entire camp grounds for the perfor
mance. Everyone was literally up all night, party-
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ing, sitting in front of a fire or just hanging out and
playing billiard. Probably one of the greatest times
of my life took place in Meisenheim at the DSA
Camp where learning was most fun and rewarding.

After Germany, I was off to Madrid for the
last of my camps. It was another academic camp
organized by CTY (Center for Talented Youth). I
was in a group with Spaniards at the "Universidad
Europa de Madrid. JJ It was a beautiful campus with
palm trees, tennis courts, swimming pools and
buildings spread through the hot prairie. Even the
classrooms were awesome, and the set up was very
similar to the DSA Camp. Since Chemistry was
such a success in Meisenheim, I decided to do it
again. The teacher organized a trip to the most
advanced cancer research center in the world,
where we got to tour all of the labs, see their
experiments and even touch real tumors! But
that was only one of my great experiences in
that camp. The second one was definitely the
Hydrolysis experiment-the process of separating
the Hydrogen and Oxygen atoms in water. On
the last day, all the classes demonstrated the fruits
of their relentless toil. The Genetics class had a
square, gelatin-coated, seedless watermelon, as well
as ozone-protecting, genetically-modified bacteria.
The Robotics class had color sorting robots, and
many more great achievements. The knowledge
that I gained here was simply astonishing!

The summer really had a little bit of everything
in it. Fun and relaxation, wonderful friends from all
over, satisfaction and happiness all the way through,
with amazing experiments and experiences where
I saw that learning was not only so much fun but
also a privilege.

-Ollie Ballinger, 13, Massachusetts, adds: "My moth
er is Turkish and my father is
American. Last year, we moved to
USA from Vienna, Austria, where
we had lived for two years. Before
that we lived in TOronto/Canada,
Madrid / Spain and in Florence /
Italy. I have always gone to French
schools in all these countries. So I
speak German, Spanish, Italian,
Turkish and French fluently. "
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Health Ro«:~§!

• Teens who drink soda drink an average of two
to three 12-ounce cans a day. In the 1970s, they drank
twice as much milk as soda, and now they drink twice
as much soda as milk! According to Michael Jacobson,
the executive director of the Center for Science in the
Public Interest, CSPI, "Soda and non-carbonated soft
drinks are basically liquid candy, providing nothing
of positive benefit to the diet, just empty calories. It's
cheaper than dirt, we consume too much of it, and it
causes expensive health problems. The question is why
has it gone untaxed for so long at the federal level?"

Many leading health-care and nutrition advocates,
including the CSPI, suggest a federal tax on soft drinks.
Such a tax could generate billions of dollars for public
health insurance option, and will cut soda consumption
by 10% or more while reducing obesity and related
medical bills each year.

• Vitamin D from the sun keeps the mind work
ing right. Researchers have found that increased levels
of vitamin D, obtained from exposure to sun or eating
oily fish, could help keep our brains in top condition
as we age. The findings by scientists at the University
of Manchester suggest that retirement to warmer cli
mates or taking dietary supplements could boost your
brain's ability to stay active later in life. Higher levels of
vitamin D are linked with improved mental ability in
middle-aged and older men.

Washing Hands: Why Not?
Recently, our class took a survey of hand-wash

ing habits (with soap or sanitizer) at our school.
Results were very surprising-for snacks and lunch,
less than half of the students washed their hands.
I think the main reason for this was lack of con
venience and enforcement. If the teachers forced
students to wash their hands, the magnitude of the
problem would decrease, although it can never be
completely resolved. Most people wash their hands
three times a day, but according to our survey the
average third grader washed hands only twice and
45 students washed their hands never or once a day.
When asked why, most of them said they don't go to
the bathroom. That's pretty unhealthy, but also raises
the question: Why not? Surely, it's not because they
really don't need to go.

-Carolina Zheng, 12, New York

~~
,~

:;t'

Healthy Habits
We may have been warned about many healthy

practices by our parents, grandparents, elders and even
by our teachers. However, we tend to dismiss such
advice and warnings from our parents and elders. We
believe in a practice only after we experience its use
fulness first hand. But often, the health benefits are not
visible for a long time.

• Walk, Walk, Walk. Walking in city parks,
in woods, along rural roads, by the river or on the
beach is not only a great exercise for our bodies, but it
helps relax our mind and eyes. In this age of automo
biles, computers and television, we need to take many
strolls and brisk walks every day to stay fit, healthy and
relaxed. If you live within a mile or two of your school,
get in the habit of walking or bicycling to school.

• Bicycling. If walking is not practical, choose bicy
cling as your preferred transportation mode. Bicycling
is a wonderful way to go to school and to visit friends,
especially when the weather is warmer during the
months of March through October. Weekends offer
many opportunities for exercising with bicycles.

• Reduce Couch Potato Time (TV, videos, internet
or computers) to a minimum each day and during the
week. Replace it with reading, writing, arts, hobbies
and other brain-stimulating or social activities.

• Reduce refined grains, sugars & oils in diet. Whole
grains-brown rice, 100% whole wheat breads, etc.
are much bet!er for keeping our bodies supplied with
proper nutrients. The fibers, vitamins and minerals in
whole grains help us maintain our health in numerous
ways. Refined carbohydrates (white bread, white pasta,
white rice) and refined sugars (white sugar, corn syrup,
fructose, glucose, etc) are unhealthy for our bodies, and
have long-term impacts that reduce life span drastically.

• Fresh fruits, greens, salads and vegetables (spinach,
broccoli, carrots, peas, kale, chard, green onions, sprouts,
etc.) are rich in minerals, vitamins and fiber needed for
good health. A diet high in fiber keeps food residue soft
and helps keep the inside of stomach and colon walls
clean of unwanted residues.

• Washing hands well and often during the day
before eating, before going to bed, after getting up, after
using bathroom, after playtime, after returning from
school-helps us avoid getting contagious illnesses such
as common colds and the flu.
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Dear Hanna: My family has moved a few times. I used to think that was a big deal! But no more.

I don't really know how I came to change my feelings about moving. I wonder about that. -Erica

fllustrated by Paula Gregovich, Oregon.

Dear Erica: Your note reminds me of a favorite story my father often told:

A farmer was digging in his field along the
country mud road which connects the

farms from village to village. A young man came

walking along the dusty road. He politely called
to the farmer: "I am getting married soon. My
bride and I decided to start our life together in a

new place--not hers, nor mine. Could I ask you

what the people are like in this community?"

Without stopping his work, the (armer called

out a question to the young man: "What are the
people like in the village where you now live?"

The young man called back: "They are out

for themselves, wanting to advance their success,
always out for their own advantage!"

The farmer kept working and responded: "I
would not be surprised but that you would find

exactly the same here."

Without thanking the farmer, the young man

hastened on.

\ J
I

Send your questions/comments to:
Dear Hanna c/o Skipping Stones

P. 0. Box 3939
Eugene, Oregon 97403 USA

Hours later, another stranger rode by on his slow horse, on the same dusty road. The traveler called
to the same farmer, inquiring: "Could I trouble you with a very important question of mine? I would
like to know what the people are like in this village?"

Without stopping his work, the farmer called out a question: "What are the people like in the
village where you now live?"

The traveler spoke sadly, "The people in my village are the kindest, most generous, warmest people.
I am extremely sad to be moving. I had hoped I would never have to move away."

The farmer stopped his work. He came to the edge of his field, shook the traveler's hand and said:

"I know you will find that this village is equally full of the best people you can imagine. Stay and
become our beloved neighbor!"

Erica, some people have found, and believe that if they treat others helpfully and with sensitivity,
they will receive the same treatment in return.

I believe you can trust that experience!

In Peace,
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Noteworthy North.East.West South

* Teen Sets a New World Record: On June
14, 2008, Zac Sunderland began his journey to circum
navigate the world alone from a marina in California
on a sail boat. On July 16, 2009, after 13 months at sea,
he became the youngest person (age 17) in the world
to successfully complete the mission. Zac told the Los
Angeles Times, during an interview commenting on
his amazing trip, "I think society puts young people in
a box-people 15, 16, 17-and does not expect them
to do much but go to high school and play football and
stuff like that." Read Zac's blog at: www.zacsunderland.
com/blog/ to get an insight on his experiences.

* Mark Horvath, who was a homeless person
on the streets of Hollywood, California, some 15 years
ago, is now a communications specialist and an activist
for the homeless. He has recently launched a site called
InvisiblePeople.tv to bring the voices of those without
a home to the web. He will journey to 24 cities in 49
days covering 8,500 miles to capture the stories of the
homeless. He will visit tent cities and other accom
modations for people without a home to unearth the
modern-day realities of homelessness while providing a
venue for "invisible" people to tell their story.

* A Wall Street Journal poll shows that boys trail
girls in the National Assessment of Educational Progress
and make up only 2% of children's book customers.
The gap widens throughout childhood and even con
tinues into adulthood. How can we close the gap?

Healthcare in Israel: Achieving a balance between

public sector stability and private sector innovation

Nationalized health care systems are often criti
cized for inefficiencies and compromised quality
of care. However, Israel's health care system is one
of the best in which both government and market
forces combine funding and delivery functions.

Today, 100 percent of Israelis enjoy full health
care coverage. All Israeli citizens-rich and poor,
men and women-are required to join one of four
health care funds and may choose to purchase sup
plementary health care. The country's extensive
medical network includes 46 hospitals/medical cen
ters, 2,000 community-oriented primary care clinics
located throughout the country and three rehabilita-

tion hospitals. (Source: The Israel Project)

* According to studies conducted by the National
Home Education Research Institute and the Home
School Legal Defense Association, homeschoolers con
sistently grade at higher levels than the national average.
They thrive on entrepreneurship and contribute posi
tively to the society in general.

* The US. Environmental Protection Agency has
finally approved the long-awaited waiver, under the
Clean Air Act allowing California (and 12 other states
that have agreed to follow California) to pave the way
for more fuel-efficient automobiles in the country,
with an average fuel efficiency rating of 35.5 miles per
gallon. This will help combat climate change to some
extent as well as reduce gasoline use in the country.

* Nearly 15% of teens in the US. think they will
die young, according to a research involving 20,594
youth published in the July issue of Pediatrics. Many
of these kids take chances and engage in risky behavior
because they feel hopeless and figure that not much is
at stake, says Dr. Iris Borowsky, the author of the study.

* Best Buddies is a global volunteer movement
that creates opportunities for one-to-one friendships,
employment and leadership development for people
with intellectual or developmental disabilities. Founded
in 1989, Best Buddies has presence in some 1,400
schools and colleges across the U.S. and in some other
countries. Their programs (such as e-Buddies®, High
Schools and Middle Schools) will touch more than
400,000 individuals this year. If you would like to vol
unteer with them, visit: www.bestbuddies.org/

* Children should not be afraid to attend school
because of the threat of sexual abuse, corporal punish
ment or bullying. But every year 350 million children
face violence in schools worldwide. Children who face
violence often experience ongoing psychological trau
ma and are less likely to continue their education-the
best chance they have at escaping poverty. Plan USA
is calling on the U. N. to encourage every country to
work with educators to develop and implement plans
of action in order to achieve violence:free schools.

* Hundreds of teenagers from many countries met
on August 5 and 6 at the annual U N. Youth Assembly
to exchange ideas on ending poverty and providing
enough food and medical care for all. The Children
International sponsored eleven teens from low-income
countries for this journey from poverty to the podium.
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Making A Change: Tips from an Underage Overachiever Kitchen Basics: Rules, 70015 and Etiquette for kids! by
by Bilaal Rajan (Orca). This guide to fundraising is Patti Green (Ginger Kids). Do you like to cook and
written by the world's youngest fundraiser. Bilaal began have fun in the kitchen? If so, then this book is for
by raising money when he was four to help the victims you. Filled with recipes from all over the globe, like
of the Gujarat Earthquake in India. It includes his Eight Hungarian crepes and Chinese chicken stir-fry, Kitchen
Principles to Maximize your 'True Potential. In 2005, he Basics will show you how to cook and incorporate dif
was named UNICEF Canada Child Representative. He ferent cultures at the same time. Also including basic
continues to inspire youth, raise awareness about the kitchen etiquette, this book appeals to any kid who
less-fortunate in the world and travel the world spread- likes to cook-or eat! Just remember to always be safe
ing his story. All ages. ISBN 978-1-55469-001-5. when working with dangerous cooking tools and never

Earth Talk: Expert Answers to Everyday Questions About cook without an adult present. ISBN 0-9762824-0-2.

the Environment; from E-The Environmental Magazine America's Forests: Guide to Plants and Animals by
(Penguin). When we really start thinking about our Marianne D. Wallace (Fulcrum). Did you know there
impact on nature and the environment, many ques- are forests all over North America that provide homes
tions pop up. This book offers practical, sound ecologi- to thousands of unique trees, plants and animals? This
cal advice for many such questions-from local foods fun, informative book gives color pictures and lively
to lu,nchables, from healthy living to medicines, from descriptions of many different kinds of forests, along
backyards to toxins in toys to technology issues. Ages with guides to discovering new and interesting animals.
12 to adults. ISBN 978-0-452-29012-9. The whole family can have fun learning about forest

You Can Be a Nature Detective by Peggy layers, changing seasons and diverse habitats with this
Kochanoff (Mountain Press). This is a fun, informative fascinating guide. ISBN 978-1-55591-595-7.

book about understanding and exploring nature. It's Earth Heroes: Champions of the Wilderness by Bruce
easy to read and full of interesting facts about the natu- and Carol MaInor (Dawn). Even one person can make
ral world. Can you tell the difference between a rabbit a big difference in the world. This captivating book
footprint and a squirrel track? Read the book to iden- chronicles eight environmental champions who did
tify animal tracks, know which butterfly a caterpillar just that-from Henry David Thoreau, whose famous
will become; be a naturalist. ISBN 978-0-87842-556-3. stay at Walden Pond inspired countless future leaders, to

What Can You Do with a Paleta? by Carmen Richard St. Barbe Baker, who inspired people to plant
Tafolla, illust. by Magaly Morales ('Tricycle). This is a some 26 trillion trees. These illustrated profiles remind
bright, colorful book illustrating the fun you can have us just how beautiful and important our wilderness
with food from a different culture.Apaleta is a Mexican really is. Forages 9-15. ISBN 978-1-58469-116-7.

popsicle that kids and adults alike enjoy on warm sum- Alfred Nobel: The Man Behind the Nobel Peace Prize;
mer days.You'll want to try one after you read this fun- by Kathy-Jo Wargin, illust. by Zachary Pullen (Sleeping
filled book. Ages 5-7. ISBN 978-1-58246-221-9. Bear). This beautifully illustrated book tells the inter

Checkpoints by Marilyn Levy Oewish Publication esting story of Alfred Nobel, an inspiring inventor and
Society). Noa, 17, lives in Jerusalem, attends school and dreamer, who began the important tradition of the
tries to spend time near her older sister's friend, Rafi. Nobel Peace Prize. ISBN 978-1-58536-281-3.

But a tragic incident and a surprising friendship teach Great Group Skits: 50 Character-Building Scenarios for
Noa that while life can change rapidly, seeing people uens by Lynn Grasberg and Gina Oldenberg (Search
for who they are takes a long, hard look. Ages 13-17. Institute). This book provides creative role-playing exer
ISBN 978-0-8276-0870-2. cises to tackle a wide range of character-building topics:

Dear President Obama: Letters of Hope from Children teamwork, communication skills, conflict resolution,
across America by Bruce Kluger and David Tabatsky peer pressure and more. From pieces for small groups
(Beckham Publications). This is an artistically designed to large-scale skits for classrooms, the skits are designed
book with some 200 letters and vibrant artwork by to help kids think and enhance their analytical skills.
children, ages 4 to 18. ISBN 978-0-9823876-1-0. Educators &Youth groups. ISBN 978-1-57482-265-6.
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Being An American Abroad

During our recent trip
through Southeast Asia, my
mom and I were amazed at the
acceptance of a people whose
country had been torn with war
not that long ago. "America is
number one!," a friendly young
Vietnamese man happily shout
ed to us, pointing at the badge
on his unfortunately ironic U.S.
Army jacket. Excitable chil
dren in Cambodia rattled off
the names of our current and
former presidents, then quizzed
us on population figures once
my mom and I admitted our

country of origin. "Your president is now George
Bush, but soon it will be Barack Obama, and his
father was from Kenya," a cute young boy proudly
informed me on the very top of an Angkor temple
in Siem Reap (and then promptly tried to trade
me one Canadian dollar for one U.S. dollar).

Though America has its flaws, the (usually)
accepting residents of other countries kindly forget
any preconceived judgments they may have had
and continue to surprise me with their hospitality.
The attitudes they hold should inspire us at home
to practice tolerance towards everyone, no matter
what country they're from and what our opinion
of that country is. Remember, a person is more
than the reputation of his or her homeland.

-Nina Strochlic, student intern, Oregon.

CULTURAL COLLAGE I;- ~

Loud, rude and a little self- ------------,

righteous are just a few
of the terms that come to mind
when considering a stereotypi
cal, khakis-and-a-Hawaiian-shirt
clad American tourist. Not that
we consider ourselves personal
ly to be like that, of course, but
those other u.s. citizens travel
ing abroad exemplifY these quali
ties. As I've begun to travel more
often in the last few years, I've
discovered that the hated idea of
an obnoxious western tourist is
not actually how other cultures
view us, but how we think they
view us. At first step off the plane I didn't want to
even imagine what sort of negative connotations
would be placed upon me if someone snuck a peek
at my passport. I shuddered when I dared to think
about what residents of a poverty-stricken country
would think of our consumer-oriented and waste
ful society. ''I'm not overflowing with more money
than I know what to do with, and I promise I
won't ask you where the nearest McDonald's is," I
prepared myself to say. Or maybe I would use the
old claiming to be a Canadian switcheroo.

Turns out I was harsher on my culture and
myself than anyone else. Admitting to being an
American overseas no longer has the dangerous
consequences it may have had in, say, the USSR
circa 1960. Unless you are already involved in a
heated debate about the Iraq War over a glass of
Turkish coffee in Istanbul, truthfully answering
the simple question of"Where are you from?" will
probably get you a smile and nod, if not an enthu
siastic, "Do you know my wife's-second-cousin
in-law who lives in New York?" Rather than the
disgust I occasionally expect and think we prob
ably deserve, citizens of other countries usually
take an interest in Americans. Curious new friends
in developing countries usually haven't had the
advantage of traveling abroad themselves, so they
form an image of the United States through the
visitors they encounter.
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Youth
Honor

Award Art
by Na'au

School
Students,

Hawaii

1. Arianna Kirschenbaum, 10 * 2. Lily Mei, 12 * 3. Tara Ito, 15

4. Mari Onoye, 13 * 5. Resy Kony, 14 * 6.]acqueline Erban, 11

7. Erin Ichinotsubo, 13. See the Youth Awards feature on pp. 8-22.
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