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Summer

From the Eclitor

Brcc~c!

t's almost summer! Are you
looking forward to a break
after a long school year? Many students find the regimented school
schedules counterproductive or
uncreative and don't do well in
stressful situations. Rigid school
schedules mean getting up early
to the sound of an alarm, tests
and pop quizzes, homework and
final exams. So naturally, summer
months offer a relaxing time away
from all the tensions.

I

For many of you, summer
means a long vacation-with summer camps, swinuning and travels.
However, for others it implies a
boring time with nothing to do!

attend ethnic dances, art exhibits, cultural programs, work in a
garden, visit fanners's markets or
organic farms and volunteer with
organizations that focus on issues
close to our hearts! Such activities
will surely expand our horizons,
attitudes and aptitudes.
Make Schedules and Plan:
Do make schedules so as to make
the best of your free time, but
don't feel bound to them every
moment. Feel out the alternatives
and be flexible when you need to
be. Accommodate what might be
interesting and available to you.

What if we think of summer
as Independent Study time where we get to choose
the subjects that interest us. There won't be any quizzes and tests, or homework to be graded. We'd set the
goals and how we are going to pursue them. We decide
how much we'd practice the skills and study the topic. ..
sounds like a summer breeze, right?
Set Goals: To make the best and most of your
summer months., you might set some goals ... not just
one or two, but maybe even five or seven! Things like
improving your skills in a certain area such as cooking,
carpentry, ethnic dance, geography, gardening, learning a language of your family's heritage or a country
you wish to visit in the future. How about learning to
play a musical instrument or a sport, or focusing on a
subject you find difficult during the regular school year
(mathematics, for example). You could even learn the
art of storytelling. Set a few diverse goals so you won't
get bored or tired, and at the same time, get both physical and mental exercises.
Expand Horizons: While your school year schedule
makes it difficult to attend many community events,
long daylight hours and plenty of public offerings during summer months allows us to check out a variety
of events that might prove to be both entertaining and
educational. We can choose from public lectures and
presentations by authors, experts and leaders, outdoor
concerts and free performances in public parks. We can
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Be Persistent! If you feel you
didn't do well in your first few
attempts at something new, do not
stop trying; try again after a while. Don't give up easily.
Thomas Edison tried over a hundred different ways to
make the electric light bulb before successfully making
one that glowed and didn't burn out!

Art by Paula Gregovich

Make Connections: Try to make friends with both
like-minded as well as diverse kids and youths. When
playing with others, make them feel included and
appreciated. Be generous, humble, and kind to your
playmates-be good to all! And, don't forget elders
can be our friends too! When appropriate, invite them
to share their views, experiences and stories with you:
They carry with them a unique slice of history.
Help Out At Home! Most of us will end up living
on our own when we go to attend a college or find a
job in another city. Helping with chores at home will
help us learn important life skills, including how to
cook, clean your room, do dishes and laundry, shop, etc.
. Know Thy Nature: Include at least some outdoor
time, alone time, reading time and exercise time in your
daily schedule. We do well when we develop our body,
mind and spirit. Rejuvenate yourself by spending some
time in nature-it heals us. Visit your public library
and check out a few books. Each year, we offer a selection of about 25 books for your reading pleasure. See if
the 2010 Skipping Stones Honor Books cpp. 29-34)

invite yo; to explore them.
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1010 Youth Honor Awards
We invite your best writings and art on Culture
& Diversity, Family & Society, Nature &

Environment, Dreams & Visions, Youth Activism,

The Slow Way is the Fast Way
ne of my personal codes that I live by is that
"the 5101// !/lay is the fast IlIay.)J My mom makes
up a lot of .sayings, and this is one of her favorites. It is
a good rule that will help you not waste time. Let me
elaborate.

O

If you go too fast on something that should be
done slowly, you will probably have to redo it and
waste even more time. For example, if you have to
clean your room and you just throw your clothes in the
drawer. Then your mom comes to check your work
and finds it horrible, and you have to do it all over
again. If you had done it well the first time, you would
not have had to take twice as much time. This has happened to me multiple times, and I am finally starting to
learn to take my time. Just last week, I tried to clean my
basement and it took me 30 minutes, but if I had done
it right the first time, I could have finished in less than
15 minutes.
A different way of saying "the slow way is the fast
.way" is "haste makes waste" and this will help a lot of
people if they try to live by it like I do. This idea can
really help you in the long run.
If you carry too many things you may drop and
break something. While it may have initially seemed
that making two trips would have taken longer, I spilled
all of the pasta with alfredo sauce carrying it down the
basement stairs. It took me milch longer to clean up the
mess, proving again that the slow way is the fast way.
One more example of the slow way being the better way, is if you drive too fast to get somewhere and
you get into an accident. Instead of being 10 minutes
late, you are now in the hospital and are actually a couple of months late.
If you are hasty, you are also being irresponsible to
yourself and to others. Others have to clean up after
you or fix the problems that you leave behind. Doing
things properly the first time may take a little longer,
but you will only have to do them once, and other
people will not have to pick up where you left off.

-Chris Hoeg, 14, Penllsylvania.
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Creative Conflict Resolution, Peace & Justice.
Ten winners will be published in the next issue!
Send by June 25, 2010 to: Skipping Stones

P. O. Box 3939, Eugene, OR 97403 USA
Or, e-Mail: editor@SkippingStones.org

Skipping Stones Super Summer Special
Want some reading material for your summer break? Request a Set of 10 assorted back
issues for just $30. 17zat's 50% cff the cover price!
Send themes/topics ofinterest, a check for $30
(Code# SKS2010) and your mailing address to:
Skipping Stones PO Box 3939 Eugene, OR 97403
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Send your What's 011 Your Milld? (250 words, max.)
entries to: editor@SkippingStones.org

(§)n Yt@)l.Jr Mind?

History

Thin" Wcll My Fricnds

From the dawn of time
Bring forth thy beauty of one's despair,
There have been conflicts
Rethink one's troubles when you are there.
and suffering.
Keep in mind the gift we hold
People all around the world have endured
Of life and pleasure to be bestowed.
Slavery,
What's inside a person, but love and care
Torture,
Although, some think it's hate and scare.
Wars,
Everyday and night we fight in wonder
And pain.
Of how the sun turns into thun~er.
£)
Whether it's the Slaves of the Civil War or
Instead think well my fnends,
•
The Jews in the Holocaust,
?~@t~@~",..
Make happiness til the end. ~~
Our ancestors have suffered.
,*'"
~
Do this always, again and again. ~
We must learn our history
-Lily Richard, 10, California.
And change the future
Because the future is in our hands.
©
To thc South
Don't view the past as
Past the dogs and soldiers,
~
:=1
V
'&
Old news,
Underneath
dark and cloudy skies,
~C?
~~~~l
Something that will never occur again,
"1!t
'if
Around the forbidden border,
.$
A
fj/'
Because it can... .it will.
During a global war,
"~~"O~~*~/
Those who cannot learn from history
Across the burnt fields,
Are doomed to repeat it.
Art: Paula GregolJich.
Aboard a boat in the gloomy ocean,
-'Tess Saperstein, 8th grade, Florida.
On the way to freedom,
Beyond the mountains,
There is a new light.
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-Laura Kim,grade 7, Pennsylvania.

You Havc No Limit
If you look hard enough,
At anything,
You'll find a lot more,
Than what you saw before.
The sky is not your limit,
Nor the sandy bottom of the ocean
When you hit the core of the earth,
Keep digging,
When your space ship is outside of the world
unknown,
Keep flying.
And always remember. ..
You have NO limit.
-Myah Spicer, grade 7, Pennsylvania.
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Nana Jean: Biracial Identity
In the 2010 Census, Mary
(see l~ft) and her husband, both
biracial, checked just one box:
"Black." And that's what they
chose for their two children.

re you White? Are you
Black? Biracial children
may hear this question. How do they
respond?

A

Imagiqe a mother holding her
newborn in her arms and noticing
that the baby's skin color is different
from her own. What is she thinking? How does she feel? My daughter-in-Iaw said her. first thought was,
"Whose baby is that?" when her
child with lighter skin-tone was born.
When my first child was born, my rOOnU11ates in the
hospital room said, "Are you sure that is your baby?"
Now that baby can be identified in all her racial
categories on· the United States Census Form. It was
not always this w~y.
My biracial daughter, my first child, was born in
1969. As an African American, I was surprised when
the doctor who examined her when she was 7 weeks
old listed her as "White female." Mary has been listed
in 5 census reports now. In 1970, regardless of what the
doctor said, I checked "Black" for her. In 1980, I asked
her how she would like to be listed. At age 10, it was a
difficult and emotional moment for her. Should she put
"Black" like her mother? Or "White" like her father?
I must admit that after Mary was born I prayed,
"Dear God, next time, I would like a little boy, with
brown hair, and brown eyes, and brown skin." I know
now that it makes Mary sad. I loved her very much
with her wavy blond hair and blue eyes. At the time,
though, I was the only person with brown skin in my
church, my neighborhood, my town! In fact, according to the 1970 census, there were only 22 African
Americans out of72,OOO people
in my county! I wanted to hold
a child that was brown like me.
In the 1980 census, Michael,
the answer to that prayer, decided to check the "Black" Box.
Mary checked off"White."

How do biracial and multiracial children feel about having
parents of different skin tone?
Mary's first child, a girl, is
of noticeably darker color than
her parents and her younger
brother. What does she think?
She says her family is "brownish, whitish, tan, honey."
Regardless of parents viewpoints on racial identity there are various, thoughtful reasons for thinking
about race and racial identity in different ways in different families. For some people, there may be a need
to identifY a certain way because of the surrounding
community. Family conversations about racial identity
mayor may not help with understanding your place in
the community or the world. More important is gaining broad horizons and the self-confidence that· allow
children to figure these (and many other) things out for
themselves. That may be much more important than an
early exposure to multicultural identity.
And while race still matters in both small and larg~
ways, it is my hope that someday Martin Luther King
Jr.'s words will become true: "I have a dream that my
four little children will one day live in a nation where
they will not be judged by the color of their skin but
by the content of their character."
It is easier than ever to appreciate the richness of
having parents of two or more racial backgrounds now
that our President is biracial. My hope is that "beige
babies" will be increasingly appreciated and valued as part of our
multi-ethnic, multi-cultural nation.
The book, Shades of Black: A
Celebration of Our Children

(Scholastic) gives us a glimpse of
these multi-hues called Black:
I alll .. .creamy t/lhite ..·.and silky smooth
brol/ln/ And goldw brat/JIll I am ...
velvety orange and.. .coppery brown/
I alll .. .radiant brassy yellow .. and...
gingery brown II am Black. I am unique.

In the 1990 census, Mary
identified herself as "Black."
Finally, in 2000, Mary had
the option, if she chose it, of
checking two different races on
the census form.
Page 6
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, Poetry Page'
Pitter - Patter

Advice to Young Poets
1. Be sure you have something special to
share in your poem!
2. Read a lot of poetry, especially the classics,
whether for children or adults.
3. Write a lot, everyday.
4. Don't plan on your poetry to make a living
for yOIl-it can corrupt your writing.
5. Variety in your life enriches your personal
experience, and therefore, also your own
writing and perceptions.
-Penny Barr, The Poetry Foundatioll, Illinois.

Droplets of water ran from the sky above,
A gift to the parched ground.
Softly, lightly drizzling in midair,
Flying wherever the wind guides it.
Sliding down window panes,
Flowing in every spot on the land,
Slowly, the clouds ease to let the water fall below.
:~) ( ) A new light has already begun to shine.
~~

-Laura Kim, grade 7, PeI1l1sylvallia.

~ ~
~ ~

The Sea

~
~

Midnight Maiden

tt

~

A maiden weeps and longs to fall, standing top a tower tall. ')
An eternal rose; a white washed flower, her thoughts collect
hour by hour.
Hair like night, skin like moon, hoping that her lover
comes soon.
Her tears like diamonds, hung high in the sky.

The sea rolls in, the sea rolls out.
She never slows her task with doubt.
She surrounds the land in a turquoise gown,
The foam crests her brow with a silvery crown.
Seaweed thick; her flowing hair.
Coral reefs; her throne, her chair.
The sea swells with song. Her brother the tide,
Emerged from the depths where he does abide.
Together their voices, sad and sweet,
I heard join in song the ships to greet.
Her father, the sky. Her mother, the lakes.
Her sister rules, in the sky, the drakes.

~
,

,
~

With black gown infinite; like time passing bY.~
jj..,
She hides in the folds of that boundless dark gown,
~ ~'
Her pain is her virtue, her heart in her crown.
~ ~
The wind carries a message stolen from man's lip,

I scream out my fears to break my chain,
The call of a seagull mocks my pain.
whispering it to the sky,
~
The pangs of sorrow are lost to the sea,
Her champion is bright enough to light dark passing by,
~ ..
She dragged them away, along with her key.
Flying like she, on pedestal high.
f ~
At last I feel relief. My pain is gone.
It is told that he rides reaching so low, lighting the heavens
Pain goes with the night, hope comes with the dawn.
with fire and bow.
I feel I can breathe, in this fresh salty breeze.
Finally she sees him, a flaming sight,
Swept away by her beauty, I fall to my knees.
glowing with love and virtue so bright!
Here I belong, this is now my home,
If only a moment, she yet sees him still,
Where
the sun, on the waves has always shone.
Pushed ever farther through valley and hill.
I need my space, need to be free,
Oblivious to be torn from embrace;
Need the sand and the waves, need the sea.
The picture remained of his too perfect face.
"Without passion we are nothing, like a king without a land.
-Sarah Mae Smith, 13, California. Sarah adds:
My love knows no boundaries, no shackles, no bands,
"I love the beach alld go as eiften as I can. As much as
It is like this that I love, so brief but so bright.
I love the beach alld the city, I love the hills alld trees
I know we are one.. .like day is to night."
ill Oregon evell more... 1'111 proud of my Irish heritage,

y

'*'

-Nicole i'v[artillsell,gmde 7, Illinois.
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What Clhe 'l'aLnbOh' jJteans
There are seven colors total in the rainbow that we all know.
One common name we remember them by is a man's name... ROY G. BIV
Red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, violet.
Red is the color of fire and blood, which means it is associated with war, danger and power.
It can also represent love and passion.
Orange combines both yellow and red.
It can represent many things, such as enthusiasm, determination, success, and encouragement.
Yellow is the color of sunshine, and it cheers many people up.
Joy, happiness and good energy are all associated with yellow.
Green is the color of nature.
It symbolizes growth, harmony, freshness and fertility.
However, dark green represents money, greed and jealousy.
Blue is the color of the sea and the sky.
Depth and stability pop in your mind when you think of blue.
Trust, loyalty, tranquility, wisdom, confidence, intelligence, faith and truth are just a few symbols of blue.
Indigo is the color of expertise.
It also represents knowledge, power, integrity and seriousness.
Violet is the color of royalty.
It symbolizes power, luxury and ambition.
Violet conveys wealth and extravagance.
It is associated with wisdom, independence, magic and dignity.
There are seven total colors in the rainbow.
As you can see, they each mean different things.
Colors can affect your mood.
They can bring you down, or they can cheer
you up,
But when you look at them all together,
They look so pretty just as one.
-Rachel Wallace, 12, Pennsylvania. Art: Mindy Cooper.

Wanted! Yo"r Creations for O"r Pages
We welcome your artistic and original work for
publication in each issue. If you would like to see
the kind of work we've published, read some back
issues. YOH can request a few back issues at 50% off!
Prose (900 llJords, max.), poems (30 lilies), photos/art
(8 pieces, max.). Send with a cover letter and SASE to:

Skipping Stones PO. Box 3939 Eugene, OR 97403
Or, by E-mail: editor@SkippingStones.org
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Give Us A Break! A number of schools across the
country are rescheduling their recess time; having an
outdoor play time before having lunch. They report
that this switch helps students eat better-more
fruits and vegetables, less food waste, and also students behave better. Thus, school officials have less
discipline issues in the cafeteria. The kids feel like
they have more time to eat, and they don't feel they
need to rush through meals to go out to play!

l-. _
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NO HII(ES!!
, 'No hikes!!!" My daughter yells while standing with her hands on her hips and glaring at
me. "Well," I say, "it's not exactly a hike, it's more like
an explore and don't YELL at me." So begins another
forced hike into the woods with my kids, Max and
Grace. Max takes a more subtle approach, using a very
low, quiet voice he says "Mom, I reeeaaallly don't want
to go, can't I just stay home?" I sigh and wonder, do I
have the energy to push them out the door?
I wish we could just magically transport ourselves
past this "pre-launch phase" because every time we
finally succeed in getting into the woods, my kids
have a lot of fun! Once we get moving along a trail,
new surpnses pop up-a
Hiking Haikus!
slimy newt, a
weird bird, a
Hike through the forest
heart-shaped
wonder at each sunlit frond
rock, or a sureat the sour sorrel.
prise waterA tiny world
fall. This is the
moist, lush, it thrives in quiet
thing I like
decomposition.
best about the
woods, no matIn the forest stump
ter how much
a showroom unfolds. I bask in
I plan, no matits subtle splendor.
ter how many
Deep forest meadow
times we have
a covey of quail pass through
been there,
my favorite place.
there is always
something
difSpotted purple green
ferent, unexMountain Lady slipper
pected, unprebeautiful orchid.
dictable and
A chickadee peeps
wonderful. And
from atop a young jack pine
alrnost always, it
beauty at its best.
is the kids who
find these gems.
How many are the spores?
A few ge ms
How long is the old oak's life?
later, we are all
What animals step here?
running along,
Hike through the woods,
chattering about
what we've
wonder at each sunlit leaf
found, and we all
smile from within.
feel so great and
-Thomas Claasell Meillzell,
so full of energy,
Grade 7, Kelly Middle, Oregoll.
May - August 2010

Max and Grace hiking in the Redwoods National Park, California.

that we have forgotten all about the arguments we
overcame to get here.
There are millions of articles and studies about why
going outside makes us feel better, I do not know the
science, I just know that it works-every time. What
we do not seem to notice or pay much attention to is
just how badly we feel after too much screen time (TV,
games, or work on the computers) and too much inactivity. As bad as it feels, the stimulus of the screen seems
to make it even harder to pull my kids into the woods,
but I've begun to notice that the more they resist going
for a hike, the more they need it. So, instead of giving up, I have accepted that it is my job to push, pull,
bargain, and cajole my kids out to the woods because
every time we go, we all feel better.

-Suzanne Hall 1011, Assistallt Director, The Outdoor
Program, University oj Oregon, oftell leads lIature hikes.

Skipping Stones

Page 9

*Hai~u * Hai~u * Hai~u * Hai~u * Hai~u * Hai~u * Hai~u * Hai~u

T

raditionally, in Japan, where the Haiku
form originated, it is exclusively a poem
about nature. Even though it has only three lines,
with 5, 7 and 5 syllables, respectively, writing a
good haiku is not a small feat by any means.
We co-sponsored our 2010 Haiku Contest
with the 20th Annual Asian Celebration of
Oregon, and we received almost 200 entries, some
even bilingual (See page 12)1 It appears that writing
haiku is a challenge you want to take on! We are
pleased to share some of the many haikus that we
loved. Perhaps, you would like to write some haiku
as well. If you create any, consider sharing them
with us for our upcoming issues.
-Editors.
Daffodils in parks,
The wind will blow evermore,
Spiders make their webs.
-Gabi Beckstead, grade 4, homeschooler.

Silky Flowers grow,
By the shade of my two oaks,
In the summer sun.
-Gabi Beckstead, grade 4, homeschooler.

Green leaves on the trees
Sap runs down while the birds feed
This is all our world.·

Quiet and loyal
They howl together at night
To run with the pack.

-Millie Carpenter, grade 4.
Fur of brown and grey
Their eyes built to pierce the dark •
Proud of their freedom.

Trees sway in the breeze
Birds sing and squirrels scamper.
It is early morn.
-Tyler lIVtlgller, Marist High School.

A thundering noise,
Booming from high mountain tops,
With a mystery.

Playful in the summer
Trudging through snow in winter
Rugged survivors.
-Claire Petitt, grade 7, Oregon.

Josie Christoll,grade 5, Crest Drive Ele1l1.

Wetlands
West Eugene Wetlands
Eagles, Egrets, Herons, Hawks
Big Beautiful Birds.
-Bralldoll Brazil, grade 3, Prairie lvlol/l1 taill Ele1l1.
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From Mc;Cornac;I\ Elcm.

From Oal\ Hill Sc;hool

The golden sun gleams,
down on scaly critters
hide under stones in fear.

Soft yellow and pink,
A petal in the morning,
Slowly drifting down.

-Chacc Campbcll, grade 5.

-Roscmary William, gradc 5.

Opening up now
Showing off beautiful wings
go ahead and fly.

Flicker in feeder
Suet goes when flicker comes
Flicker crest of red.

-Julia Chou, grade 5.

-Fianna Wilde, grade 5.

The blades of grass sweat
The bold golden sun beats down,
Listen, and explore.

Bee buzzing in spring
From blossom to blossom buzz
Bees hum quietly.

-Jaya Rowe-Caplan, grade 5.
-Levy Chen,grade 5.
Sly whispering waves
They wrap around my ankles

r/l,..

Tugging at my feet.
-Ariahna Arnold, grade 5.

LOI/tJ.
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From Edison Elcm. Sc;hool

-Hanna Bascom,grade 4.
Beautiful small tree
People think you are ugly
Leafless little plant.

~

,

.

,
'
"
~~~
-Isabelle Grimes, gr. 3, Prairie Mountain.

Songs from a Rainbow
Listen to the beat,
Songs from a glinting rainbow,
Making you happy.
-Rosemary William, grade 5.

Winter Rain
Winter rain falling
Nature is quiet and wet
Waiting for the sun.

Trees are growing tall.
Birds are starting to appear,
Spring is almost here.

-Jennika Paulson, grade 5.

Waterfalls

-Jasper Kim,grade 4.

Misty waterfalls
Wet, cold and white waterfalls
Falling with a crash.

Clusters of green buds,
Rhododendron big or small
Waiting for spring sun.

May - August 2010

-Arielle Ward, grade 5.

-Hana Resch,grade 5.

-Alyssa VVestover,grade 4.

-Ebba Hoeft TOome}~ age 9.

Orange, fine, flower
Speckled within the center
A Tiger Lily.

The wonderful scent
Of pine needles and fresh air
It makes me feel good.

Magnificent sky
Puffy clouds, white and pretty
At night black with stars.
Lovely maple tree
I watch your leaves floating down
in green, yellow, brown.

-Blythe Wilde, grade 5.

-Lily Kilbane, grade 5, Eugene Gakuen.

Skipping Stones

-Dreah TOlley, grade 3, Prairie
Mountain Elem., Oregon.
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Bilingual Hail\us

~

in Japanese & English from Eugene Gakuen's 5th Grade Students
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Autumn

Snow

fjer])1f.

The fall flowers
Chrysanthemums and dahlias
are blooming.

The twinkling white snow
floats sparkling to the ground
It is beautiful.
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-Tia 7Yeder.
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Spring
Fall comes rain
falls slowly and
never stops.

~iJ9IEt::.

When it is spring
butterflies fly
to each flower.

~lpl:f.~ t)
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-Hillary Johllstoll.

i?~ -ji?~ c~
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-Makayla Daniels.

-Hunter Igllatius.
~iJ)tJ"") ~

~Lv)

Children playing
snowball fights
How happy they are.

The autumn breeze
plays with the falling
leaves. It must be fun.

tJ<
ffiiJ{L c Lee

EP. )~
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-Miyako IllIata.

-Joseph Yamaguchi.
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Spring, how beautiful
water drops on a flower
with summer coming

I go fishing
with my dad
in the fall afternoon.

V)*tj:~
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-Angelique Cate.

-Sean Gombart.
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Summer birds
fly high
so beautiful!

~O)~
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-Molly Jensen.
-Makayla Daniels, grade 5, Eugene Gakuen.

and... from Marist High School Students
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Snow falls
spoonful of clouds
glittering sounds
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0L~)

-Kyle Hubbard,junior.

-Amy Miller, sophomore.
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In a field
two people lay down,
and look at the stars
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Walking down the path
shadow is following me
the sun is disappearing
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-Hailey Koo,junior.
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In the dawn
the bird sings
a song like spring
-Sung Hyuk Woo,junior.

-Cameroll Deschaille, sophomore.
iJ)t'f"")~)"t<~

The future of
our natural world
is frightening.

Skipping Stones

In Eugene,
even in the spring
it still rains
-Alan Knepler,Jreshman.
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Studying Abroad in a Cultural Context

I

was born and raised in Japan, an island country
with a mostly single cultural identity. I have lived
my life smoothly, thanks to my parents. As I started
studying English, I developed an interest and curiosity about other cultures. Also, I started thinking about
my life in Japan. Why do I have to follow the rules
and protocols so rigidly? Why do we try to stay in our
social groups? Why do we need to compete with each
other, always? When I was a senior at the university, I
decided to go and study abroad to realize my dreamto enrich my ways of thinking, broaden my values, and
understand the Japanese culture more objectively.
Since I came to the U.S., I have faced many difficult situations unlike in Japan. I went through a period
in which I did not understand why Americans behaved
in such a different way. For instance, why couples hug
and kiss in public. However, once I accepted this as a
cultural difference, I was more comfortable and relaxed.
By staying in a country with different values and customs, I am learning about not only the uniqueness of
American culture but also that ofJapanese culture.

Japanese characteristic seems to have stayed unchanged
over many generations.
"KY" stands for "Kuki Yomenai(~%.~~tJ:~\)"
and is commonly used by youth. "KY" refers to a
person who cannot fathom a particular situation. For
example, I will be seen as "KY" if I directly asked my
friend the reasons why she broke up with her boyfriend. It is more common in Japanese society to wait
for the person to begin talking about personal matters,
or to introduce a delicate subject in an indirect way.
"KY" can now also be used to make fun of people.
However, some people may feel honored if they are
called "KY." This is a trendy word and implies Japanese
high context culture these days. Many comedians on
TV use the word as a topic of their performance. "KY"
gives us a clue that Japanese high context culture is still
continuing. I can say this is typical of Japanese culture,
where drastic changes rarely take place.

Japanese people tend to be aware of non-verbal
communication since we don't always convey our feelings with words. Our minds are always working to
In my cross-cultural communication class, I learned understand what a speaker is trying to tell us. Reading
that Americans have a 10lVer context culture while the someone's eyes, body language and para-languages
Japaneses have a higher context culture. In low context
(voices changes, intonations and pitches, etc.) play
culture, people tend to convey their feeling or thoughts important roles in communication. A yawn, checking
with words. In other words, what you are saying is text messages or looking around are considered signs
what you are feeling and thinking. In high context cul- of not listening to or focusing on the discussion. In
ture, people do use words as a tool to convey their feelour schools, we are prohibited from eating food in our
ings and thoughts, but not always or explicitely. They classes because it implies that students are not concenoften rely on the context in which words are spoken.
trating or that the lecture is boring. Eating food during
There are proverbs or sayings which show Japanese a lecture is considered not just impolite but also rude to
way of communication. "Ishin-denshin(.t;J.J[,\f~,c.\)" the professors. We are taught to respect our teachers.
translates as "We can share our feelings without con"I t is rare that a fish knows that it lives in a wet
veying words." No words are needed in order to
environment," said my professor in crosscultural comunderstand each other.
munication. I hadn't noticed how much we, as Japanese
"Kotoba okiha shin a nashi ( l3 j€ ~ ~ Ii ~ id: L)"
(literally, "words lose much dignity") means that the
more words we use, the more dignity we lose. If we
talk about too many personal things with others, like
how we feel, many people might see us negatively.
"Hanashijozu no shigoto beta(~3uL-=¥-O)f±~l'=3~-)"
is an old saying that means "A person who is good at
talking is a person who is poor at doing jobs." If you
want to be seen as smart and hard working, using a lot
of words would be a disadvantage to you. It is better
to use fewer words, and thus keep your respect. This
May - August 2010

people, depend on non-verbal communication until I
jumped into American life. Only then could I know
the uniqueness ofJapanese people. And how much culture and society influence us. Every day, I'm learning
things that are important in my life. Studying abroad
is not only studying at a desk in another country but
also shaking ourselves from the bottom of our heart. We
may have many difficulties or clashes due to cultural
differences, but that makes us more enriched. We learn
to appreciate the diversity of values and ideas.

Skipping Stones

-Yi.kari Takel110ri is our student intem fro 111 Japan.
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Confessions of a Teenager in I(imono

T

he first time I remember wearing the ki11101l0,
the traditional costume of Japan, was when I
was seven. Though I am not Japanese, I have lived in
Japan most of my life. The killlOIlO is a colorful robe
with an elaborate belt called the oui. That may sound
simple, but because of all the tying, it takes months to
learn how to wear it and years to really master it. I first
wore a kimono for shichi-go-sall, a festival celebrated
across Japan. Parents of girls, aged three and seven, and
boys aged five, dress up their kids in kimollo or the male
traditional dress, hakama, and take them to the local
shrine to celebrate their passage into middle childhood
and to pray for good health. This festival takes place on
15 November each year and has been celebrated since
the Heian Era, from 794 CE to 1185 CEo
My parents were very excited and got all of their
Japanese friends involved. I was the center of attention for a good hour as I was dressed in a gorgeous soft
orange and green kimono. I still remember sliding my
arm into the kimono and feeling the soft lining envelope
my arm. I felt like a princess from long ago. My three
year old sister, on the other hand, could not get into
the spirit of things. She would not wear the stiff oui and
hated wearing the kimono because it stopped her from
running around like her usual tomboy self To this day,
she still does not understand my love for kimono. She
just laughs and plays with her Legos.
As we walked down the big rocky avenue towards
the shrine, everyone looked at us like we were dressed
up dolls. They excitedly took pictures. I enjoyed everything about shichi-go-san, and why shouldn't I? I got to
dress up and get lots of attention. What
more could a seven year old ask for?

From tying the intricate oui, to walking gracefully,
we mastered it all. Every Saturday for a whole year, we
stepped into a timeless world, filled with stunning silks
and pretty patterns as well as an elegance not found in
the regular world of teenagers. At first, it would take
two hours to get the oui on and we would always need
Oishi-san's small but talented hands to get us out of a
mess. We looked liked two foreign teenagers trying to
pull off wearing a kimono, which is exactly what we
were. Gradually, by January of 2008, we could do the
whole operation in under 45 minutes. We were definitely not as elegant as Oishi-san, but the kimono had
seen much less elegant people wearing it.
In February, Abby and I wore the kimono outside
for the first time. At first, we were like newborn colts in
our geta sandals, knocking our knees together. We had
not thought to practice wearing our geta and it was not
the most comfortable occasion. We were worried about
what people thought about us wearing kimono but
gradually we realized that the stares we got were not
out of annoyance, but out of excitement. Some older
ladies that talked to us were amazed that we could wear
kimono by ourselves, and congratulated us. Mentally,
I gave a sigh of relief I had braced myself for being
stared at like I was batty or a public nuisance.
Older Japanese ladies are the only people that
understand why we like kimono so much. They understand the thrill of feeling cocooned in silk. Nowadays,
kimono is for weddings or festivals and most people will
only wear it once or twice in their life.

Fast forward four years. One day
I'm sitting at the dining table and a
brilliant idea pops into my mom's head.
Remembering how much I like to
dress up and how much I loved wearing kimono for shichi-go-san, she suggests getting Oishi-san to teach me how
to wear kimono. Oishi-san is an older
lady who used to be one of my mom's
English students. One of her passions in
life is the kimono. She learned to wear
it as a young lady and has dressed others ever since. Oishi-san readily agreed
to the idea and my best friend and I
started our first lesson a few weeks later.
Page 14

Oishi-sensei taught me to how
to wear kimono. But, wearing kimono
is more than a hobby, it has changed
the way I understand Japan, the country which I call home. As I learned
how to wear kimono, I also learned to
appreciate traditional Japanese aesthetics much more. Before, when I would
go to a traditional garden, it was just a
pretty garden. Now, I feel that I grasp
something more important. I feel that
I understand the placement of objects
more than someone who has worn
kimono only once or twice in their life.
And that is why I love to wear kimono.

-Katherine Whatley, 17, Australian
American, lives in Japan.
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never expected that visiting a foreign country would actually change my perspective. The
craziness of traveling with family seemed too harrowing to be conducive of a genuinely profound experience, so I just wrote
it off as an old cliche.
But when I think of
Italy now, it's not the
memory of fearing for
my life as we drove
up and down the narrow, windy, gravelly
roads of Umbria and
Tuscany in a stick shift
car, nor how I missed
my family and friends
that first comes to
mind. Instead, it's the
moments I took away
by myself that have
forever changed me. Sitting in a crowd on the pier in
Venice or on the Spanish steps in Rome, I had a sudden sense of the vastness of the human experience. I
was no longer just Olivia from a suburban Oregon high
school, doing circles in my little sheltered bubble. My
eyes were opened to a much wider context. There were
people all around me with no idea who I was, and who
were equally mysterious to me. Although we were all
sharing a moment in Italy, somehow our lives did not
touch at all. The realization was
fascinating and painful at the same
time.

another culture while I was still so young. But being
suddenly exposed to people halfWay across the world,
feeling both isolated and a part of something larger, I
gained a new perspective on what I had been missing
.
in my own life. I craved
camaraderie. I needed
to know that there are
others out there coping
with the same experiences, as well as sharing
my awe of the world. I
imagined how my trip
might have gone had I
been able to travel with
a youth group or stay
in hostels on my own.
In my head I visualized late nights at the
cafe where a group
of young wanderers
would debate life's great unanswerable questions before
hopping on a train to an unknown destination at dawn.
Just after I returned home, I had my eighteenth
birthday. Attaining adulthood wasn't so much an immediate fire-works effect· as it was the culmination of a
slow burn that had been simmering all through my
adolescence. All shaken up after my trip and barely over
the shock of surviving my stressful junior year, something was different. I felt I needed to live mindfully. I
couldn't waste any more time - I
wanted to fill my life with all the
things it had been missing.

I have pictures of the Trevi
Fountain and the Pantheon at
night filled with the faces of nameless, reveling strangers with no
specific meaning in my life, who
probably never glanced my way. Yet
we were both there; I wondered
what we might have in common.

During my senior year, I have
continued to explore my place
in this world which I feel such
a need to belong to. My travels
to Italy helped me realize how
important it is for young people
from across the world take the
initiative and reach out to one

Somehow spending time in
that foreign country made me terribly lonely. I tried to put my finger on how it could feel so bitter-sweet when I was clearly privileged to be able to experience

another. It is only by coming
together to face life's challenges
and joys that we can take control
of our collective destiny.
-Olivia Seulement-Provol is
our high school intern, Oregon.
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A Sf,affered Dream
ur first kiss was like lightning, there for a split
second with brilliant intensity and then gone.
We had so many wonderful kisses after that, but none
of them could amount to that first one. It was as if no
one else was around. What kiss doesn't have an awkward start? You've got to get used to the person first.
The awkward stage was surpassed and everything felt so
right in the world. It felt as if no one could stop us. We
were a force to be reckoned with. No one got in our
way for they feared we would not listen. We went out
and did what we wanted without a care in the world.
We could have been compared to a tropical storm.
Wherever we went people gave us sideways glances. It
didn't matter to us what they said. We were so happy
and in love that nothing mattered anymore. All that
mattered was that we were in each other's presence.
Nothing had to happen between us. We understood
that the love we had for each other would not fade. But
in the end, we were left with a sad, drawn out clap of
distant thunder to remind us of what we once held.

great. Again, she has a flashback to something he once
told her. Pain is only an extension of the mind. It is
how we handle the situation, and at times, we must
numb our feelings and keep going. She cannot wait for
the day that she can escape and never come back. She
won't look back, nor will she second guess it. There has
to be something bigger out there. In the end, she must
stand tall. She must fight. She must resist. She must keep
going and never look back.

Run, it's such a simple word. All you have to do is
run, but if you run you get complicated results. All you
ever do is run. Run and all your problems will disappear. You fear committing to a relationship because
you can't afford to get hurt again. Run, they can't get
you out there. You know that the life you have now is
not the one you want. The only way to get the better
life that you want is to run. Run away from all of your
childish fears. If you escape, you can become a new
person. It allows you to erase the hurt from your relationships. You may be' forever scarred, but you can try
with all your heart to forget about it. The voice in the
back of your mind just keeps telling you to run, run for
your life. Run...

Hatred is a forest,
complex and confusing.

O

I'll never give up on you, as long as you never give up on
me. I give you my word, my will, and what's lift if my tattered honor. That was the promise he made her. As she
sits there in her room she remembers this. Her eyes
tell stories. She does not know the stories they tell. She
cries because she can't get away, and her house, those
people, they're suffocating her. She wants to run... She
wants to go somewhere, somewhere she's never been.
Where does she run where nobody can get to her and
where nobody has a say in what she feels? She wants to
get away from people and complete ignorance. Away
from everything except pure bliss. The bliss exists only
in her mind. The pain that she has been caused is too
Page 16

-Grace Schaffer, 15, North
Carolina. "My first real relationship and
my feelings if wanting to escape inspired
me to write this piece. I'm glad I didn't
run away. That could have been a big
mistake. A lot of my friends have felt
this way, too. But I was there to stop
them and talk them back into sanity. }}
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Happiness is the stars,
always there, even though
sometimes they're invisible.
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Love is the moon,
~, shining boldly in the darkness.
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Sadness is a storm,
raging and wild,
but the sun will come out in the end.
Emotions are the world,
Essential to human life, and
Changing more and more everyday.
-Erin Donahoe, grade 8, Pennsylvania.
May - August 2010

Here I Come

For Older Readers

• • •

Here I am
Dying to alleviate my pain, dying to dispose of it
But I cannot
It penetrates me, plays me like a puppet, then burns my
insides, as a numbing joke would
Eating away at me, like an acid, like a sickness
The pain, it packs on as a foundation of a home would
A broken home, a home I have come to know all so well
The home that has created this monster, this creation of
misjudgment
The violence, it hits like a wave and then crashes
Lashes out, cuts flesh deep
Convolution, panic, panicked frenzy,
Faster than the wave
Crisper, more shock filled, less prevalent
The pain, it travels from the wound, to the heart
The tenderness grows tense, then severs
My fissured heart
Pierced and hypertonic
Pain flows in, love flows out

I watch, in a ball, on the floor
Defeated,just as mom is
Gasping for each breath
A last breath, an end to his unruly reign
Merciless man
She weeps, begs sympathy
The deeper the cry, the harder the hit
Here I am
Still dying, rotting on the inside
Yet I still hold onto it, the ache, the red hot burn
I am the weak, powerless, pathetic
The by-product of a monster
Carving me crafty, like a pumpkin
Inserting the blade gently
Every riveted steel point puncturing my flesh
Inch by inch, as though it is an art, ruby red blood
rushing to the opening
Reaching in, grabs my heart
Tears it clean out of my chest
As he did to her
Pain exits the chamber
Heart lying there, still, motionless
Picking it up, he adds it to the trophy case
No more suffering
No more pain
No more emptiness

A gargoyle I am, soon to be
Fast approaching, metamorphosis
To stone hollow
No feeling, no touch, no hope,
Sheer emptiness, glass emptiness
N ever shattered
Pain, hurt, suffer, repeat
Each day identical, a struggle worse than yesterday
Not as calamitous as tomorrow
A spiral
Downward, blackened emptiness
As though a vacation to hell itself
The destination now permanent this time, everlasting
Bask in the pool of pain
Feel the broken bits of my interior eroding
Until it has become dust, nothingness in its purest form
A hot, fiery escape from the world
My silence makes him justified
Slaps, threats, kicks, insults
Fist to the face
If the heart could bruise, mine would be black
Black as the night sky
Without stars, without moon
Blackness
May - August 2010

Happiness
I don't know youWhat you look like, feel like, sound like, taste like
But here I come ...

·-Andrew Whitley, 17, Canada. He adds: "I grew up
and live in a small suburban town in Ontario, where I have
had the opportunity to surround myself with many very
positive and motivating people. I contribute much if my success to them. I have always had a passion for writing and
athletics. I have won a variety if writing awards. My poem
is based on events that have 110t impacted me personally, but
it is something that I have had to help many endure. The
theme of loss, pain and abuse is Ulifortul1ately very common
in today~ society. I feel as though it should be an aspect if
~steYl1 culture that l1eeds to be discarded off. I'm inspired to
promote positive chal1ge by having the privilege if being published. I thil1k it will give readers a chance to see how this
aspect if our culture needs to be taken seriously. "
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Dear Grandma and Grandpa
n my writing desk, a willowy ballerina is
instantaneously frozen in mid-twirl. She is a
gift from you, and I want you to know that she occupies a prime spot, right where I can see her as I type up
everything from academic essays to impromptu poems.
Every time that I see her, it is yOIl that I remember.

O

You may not remember me, for you have countless
other grandchildren, your real grandchildren, who are
the offsprings of your blood daughters. Me? I am that
girl down the block, the Chinese girl with her Chinese
brother who used to come to your pool on the hottest days of summer, sharing in your American fun. If I
trace back my family tree, I will definitely not unearth
you as any of my relations, but when I am in America,
when my connections to my motherland are nothing
more than a sheer strand, it is to your laps that I would
run, and there, in my second home, I know that I will
be loved.
That "Ballerina Incident," as I remember it, is still
fresh in my mind. On a Christmas Eve morning long
ago, my brother, mom and I were out for a stroll when
we happened to come across the two of you in your
car. You insisted that Mr. Santa Claus was becoming an
old and forgetful man and had accidentally left behind
gifts for my brother and me at your house. Well, my
little squinty eyes widened at the prospect of more gifts.
My colorful imagination was already creating pictures
of a perfect plastic pink Barbie complete with her perfect plastic pink convertible. It was what I wanted every
year since I discovered the svelte blonde existed. My
mother, in correct Chinese tradition, refused a total of
three times before finally accepting.
So we found ourselves sitting on your cabbage rose
couch, perched a bit uncomfortably, but excited all
the same. Inside the box you handed me, nestled in so
much bubble wrap that she must be suffocating, I saw
my ballerina. Her frothy strawberry tulle and porcelain
blush cheeks incarnated everything that I wanted to
become: gra(~f/./I, talel/ted aIId dOl/Jnright gorgeo/./s. I leaped
into your lap and nestled myself into that familiar crook
of your arm, blissfully content for the moment.
How was I to know that this was the last Christmas
I would have with either of you? One day, I was
attempting to slide down your pool slide into the waiting dark waters and scrambling back out to give you a
slippery wet embrace and gulp down some fresh lemPage 18

Ameri~a
onade. The next, I am stuffed
into an ill-fitting black dress,
told to keep silent and look
sad, and standing awkwardly
in the living room. I tugged
on my mom's dress and pleaded to return home, to forget
this unusual scene, to come
back tomorrow and scarf
down cookies in the kitchen. When we finally left, your
door was shut to me forever.
As for the ballerina, she was a victim of my overzealous affection. Too bad dainty little porcelain figurines are not meant for action like their modern day
plastic counterparts are. In the midst of one of her
grand jetes (leaps), she came crashing back down to
earth, and 10 and behold, her gracefully held arm
chipped off. Using my inchoate medical skills, I tried
everything I could think of to get that arm back on,
but it was all for naught. I finally resigned myself to the
marred beauty. I placed her on my desk, carefully turning her at such an angle so that her empty shoulder is
out of sight and let her collect dust.
Tomorrow, I will fulfill a girlhood dream and
buy myself one of those Barbie dolls. I will stare into
her eyes, realize my mistake, laugh, and move on.
Tomorrow, I will turn ballerina around so that she can
be seen for who she really is, without trying to hide
any of her flaws. Tomorrow, I will come into my own,
still fitting in no category, but recognizing myself for
who I am. Thank you, thank you, for giving a girl of
jade the wings of an eagle.
Stars and stripes forever,
Your Amerasian granddaughter
-Bonnie Lei, high school student, Califomia ..
Bonnie adds: "My piece deals with my heritage
and how I have come to terms with living in a new
world. I am very fortunate to be exposed to a variety
of different cultures: fluent in English and Mandarin
Chinese, learning Spanish, visiting Brazil as part of a
science research expedition, and establishing the connection to a sister school in Nepal. In Dear Grandma,
I have explored the relationship I had with my neighbors and how I became more 'Americanized' while still
retaining my culture that I avidly shared with them."
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Learning to Laugh

L

ast year I was reading the most embarrassing
moments column in a popular magazine. A girl
wrote in that her dad burping in front of her boyfriend was
her most embarrassing moment. It was then I started listing
my sister Gina's worst moments. The memory of finding my
sister naked in my neighbor's pool made me cringe. But the
moment that topped my list was my sister's resonating public
performance of "Springtime for Hitler" from the musical,
The Producers, in a beer hall in Munich, Germany.
Looking back on these memories, I can't help but laugh.
As my grandmother once wisely put it, "What do you want
me to do, cry?"
However, learning how to laugh has not always been so
easy. It's taken so much practice. Sometimes, I treasure my
time away from my family. It's so easy to be free and explore
without ever thinking about anyone but myself. Having
to deal with a disorder I could barely understand is hard. I
always used to wonder, "Why Gina? Did my parents have
Gina because they are the only people in the universe who
could possibly deal with her?" It hasn't helped that I could
never really understand the disorder or its treatment. As a
child, all I could do was be nice to Gina, give her hugs and
attention. Playing with Gina was very unrewarding for me,
as she was unresponsive to most of the people around her.
Choosing to embrace her quirky moments was an act often
used to mask the deeper concerns my parents had for Gina.
During my junior year, I wrote an essay for the
International Baccalaureate Program on Applied Behavioral
Analysis (ABA), a form of behaviorism used to treat autistic
children. I thought it would be easy to write about a treatment which I had watched Gina undergo since I was five.
As I poured over the dozens ofjournal articles, I found that
the study of this topic intrigued me, because not only could
I apply personal insight, but also because I was fascinated by
how people think, why people think, and where thoughts
"
arise. How can a single Sour Patch kid after every right
answer make a child speak? How can the seemingly harsh
repetitions of trials really produce positive results?
I realized while studying this that I had integrated principles ofABA into my life without realizing it. I include positive reinforcement in the form of encouragement and repetition in the form of perseverance. I realized how important
it is to study psychology not only to treat people like Gina,
but also to understand the world around us.
Perhaps dealing with my sister's disorder has made me
a better person. How many people do you know that won't
get upset if their sister wakes them up at precisely four-thirty
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every morning? Or maybe I have always been like this, and
working alongside others and caring about their success
brings out the best in me. In life, you have a choice. You can
brood on the moments that don't go exactly as planned, or
you can embrace the eccentricities you encounter with raucous, unadulterated laughter.

-Alessandra Sorrento, 17, New York.

My Culture
My culture is the life I live,
Passed down by my people.
My culture is the blood my heart pumps.
The men of my culture
Watched their own blood flow down the war grounds,
Just so my mother and father could keep theirs.
My culture means everything to me.
It's the food I eat,

K

The way I speak,
How I look,
~
And how my soul is built.
My culture is what makes me who I am, ,,~~
And also who I want to become.
~-.J~
My ears ring with the chants of my ancestors.
I know who I am,
A Bosnian who loves her culture in every way it comes.
I am comforted to know that it will never be lost,
For the many generations after me
Will continue on passing the blood
of my culture,
And forever on,
The Bosnian culture will outlast.

Skipping Stones

-Lejla Ramic, 13, Bosnian
American, Illinois.
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C up: ;peace thtzou~h Spotzt Competition

n our age of internationalism and globalization, it is important to bring together various
countries in order to make steps towards world
peace. Unfortunately, most of these meetings take
the form of large United Nations conferences,
which are attended only by ambassadors and diplomats from their respective countries. Ordinary citizens do not watch with pride and joy as deals are
struck, laws are signed, and geopolitical forums are
created. One reason that your ordinary Jose does
not take interest in the Brazilian ambassador's success is that all too often it seemingly has no visible
effects on his community and his friends.

due to the influence of the British Empire. The
official rules of the game were established in 1863,
but anthropologists can trace the concept of certain males going out to hunt and others guarding
the camp-offense and defense, respectivelyto the hunter-gatherer instincts of early humans.
Fortunately, if a defender today fails to stop a
striker dribbling towards the goal, the keeper will
not be killed and eaten, but the score of a goal
can seem similar to a bamboozled defender. If
the stakes are so high in this game, and defeat can
mean utter disgrace and hatred, then how does this
sport bring countries together?

However, I believe that soccer, unlike international relations, has far more of an emotional
effect on ordinary citizens because of the simplicity of the sport and the personal connection to it.
In the unlikely event that a typical adolescent does
watch a televised UN conference, I think it would
be even more improbable that he would go to his
friends and stage a mock conference. It is, however,
almost guaranteed that after watching the World
Cup, fantastic plays would be reenacted in street
matches all over the world. 715 million people
(approximately one ninth of the world's population) watched the 2006 World Cup final during which 22 athletes attempted to kick a sphere
into a net-something that happened only twice
throughout the first hour and a half of the game.

In my opinion, the most common forms of
international competition are war and sports. In
the tragic conflict of war, nations do not share their
culture, customs and traditions with the enemy, but
just attempt to annihilate and control their opponent's citizens. Sports, however, are a completely
different form of competition than war because
they contain the violence of the atWetes in a rulebased, strategic game. The fans· are the ones that
bring together the teams' different cultures, by sitting interspersed amongst each other in the stadiums, by conversing in various languages, by calling
out their ethnic chants for their teams, and by visiting and getting to know the host's country. The
World Cup unites countries in the spirit of athleticism and competition, and spreads cultural unity
through this interaction.

I

Although seemingly low-key, I
believe soccer has become the
world's favorite sport. Why not
basketball, where strong players
can regularly score 20 times
during a game, or American
football, where an entire
length of the field can be
covered in one play, ending
in a score? Why soccer?

In order to attain world peace,
international unity must be established. In my opinion, one
simple way to make steps
towards unity is through the
World Cup, which captures
the attention of mankind as
every national soccer team
on earth has a chance to win
the coveted World Cup trophy. I truly dream that through
sports, the utopian concept of
world peace can be accomplished.

The game of soccer, officially known as "Association
football," began in England,
which allowed the game to travel to
the Americas, Africa, Asia and Europe
Page 20

-Haluk Akay, 15, Turkish American, Turkey.
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Cultuull CoUCttje:

Is It A Generation Gap?

"There was a demon called Gajamllkhasllra. He
was a great devotee of Lord Shiva. Pleased with his devotion, Shiva gran ted him some boons. Gajamll khasll ra
soon grew very arrogant and started to trollble the gods.
The gods begged Shiva to save them from this demon,
and Shiva sent his son Ganesha to help the gods.
"Ganesha went with several weapons sllch as a
bow and an arrouJ, a sword and even an axe to destroy
Gajamukhasura, but the demon had been given the
boon that none of these weapons could cause him harm.
Finally, Gajamukhasura took the form if a small mouse
and Yl/shed towards Ganes/la, who immediately sat on
the little mouse. Gajamukhasura was defeated and was
forced to apologize for his deeds. Since then, Ganesha is
always accompanied by a mouse as his vehicle."
As I read my son this nightly story to instill in
him a sense of Hindu mythology and Indian culture,
I couldn't help but brace myself unconsciously for the
questions that were to follow. I could sense his mind
racing with the curiosity and skepticism of an overly
bright five-year-old.
"If Gajamukhasura was so powerful, why did he
transform into a mouse? Why not a lion or an elephant? Since Ganesha had the head of an elephant,
don't you think that would have been cleverer? They
could have had an elephant fight! And if Shiva could
give wishes, why couldn't he take them away? ..." My
son showers me with his questions and the tired me
couldn't help but regret my choice of story.

with accepting that Spiderman can climb walls and
swing on webs?
In spite of being Hindu, my son believes that Santa
Claus comes every year bearing gifts because he was
a good boy throughout the year. I believe that if I do
good, then good things will happen to me. Is this the
same belief, except that he is rewarded instantly while I
may have to wait until eternity?
I believe that Lord Vishnu reincarnated himself
nine times in various avatars and saved the world from
utter destruction. My son believes, or at least wants to,
that an Avatar is born (currently the famous Aang) to
save the nations from the evil Fire Lord.
Is my son's belief in Pokemons and their powers
the same as my acceptance in various Gods of Nature?
In my mind Agni, the Fire God; Vayu, the Wind God;
Prithvi, the Mother Earth; Varuna, the God of Oceans
existed in all their glory and had powers of nature.
He has an easier time believing in Monferno, a fire
Pokemon; Staravia, the wind Pokemon; Onix, a rock
Pokemon; Primplup, a water Pokemon.
If our beliefs are so similar, then why do they seem
so different? Why do I have a hard time believing in his
superheroes while he has a hard time believing in my
super gods? Is it because my characters existed millions
of years ago and his exist now?
A few days before Christmas, my son asked me,
"Mom, is Santa real?" I was thrilled that for the first
time, he was questioning his own belief rather than
nune.

But, is it really the choice of story or. is this generation more practical, more skeptical and more intelligent? Growing up I loved the stories of Hindu gods
and demons; I couldn't get enough of them. I never
questioned why Ravana had ten heads or how King
Dashratha's three wives conceived children by eating
rice pudding or even, why did he have three wives?

"What do you think?" I questioned him instead in
order to delay answering him.

When I was told the story of Goddess Sita, who
willingly walked through fire to prove her chastity, I
not only accepted it, I applauded her. I didn't question!
Was I too accepting of everything in the name of faith?

And then, I understood. He believed in Santa
because Santa was everywhere; on television, on the
cereal box and even in the local mall. When I was
growing up, my Gods were everywhere. Their statues
were in my house, they lived in the temples we visited
every week, and we even saw them on the television.
Growing up, I was surrounded by my beliefs just as my
son is surrounded by his.

I often wonder if my unquestionable belief of
the holy myths is the same as my son's acceptance of
superheroes and their powers. If Hanuman, our beloved
monkey God, as a child could fly through space to eat
the sun, thinking it to be a mango, then what's wrong
May - August 2010

"I think he's real.We did see him in the mall yesterday and he does bring me presents. But sometimes it's
hard for me to believe that he flies around in a sleigh
pulled by eight reindeers. How can the reindeers fly?"
he asked.

Skipping Stones

-Rakhi Jha, Indian American, New York.
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Watery Wonders Await Young Explorers
the water when alarmed. Turtles should
be handled with care. Although they are
toothless, turtles can deliver a painful bite.

f you don't mind getting wet and
muddy, then creeks are for you!
Discoveries are new every day because
creeks are always changing. Most creeks
are small enough to be explored easily.
Life depends on water, so it is no surprise
that creeks provide shelter for an amazing
number of plants and animals.

I

Now and then, water loosens rocks,
and they tumble downstream. The constant tumbling in the current rounds
the edges of the rocks. Perhaps you have
found some of these rounded stones at the
edge of a creek or stream. You may have
even tried to skip them across the water to the other
side. Flat, round stones make the best skipping stones.
Exploring creeks can be fun. Most of the time,
they are small enough to wade right down the middle.
If you look carefully, you may discover a little world
within a few feet of a creek. Along the banks of a creek
is an excellent place to find the tracks of birds. One
such bird would be the green heron. This acrobatic
fish catcher will perch on a limb over the water, slowly
leaning down until most of its body is below its feet.
After remaining motionless, it snatches the fish and
rights itself to swallow his catch. One was even spotted
using a floating feather to attract small fish to the surface. Another bird associated with creeks and streams
is the kingfisher. You may want to look up to the trees
for this lively fellow. Kingfishers perch above creeks and
dive for food.
No creek would be complete without frogs
and toads. Some may be resting on the bank in the
soft, moist mud. Others may be lying on a rock in
the water with their eyes just above the surface. One
way to tell the difference between frogs and toads is by
their skin. Frogs are usually smooth while toads have
warts. Don't worry! You won't get warts from handling
them! Another way to distinguish is frogs are generally
slim and speedy. Toads are fat-bodied and sluggish.
Another creek dweller you might find are turtles. If
you sneak down to a creek you may be lucky enough
to peek at a red-eared slider. These turtles love to bask
in the sun while resting on a log. You can identifY them
by a red, orange, or yellow stripe or patch behind their
eye. The slider obtained its name by sliding swiftly into
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Creeks contain rock and gravel bottoms. The rocks can provide protection for aquatic insects, snails and crayfish. These animals are food for fish like
minnows, bass and bluegill. The fish then
become food for birds and mammals. If
you turn over some rocks in the bottom
of a creek, you'll likely find crayfish. They
resemble little lobsters, so watch those
pincers!
On sunny days, you may see butterflies floating
among the grasses along the bank. You may even catch
a glimpse of one soaking up the sun. Butterflies, such as
the "Painted Lady," spread their wings flat to soak up as
much warmth as possible. A Brimstone butterfly does
not open its wings. Instead, it tilts its body over so that
its underside catches the rays of the sun.
Most creeks have shady, tree-lined banks. This provides coverage for wildlife, as well as a cool place for
you to explore on a hot summer day. Trees keep soil
in place and prevent it from eroding. Without trees the
water would dig into the bank. Sometimes, especially
during floods, the banks will even collapse.
Some trees are able to survive better near creeks.
The branches of the willow and sycamore trees are
limber enough to bend against swift moving water. Two
other trees survive in a totally different way. The limbs
of the silver maple and box elder are brittle and break
easily. In this way, the whole tree is not swept away.
Although creeks and streams are beautiful, they may
sometimes be neglected. Careless visitors litter creeks.
And during a flood, loose trash washes into creeks. So,
while exploring, why not hook a trash bag under your
belt and help keep these freshwater habitats clean?
As you will discover, creeks and streams provide
homes and protection for a vast array of wildlife. So
if you're ready for some fun, grab a friend or two and
explore a whole new world!
-Sue Gaddy, writer, Missouri. She adds, "Although
a native Californian, I was fascinated with the variety of life found in Missouri. Naturally, after growing up
by the ocean, I sought other water sources like creeks.
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* * * Save Our Bees!

Save Our Foods and Flowers!

***

Did you know that about 30(% of our food comes
from plants pollinated by bees? There are nearly 20,000
known species of bees in seven to nine recognized
families. Bees are found on every continent (except
Antarctica), in every habitat on the planet that contains
insect-pollinated flowering plants. The three most common bees are honeybees, bumblebees and mason bees.

Ironically, the problem of increased pesticide use
stems from industrialization of agriculture to feed the
world's growing population. Because we need to produce more and more food to feed the world, we grow
crops in larger fields. Farmers are advised to increase
yield by controlling pests, weeds and fungal diseases
with pesticides, herbicides and fungicides.

• Honeybees (also called European honeybees) are
generally thought of as the most common pollinators,
and are the most widely studied even though only a
few varieties among all bees produce honey. They live
in hives (colonies) serving one queen bee.

Monsanto is one of the multinational corporations
that manufactures genetically engineered (GE) seeds
(corn, soybean and cotton) to control for pests, weeds
and fungus. GE seeds are treated with numerous systemic pesticides and herbicides th~t release in the plant
especially when young and vulnerable. Over 85% of
corn, soybean and cotton crops in the world now are
grown with GE seeds that may also include glyphosate
(Roundup) or spraying of Roundup to control weeds
and pests that have adapted to this poison.

• Bumblebees also live in colonies but don't produce honey. They are the chief pollinators of clovers,
alfalfa, wheat, soy beans, mustard, beans and peas, tomatoes, peppers, squashes and melons, cucumber, cotton,
berries, fruits, sunflowers, avocados, kiwis and nut trees
like almonds. Pollinating California's 420,000 acres of
almond trees alone takes over 900,000 bee colonies!
• Mason bees (Blue orchard bees) are native to
North America. They are shy and do not live in colonies but are very effective, specialized pollinators;
two or three females can pollinate the equivalent of
a mature apple tree in one season. They fly in cool or
rainy weather and can supplement or replace honey
bees as commercial pollinators in some situations.
Bees are important in agriculture where tens of billions of dollars of crops worldwide depend on bees for
pollination. They also pollinate about 20% of the flowering plant species. Thanks to bees, we have blooms in
our gardens and natural settings.

Bees Are Being Poisoned!
All over the world tens of millions of bees are
dying in what scientists call Colony Collapse Disorder.
In the United States since 2006, the annual death of
bee colonies has been over 30%! Normal post-Winter
die-off is about 10%. But in 2010, beekeepers have
been shocked to discover that up to 50% of their colonies have died! Imagine a world without bees-how
it would affect our food supply and how few flower
blooms we would have.
Researchers cannot pinpoint the exact cause of the
disappearance of millions of adult bees and beehives.
However, there is a troubling sign that pesticides used
to grow much of our food are poisoning bees. Recent
research conducted in 23 U. S. states and in Canada
found 121 different pesticides in 887 samples of bees,
wax, pollen and other· elements of hives.
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The discovery of pesticide residues in bee colonies
is not the only major concern. Many other animals
and insects are being poisoned as well. Presently, the
pandemic death of bat colonies (up to 90% in the Us. 1)
may be attributed to their eating flying insects, poisoned by munching on treated crops. Bees, bats, birds
and other insects benefit from a diverse natural environment, not one-crop farming methods.

What Can We Do?
The best way to reverse the decline is to reduce the
destruction of prairies, meadows, wetlands and open
spaces, thereby keeping more areas in natural states and
having more urban gardens for wildflowers and grasses.
To help, we can• Grow our own food, naturally and organically, in
gardens near where we live.
• Grow flowers and herbs to attract pollinators and
beneficial insects.
• Create at least a few wild areas in our yards to
shelter foraging insects and supply them with nectar.
• Create simple homes for mason bees, or even
keep a beehive, if allowed by local ordinances.
• Avoid buying GM foods, or using GE seeds.
• Use non-hybrid, open-pollinated organic seeds
unique to our bioregion.
• Speak out against large corporations whose aim is
to control seeds, market poisonous chemicals and control farmers and our food supply. Let us become more
informed about farming and gardening issues so that
we can educate others.

-Dr. C. Forrest McDowell, www.onesanctuary.com. Oregon.
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I am feeling very sad. My best friend if my whole life
is movingthol/sands if miles away. My heart is already
breaking. How will I sl/rvive alone?
-Betty
Dear Betty, as you are already discovering friendship is measured by the depth of feelings we have in
our hearts for our friends, not by the miles which
separate us. I have found that friendships often last for a
lifetime.
I developed two best friends when I was about
eight years old. I lived in Vienna, Austria at that time.
We have been amazingly good friends ever since!
Edith ~ift) and I (middle) were at the same neighborhood school. In the middle of the school day, the
whole class went for a walk while eating our invigorating luncheon snacks. Edith and I walked and talked
happily together on those walks.
Once Edith took a notebook out of her desk and
said to me, "I have started to write a book. Do you
want me to read it to you?" I felt honored that she
volunteered to read her story to me!
When I met Edith, she was
already an excellent violinist.
She wanted to be a professional
violinist. Instead of going to a
regular high school, she went·
to a professional music school
to continue her violin studies
full-time.

Ruth (right) and I exchange phone calls, letters and
visits when possible.
Some years ago, when I visited Ruth and Bent
in Copenhagen, Denmark, on my first night at their
home, Ruth had a surprise for me. She handed me a
package saying, "I have saved all the letters you sent me.
I thought you might like to read the letters you have
written to me. We can remember the time since we
have been together!"
We sprawled on the soft carpet and shared our
thoughts and the memories that those letters rekindled.
At one point, Bent said, "I am touched by this letter, Hanna, where you write, 'When new neighbors
moved into our neighborhood, people wonder if the
new neighbors have money. I think they instead should
ask whether they have good friends.'"
At the close of our long evening, Ruth noted,
"I really liked that we each listened when someone spoke."
Bent added, "I liked it especially that I never felt being
judged by anyone."
"It felt good to share our
thoughts freely!" Ruth added
further.

Edith and I share our interest in music gratefully and we
continue to be good friends to
this day.

And, Bent commented,
"Sometimes, we were quiet.
Perhaps, we needed to be quiet
to let everyone's ideas sink in."

My other childhood friend,
Ruth, was a year ahead of me
at school. Ruth moved with
her family to Sweden and after
some time, to Denmark. There
she married Bent, and they
have worked for the welfare of
the Danish society.

We all agreed that we
loved the feeling of closeness. It
brought happiness. Our friendship has continued to blossom
to this day.

Send your questio/'lS or comments to
Dear Hanna c/o Skipping Stones magazine.
Hanna would be pleased to share her thoughts with you.
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Dear Betty, I send you my
wishes that you will have similar good fortune in making and
keeping lasting friendships. May
your friendships grow ever deeper.
Warmly,
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Btzoken J-(ouse

T

he man stared at the splintered
wood scattered across the floor.
Everything was broken into tiny pieces.
He looked to his left. There was a gaping
hole where the front window used to
be. Now, bits of shattered glass were the
only reminders of what had been there
for so many years.

dark hair and brown eyes. He was
smiling too, but not as much as his
wife. The man's arm was around
her shoulders and she was laughing. She was clutching his sleeve,
as if he could protect her from the
camera's flash. But there was nothing he could protect her from anymore. The man in the picture also
wore a brown coat. The same coat
was now strewn across one of the
ripped sofas in the parlor. The man
looked toward it, but didn't pick it
up. He didn't have the strength.

He thought of how he used to look
out into the street and see the neighbors every day. They would be outside
in their garden when it was springtime,
or enjoying the sun when it was too
hot to stay inside a stuffy house. He
remembered children playing when
snow littered the ground. He saw children raking leaves in the short days of autumn.

He stood up with the photograph still in his hand. He slid it into
his pocket to keep it safe. The other pictures were still
buried in glass but this one was his favorite.

But that was gone now.
The man wandered over to the other wall, over to
where the pictures had been. He reached out with one
bony finger and touched the empty place on the wall.
It was the only thing he wanted to remember. The only
thing he needed to remember.
And it wasn't there anymore.
The picture was gone, along with all of his family's antiques,jewelry and valuables. The only things left
were in ruin. Lamps were overturned, and mutilated
books littered the fl.oor. All of his family pictures had
been ripped away from the wall and smashed violently
to the floor.
He looked down as his sneakered feet crunched
over something. He was walking on broken glass.
But there was something under the shards. The man
stepped back and stooped down. There beneath the
glass was the picture, lying dead and abandoned like a
corpse. He carefully picked up the faded photograph.
On the left was a woman. She was neither young nor
old. Her smile seemed to fill up the whole scene. She
wore a simple blue dress, and her dark, curly hair was
pulled into a bun at the top of her head. Her blue eyes
were alight with a happiness that she would not feel
agam.

The man slowly walked into what had been the
kitchen. A smashed milk carton lay on one side of the
room, with a few drops of milk spilling out. It didn't
smell yet. All of the chairs were overturned and the
table was actually lying in a heap at the center of the
room, mangled and broken. His home was in ruin and
they would be back soon. They always noticed everything. Even the extra person in all of the pictures.
They would be back for him.
He left the destroyed kitchen and grabbed his
brown coat off of the ruined sofa. He then wandered to
the hole where the front window used to be. The man's
feet crunched over the noisy glass as he walked. He
shivered against the cold wind that the hole let in.
In the distance, the man saw people. But they were
not worried or fearful. They were not running or crying, and so the man knew who they were.
He sat cross legged on the floor where he still had
a good view of the intruders. He eased the brown coat
over his shoulders just as he saw
the red and black symbol of a
swastika on the soldier's jackets.
He took the picture out of
his pocket and waited.

"Jill," he whispered.
The man tore his eyes away from her and this time
looked at the person on the right. It was a man with
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-Jennifer Christensen, 15,
Massachusetts.
Art by Paula Cregovich.
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How Things Worked Out for Antonio
, 'Please! Do you sell something called God
here?"
That was the question the boy asked as he walked
in and out of the stores in the middle of the town.
There was usually no answer from the proprietors, as
it was such a strange question, and some of them drove
him out of the store because they thought he might
cause a problem.
It was at the 29th store's shop owner who finally
enthusiastically received the boy. The 60 years old man,
with silver white hair and a peaceful look, smiled at the
boy. He asked, "Tell me more about why you are asking
that question. Why is it that you want to buy God?"
The boy looked at him with tears in his eyes and
explained, "My name is Banni. My parents died a long
time ago, and my uncle Antonio has been taking care
of me. He's a construction worker, and he fell off a scaffold several days ago. The doctor says that he's in something called a coma now, and only God can save him."
It was apparent the boy thought God was a 'thing'
that you could buy, and he wanted his uncle to be
healed so he was looking for a store that sold God.

The old man was so moved that his eyes became
wet as he asked, "How much money do you have?"
"I have one dollar;' the boy answered.
"That's just the amount you need," the
old man said, taking a bottle off the shelf.
"I've got some 'God' right here. Take it to
the hospital, child. He'll get much better
after he drinks it."

Antonio wanted to know who had paid it. He was
told it was an old man who was the wealthy president
of an international company. The clerk knew that he
was retired, and that he was still managing a little store
in the city. He had been the man who had arranged
to have all the best doctors help Antonio recover his
health.
Antonio blushed when he heard this, and he
immediately went to the old man's store with his
nephew. Unfortunately, he was told that the man wasn't
there; he was traveling.
A few days later, Antonio received a letter from the
old man. It read, "Young man, you are very fortunate
that your good nephew managed to save your life. He
took the only dollar he had and got the help of'God.'
You should thank God that it happened, and always
remember true God is the love we have in our hearts."

***

I'm glad that I translated that touching story. After I
read it the first time, I thought to myself, even though
I'm not rich, I've had a lot of love in me
since the day I was born. Now, it's up to
me to distribute it to others.

***

I recently accompanied a neighbor to

The boy was very pleased to have the
bottle in his arms, and he returned immediately to the hospital where he gave it
to his uncle's nurse and said, "I've got some 'God' for
my uncle. Give it to him, and he'll be healed." He then
went back home with the feeling that soon everything
would be all right.
Banni didn't know it, but someone had contacted
the hospital's best doctors and they had all started
working together to help the uncle recover. Using the
most advanced medical technology available, they soon
had him on his feet again.
When Antonio was checking out of the hospital,
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the cashier gave him his bill, and the total to be paid
was astronomical. He immediately became alarmed, as
he didn't have that much money, but then he was told
that it had already been paid.

an office known as Aging and Disability
Services, as I knew she'd need help in finding the English words to describe her problem. I'd been there bifore with other neighbors, and the caseworker commented that I always seem to
be helping my friends. Then he asked if they pay me, and
I smilingly responded "No, that's not necessary. JJ
Laughing, he opened his hands and said, "I have no
doubt that you'll go to heaven. JJ
I didn't respond to his comment, but I thought to
myself that it's possible that I may go to such a place
when I die, but I'm quite content to feel I'm experiencing
heaven right here on earth every time I help others.
-Peichen Chen, Chinese American, Oregon. Art: Paula
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The Last First Day: Based on a True Story of a Native Alaskan Girl
nna's mother
refuses to come
to the airstrip, despite
julie's pleas.

A

When Anna reaches
her front porch, she hesitates on the bottom step.
She can't bear to think
about the weighty silence
that will greet her. She
reluctantly pushes open
the creaky screen door and
tiptoes quietly past where
her mother sits unmoving
in the living room.

Anna stands in the
doorway, her sister's
knapsack heavy on her
shoulders, as julie kneels
by their mother, pulling the blue and green
afghan more closely
around her thin frame.
"It'll be OK Mom," julie says bravely, trying to disguise the quiver in her voice.
But Anna's mom remains silent; her heart was broken when Billy left. Now the city is claiming julie, too.
Soon, it will be Anna's turn, and then the house will
be completely silent except for the rattling of the wind
and the dripping of the faucet.

***
Anna stands shivering on the windswept tarmac as
she watches her sister board the tiny airplane.
Finally,julie's face appears in a cloudy rear window.
Her features look tiny and scrunched, and she already
seems very far away.
Anna waves frantically, shouting her good-byes, but
her cries are futile. They're caught up and carelessly
tossed aside by powerful gusts of late afternoon wind.
As the plane begins its juddering taxi down the short
airstrip, Anna hugs her arms tightly to her sides, her
eyes watering as the gravel swirls around her.
Several other families stand nearby in tight clusters.
Mothers cling to their younger children, in defiance of
the day when they too will have to leave. Fathers stand
stoically, alone or in pairs, stone-faced and silent.
Anna kicks angrily at the dirt. Soon the plane is a
tiny speck, barely visible among the scudding clouds.
Shielding her eyes from the glare of the setting sun,
Anna gazes at the sky until she feels dizzy from concentrating on the empty horizon.
The walk home is long and lonely. She thinks she
sees a black bear on the far hills, and turns to point it
out to julie before she realizes she is alone.
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When Anna enters the
room she had shared with
julie until that morning, the weak afternoon light
streams through the frayed bedroom curtains, illuminating julie's neatly folded comforter and tightly tucked
sheets. Anna throws herself down on julie's bed, angry
at how utterly powerless she feels.
"This is so unfair," she whispers fiercely, as she buries her face into the soft neck of julie's ragged stuffed
monkey, a birthday present from years ago that she had
either forgotten or deliberately left behind.

***
The next morning at school, after the tinny ringing of the bell and a half-hearted Pledge ofAllegiance,
Anna pulls herself to her full height, takes a deep breath
and raises her hand.
"Yes, Anna," says Mrs. Saunders, smiling up from
her large, scarred desk.
"I wanted to ask ... " Anna hesitates, unsure of how
to begin. But Mrs. Saunders smiles encouragingly, and
somehow Anna finds her voice.
"I want to know why Nunapitchuk doesn't have
a high school. My brother and sister have both left to
study in the city. It doesn't seem right that we have to
go away from our families and our homes, just to go
to school. Why can't all the communities across Alaska
have high schools? After all, this isn't the dark ages. It's
1975!"
Mrs. Sa~ders looks slightly surprised, but nods her
head as if in agreement. "Anna, you bring up a very
good point. Could you see me after class?"
After school, Anna stays in her seat while Mrs.
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Saunders folds her long legs under the adjacent, toosmall desk. She looks at Anna fondly, and her kind eyes
unwittingly crack Anna's careful composure.
"This is my last year!" bursts Anna. "I don't want to
have to go and live with strangers. I want to stay right
here where I belong." Anna wipes tears of frustration
from her cheeks with her red woolen scarf. "If I can't
go to school here, I'm not going anywhere!"
As she speaks these words, Anna begins to feel
more powerful; she knows it won't be easy, but she's
suddenly confident she'll find a way.

***
"Mom, I'm home!" Anna bursts though the front
door, thrumming with energy.
In the living room, Anna finds her mom still seated
in the faded rocking chair. Anna sits next to her and
takes her hand.
"Mom, I have to tell you something. Today, I met
with my teacher. She told me about a lawyer who's
started to put together a case .. .I'm going to join in.
We're going to fight to have schools in every single
Native village across Alaska," Anna pauses for breath,
her words tumbling over one another, each one a shining beacon of hope.
"Yesterday, when Julie left. .. that's going to be the
last time kids have to get onto a plane to go to high
school. I promise."
Anna's mom looks up, and for the first time in days
Anna sees in her mom's eyes the hint of an almost-forgotten expression; it looks like a faint shadow of hope.
"Yesterday was the last first day," says Anna, this
time a little louder.

~L...-_A_H-----!Gp~p....:.....-y_M_ot_hc_,'_sD_G-,--Y----I~
Poem for my Mother
I am writing this letter to show you how much I
appreciate you being my mother. You've never failed
to love me unconditionally. No matter what I'd do or
say, when I wouldn't get my way. You never judged me
about my choice in boys or my strange taste for Asian
music, showing me how much you really care. You've
always supported me. When I was running for the student council, you went out of your way to help make
it the best election that it possibly could be. Anytime
I would doubt myself or think I wasn't good enough,
you'd show me my true worth.
How thankful I am to have you as my mother!

-Allison

Sweet Dreams
Stay beside me humming your
hypnotic lullabies. The tender
....
voice carries me up into the dark
night where only you and I glow as
bright as the stars that illuminate with
light. Only your gentle ballads can soothe
my fears to rest as the melodies sway softly
..
through the air and sweet dreams begin to ripple
~
through the contours of my mind. They contort and ~ ~
intertwine trying to sequent ways to unwind. Soon
your mellow tones start to
recede and I fall even
deeper into the oasis of sleep.

B

-Allison Ross, H. S. Sophomore,
Lake Charles, Louisiana.

"Yesterday was the last first day," repeats Anna's
nlonl.
Then they say it together. They say it over and over
again, until tears stream down their cheeks and their
laughter rings in the hills.

-Suzanne r.#stover, British Columbia, Canada.

Note to Readers: In 1975, Alina TObeluk siglled 011
as a plaintiff in a lawsuit that changed the fate of Native
children ill the state ifAlaska. As a result ifTObeluk v. Lind,
the succe5~fi,J1 case that bears her lIame, Anna and 25 classmates I/Jere able to ellrol! at the Nunapitchuk High School in
September if 1976. Alina proudly graduated in 1979.
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True Definition of Mother
A kiss to make a splitting cut disappear.
A hug when you're lonely.
Your favorite dinner when you've had a really bad day.
A little tickle to make you laugh.
A person who will protect you from the
monsters in the dark closet.
A person who tells you funny bedtime stories.
But the main definition is the best one of all:
A person who will love you always.

-Jina McCullough, grade 5, African American, NY
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The 1010 Sl\ipping Stones Honor Awarcls!
Each year we recognize outstanding books and teaching resources with our
Annual Skipping Stones Honor Awards. The honored books promote an understanding of cultures, cultivate cooperation and encourage a deeper understanding of the world's diversity, ecological richness, respect for differing viewpoints
and close relationships in human societies. Bound to provide a great reading
adventure, they offer a variety oflearning experiences for all ages.
Thanks to the many reviewers, from diverse backgrounds and life experiences, for
helping us select these 25 titles. The winners are presented in three categories-Nature
Books, Multicultural Books and Teaching Resources. Good books offer an affordable and exciting way to explore
and understand cultures, places, societies and their histories. Welcome to the wonderful world of words! -editors.

Nature and Ecology 8001\s:
In the Trees, Honey Bees by Lori Mortensen, illustr.
Cris Arbo. www.dawnpub.com.Ages 5-9. ISBN 978-158469-115-0

In the Trees, Honey Bees is a book that young readers will enjoy. The story is told in two parts-poetic
and descriptive-making it easy for readers of all ages
to have fun while reading it. A background of vividly
colored outdoor scenes, full of minute details of the
bees' world and bee anatomy, illustrate the text. There
are many ricWy colored visual details to be explored
on each page. The educational information in the
story is kept concise, but the book has more in-depth
information about bees in the 'Buzz' section at the
end. Sources for further research for the reader who
becomes hooked on the subject are also included. The
book made me appreciate anew the miraculous talents
of honeybees and their precious gifts to us, while stimulating my appetite for more understanding.
-Kara StifJensOl, parent.
Where Else in the Wild?: More Camouflaged Creatures
COl/cealed... and Revealed by David Schwartz and Yael
Schy, photos: Dwight Kuhn. www.tricyclepress.com.
Ages 6-11. ISBN 978-1-582-46283-7
Each fascinating animal in this picture book is accompanied by a vibrant and crystal-clear photo of the creature, camouflaged in its natural environment. Where
Else in the Wild? allows readers to challenge their
observational skills and delve into the mystery of our
natural world. Pages fold out to reveal detailed information about the behavior, appearance and habitat of
each animal, as well as a short, tricky riddle to help you
May - August 2010

discover where it's hiding. This is a great book to get
kids and adults alike interested in the magical world of
nature.
-Olivia Seulement-Provol, high school senior.

The Man Who Flies with Birds by Carole Garbuny
Vogel and Yossi Lesham. www.karben.com. For middle
schoolers to adults. ISBN 978-0-8225-7643-3
With the invention of the airplanes in 1903, birds no
longer ruled the skies. Yet deadly encounters between
the airplanes and the birds continue to this day.
Israeli scientist, Yossi Leshem, has devoted his adult life
and work to soaring with migrating birds. His research
has been invaluable in reducing bird strike threats to
airplanes. With his data of bird populations and their
migration patterns in the skies over Israel,Yossi was able
to predict when and where it would be safer for planes
to fly, so as to avoid these collisions.
Dr. Leshem works to solve ecological and cultural
problems that put birds and humans in conflict with
each other. On an international level he helps children
study the nature of birds. This book is for bird watchers,
nature lovers and people who fly.
-Beth Eifurth, contributing editor.

Skipping Stones

Page 29

Waste (Science Q&A Series) by Melanie Ostopowich.
www.weigl.com.Ages 8-13. ISBN 978-1-60596-064-7
Planet Earth is our home and it's very important that
we know how to take care of it, so we can keep enjoying it for many years to come. Science Q & A: T#lste
teaches us about one of the biggest challenges we face
in taking care of our home.
When you take out the trash, where does it go? This
book shows you! There are cool color pictures and
activities that you can do to help reduce the amount of
waste you make. Do you know what compost is? The
book tells you all about it. Outside links to more information online are included for curious readers. The
. Careers page encourages budding environmentalists to
explore future careers in science and engineering. The
book is a great addition to any classroom or library!
-Annika E. Miller, student, University of Oregon.

Discover the Desert: The Driest Place on Earth by
Kathy Ceceri, illustr. Samuel Carbaugh. www.nomadpress. net. Ages 9-16. ISBN 978-1-934670-46-0
This fun-filled, easy-to-read educational gem will
inspire you to explore the diversity of our world's
deserts through their unique climates, geography and
ecology. But that's not all! Among the engaging illustrations you will find helpful vocabulary, fascinating
facts, survival skills and fun at-home projects. It may
even compel you to pick up a sandboard. Imagine
snowboarding in the desert! Projects ideas include solar
cooking, building an underground shelter, or planting
an indoor cactus garden. Don't forget, pack a copy of
this book on your next expedition to the desert!

Multicultural ancl International:
First Come the Zebra by Lynne Barasch, illustr.
Lynne Barasch. www.leeandlow.com. Ages 7-10. ISBN
978-1-60060-365-5
First Come the Zebra is a lovely book that introduces
the challenges of making friends across the ethnic
divide and tensions, which historically and currently,
separate the Kikuyu and the Maasai peoples of Kenya.

The author artfully begins and closes the story with
images of the balance struck between herds of grazing
animals that must share the same grassland. Two boys,
one Maasai and one Kikuyu, get into a conflict because
of their ethnicity. But later, unexpected circumstances create an opportunity where they need to work
together, and this affords a second chance for them to
make friends instead of enemies.
Watercolor illustrations done in pastel tones reflect
both the sun bleached colors of the African Savannah
and the sensitive expressions of boys trying hard to
do their best. The book approaches a difficult subject
gracefully, making it easily accessible and interesting.
-Kara StifJensen, parent.

Mao and Me written and illustrated by Chen Jiang
Hong, www.enchantedlionbooks.com. Ages 9-17.
ISBN 978-1-59270-079-0

A young girl receives a sack of rocks that she stores in
a building and then forgets about them. When her dog
pulls out the sack because he knows the rocks are not
happy there, the girl is reminded to honor the rocks by
placing them where they can be seen and can enjoy the
sun, wind and rain.

Growing up in China
during Chairman Mao's
Cultural Revolution,
a young boy's life is
altered forever. He experiences change in his
school, community and
within his own family. It shows how Mao's
influence penetrates the daily
lives of all inhabitants of China, and how this particular
family evolves during this era. Though the boy and his
family endure many hardships, they serve their leader
and country, and are able to withstand this period
safely. Writing this book as an autobiography, the author
describes his personal experience through this time and
what effect it had upon him and his family. Since Hong
is also the illustrator, we not only can read how his
story unfolds, but can also see through his eyes how he
viewed the world during this important historical era.

-Charlotte Be/ull, educator.

-Rachel Ewing, student intern, University of Oregon.

-Jessica Clements, fllinois.

Rocks Not Happy In Sacks by Gilbert Walking Bull
and Sally Moore, illustr. Tom Novak. www.redgravelink.com.Ages 5 to 11. ISBN 978-1-57579-375-7
"It comes to my mind that rocks are sacred to my people, that rocks are people, and belong to the earth." The
book, Rocks Not Happy In Sacks, written by a Lakota
elder, demonstrates his belief that all creation is life.
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Rene Has Two Last Names/Rene Tiene Dos
Apellidos by Rene Colato Lainez, illustr. Fabiola
Graullera Ramirez. www.artepublicopress.com. Ages
7-10. ISBN 978-1-55885-530-4
I was born and raised in Mexico; my name was Maria
Esther Celis Nunez. I have lived half of my life in the
U.S., and now my name is Esther Celis.
In this book young Rene tells us how sad he was feeling to lose his maternal last name. When he came to
this country from his native El Salvador, the teacher
wanted to call him just Rene Colato. How about those
grandparents, the Lainez (his mother's parents)? Can
they just disappear from his life? No, he loves them as
much as he loves his father's parents, the Colatos.
Rene finds a way to make his classmates understand
that he is Rene Colato Lainez and that's who he'll
always be. When you read this book you will understand him and also why so many Latinos have long
names. Fun illustrations. Bilingual English-Spanish.
-Esther Celis is our board member and Spanish editor.
Nasreen's Secret School: A true story from Ajghanistan
written and illustrated by Jeanette Winter. Beach Lane
Books; www.simonandschuster.com. ISBN 978-14169-9437-4
Grief-stricken, young Nasreen keeps to herself when
her parents disappear after the Taliban take control of
Afghanistan and outlaw education for girls. In this
gently told tale, a young girl is encouraged by her
grandmother to attend a secret school for girls during the Taliban rule. Guided by colorful illustrations,
the story illuminates the power of education and the
beauty oflove as Nasreen finds refuge in her education,
which allows her to no longer feel alone. Told through
the perspective of the grandmother, the book educates
the reader of true, courageous women, who discover
that nobody has the power to take away their ability to
learn.
-Mindy Cooper, student intem, Oregon.
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Libertad by Alma Fullerton. www.fitzhenry.ca. Ages
11-17. ISBN 978-1-55455-106-4
While it is fiction, Libertad portrays experiences actual
children have had living near the Guatemala City
dump, and struggling to get to the United States to find
freedom and a better life. In this heart-wrenching story,
Libertad and his brother Julio make their way alone as
street musicians attempting to find their father in Texas,
After their mother dies tragically in an accident at the
dump. They encounter dangers and difficulties, and
experience human kindnesses along the way, eventually managing to avoid the immigration officials and
cross the Rio Grande safely. They meet someone who
telephones their father for them, so hope prevails as the
book concludes.
Libertad is an excellent poetic novel; a tribute to the
strength of the human spirit. I recommend its use by
teachers in current events and social studies classes.
Anyone who reads Libertad will have their eyes opened
to the enormity of the needs of migrant children from
Central and South America and Mexico.

-Yvonne Young, educator, storyteller and grandmother.
Big Bear Hug by Nicholas Oldland, illustr. Nicholas
Oldland. Ages 4-7. www.kidscanpress.com. ISBN 9781-55453-464-7
Big Bear Hug is a charming, modern fable which demonstrates the importance of being true to one's own
nature, that peaceful solutions to problems are possible,
and the power of love. The delightful bear, who is the
main character, startles and bewilders others in the forest with great big bear hugs. Even when provoked to
extreme anger, the bear does what he does best.

Nicolas Oldland's terrific pictures complement his
story beautifully. Though this is a children's book, people of all ages will enjoy it again and again. Big Bear
Hug, I believe, should be added to every school and
public library.
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-Yvonne Young, retired teacher and storyteller.
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Anh's Anger by Gail Silver, illustr. Christiane Kromer.
www.parallax.org.Ages 5-9. ISBN 978-1-888375-94-7
Grandfather calls to Anh, "Dinner is getting cold." But
Anh wants to keep on adding blocks to his tower. He
loses control, ruins the tower and shouts angry words.
"You are upset," Grandfather speaks calmly. "Please go
to your room and sit with your anger. I'll come back
when you are calm and able to talk."
Anh is overcome with his anger. Suddenly, he hears a
voice and turns around, only to find a hairy, red creature claiming to be his Anger. With its vivid imagery
and unique story, the book teaches children how to
control their anger using deep breathing, and adults
find a model of how to be calm and compassionate
with them.
-Hanna K. Still, contributing editor and grandmother.

Children of War: VOices of Iraqi Rifugees by Deborah
Ellis. www.groundwoodbooks.com. Ages 13-90. ISBN 9780-88899-907-8
Through both words and pictures of young Iraqi refugees, author Deborah Ellis focuses on stories that
include both survival and loss. Candid descriptions
of heart-wrenching tales describe the impacts of the
recent wars on the youth. While some of the stories
include vivid details of violence, the book provides an
important glimpse at the detrimental effects of war on
families. Ellis begins the book with a short introduction
as well as a glossary and a list of websites with further
information.

Muchacho by Louanne Johnson. www.randomhouse.
com/kids. Ages 15-90. ISBN 978-0-375-86117-8
This explicit story of teenage peer pressure, gangs and
the educational system dealing with Spanish speaking adolescents, centers arouhd 16 year-old Eduardo
Corazon. I must confess, I wasn't sure I would enjoy
this book at first. Although aware of the profanity commonly used by gang members and delinquent teenagers, I was startled by so many passages where vulgar
language was the norm. As I began to immerse myself
into Eduardo's world and to learn more about him
through the eyes of Lupe, the young girl who loves
him, I was no longer offended or even conscious of the
words used, but instead came to accept them for their
true purpose; to communicate. I entered Eddie's world
as naIve to his cultural background as his character was
to those who tried to reach out and help him. This is
a wonderful book-a raw and candid view of young
people who strive to better themselves, as well as those
who slip through the cracks. Eduardo wants to believe
it's possible to become a better person.We all do.
-Nancy Glubka, c!ffice manager and parent.

Half Spoon of Rice by Icy Smith, illustr. Sopaul
Nhem. www.eastwestdiscovery.com. Ages 9-13. ISBN
978-0-9821675-8-8

Most of the text is comprised of interviews with some
contextual information. Over 20 short interviews
examine the lives of children ranging from 8 to 19
years old. Most of the interviewees are refugees living
in Jordan, yet some have immigrated to North America.
The children bluntly describe their experiences of
violence and strife, but they also demonstrate a strong
amount of resolve and perseverance.

Half Spoon of Rice is a story about young Nat and
his family's experiences with the Khmer Rouge in
Cambodia. Forced from their homes to walk days
without food or rest, his family finally ends up in rice
fields where they were forced to work from dawn till
dusk. Separated from his parents, Nat learns what he
needs to do (and not to do) to survive this terrible
situation. As the years pass, he and the other children
are reduced to eating only a half spoon of rice a day
to survive upon, but Nat preservers and when they are
finally released he is happily reunited with his family.
This is a moving story that takes place during a terrible time in human history that should be brought to
everyone's attention.

of Oregon.

-Rachel Ewing, student intern, University oj Oregon.

-Lauren Goss, student intern, UI1iversity
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The Land of Expression by David & Mutiya Vision,
illustr. Ignacio Alcantara. www.visionworkspub.com.
Grades 3-10. ISBN 978-0-9816254-0-9
In The Land of Expression, colors control the entire
kingdom. All of the colors work together to keep the
Land beautiful and operating efficiently. But all the colors become afraid and jealous of Black, who is strong
and dark. The colors feel that being too close to Black
would make them cease to exist, so they ostracize him.
Soon there is no place Black could go and feel welcome. Mother and Father Creator are distraught to see
Black mistreated. Their love for him is the same as for
all the other colors. This is an awesome story which is
beautifully illustrated in gorgeous, rich colors. It pricks
the heart while it explains the importance of diversity
like no other book I have experienced.
-Paulette Ansari, board member, educator and storyteller.

Finding Lincoln by Ann Malaspina, illustr. Colin
Bootman. www.albertwhitman.com. Grades 2-6. ISBN
978-0-8075-2435-0
Louis, an African American boy, has a report to write
about Abraham Lincoln. As he works on his research,
he realizes that he needs a book from the public library
to find information on Lincoln's childhood. Louis lives
in Alabama and the year is 1951. The public library
was for white people only. Every business in town was
either totally or partially segregated. Louis walks inside
of the public library and is immediately escorted out
by one of the two librarians. How could he write an
excellent report without the information he needed?
Each page of this book is beautifully illustrated in warm
sometimes bright water colors. The same picture flows
from the extreme left side of the book to the right side
of the book. This technique makes the book feel even
larger than it is. The book also includes information
about segregation and about President Lincoln.
-Paulette Ansari, retired librarian, educator and storyteller.

Simeon's Story: An Eyewitness Account oj the kidnapping oj Emmett Till by Simeon Wright. www.chicagoreviewpress.com. Grades 7-12. ISBN 978-1-55652-783-8

with his mother in Chicago, and so he was not familiar
with the unwritten rules governing behavior for blacks
in the presence of white people. This fact would cost
him his life. Bobo was only fourteen when two white
men with guns came for him after midnight. Several
days later, Emmett's body was found floating in the
Tallahatchie River. This book is difficult to put down
once you begin reading it. But even more difficult is
understanding why a teenage boy would be beaten
beyond recognition, and then shot in the head because
he whistled at a white women. Written by Bobo's first
cousin, Simeon, the book offers a first-hand account.
Wright sets the record straight of inaccuracies and
inconsistencies found in other accounts. This event was
one of the catalysts of the civil rights movement.
-Paulette Ansari and Rachel Ewing.

My Name is Henry Bibb by Afua Cooper. www.
kidscan.com. Ages 11-17. ISBN 978-1-55337-813-6
This autobiographical story of a Kentucky plantation
slave is far more than the tale of a young boy's desire to
be free. The hardships Henry Bibb suffered is a testament to the horrors of racial prejudice that existed for
all people of color in the South. The descriptions allow
the reader to easily visualize the lives of slave families
as well as the plantation owners who ruled over them.
There are several chapters that may be upsetting to
readers unfamiliar with the cruelty experienced by
.slaves in America, but Henry's courage is so inspiring
that you can't help wanting to read it to the end.
-Nancy Glubka, office manager and parent.

Wanting Mor by Rukhsana Khan. www.groundwoodbooks.com. Ages: 11-17. ISBN 978-0-88899858-3
U7anting Mor, based on a true story, is set shortly after
the United States invasion of Afghanistan in 2001.
Jameela, born in a poor village, lost most of her family by a bomb at a wedding and later lost her mother.
Because of people's response to Jameela's cleft lip, she is
shy and feels she has limited options in her life.

Soon after Jameela's mother dies, her father takes her to
This is an emotionally gripping account not only of the city where he is more concerned for his needs than
Emmett Till's abduction but also of life for blacks liv- taking care of his daughter. Despite a difficult situation,
ing in Mississippi in the 1930s through the early 1960s. Jameela is able to use her strength, intelligence and perEmmett was known as Bobo to his cousins. Simeon sistence to create opportunities for herself that leave us
hadn't seen him for nearly six years when he arrived cheering in the end.
in Money, Mississippi in August, 1955. Emmett lived
-Charlotte Behm, author and educator..
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Teaching I\esources:
Rethinking Multicultural Education: Teaching for
Racial and Cultural Justice, ed. Wayne Au, www.rethinkingschools.org. Ages 15 to adults. ISBN 978-0-942961-42-3

A Lion's Mane by Navjot Kaur, illustr.Jaspreet
Sandhu. www.saffronpress.com.Ages 5-10. ISBN
978-0-9812412-0-3
A Lion's Mane is a truly multicultural book for
young readers. It's about ethnic identity and taking pride in your cultural heritage. A Sikh boy
takes us on a journey around the world-to Africa,
India, England, Iran, China and the American
Southwest-to show what he has in common with
many people. He has a lion's mane and a lion's
name, and he is happy to be different, just like you
and me.

Child-friendly, vivid illustrations and minimal
words allow lots of room for imagination and at the
same time, make it an exceptional picture book for
all children. Highly recommended for those of us
who feel conscious of their unique heritage!

-Arun Narayan TOke, executive editor.
For A Girl Becoming by Joy Harjo, illustr.
Mercedes McDonald. www.uapress.arizona.edu.
Ages 8 to adults. ISBN 978-0-8165-2797-7
A girl's family and community come together to
celebrate her arrival by offering praise and advice to
help her know she is deeply cherished and to carry
her forward as she makes her way through life's
passages. The words and paintings in this book are
filled with such love and wisdom that readers who
find this book can absorb for themselves the welcome and feelings of safety bestowed upon this girl.
For A Girl Becoming invites us and instructs us on
how to give and receive our own celebration of
the beauty in the ups and downs of life, the world's
numerous gifts, and the honoring of the many creatures that help us along our path. This is an opportunity for each of us to feel we are special and supported by life.
-Charlotte Behm, educator.
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This is the most important tool to date for teachers/educators about how to address multicultural education in the
classroom. Presented are 40 different authors on diverse
themes like: Once Upon a Genocide: Columbus in children's
literature, Bilingual Education Works, You're Asian. How
Could You Fail Math?: Unmasking the myth of the model
minority, and Presidents and Slaves: Helping students find the
truth. They address many historical facts and issues of racism, politics and culture in education, as well as uncomfortable truths that some educators refuse to acknowledge
and discuss in the classroom. Teachers need to not just
listen to the stories of their students, but value them. Mr.
Wu states, "The lesson to learn here is that multicultural
education should be grounded in the lives of students,
not only because such a perspective provides a diversity of
viewpoints but also because it honors students identities
and experiences." This is a book I will treasure, study and
share with others. A required reading for all educators.

What's On Your Plate?: The jilm about kids and food
politics by Catherine Gund, Sadie Hope-Gund and Safiyah
Riddle. Producers: C. Gund & T. Selvaratnam (Bullfrog
Films). 76 mins. For grades 4-11. ISBN 1-59458-901-1
This is an exciting and extremely informative film. Sadie
and Safiyah have been good friends since the fourth
grade. They are from different cultural backgrounds, yet
they have many things in common. After eating delicious
cherry tomatoes, they ask many questions, visit a farm and
end up doing a film on why people eat what they do and
where the food comes from. The two girls live in New
York and attend public school. They walk through many
different neighborhoods and talk to all types of people.
Some interviews are in Spanish (with English subtitles).
When they spoke with an African American man the girls
learned that certain kinds of healthy foods were not available in his neighborhood. Also, organic markets were not a
part of the black neighborhoods. The film also explains the
importance of community supported agriculture (CSA)
programs. There is an interesting discussion on healthy
eating vs.junk food. The DVD is 76 minutes long but the
pace is excellent and while you learn, lively music plays in
the background. The DVD comes with a study guide so
teachers can show parts of it at a time.
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-Paulette Ansari is our board member.
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Meet the Cover Artist:

Soma Han

n my grade school, in rural
Korea, I was a straight-A
student. I remember one art class
when the teacher put a teapot on
his desk and told us to draw it.
With my imagination, I drew the
teapot in the hand of a lady pouring tea into a teacup. The teacher
gave me a "C" on that assignment,
and my little mind was devastated. I thought, ''I'm no
good at art!" And I stopped doing any kind of artwork.

I

For years afterward, I did not make any art. I avoided it any way I could, and the more I resisted, the more
my inner voice expressed the fear that I might get
another "c." One day I could no longer hold back my
subconsciousness that yearned to know more about
art, so I enrolled in a private painting class.
On the first day, the instructor gave us canvas,
brushes and oil paints and instructed us to paint a plaster bust. Before I was aware of it, four hours had gone
by. I never felt anything like this: no other thoughts or
concerns. I was in some unknown place with peace,
love and infinite possibilities. The next thing I knew,
I sent an application to an art school in the United
States. I was accepted at the California College of the
Arts and majored in Fine Art. Even now, I recall those
school years as the most joyful, memorable years of my
life.

60 days to meet the deadline. Then I illustrated another
picture book for the same company. It is called Land
of Morning Calm: Korean Culture TIlen and Now. This
year, I am creating my first public work of art, a sixfoot, glass mosaic tile fountain.

After seeing my artwork, a book publisher asked
me to illustrate a book of Korean proverbs, Tigers,
Frogs and Rice Cakes. I painted 30 watercolors in
So, I'd like to encourage you, to never let anyone or
anything stop you from your heart's desire. If you feel
that you want to do art, or music, or dancing follow
your dream and work hard. You will be happy because
you are doing what you want to do, and your creativity
will bring you fulfillment and success.

-Soma Hall lives ill Califomia. Her book, Land
of Morning Calm (Sheil's Books) received the 2005
Skipping Stones Honor Award. The masked male dancer
(above) is from the Land of Morning Calm. Front cover
shows her art, Moulltain God Spirit, while the back cover
portrays afew full-color illustrations from her soon to be published book of Koreanfolktale, Maya and the Turtle.
May - August 2010
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