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EDPRESS

Miracle?
Yes, miracles do happen! What South Africa
has just witnessed is surely a miracle.
Back in the 1960s, when I was a middle
school student in India, I read about Nelson
Mandela and the African National Congress.
Mahatma Gandhi, well known for his Satyagraha
or the "Force of Truth," began his work in South
Africa. It was here that he had his first "trials and
tests" in nonviolent resistance before returning to
India. The Indian newspapers have continued to
cover the struggles of Blacks and Asians in South
Africa ever since.
As I write this letter, 75-year-old Nelson
Mandela, who was a political prisoner for 27
years until his release in 1992, is being sworn in
as the President of the South African Republic.
He has become the symbol of peace, justice and
equality in South Africa and probably in the
whole world today. Who could have dreamed
that such a jubilant day celebrating a multi-racial
democracy would appear so soon, in a country
that was so divided by racial injustice?
What's equally important is that even though
his party won by a landslide, he has included his
political opponents in the new National Unity
government. He will work together with the
former President F.W. de Klerk and Inkatha
Freedom Party's Chief, Mr. Buthelezi. A truly
peaceful transition and a perfect way to heal
the wounds of the 300-year-old struggle!
President Mandela has shown clearly that
working with others, including opponents, is
the way to achieve true peace. He shows no
bitterness against those who had put him behind
bars for expressing his deeply felt convictions.
Many people, both within and outside the
country, worked to make this change possible.
Cooperation, nonviolence and patience are
.
essential to achieve social well being. Econormc
and diplomatic pressures from many governments
also helped. The unjust system that separated
Blacks, Asians and Whites no longer exists in
South Africa. Through hard work, the people of
South Africa have changed the laws of Apartheid
which separated people on the basis of race.
They are happy and proud and feeling good!
Now they look forward to creating equality and
equal opportunity in their country.
Peoples' persistent and peaceful initiatives
everywhere have also reduced the threat of
nuclear nightmare in our world. The Palestinian

A Japanese Buddhist Monk Photo by Paul Quayle
Peace Process has resulted in self-rule in the
Gaza Strip and Jericho.
When we trust each other and cooperate,
everyone wins. When we respond with
violence, the suffering multiplies, both in family
and social situations. On the global scene,
Rwanda and Bosnia show us that respecting
diversity remains an ongoing challenge.
Diversity. The other day I noticed at least a
dozen varieties of noodles in a local Korean
store. That's uniqueness and unity, variety and
diversity. Diversity is the beauty of our world,
the spice of life. I'd be bored to death if
everyone looked alike, thought alike, acted alike.
Diversity is what you will discover in these
pages. The Table of Contents shows many
themes-Deaf culture, Asian cultures, Bosnia,
Wyoming. .. writings by both young and old.
As you read Skipping Stones, I hope you will
admire the natural diversity of our world. In
everything. There is no such thing as the only
way to be or do something. We might do well to
become more receptive to differing viewpoints.
Let's make our whole world a learning
ground, without neglecting any part of the
whole. And that includes our own selves.
We must also find peace and happiness within! (
.
~
Summer Greetings. ~
~ f~ No.f~aM \TJ.L'
Vol. 6 no.3 Skipping Stones Page 3

r

.._\

Letters to the Editor

Soleil • Sonne
Sun by any other name is still
the sun! Life-giving sun!!
Many cultures celebrate the solstice,
June 21. In Sweden (and other Scandinavian
countries) they have a big "Midsummer Fest."

... Children have been excitedly
writing to new pen pals from all over the
world, thanks to you!
Your magazine has got to be the most
impressive one I have seen in a very long
time. Since we home-school, we will use it
for history, social studies, and so much
more. Bringing" to life cultural diversities
and universal likenesses is such a refreshing
theme in a world where these things are
often ignored or not appreciated.
Keep up the wonderful work-we are
looking forward to receiving your
magazine for years to come!!
~ The Formigan Family, Detroit, Michigan
We have now friends in several states in
USA. Many of my students are very interested
in English and in corresponding with somebody
in other country. We organize Pen Pal Club.
We learn more about people and their traditions,
way of life. Your magazine will help us.
Our school will be 90 on 1 September. We
live in Bologoye town; and it will be 500 soon.
So we'll have two great celebrations. My
students will write about it. ..
-KatherinaAdarigova, teacher, Schola #11,
Bologoye, Tverskaya obi., RUSSIA
Thank you very much for your generous
gift of 5 issues of your publication. I received
them today. I am sure that the children here at
Noodweide Primary School will enjoy reading
Skipping Stones. Perhaps they will even be
inspired to submit something.
-Matthew Crummey, Librarian, Ouijo, NAMIBIA

Hate
I'm the one that makes you get in fights.
I'm the one that gets you into trouble.
But if you know this
Then why do you still listen
to all the things I tell you to do?
-Shanda Smalls, 14, African-Indian-American,
Savannah, Georgia
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In India, the sun is revered and worshiped. It
has at least twelve names. "Our friend Shubha
Subbarao of Green Bay, Wisconsin writes that
Mitra, Ravi, Bhanu, Khaga, Poosha, Hiranyagarbha, Maricha, Aditya, Savitre, Arkaya, and
Bhaskara all refer to the sun in Kannada language
of Southern India. Many other Sanskrit-based
languages also have similar names for the sun.
The sun belongs to all beings. Can you guess
the different languages shown in the rays?

Culturnary
What do these words and phrases mean?
Where do they come from? Ask your teachers,
parents, friends from other cultures or consult
various books. Send in your answers by August
25. Ten students, 7 to 15, will win a year's
subscription for themselves or their friends.
Answers will be published in the next issue
(October 1994) along with the winners.
1. Tao
2. Bharatnatyam 3. Itadakimasu
4. Tanka 5. Bamba
6. Sanskar
7. CuI de sac
8. Quinceafiera
9. Tack Tack,
and
10. Yaw Kay

What slogan do you suggest for a new school which we are starting?

-WF.
Dear W.F.:
I suggest-

I WILL ACT AS THOUGH
THE FUTURE OF THE WORLD
DEPENDS ON THE NEXT DECISION I MAKE.

Let me tell you an old tale which comes to mind.
The wise old hermit lived in a cabin off in the woods. The village children were
always looking out for a chance to outsmart him.
One day they captured a little bird. They hastened with it to the
hermit's cabin. The bravest boy held the bird behind his back and
said rudely, "Old man, what do you think I have behind my back?"
Now they had decided that even if he guessed it's a bird, they'd
ask, "Is it alive or dead?" Ifhe guessed "Dead," they would show
him the live bird. Ifhe said, "Alive," the boy planned to crush the
bird behind his back and show the hermit the dead bird.
Noticing a tiny feather float to the
ground, the old man said, "You have
a bird in your hand."
"Is it alive or is it dead?" the
children shouted.
The hermit looked at the children,
finally directly into the eyes of the
boy holding the bird and said, "The answer is in your hands."
(Retold with permission from Spinning Tales, Weaving Hope, Stories ofPeace,
Justice and the Environment, New Society Publishers, 4527 Springfield
Avenue, Philadelphia, PA 19143 USA. Tel. 1-800-333-9093)

Indeed! The future lies in
our hands. The path the
world takes is determined
by the individual decisions
we make. Right now my
heart is dancing because
wonderful choices are being made.

In Peace,

Send your questions and
comments to:
DEAR HANNA
c/o Skipping Stones
P.O. Box 3939
Eugene, OR 97403 USA
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Anna's Amazing Journey
There was once a woman named Anna,
who had a balloon business. She sold all kinds
of pretty balloons that made people very
happy. Anna filled her balloons with helium
from a tank in her garage.
One afternoon Anna took a break in her
back yard. She was very tired. All morning
long she had worked hard getting balloon
orders ready to deliver. It was a warm spring
day; everything was peaceful. Anna sat on
the grass and leaned up against a tulip tree.
When she closed her eyes, one blue balloon
drifted quietly out of the house and landed on
her lap. When she reached for it, the balloon
floated up into the air carrying Anna along
with it. Up and away they sailed into the sky.
Anna hung on tight to the string on the
balloon. After a few moments of getting used
to flying, Anna actually began to enjoy herself.
"This is so much fun sailing through the sky!
I feel like singing," she said out loud.
Suddenly, Anna and the balloon dropped
to the earth. "Where are we?" Anna
wondered. "This isn't my back yard."
"Welcome to the country of Singapore,"
the balloon announced.
"Singapore! What are we doing here?"
While Anna was trying to figure it out, a group
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of children surrounded her. They had come to see
the woman who had landed with the amazing,
flying balloon.
Soon Anna was laughing and singing and
having a great time with the kids. "I wish I had
my camera," she sighed. But the second she said
the word 'camera,' the balloon lifted her up into
the sky as the children waved good-bye.
The balloon floated to the next stop and landed
in a school yard. "Welcome to Cameroon," it said.
"Cameroon?" Anna looked around. "Let's
see; I said I felt like 'singing' and we went to
Singapore. Then I wished for my 'camera' and we
ended up in Cameroon. Ahhhh... I get it!" Just
then the school door opened and the children
came running out to meet her and to admire the
balloon. "From now on, I'll have to be very
careful about what I say in front of this balloon."
Anna thought. "But I am getting kind of hungry
right now," she whispered.
Immediately, the blue balloon swept Anna off
of her feet and headed for the sky. The children of
Cameroon waved good-bye as Anna and the
balloon sailed away.
"Wow! What did I say now?" Anna
wondered.
"Welcome to Hungary," her balloon declared
as they landed in a marketplace.
"Well now, two can play this fun game," Anna
decided. "I'll just tell my balloon what I want to
eat and it will take me to many countries.
"For supper," Anna began, "I'd like a tuna fish
sandwich; a pizza to go; a bowl of chili; a turkey
pot pie; a seltzer to drink; and fudge ice cream for
dessert."
Can you guess from her menu which nations
the balloon took Anna to? (Answers are on page 34)
After a delicious meal, Anna and her balloon
were once more sailing through the sky. "I'm
having a great time travelling all around the
world," Anna sighed, "but it does get lonely with
no one to share it with."
The balloon sped up and landed by a river.
"Welcome to Sierra Leone," said the balloon. But
this time, Anna saw that she was not the only
traveler. There, swimming in the river, was a man.
He also held a blue balloon by its string.
"Hi, I'm Albert. What's your name?"

"Hello! My name's Anna." She reached
to shake his hand, but their balloons suddenly
took off, lifting them both into the air.
"We1come to Surinam," the balloons
announced as they landed in a beautiful forest.
Albert and Anna had a chance to walk and
talk in the nature reserve. They discovered
that they were both in the balloon business.
They both had been taken on an amazing
journey around the world by a big, blue
balloon. They decided to do some more
travelling together. Their plan was to use the
"name game" backwards, in hopes that their
balloons would take them to many more
countries. Here's what they said:
"Kenya Belize take us to an Indonesia
Mali?" Anna began.
"Yeah, because I want to buy some Guam
and a pair of Djibouti," Albert continued.
"I need an Afghanistan," Anna shivered.
"We could also use a Madagascar,"
Albert added.
"I want to see my Sweden kitty,
Argentina."
"And I need to check up on Chad, my
Somalia puppy."
"Could you Jamaica us some finger
Liechtenstein good brownies to eat?" Anna
asked.
"I want to play my Quatar too," Albert
concluded.
The two blue balloons huddled together
and tried to figure out what their owners had
requested. Meanwhile, Albert and Anna were
surprised to see that they had walked into a
village. Curious children made a circle around
them. Can you help the kids translate Albert
and Anna's message to the balloons? (Answers
on page 34).
Finally, the balloons turned to Albert and
Anna with their answer, "Norway!" they
chimed.
"What?" Anna and Albert couldn't
believe their ears. "Are you saying that
there's no way that you will take us to those
countries?" Anna asked.
"That's right," the balloons replied, "but
we will lead you to a secret Ecuador where
you can find your own Portugal to sail out of."
"Secret door to our own port," Albert
translated. "Let's go, before it gets any later."
,,

Albert and Anna waved good-bye to the
children of Surinam promising to return someday.
As they sailed through the sky once again, Albert
and Anna forgot to watch what they said.
"Albert, look at those beautiful seashells," Anna
called as she pointed to the beach below them.
Slowly, the balloons began to descend.
"Oh nuts, Anna," Albert teased, "what country
did you direct us to now?"
"I don't know, but we're probably also going
to Brazil because you just said 'nuts, '" Anna
laughed.
"Welcome to Seychelles," said the balloons as
they landed on earth for the last time. They
couldn't fly anymore; the special helium that had
kept the balloons in the air had finally run out.
Albert and Anna looked at the balloons. Then
they looked at each other. They were sad that their
balloon friends were gone. But when they saw the
many children from the islands of Seychelles
happily playing around them, they felt much better.
"Anna, why don't we stay here and make a
new home together?" Albert asked.
"That's a great idea," Anna replied. "We could
even start a new balloon business."
And do you know what? That's 'exactly what
they did.
-Norma Grusy Fisher, illustrations by Tim Fisher,
both ofShedd, Oregon

* Can you trace Anna and Albert's Amazing
Journey on a map or globe?
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A Bright Blue Door
But John shook his head. "The
cars are too loud."
A third month passed. Then a
fourth. "How can he stand the
'\. noise?" John asked Sarah.
"Let's go ask."

***

They walked up to the house
and John knocked on the bright
blue door. Through one of the
friendly windows they saw the
young man. He sat in a chair
reading. He did not get up to
answer the door. Sarah and John
exchanged puzzled looks.
"Maybe he didn't hear us
knock," Sarah said. "After all, the

"Instead of a bright blue door," John said,
"that house should have a revolving door."
"Poor house," said Sarah as they walked
past. She wished someone would love the
lonely house. She liked its friendly windows;
she knew John liked the front door. Didn't
others see how nice it was?
The small house sat on the comer of two
busy streets. The cars whizzing by rattled its
windows. Every month a "For Rent" sign
appeared. Every month someone moved in.
But they never stayed a full month; it was too
noisy. Back out came the "For Rent" sign.
"Maybe someday, someone will come and
love the little house," Sarah said.
"Maybe," John replied, but he raised one
eyebrow to show his do ubt.

***
Several months passed. An older woman
moved in and out of the little house. A young
couple moved in and out. Each time someone
moved out, Sarah was sad. "Poor lonely
house."
One month a young man moved into the
small house. A month went by. "He didn't
move out!" Sarah exclaimed.
"He'll probably move out next month,"
predicted John. A second month went by. Still
the young man stayed. "Maybe he loves the
little house," suggested Sarah.
Page 8 Skipping Stones Vol. 6 no. 3
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cars are nOISY.
John knocked louder. Nothing happened.
Sarah stepped close to the window. The young
man looked up. He smiled and came to the door.
"May I help you?" he asked.
"Well, you see," John said. "We've watched
this house all year. You're the fIrst person to stay.
Don't the noisy cars bother you?"
The young man shook his head. "No. I can't
hear them."
John frowned. "You can't hear them?" he
asked loudly as a big truck roared by.
The young man smiled. "No, I can't. I'm deaf."
"Deaf?" Sarah asked, "But you hear us."
"No. I'm reading your lips. I can't hear a thing.
Not even the cars. But I do feel them. They shake
this cozy house. But I don't mind."
"Oh, I'm so glad you like the little house," said
Sarah.
"Then you'll stay?" John asked.
"Oh yes, I'll stay. I like it here. I like the bright
blue door. And I think the house has friendly
windows, don't you?"
Sarah and John nodded and grinned. "Now it
won't have to be lonely anymore," Sarah said.
And that was true.

-Susan Uhlig, Renton, Washington

Deaf Culture in AInerica
Arrericans who are born deaf or have lost
their hearing at some point in their lives form a
distinctive social and cultural group that is
strongly bonded. The word "deaf' is often
capitalized when referring to people who are deaf
or hearing-impaired, indicating that the Deaf share
a culture rather than simply a medical condition.
Historically, Deaf people have faced
discrimination in job hiring and promotion,
obtaining a drivers license without restrictions,
getting decent housing, and obtaining access to
public services, information and entertainment.
Today, the Americans With Disabilities Act and
technologies such as the TDD (allowing
communication by telephone) and closed
captions on TV, lead towards a more supportive
environment for the Deaf. Yet, despite such
advances, there exists a great lack of knowledge
and understanding of the world of the Deaf.
Educators and parents often strongly encourage Spotted Clown at a Birthday Party by Brian
lip-reading and speech skills in Deaf children to help Peet, 6. He is deaf and lives in Creswell, Oregon.
them "fit in" with the hearing world. However,
such skills, even when perfected, are not the most
Deaf Awareness: True Or False?
effective means of communication for a Deaf person.
• 90% of all Deaf children are born to
A Deaf lip-reader may understand only 30-50% of
hearing parents.
what is actually spoken. Most schools for the Deaf
teach both sign language and oral skills, yet there
• ASL is the everyday language of
are some that still use a strictly oral approach. A
approximately half a million Americans.
question that many hearing parents struggle with is
• 85 to 90% of Deaf adults marry other
whether their Deaf child should be integrated into
Deaf adults.
hearing society, or the Deaf community of which
they, the parents, are not a part.
• ASL has its origins in France.
At the heart of the idea that deafness is cultural
• At least 1 in 15 Americans has defective
is the Deaf community's pride in American Sign
hearing to some measurable degree.
Language. A shared language makes for a shared
• Gallaudet College in Washington DC is
identity, and Deaf people have developed a culture
the only college in the world for the
rich with community and language. Many Deaf
Deaf
people believe that the Deaf's "disability" lies in
i3fUI.L ;WJ attoqv alflfo lTV
the fact that they are a linguistic minority; they are
in no need for a cure for their condition. Members
Resources on Deafculture:
of the Deaf community acknowledge that the
Deaf in America: Voices from a Culture. Carol
world of deafness is distinctive, challenging and
Padden and Tom Humphries. Harvard
rewarding.
University Press, Cambridge, Mass.
-Rhea Connors is studying American Sign Language
Deaf Like Me. Thomas S. Spradley and James P.
and DeafCulture, University ofOregon, Eugene
Spradley. Random House, New Yark.
Hearing
Voices. Oliver Sacks. University of
* Turn down the volume on your TV set and
California Press, Berkeley, CA.
watch the lips ofthe actors. How much do you
The Hispanic Deaf. Gilbert 1. Delgrade.
understand? Notice the importance ofbody
Gallaudet College Press, Washington D.C
language and facial expressions to convey
information!
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Speaking With Hands:
The Language ofSign

1J.
Hi,Hello

My

Contrary to what you may believe, sign
language is not one universal language among
Deaf people. For example, American Sign
Language, Chinese Sign Language and French
Sign Language are all separate languages that
reflect each culture: who the people are, what
they value, and how they think about
themselves and the world around them.
American Sign Language (ASL) consists ofa
manual alphabet, referred to as "fingerspelling"
when used, and signs. Deaf people often
fmgerspell a person's name or the name of a
place. The bulk of ASL, however, is made up of
signs, or gestures, that represent nouns, verbs, and
pronouns. Signs form structured grammatical
units and make ASL a genuine language. Facial
expressions and exaggerated signs are important
features of ASL that express feelings such as
anger, sadness, joy and uncertainty.
*Are there any Deafor hearing-impaired
people in your community? How would you
American Sign Language Alphabet
communicate with a Deafperson?
Courtesy ofKopptronix., N.J. (See resources)

The Comfort of My Deaf World
A natural deaf world
f)

Silent, Comprehending, Inspirational
and
Called
An Assembly of a DeafFamily.
Don't concern yourself
about your ears.
Hearing is not necessary.
All that matters is
Meaningful
Use of Communication
With the Beauty
of
Sign Language!
-Renee Doherty, grade 10, A.S.D., Hartford

Deaf and Hearing People
Deaf people love to communicate with sign
language. They can teach hearing people if
these people are interested in learning. Then
deaf people are willing to teach them.
Some hearing people are struggling to learn
our language. If they need some deaf people to
teach them, then they should ask to join them.
Weare willing to share our language, in signs
or A.S.L. We like to communicate with deaf and
hearing people. We can teach hearing people
how to communicate. We know hearing people
are interested in signs and A.S.L. We're very
glad that hearing people are learning to be
better communicators.
-Mai Vue, American School for the Deaf, Hartford

Resources for learning sign language: Signing for Kids. Mickey Flodin. Putnam Publishers.
Beginning Reading and Sign Language. Video. Aylmer Press, Box 2735, Madison, WI 53701.
My First Book of Sign. Pamela J. Baker. Gallaudet University Press, Washington D.C.
Heartsong. Video. Heartsong Communications, P.D.Box 2455, Glenview, IL 60025.
Signs Around the World. Video. Sign Media Inc., 4020 Blackburn Lane, Burtonville, MD 20866.
Keem Quiet: A Sign Language crossword cubes game, and Keep Quiet Reword: a card game. For Ages 7
to adult. KOPPTRONIX Co., P.O. Box 367, Stanhope, NJ 07874.
Page 10
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Deafness: In Our Own Words
Writings by upper grade students at the American School for the Deaf, Hartford, Connecticut
When I was only one week old, I became
very sick. My parents sent me to Boston
Hospital, and they found out that I had
meningitis. A lot of people were deaf because
they were sick with meningitis.
When I was six months old, my parents
bought me a hearing aid. When I got older, I
did not know what a hearing aid was for. So
they decided to send me to Boston School for
the Deaf (BSD) when I was eleven months old.
After I stayed at BSD for three years, my
town wanted to transfer me to R.E.A.D.S.
program in Lakeville, Massachusetts. It was a
mainstreaming school for hearing and deaf
people. But actually, that program had few
classes for deaf people only. Therefore, I
needed to transfer to a school for the deaf.
My parents heard about Camp Isola Bella;
they decided to send me there. The people
down there were very nice, and they told me
about the American School for the Deaf (ASD).

I had never heard of that school before, and I
found out that it is in West Hartford,
Connecticut. I decided that I would like to try
a deaf school again. I had not been in a school
for the deaf since I left BSD in 1979.
I had been in R.E.A.D.S. for twelve years,
from age three to fifteen. I graduated from
LaLiberte Junior High School in Raynham,
Massachusetts. Right after that my parents
fought for the right to transfer me to a deaf
school. The town realized that I wanted to do
something new, so they sent me to ASD. Now
I am lucky that I can be involved in sports. I
am on the varsity volleyball team.
I wish that I had joined ASD when I was a
little girl. I had missed many positive things
about ASD, before I joined. So, I decided to
stay here until I graduate in 1995, so I will not
miss anything exciting. Now, it is my third year
at ASD, and I am becoming aware of ASD better
than the first day I came here.

-Michelle Lemon

Deafness

Silent World

Sound waves bouncing off our ears,
Eyes are the gateway to our world.
Hands are our key to communication.
Our body language is dynamic,
We use our body to express our
distinctiveness as part of a culture,
We Are Proud Of Our Status

My world
is silent. ..
It will be silent. ..
everywhere I go.
Whatever I am...
My world
Will be silent...
Forever.
-Jessica Tanner

We Are Deaf!
-Lena LaFerriere

Deaf Can Play
The Deaf can play pro
basketball, as hearing players
do, if we work hard to show
the Deaf can play!!
The Deaf can do anything
in sports, if they show their
pride in being DEAF!!
-Chad Biskupiak

Deafness

Deaf Culture

I can't hear anything,
I can use my hands to talk to the other deaf people.
I am proud to be a deaf person.
It doesn't matter that we can't hear like others.
I can't hear the same sounds as hearing people,
but I can hear the angel's music flowing through my ears.
These sounds are beautiful.
You can be proud of yourself, being Deaf.
I am part of both the hearing world and the deaf world
Weare in one world together.
It is great to be Deaf1 !!
-Paul Pelletier

Everything is silent and my ears
close out the noises. I am proud to be
deaf, it is more peaceful for me.
All deaf people are really the same
as hearing people. The only difference
is that we can't hear and we use sign
language.
I really don't feel any difference
between deaf and hearing people. The
only thing that matters is that we live in
the same world.
-Kyla Pierlioni
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A Special Feature

Asia: A Continent otr'"
Arctic Ocean
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Name a continent that hasthe smallest name
the largest area
the most population
the tallest mountain
the lowest point
the most populous country
the longest human made structure.
If you need more clues, try theseThis continent is the birth place of major
world religions like, Christianity, Judaism,
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Hinduism, Zen, Shinto, Buddhism, Islam, Jainism,
Sikhism, and Confucianism. Over a thousand
languages ,flourish on this continent, including the
most-spoken langauge. Can you name it?
Tea, spices and international trade began here.
Has the most species of plants and animals.
It is bordered by the Arctic, Indian and Pacific
Oceans on three sides. The border with Europe is a
bit fuzzy. Instead of a clean geographic border it is
defmed more by languages, culture and history.
You guessed it! Read on.

* Locate all the countries and their neighbors
featured in the following pages,

My Home in Vietnam
I come from Da Nang, Vietnam. My family
has eight people. Dad, mom, two sisters, two
brothers, one nephew, and me. Before I came
here, I lived in the Philippines for six months.
I did not know English so I studied English.
After six months I came to the United States.
First time I study in school, I understood
English very little. But now I can understand
English a lot because I have many friends and
E.S.L. teachers help me with English.
In Vietnam my house is in Da Nang City.
We built and finished it in 1985. My house is
near the street. Near left of my house has the
big river. My house has many banana trees and
other tall trees. My house has three bedrooms,
one living room, one kitchen and one dining
room. It has four tables and many chairs. It has
one TV, one cassette and some other things.
My family has one tricycle and two bicycles.
The back of my house has a well; we drink
water from the well. My family and many
farmers built my house with rock and hard
wood. My house is very strong.
I like Vietnam. In the summer the weather is
very hot, sometimes it is a little cold. In winter it
is colder. But we never have snow in Vietnam.
I like when flood comes because the water
comes up the street and I can swim on the
street. Every year a flood came in my house
and hurricane broke down many trees near my
house. I covered the well, my family tied the
furniture, we put TV and some things upstairs
or on the boat. Cars, people and other
carriages had to wait for water to go down....
-Tri Le Kim, Jefferson Middle School, Eugene, OR

My School in Vietnam
In Vietnam my school's name is Hoa Chau.
It is small. I study in Hoa Chau to 7th grade, and
then I came here. The view in Vietnamese school
is nice, the playground doesn't have swings or
slide, but has many trees and flowers. We play
under trees. Around the school is a farm, and rice
field. In my school when breaktime comes, all
students go to the playground and exercise, after
that, all students play fighting, high jump. And
when other boys are playing running, baton
running, girls play jump rope.
After break we go back to the classroom and
continue studying. Every Monday, in the
morning, we go to playground and sit and listen
to the supervisor talking. He talks about who is
best student in school. And then he talks about
good classroom. Every year in my school has
c~p. ~n camp,. we play games, go biking slowly,

swunmmg, runnmg....

Photos of Vietnamese children by Renee Dugan

Every year on November 20, the day of
teachers, students bring flowers for teachers.
My Vietnamese school is very different than
here but the same math. We don't have P.E.,
basketball, or football. Our school doesn't have
anything. We don't watch movies, don't have
gym, don't have lockers. In classroom we only
have table, chair, desks and a blackboard.
- Thuc Le Kim, Jefferson Middle School, Eugene, OR
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Remembering Vietnam ...
l'

Making of the Vietnam Memorial
The Vietnam War was the longest, most
bitterly challenged war in our history. More than
58,000 American men and women died in
Southeast Asia. More than 2000 are still missing.
The soldiers that did come home, returned to a
United States tom by conflict. It was difficult for
them to explain their experiences in Vietnam; our
country wanted to forget.
But in 1979, Vietnam veteran Jan Scruggs
raised the money to build a memorial that would
help heal the wounds of the nation. A twentyone year old Chinese-American college student
named Maya Ying Lin won the design
competition. She created the wall of polished
black granite that now bears the names of 58,183
soldiers killed or missing in the war.
The soldiers' names are inscribed in the order
of the date of death, beginning in 1959 and
ending in 1975, giving each name a special place
in history.
-Sue Austin, Tetonia, Idaho

Vietnam: Then and now
April 30, 1975. The United States has
pulled out of Vietnam. Saigon is falling. The
Vietnam war is over. Truc, a seven-year-old
from Da Nang City, and her family are on a
fishing boat with a hundred others, escaping
the uncertainty that lies ahead. They do not
know where they will end up.
On another boat is Quang with his family,
leaving their home as the government of South
Vietnam gives in. In a dusty field there is Thanh,
a four-year-old, and the rest of the family. They
are waiting their tum to dash into an American
helicopter to leave Vietnam as refugees. His
father, a wounded veteran of the war, has a
visa to enter in the United States.
In all, 500,000 people left Vietnam in the
last days of the war, and as many as 2 million
as a result of the war. Forty-six countries took
in the "Boat People" or refugees from Vietnam.
Refugees are different from immigrants in that
they are fleeing for their lives.
Now, 19 years later, we're chatting together
in a University of Oregon married students'
housing unit. Truc (her new American name is
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Karen) and Quang are married and expecting
their first child in July. Thanh is studying for his
bachelor's degree. They all have become good
friends.
In 1992, Quang and Truc went back to visit
their home, eager to find out how it had fared in
the last 17 years. As they walked the streets of
Ho Chi Minh City (formerly Saigon), Da Nang,
Da Lat and Phan Thiet, everything seemed to be
different-smaller, crowded, or old and uncared
for. Why? Was it just culture shock?
Children played on the dusty streets, many
had no choice but to live there too. Some begged,
some scavenged. Quang visited his school-a
two-story brick building he attended with 300
other children. It was in a state of near-ruin, with
broken windows and unpainted walls.
Why so much poverty? Was it a result of all
the bombing, chemical defoliants or involvement
in too many wars? Was it because many countries
wouldn't do business with the communist
government? Or, because of unresponsive
leaders? Quang and Truc, like many others,
wondered. What can be done?
-Arun Toke

The Healing Wall
As I walked the path along the Vietnam
Veteran's Memorial in Washington, D.C., two
young boys played a soldier's game, each with a
cherry blossom branch for a make-believe rifle.
In the center of the memorial, where the Wall
touched green grass ten feet above the ground,
the boys fell silent. Many young me~ an? ~o~en
died in the Vietnam War. Some are soil ffilssmg m
action. Each name is engraved in the stone wall.
The boys reached out and touched a name.
Lawrence D. Woods. Clyde A. Crow. Then they
stepped back and laid their rifles down together.
Most people who visit the memorial touch the
wall and some make pencil rubbings of a name.
Even young children, far removed from the
wounds of the Vietnam War, touch the engraved
names. Like a mirror, they can see their own family
and friends reflected in the polished black stone.
Something else about the wall is unique. In
1982, when the wall was being built, the brother
of a lost Navy pilot threw his Purple Heart medal
into the wet cement. Since then, leaving keepsakes has become a ritual. Each keepsake has its
. own story, often known onlyt?"!~~~onor:
.
.

" u W " ? •....
"'I,~f~
.

..$/'yJ#

.

' ) i/j;/Ii'
/>

1"..<1
1

't,.:/jL
.1

letters, photos, teddy bears, medals, dog tags, baby
pacifiers, baseballs, cowboy boots, a lucky penny.
Young people leave notes and poems of thanks
and sadness. School classes all over the country
write letters and leave wreaths and flags. Every
day, National Park Service rangers and volunteer
veterans carefully collect and store the momentos.
Maya Ying Lin, the Chinese-American woman
who designed the black granite memorial, hoped
that the Wall would help the nation heal, and that
it would remind future generations of the ultimate
cost of war. It does. When you stand in front of
the wall, you see yourself in the long list of names.
Years from now, people who know nothing about
the Vietnam War and know no name on the Wall
will see themselves in the mirror of black stone.
They cannot forget that war is about individual
lives and people who are loved.
,
-Sue Austin, Tetonia, Idaho

Forget Us Not
When we remember those who served in
the Vietnam War, do we remember all who were
involved? Men and women? Americans and
Vietnamese? In addition to American soldiers,
over 11,000 military women also served in
Vietnam as nurses, communications specialists,
clerks, and air traffic controllers. Thousands
more women worked for volunteer
organizations. For the Vietnamese people,
losses were heavy, with almost 3 million North
and South Vietnamese deaths.
However, because of the determination of
those who would say, "Forget us not," public
recognition now stands in the form of two
memorials. For ten years, Vietnam veteran
Diane Carlson Evans lobbied to include a
monument recognizing the contributions of
military and civilian women during the war.
Finally in 1993, after much opposition, artist
Glenna Goodacre's sculpture of three women
was dedicated at the Washington, DC memorial
site. There is also a monument in Los Angeles,
California honoring the Vietnamese soldiers
and civilians who died in the war.
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My Destiny
Here is a part ofthe original Cambodian text
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My friends, allow me to join my hands and let me
swear with all sincerity that what I am about to tell you is
the truth. My good friends.
I will make every effort to pay careful attention, so no
one can blame the Cambodian race through my image and
my misconduct.
Like you, I am in a country which is not mine. Life is
not the same. I've lost my grandma and my grandpa. We
came from a starving country on the brink of extinction.
At school, because people didn't know the truth, they
are making fun of me. Also, because we are confused
Cambodians, we are the remainder of a society.
But no matter what, I will avoid all kinds of trouble, I
will prepare myself for a bright future.
I will learn until I succeed. Knowledge will be my
best friend. I promise I won't let you down. So no one
can look down on our Cambodian race, and on our
Cambodian Community.
Remembering the year 1975, when Pol Pot*, the
terrible, killed Cambodian people. Blood spilled all over
the country, and human beings were used to replace beasts.
We were forced to pull the plow with our shoulders.
We were so exhausted, but we were afraid to stop working.
Tears came out even though we were afraid to cry.
Remembering the 5th month of the year, we were
forced to work under the extreme heat from the sun. No
one dared to break because we were afraid to die, uselessly.
We were so scared when every night they tied people
together and led them away to be executed. That was the
way we lived during those four years. The same way
people lived in jail.
If they suspected you, you would be submitted to an
intensive interrogation. When you were brought back,
your body would be covered with blood and wounds.
This was the way we lived under Pol Pot, the assassin
of the Khmer** people. He destroyed Cambodia. He was
the shame of our race.
We were distressed after so much suffering. Grandpa
had also died. We then decided to leave our beloved
country.
We walked night and day through the jungles. We
were exhausted. Our feet were swollen. We were afraid
to rest. We ate leaves to calm our stomachs.
Sometimes an explosion shook the jungle. We were
scared to death. We were also so scared of bandits, who
were everywhere.
My friends, this was part of my story. It was sad.
I will leave it there. With all my best wishes.
- Sovannary Chey, 8th Grade, Tempe, Arizona
* Communist dictator, supported by China. Responsiblefor
the deaths ofover two million Cambodians, his own people.
** Cambodia or Cambodians, in the Cambodian language.
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Festivals of India

Rakshya Bandhan

Multi-ethnic, multi-religious India is a land
of festivals, having many national holidays on
which to celebrate them. If you think kids in
India get lots of days off, think again. They go
to school half day on Saturdays.
Along with Rakshya Bandhan, following
are some of the important national holidays in
1994. Because the Hindu Calendar (as many
others) is based on the phases of moon, the
festivals fall on different dates every year.

R akshya Bandhan is an Indian festival to

Jan. 26
Republic Day
Saraswati Puja (H)
Feb. 8
Mar. 10
Maha Shivratri (H)
Mar. 14
Ramadan-Id (M)
Mar. 26
Holi (H)
April 11
Gudi Padva (H)
April 23
Mahavir Jayanti (1)
May 1
May Day, IntI. Labor Day
May 25
Gautam Buddha Purnima (B)
Muhurram (M)
June 20
Aug. 15
Independence Day
Aug. 21
Rakshya Bandhan, Id-el-milad (M)
Janmashtami-Lord Krishna (H)
Aug. 29
Lord Ganesh Chaturthi (H)
Sept. 9
Oct. 2
Mahatma Gandhi's Birthday
Oct. 5 -13 Navarathri; Oct. 13: Dussera*(H)
Nov. 1- 4 Deepawali* Festival (H)
Nov. 14
Children's Day
Nov. 18
Guru Nanak Jayanti (S)
Dec. 25
Christmas Day (C)
This list is incomplete! Letters in the brackets
standfor religions. B= Buddhist, C= Christian,
H= Hindu, J= Jain, M= Moslem, S= Sikh
*Kids get a 3-week vacation between thesefestivals.
Our next issue willfeature this festive time in India.

celebrate the sacred relationship between brothers
and sisters. It is celebrated by most Hindus, Jains
and Sikhs on the full moon, generally in August.
As the festival approaches, the stores glitter
with Rakhi. Rakhi is a bracelet made with multicolored silk strings and Jari (golden and silver)
designs. The center piece of Rakhi is an attractive
design-a flower, a butterfly or a simple twisted
pattern. It is simply beautiful.
Rakhi is celebrated by all-young and old
alike. Everyone is well-dressed. The mood is
festive. When brothers and sisters live far away,
the sister sends a rakhi with a Rakshya Bandhan
card or personal letter to her brother. If they can
be together for the festival, the sister decorates a
tray with flowers, chandan (sandalwood paste), a
lamp, some sweets (like Besan Burfi, see the recipe
below) and, of course, the rakhi. She asks for
blessings from God, puts chandan on his forehead,
and ties rakhi on his wrists. The brother promises
to protect her and gives her a gift-a saree (a
dress), money, or something within his means.
Then the whole family joins together for a feast.
Rakshya means protection and Bandhan
means attachment or tying. The day celebrates
the responsibility brothers have to take care of
their sisters. The relationship will last forever. If a
girl or woman does not have a blood brother, she
makes someone her brother by tying this sacred
Rakhi. Similarly, a boy or man can request
someone to become a sister on this day.
-Bidyut Prava Das, Eugene, Oregon

Besan Burfi

(A recipe for Indian sweets)
Ingredients: 2 cups of besan (yellow split peajlour)
1 stick butter or 2/3 cup canola oil
1 cup sugar
1and 1/2 cup water
1/2 cup cashew nuts
1/4 cup grated coconut
Roast besan in oil or butter on low heat until it
becomes light brown. Mix water and sugar in a
saucepan on medium heat. Bring to a boil. Mix the
nuts into the syrup. Then add the hot, roasted besan
to the syrup, stirring constantly. Reduce the heat to
low. After five to seven minutes, spread the mixture
on a large, oiled tray. Sprinkle grated coconut on the
top. Let it cool for five minutes. Then cut into square
or diamond shaped pieces. Mmmmm good!
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Camera Ready Kids in New Delhi, India
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Ravi Chopra, a photo journalist in New
Delhi, works with children in schools, streets
and slums, teaching them photography and
through it, environmental awareness. Ravi
conducts his photography workshops in both
rural and urban areas. Among the sponsors of
his work is Salaam Balak Trust-a child welfare
charity run with the profits from the film Salaam
Bombay (a moving story of real life street
children in Bombay), directed by Meera Nair.

I am capturing the one and only earth
Tens of millions of children live a homeless
life in cities like Bombay, Calcutta, Rio, New
York, Mexico City. For these children, school
education is a distant dream. They live without
even the bare necessities, sleeping on newspapers or cardboards, searching for anything to
eat. In places like Rio de Janeiro, the street
children live under constant threats of violence
and insecurity. Innovative projects like Ravi's
offer rays of hope for the disadvantaged.
As a photographer, one learns to look at the
world with a new perspective, a new awareness.
We see what's good and presentable, or what
needs to be changed. Learning a technical skill
is a secondary, yet important by-product.
When a photographer hired to take wedding
pictures didn't show up on time, the bride's
family grabbed a slum kid who had taken Ravi's
workshop for the job on the spot. "I managed to
take 35 good pictures out of a reel (roll) of 36,"
the boy said with pride!

Bathing Indian Style
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The children of Govindpuri, the biggest slum
area of New Delhi, India, took these snapshots of
their neighborhood.

In February 1992, 40 rural and tribal children
in Central India attended Ravi's 14-day
workshop at Anandwan (see Vol. 3, nos. 2 & 3)
Many of the children were differently abled,
either deaf, mute, or unable to walk (due to polio).
We can existtogether!

Children took this opportunity very seriously
and showed keen interest in photography. They
started seeing their surroundings with a new,
involved outlook. The workshop sparked a
feeling of creativity and strengthened their desire
for self-expression and, in turn, self-confidence.

Evolution of the Wodd-Past to Present
I'm on the top of the world...
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Od.i55i Dance of Eastern India
Odissi is a 2000-yr-old classical
dance form of the state of Orissa,
, Eastern India. The dance was traditionally performed in the temples of
Lord Jagannath (God of the World).
You can still see dance-like poses on
sculptures in ancient temples, like
the Sun Temple in Konarak, Orissa,
dating back to the 2nd century B. C.
The dances were performed by the
Devadasis, servants of the gods.
Today, these dances are performed
as cultural and artistic expressions.
The photo below shows three
young dancers, Devraj Patnaik, 15,
Ellora Patnaik, 20 (both of Ontario,
Canada), Serba Das, 17 (Randolph,
New Jersey) with dance teacher
Chitralekha Patnaik (mother of Ellora and Devraj). They all have an
Orissi heritage.
These dancers have laboriously
learned the intricate skills of Odissi
dance. They share their cultural heritage by offering workshops and
performances in Canada and the U.S.

El/ora Patnaik, Ontario, Canada
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Serba Das, Randolph, New Jersey

Nagano Apples
David and his father were driving along
country roads northwest of Tokyo, on their
way back home to the city. It was their fIrst trip
together since they moved to Japan. They'd
been to see Hiroshima, where the atom bomb
killed so many people. Now, with the car
windows down and the mountains around them,
they were driving tree-lined roads through
Nagano. Cool autumn air, scented with the
smell of apples from the orchards fIlled the car.
David's father glanced over at him. "I think
Hiroshima made you sad," he said. David was
quiet for a while. "Yeah," he murmured.
"Hey," his dad said, reaching with one hand
behind the seat, "I got you a present." He
handed David a little round something wrapped
tightly in red and purple Japanese paper.
When David unwrapped it he saw a small red
ball-shaped man with a painted-on face. One of
the eyes was empty and white. "It's a
~
daruma ," his father explained. "Daruma was a
monk. He meditated so long his arms and legs
fell off-that's why he's shaped like a ball.
But he found perfect peace. See how only one
eyeball's filled in? You make a wish, and when
it comes true you paint in the other one."
David closed his eyes. He could feel the
warm September sunshine through the
windshield, and the rush of cool air over his
face. Please, he thought, I want to stop
thinking about Hiroshima.
"Look," his dad said, pointing up the road.
Just to the left, under thick apple-tree branches,
was a roadside stand. On the sign in front
they could see a big painted apple and lots of
Japanese characters. David's father pulled
over and stopped. They walked to the stand
as the dust from the car settled.
The smell of apples was everywhere, clean
and crisp and sweet. Inside the shack were
boxes and boxes of apples, red and green and
gold. On the little counter were plates and
small knives, and apple sections laid out for
customers to taste. Behind the counter was
an old Japanese man wearing glasses.
~'~...,L",,'1-t:. "Irrashaimase!" he said,
"Welcome!"
David's father took a piece of red apple
and moved off, looking over the boxes. David
took a slice of yellow apple. It was so delicious

it.

he just held it in his mouth. The taste made him
think of the bright autumn sun coming through
the shadowed leaves, and of the cold streams that
ran down from the mountains. He stood there in
the quiet country air just tasting.
"Is delicious, Jb. neT' the apple-seller asked.
David nodded, surprised the man spoke English.
"You American?" the man asked, smiling.
l'i- ,,\ "Hai (yes)," David answered,
bowing just a little.
"Do you like to hear a story of American boy,
young 9f-A-.. ~ ~ ,gaijin-san?" David wasn't
sure he would, but the man began anyway.
"I was soldier in the war, okay? My regiment
was in Philippines Islands when your American
soldiers come and fIght us and take those islands
back again. It was bad time. I feel lonely and very,
very afraid. It is hot weather down there all the
days, very hot, with many jungles and big bugs.
Our officers say American soldiers kill us if they
capture us, or maybe torture. We believe that.
And every day Americans are coming closer. We
hear these big cannon at nighttime, boom! boom!
when we sleeping. Our officer said if they catch
is seppu ku... how you say It.
. ?"
you, to...to... -t:1J ~""Commit suicide," David said quietly.
¥. ? OZ- <t "So-des!" the man said cheerfully. "Yes,
commit suicide." Then he looked serious again.
"Then Americans are coming to our camp.
They have tanks and guns and we hear the fIghter
planes over us all the time, roar like a big animal.
After we fIght, our men still being alive are in a line
on muddy road by some trees. Americans just
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Hiroshima Belongs to Us All
standing there, looking at us and shouting
words we don't understand. We had no sleep
for many days, and no bath. And all our food
gone for three days. My belly hurt me. And I
know they will shoot us on that road and I
never see my mother and father again.
"One American soldier walk up by me.
He was young, has blue eyes, brown hair. He
smiled to me. Then he has his hand in a pocket
and bring out an apple, and give it to me.
Then he put his gun against his shoulder and
walk away. And then we march along that
road. So I know our officers are wrong.
"How can this American soldier know I
was a boy here in Nagano, in this beautiful
apple country? I grow up on this apple farm.
That day in the war, I am so hungry to eat that
apple, I ate without manners. Even when that
apple gone I am still tasting it. The taste make
me see my home, my mother and father, my
brothers, my sister. I could never stop crying.
The tears just washing down my face.
"I never see that American soldier again."
David's father came over. h'\.\ L\' 1"
"Oishiides!" he said to the apple-seller,
pointing to the apples-"They're delicious!"
He paid for a box of dark red apples and David
helped him carry it out to the car. As they
pulled away, David watched the old man
disappear in the side mirror.
When they finally made it through the
endless Tokyo traffic to their apartment in
Shinjuku, David was tired and went straight to
bed. His mother and father stayed up talking.
"I see you bought David a daruma ," his
mother said. "But why did you paint in the
other eye?"
"What?" said David's father, blinking.
"I didn't paint in the other eye. I just gave it
to him this morning."
When they opened the door to David's
bedroom, the hall light shone in. They could see
the daruma on David's bedside table. There
was a paintbrush on a napkin lying next to it.
"He filled it in himself," David's father
whispered.
David slept soundly, a smile on his face.
- Tim Myers, Bakersfield, California

t.
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In 1963 when I was 14 years old, I moved to
Hiroshima to live for three years while my parents
were teachers. I went to a small English school
some 50 kilometers from Hiroshima, a two-hour trip
each way. It was lonely living in Hiroshima at first
because I spoke little Japanese.
I had no Japanese friends and my schoolmates
lived hours away by train. Later, I met a brother
and sister, Kato and Megumi, who wanted to be
friends; we taught each other English and
Japanese.
Although their parents were ~U'
hibakusha (atomic bomb survivors from the World
War II attack on Hiroshima by the U.S.) they were
very tolerant of me. They never blamed me for
their suffering because I was American. They had
lost many relatives and friends in the world's frrst
nuclear bombing.
We lived less than 2 kms. from the center of the
atomic explosion. In the Peace Park were
monuments to the hundreds of thousands killed by
the nuclear blast and the firestorm. Kato, Meguffii
and I often played in Peace Park. But I was too
young to pay attention to the significance of the
monuments or the millions of brightly colored
paper cranes adorning them.
Years later in 1980, I returned to be principal of
the Hiroshima International School (HIS) which
had been established for the many foreign children,
ages 5-14, living in Hiroshima.

Serene's Story

Children's Monument and Peace Cranes

I'm 11 years old and in the 6th grade. I was
born in Hiroshima in 1982. I lived there for six
years. First I went to a Japanese school for three
years and Hiroshima International School for one
year. At the Japanese school I was the only
foreign student out of 400 kids. At fIrst it was
hard. My mom said I cried everyday at fIrst
because I could not speak Japanese. But the
teachers were so nice and so were most of the
students. The fIrst words I learned were dame and
gaijin. I thought they meant "be careful" and
"friend." But they mean "don't do that" and
"outsider or foreigner." But they accepted me
and soon I learned to speak Japanese. Even today
I still remember songs I learned four years ago.
I think my love for other cultures, languages
and foods comes from my early experiences in
Japan. Today I still like to eat rice, tofu and
toasted seaweed as I did at the Japanese school.
When I was 5 years old I showed my dad how
to fold three different kinds of paper cranes. Even
though he founded the 1000 Crane Club he did
not know how to fold until I taught him. By the
way my parents named me Serene because it
means peaceful and because I was born in the
International City of Peace.

On August 6, 1985, the 40th anniversary of
the bombing, foreign reporters interviewed
many children in Hiroshima. What were their
feelings about Hiroshima? The students told
them the true story of Sadako Sasaki. When
-Serene Enloe, Twin Cities, Minnesota
Hiroshima was bombed, Sadako was two years
old. Though her house was demolished she was
not hurt. Ten years later she became sick with
the atom bomb disease, leukemia.
Japanese legend tells the story of the sacred
white crane who lived for 1000 years. Anyone
who folds 1000 paper cranes will have their
wish come true. With her friend Chizulo,
Sadako began folding paper cranes, but died
at age 12 before she could fmish making 1000
cranes. But the students in her class kept her
story alive by building a Children's Monument
in Peace Park. It reads: This Is Our Prayer, This
Is Our Hope, To Build Peace In The World.
Talking with the reporters gave the
Hiroshima International School the idea of
writing a book, 1000 Crane Club, in English,
Japanese and Russian. Supported by UNESCO,
the story was told in over 30 languages. In the
past 8 years, thousands of classrooms in 15
countries have sent 1000 cranes (and now
doves) to Hiroshima, as well as to their local
hospitals, orphanages and retirement homes.
To join, contact: Walter Enloe, Institute of
Children from Yujin Gakuen Japanese Immersion School
International Studies, Social Science Building,
Un iv. ofMinnesota, Twin Cities, MN 55455 USA
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One and a Quarter Pound of Butter
The young girl had been sitting on the cold
stone steps in front of her home for over an hour.
Pulling up her knobby knees and spreading her
short coat over them, Sonja wrapped her arms
around them to fight off the chill.
While her watchful gaze never left the end
of the long grey street, her mind brought up a
friendlier picture: a day ofjubilation when the
communist government had fallen. Her parents.
had been so happy then, so full of hope, until
.the newfound freedom brought on an internal
struggle for independence between the states
of Yugoslavia. Sonja could not understand
how liberty could grow when good friends
became bitter enemies, and neighbors turned
on each other in their struggle to survive.
Sonja felt the freezing temperature piercing
through her, straight to her heart, and wished
her mother would hurry home, hopefully with
some food for the family. Mother always
managed to find something in the nearly empty
stores. She was so smart and strong, she would
see them through until father was well again.
She tried to warm her hands with her own
breath and her heart with happy thoughts, like
when she had been allowed to visit father in the
hospital. He had looked so well! His face was
. all pink and his eyes were very big and shiny.
Sonjajust knew he was getting better and
would come home before winter.
A wishful sigh escaped the girl's lips, "I wish
I could visit father more often. What do those
doctors think? That ten-year-olds don't love
their fathers? I wonder if the United Nations
people were able to reach the hospital with
father's medicine?"
At last, Sonja detected a familiar overcoat
appear at the end of the street. Even though she
was sure that every bone in her body was frozen
and would surely splinter, she jumped up and
flew toward the approaching woman. They met
in the middle of the market square, and the girl
threw her thin arms around the woman's waist.
With a smile on her face, she asked her pale,
tight-lipped mother, "How is father today?"
"Sonja!" Her mother's voice was hoarse and
strained. Her hands struggled frantically to free
herself from the embrace and she rushed ahead
blindly.
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Bewildered, Sonja stood in the center of the
vast, empty plaza, body and soul shivering.
When Sonja entered the living room she
shrank back from the scene in front of her.
A stream of tears flowed down her mother's
pinched face, falling on the toddler in her lap.
Twelve-year-old Anna was sitting on the floor,
her face hidden in the folds of the coat her
mother was still wearing. Les stood behind
mother's chair, his mouth twitching and his
nervous hands patting her hunched shoulders.
Not a word was spoken, not a single comforting
hand reached out for Sonja.
Fear and anger welled up in her: all right
then, don't hug me, don't love me! As long as
not one of you touches me, then none of this
can touch me. Sonja turned her back and went
to huddle again on the icy front step.
A blizzard stormed across northern Bosnia
on the morning of the funeral. It stopped any
shelling of the beleaguered town, and mercifully
spread a snowy blanket over the mound of
freshly dug soil next to the grave. Sonja stood
beside the grave, convincing herself that there
was nothing in it but snow.
Sonja did not join the mourners at home.
Instead, she knocked the few pieces of precious
firewood off her sled. Then-pulling it up the
hill until her lungs ached and riding it back down
at breakneck speed-she spent the day alone.
But when word spread like wildfire that a
food convoy had reached the besieged town,
Sonja joined the long line at one of the
distribution sites, where teachers were handing
out the rations. There was cheese, and milk for
households with children, and a quarter pound
of butter for each family member.
Sonja smiled when her turn fmally came; she
had it all figured out, ". . . and a pound and a
half of butter, please. There are six of us."
"That will be one and a quarter pound," her
teacher corrected. "Sonja, did you forget that
your father died last week?"
Sonja never knew how she had made it
home. By squeezing the lump of butter she
kept her hands from trembling. "Mrs. Sadowski
said my father died last week," she blurted out.
Her mother's face betrayed shock and pain.
"Yes, sweetheart, he did, I told you that."

"No, you didn't! You pushed me away!"
"Oh, my God! You mean that day?
Outside?" The mother rushed toward her
child with outstretched arms.
Quickly, Sonja raised the package of
butter to chest level, blocking the woman
from hugging her. "You pushed me away,"
she accused.
"Sweetheart, please understand. I couldn't
break down out there. It took all my selfcontrol to make it home. I was hurting inside
and running scared."
"Scared? You were scared?"
"Yes, baby. Very spared, because I don't
know how we'll survive without your father."
Sonja's tears blurred the image of her
strong, capable mother. A new picture emerged
of a tired, pale woman struggling to cope.
The butter landed on the table with a thud
as she flung her arms around her mother.
"We'll make it," Sonja insisted. "Look, I
brought us milk and butter. One and a quarter
pound of real butter."
-Erika lten, Pensacola, Florida

Untitled
The dance is tonight,
But I'm not there.
My seat at lunch,
Is empty and bare.
I am in hiding,
In these three rooms.
Without ever finding,
Someone to love.
Why am I singled out?
I have five fingers, five toes,
Big brown eyes,
And a button nose.
I'm really no different than anyone else,
How can they be mad at me,
For being myself?
Me, that is all.
So many don't like me,
And only a few,
Don't seem to mind,
That I am a Jew.
-Gretchen Schaefer, 13, Buffalo Grove, Illinois,
wrote this poem after her class studied the Holocaust.

First-hand Accounts of War
I Dream of
Peace: Images of
war by children
of former Yugoslavia (UNICEF
and HarperCol/ins Publishers,
New York).
We cannot really
know what war is
when we are at
peace. The paintings and writings
by former Yugoslavia's children
show its brutal reality. The ongoing conflict has
destroyed cities, homes, families and childhoods.
Nemanja, 11, writes, "I have locked up my
bicycle and I have locked up my smile. I have
locked up my games and my childish jokes as
well. Will the waiting be long? I do not want
to grow old while stilljust a child..."
Some might say also, that we cannot know
peace when we are at war. But the children
dream of peace, in spite of the war around them.
And they ask us to enact their dream. Fifth
graders write, "And we want to stop this
madness. Like Anne Frank years ago, we wait
for peace. She didn't live to see it. Will we?"
The book will be published in nine languages
and 13 countries. All proceeds from this book
will support UNICEF's programs for children
affected by war throughout the world.

Zlata's Diary: A Child's Life in Sarajevo by
Zlata Filipovic (Viking Penguin, 375 Hudson
Street, New York, NY 10014). Zlata's diary
begins with peace: the excitement of a starting
the fifth grade, reunion with friends, piano lessons
and pizza. Soon, the war in Bosnia-Herzegovina
starts and that peace disappears. Her diary
records the closing of schools, the scattering of
some friends and the death of another. She
worries about her parents. She has lost her childhood and screams out against the senselessness
of war. Zlata's record of Sarajevo's devastation
is now available in several languages.
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Want to Fiddle with these Riddles?
The Castle

Green Sea

The castle sits on a mountain
With its red flag flying.
The drawbridge opens.
Five people comein
To change the carpet.
When the new carpet is laid
The flag is lowered.
What ahl I?

White caps on a green seaA boat comes by
washin g them away.

w

White fish swimming
in a green sea
A hungry whale swims by
leaving nothing behind.
-Nancy Reckford 's 4h grade
class, Eastside El. School,
Eugene, Oregon

-Marsha Cullop's 1st and
2nd grade class at Eastside El.
School, Eugene, Oregon

Riddle City, USA!

Montova's Ducal Castle, Italy
by Aubrey Jangraw ,5th grader

:YB~&"-.t·.~..:.....~~..,.;;;m:;;;~~~~~_L"",

A Book of Geography Riddles by
Marco and Giulio Maestro (HarperCollins Publishers, New York). Contains
some 60 riddles about cities, states, rivers
and parks, with great illustrations. For all ages.

Sticky-Tongued Lizard
A lizard sticks out his long sticky tongue,
and bites it off with his sharp teeth.
When he bites offhis tongue, a new one grows.
The lizard curls in a crack of a rock
and only part ofhim is seen.
What am I?
-Mark Nyegaard's Fourth grade class,
Willard Elementary School, Eugene, Oregon

• Why was the New York tabby so talented?
• Where does a pianist play in Florida?
• What's the Eastern state that's just right for
a writer?
• When does a Great Lake State think it's the
greatest?
• What state is almost always hot and dry?

Proverbs to Ponder
(from Vietnam)

• When you eat the fruit, remember the people who
planted the tree.
• Whenever the older sister falls down, the younger
one helps her up.
• You learn more from your peers than from teachers.
• A child with a father is like a house with a roof.
• Love spanks you, while hate gives you sweets.
(from India)

• DoorUn dongar saajare (Marathi)
Mountains look beautifUlfrom far away.

• Dheera paani patthar kaate. (Oriya)
Patient water cuts stones.

• Deewar ke bhee kan hote he. (Hindi)
Walls have ears too.
l;)SU;)dsW ;)d'elll U! ;)d'el 'pllloq){req:> 'xoqrrew :S.I'lM.soy
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A Vacation to WyoIlling

Last summer we drove a bumpy way to
Wyoming to camp. We stayed in a place called
Colter Bay and slept in a tent. It is very, very
beautiful there. There was no hot water. We
took little trips around and saw lots of wildlife.
First, we saw buffalos everywhere. We
watched and watched and moved slowly in our
rented car. Suddenly, a dark brown, enormous,
snorting buffalo started to charge the car. It
was terrible. We went fast in our car and thank
goodness the buffalo missed and stumbled into a
huge puddle. We were glad when that was over.
The next thing we knew, a wolfleapt on top
of the car behind ours. The woman in the car
screamed so loud that I think you could hear
her a mile away.
Then we saw a family of foxes. The father
had two gray mice, hanging by their thin back
tails from his mouth. So did the mom. They
were tramping in front of our car like a proud
family. We also saw storks anad pelicans with
wide mouths.
One day when we were in a restaurant, we
saw a big raccoon, about two feet high, staring
at us. Then all of the sudden he left. When we
were fmished we went to our car and you
wouldn't believe what I saw. I saw raccoon
droppings all over our car. Our window was
practically broken. Mom's peach plum pudding
was smushed and that car stunk like crazy.
P.D., it was a mess!
Luckily, my dad kept a solar mini-vacuum in
the trunk of our car. That settled the droppings
but it didn't settle the window. So we went to
the nearest gas station. They fixed the windows,
but the cracks still showed.
Well, it was better than nothing. We still
smelled the droppings, so my dad sprayed his
perfume in the car.

The next day we went to a place called Bear
Country. We were asked to keep our windows
and doors shut. If you want to take a picture,
you have to take the picture in the car.
There were big hom sheep, vultures, deer,
antelopes, bobcats, mountain lions, pelicans,
storks, lynxes, crocodiles, alligators, wolves, foxes,
and many kinds of bears.
One stork was trained to give us a bright
orange paper. It had a true story about a boy and
his family coming to Bear Country four years
ago. It said that the boy opened his door in front
of a bobcat. That animal leaped to the boy and
grabbed him. The bobcat's claws went through
his head and his stomach was pinched so much
that it started bleeding. His dad took a butcher
knife and stabbed the bobcat in the stomach five
times. It still didn't let go. In another one and a
half minutes, it fell to the ground. The boy was in
critical condition for nine weeks. He got better,
but he was brain damaged. I shivered when I
heard that story. We went back to Colter Bay.
I was still shaking. I felt a little better.
In the evening, in front of our tent, we
brought sticks and wood and made a fire. It was
pretty. The moon was shining brightly that night.
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Eye Glasses
Eye glasses
lie idle on the
bony bridge of a
girl's nose, distorting
blurred light into
houses and trees.
When at evening's
fmal sight she
lays them to rest
on a nightstand,
their blank
eyes will
draw in empty light.

ll~/£JI

-Angela Cederquist, 12,
Comstock Park, Michigan
il

It was pretty cold. I watched the moon until

something seemed to tell me it was time to go to
sleep so I cuddled into my sleeping bag and slept.
The next morning I found that I was alone
in the tent. I looked outside and my family was
eating breakfast at the picnic table. I wasn't
exactly alone. A prairie dog was there for
company. She was friendly and cute.
She followed me everywhere I went. She
became more like a pet to me. She ate everything
that I fed her. I just gave her the leftovers.
Potato chips were her favorite food.
Days and nights passed until one day we had
to go back to Colorado. Everybody was busy
going back and forth and in and out. When it was
time to leave, I let my little pet go. She looked sad
but it was mating season for prairie dogs, so that
was something she could be happy about.
When we got to Colorado, my dad returned
the car. They saw the cracked window and
charged my dad $75. It didn't bother him or us.
The only thing that mattered was that we had fun.
-Nadine Sjarief 9, wrote and illustrated this
story after a family trip to Yellowstone National Park
in Wyoming. She went to school in Fort Collins,
Colorado for three years, and recently moved back to
her home country ofIndonesia.
She writes that there is also great beauty in
Indonesia, "like the greens ofthe ricefields, mountains,
and rainforests which are now being cut down.
Indonesia is made out of13,700 islands or more.
Indonesia is also popular because ofthe beaches on an
island called Bali. I live on an island called Java. "
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Angela's family
came to the United
States from
Germany,
Scotland, England
and Sweden.
Among her
ancestors were a
mechanic who
worked on some
of the very first
cars, a carpenter
who made much
of her family's
furniture and a
skilled baker who
never used recipes.

Time
Time is
not whole without
open arms to the world
embracing the waiting future's
life-grasp
-Kelsey Williams, 13, Denver, Colorado

Wrapped in Old Sweaters and Memories
People sit,just sit
We assume they're out of it
But who are we to judge?
They could be deep in thought
Or strolling down memory lane
Remembering again and again
Remembering first love
Watching him die
Then they let out a big sigh
Remembering their fIrst child born
And eating with them Thanksgiving com
Watching them mature and grow
See them tromping through December snow
Sitting there in their chair
Wrapped in old sweaters and memories
Just sitting alone out there.
-Katie Leavitt, 10
Chabot Elem. School
Castro Valley, California
Katie's family background
is Scottish, Irish, French
and Russian. Her grandfather emigrated
from Russia.

The King's Judgement
"All rise for our king!"

The Case of the Jewels

One sunny Saturday, Miss Butterfield ran
out her door and said, "I've been robbed!"
Trumpets sounded as a short, robed man with
Everybody
ran. They asked her what got
brown hair and a long beard stumbled into the hall.
robbed.
She
said, "My ruby necklace." They
"Sit down, please," said the king.
said, "What?!!" Miss Butterfield called the
The king was Eric Longbeard. He was King of
cops.
She said her priceless necklace was gone.
New Engly. After his words most of the people left.
The cop said,"What?!" He came right over.
Eleven people sat at the table.
"Your Majesty," said the Prime Minister, "The
That same day Mr. Jones' watch was
stolen. He screamed his head off. That night
ministers and I," ten heads nodded, "have decided
that it would be in your best interest to go see the
everybody went to bed. The next day when
they woke up they all screamed because their
new ruler of Old Sisiland, for we have not always
valuables were missing too. They were upset.
been so friendly."
"You know about the lost taxes and how they
The cops got on the case right away.
blamed it on us?" asked the Minister of Treasury.
Every cop was busy on the case. All the
phones were ringing like crazy. And all the
"Do you remember when we disputed about
people got robbed of their valuables. The
our eastern border? That was always our land.
cops tried to figure out the case but it was
How could they possibly think it was theirs?"
too hard. Then the cops even got robbed.
yelled the Foreign Minister.
All the people were complaining to the
"Now's the time to have new relations," said
cops,
even to the state government. The
the Prime Minister. And so the next day, in the
cops told the people they even got robbed.
afternoon, the king and a couple of knights set off
So they told the president, Bill Clinton. And
for Old Sisiland and Castle Drakor.
Bill
Clinton thought it was George Bush.
Guards rushed out of the castle. "Halt!" called
But
George
Bush even got robbed.
a guard. "Who are you?"
So they called a detective. His name was
"I am Eric Longbeard, King of New Engly."
Mr.
Munch. He got his magnifying glass and
"You stole our taxes from us and used it to build
got
to
work. He said it was too hard. So they
a palace. You took our hind on our western border,"
called another detective. Her name was Mrs.
cried a voice from the tower above. A few minutes
later, a tall, black-haired man walked out of the castle. Smush. Mrs. Smush didn't complain at all.
"I am Roberto Sisilian, King of Old Sisiland. Guards, She just did her job. She figured it out. It
was the other detective because he was the
remove him," he said, pointing at Eric Longbeard.
only one that didn't get robbed.
A day later Roberto told his lords, "Get your
But she traced the footprints in front of his
men and attack the kingdom of New Engly."
house
anyway. She followed them into the
That same day Eric told his men to attack Roberto.
house
and into the bedroom and found the
The two armies marched at each other. When they
jewels. They were under the bed. She told
met they started one of the biggest wars ever.
the cops it was Mr. Munch, but they forgave
A few weeks later, Eric's lords reported to him
him. The next day he gave back the jewels.
that many men had fallen on both sides. Eric went
The people in the town were very happy they
to Castle Drakor to save his army and his country.
got their valuables back.
He went around the battlefield to the castle. He
"My great grandparents came from Russia and
could just hear the war. He heard the catapults
Poland. My cousins were adopted and are Korean."
bang and the swords clang.
-Gillian Suss, 8, West Orange, New Jersey
Eric called out to Roberto, "Let us both talk or
we both shall die."
After that, the two countries were at peace.
One of the great losses was Eric's wise Prime
"Fine," Roberto said. They talked about the
Minister. At his funeral both kings were
previous misunderstandings and then Roberto
present.
Many years later, when Eric died, the
realized his mistake. He had judged Eric unfairly.
two kingdoms united and they called it Sisily.
They went to the battle and stopped it. Already,
many had fallen.
-Ajay Chaudhary, Indian-American, (wrote this
story when 10) now 13, Chappaqua, New York
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Much of our food-vegetables, fruits and
packaged cereals-sold in the supermarkets is
produced in huge quantities on huge farms using
huge quantities of chemicals. The chemicals are
used as fertilizers to increase crop yield, or as
sprays and dusts to kill unwanted pests, weeds
and fungi. But they may also be harmful to our
health, especially to infants and children as they
consume larger quantities when they are young.
During winter months, 40% of the vegetables
and fruits used in the United States is imported.
Some of it is contaminated with chemicals such
as DDT that are banned in the U.S. Pressures
from agro-chemical and other agro-industries
make truly safe or wholesome foods hard to find.
But not so during the summer months! Most
regions have local growers that produce fresh
vegetables, fruits, flowers and nuts. Many small
farmers grow food organically-without artificial
fertilizers or chemicals. We reduce our exposure
to agricultural chemicals when we buy
organically grown fruits and vegetables.
Many families choose to grow their own food
during the warm growing season. If your family
can't grow vegetables or fruits in your backyard
or community garden projects, you may buy
locally grown things at the Farmers' Market
during Summer and Fall months. You might also
request grocery stores in your town to carry local
organic produce whenever available.

The Carrot Seed
I planted a carrot seed
I told the seed to grow
But it didn't grow
And I was sad.
Then one day
I awoke and saw
My carrot was huge
And I was happy.
At dinner we ate mashed potatoes
With boiled carrots
And it was good.
-Uriah Leclerc, Woodriver
El. School, Fairbanks, Alaska

Another way is to subscribe to a community
supported agriculture ( CSA) farm. For a set
annual fee, the CSA will deliver seasonal produce
to your doorsteps (or you can pick your own).
Organic products are healthier and good for us
but they are more expensive. Talk to a local
grower in your community and fmd out why?

Receta de Guacamole: A Recipe for Vegan Guacamole Dip
You will need4 large avocados
1/2 large lemon
3 small green onions
1/2 lime
1/2 to 2/3 cup chopped black olives
1 and 1/2 tbsp. spice blend
1/2 to 2/3 cup choppedfresh mushrooms
Salsa and black or cayenne pepper optional
First, cut each avocado in half, take out the
seed, and peel back the skins. Then, in a large
bowl, mash the avocados with the back ofa fork
until they're smooth and creamy. Set the bowl in
the refrigerator to chill. Start chopping the
onions, olives, and mushrooms. Leave the pieces
chunky, do not chop them too small. Now, mix in
the veggies and seasoning. Add the juice of the
lemon and lime and mix well. The pepper and
salsa are optional, so add them to suit your taste.
Enjoy it with bread, tortillas, chips, salad . ..
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Necesitacis4 aguacates grandes
1/2 limon grande
3 cebollas chicas
112 lima
1/2 - 2/3 taza de aceitunas picadas
1/2 cucharada de especias al gusto
1/2-2/3 taza de champifiones frescos y picados
salsa y pimienta 0 chile molido al gusto
Primero, corte cada aguacate por la mitad,
quite el hueso y la cascara. BMalos en un
recipiente grande con la parte de atras del tenedor
hasta que esten cremosos y suaves. Ponga el
recipiente a enfriar en el refrigerador. Pique las
cebollas, aceitunas y champifiones. Dejelos en
cuadritos, no los corte muy pequefios. Ahora
mezc1e los vegetales y las especias. Agregue el
jugo de limon y lima y mezcle bien. La pimenta y
salsa son opcionales, agregue a su gusto.

June 16: Day of the African Child On June
16, 1976, hundreds of children in Soweto, South
Africa were killed as they protested against
Apartheid. Recognizing that African and
African-American children are threatened by
violence, illness and instability everyday,
UNICEF and the Organization of African Unity
have planned many activites on June 16 to rally
support for African children everywhere.
Conditions for children in South Africa are
expected to improve as the new multi-racial,
democratic government begins working.
August 5-7 Hiroshima and Nagasaki Day
To observe the end of Apartheid, for 3 weeks
National Stuttering Awareness Week was
observed May 9-15. Did you know that over 3 during Easter 1995, 30 youth representing the
million Americans stutter? That stuttering affects diverse cultures of South Africa will join 20
youth from other countries to plant PeaceTrees
four times as many males as females? People
in Khayelitsha, a township outside Cape Town.
who stutter are as intelligent and as well
adjusted as non-stutterers. Some 25% of all
The world continues to bleed from the
children go through a stage of development
countless wounds of wars. However, in 1995,
during which they stutter. The Stuttering
fifty years after World War II, young people from
Hotline, 1-800-992-9392, offers helpful
all over the world will gather in Berlin, Germany
information.
to create a World Peace Garden. Together
with local youth, they will plant a garden that
Go Solar! Sixty cars, including a vehicle
will combine ecology, self-employment and
made by high school students in Pennsylvania,
entered Tour de Sol, the international Solar Auto multicultural human relations. The garden will
be a sanctuary honoring the earth and each one
Race. The cars travel as fast as 75 mph, on the
of us, no matter what our race, religion or gender.
energy of the sun. However, it's not the speed
but energy efficiency that counts. From New
Contact: Stefan Preuss, c/o WPG, Worther StraBe
27, 10405 Berlin, Germany
York to Florida, the racers spent five days
demonstrating the many uses of solar
Tree-Free Paper! First, it was hemp and
technology.
now it is kenaf. For the first time, a U.S.
magazine has been published on paper made
Young Poets at the Library of Congress
This spring Ms. Rita Dove, the Poet Laureate of from a commercially grown crop ofkenaf. Earth
Island Journal's Earth Day Issue is sure to sow
the United States, invited several high school
students of Native American background to read more seeds ofkenaf. Kenaf is a fast-growing
their poems. This was the first time an event like African plant that can grow 15 feet in 5 months!
It can produce 8 to 10 tons of biomass per acre;
this occured at the Library of Congress. Ms.
five times as much paper pulp as from an acre of
Dove encourages using poetry as a viable tool
trees-and at half the cost.
for social and personal growth.
The Silent Deep Blue Oceans? Sorry, not
Take Your Daughters to Work has caught
anymore! Much of marine life depends on
national attention! The second annual Take
Your Daughters to Work Day was observed by sound waves they produce for survival! Now
over 2 million parents and I million daughters in scientists are worried about the dangerous levels
of human-made noise pollution in our oceans.
the US. Girls visited diverse jobs in hospitals,
Because of the interference, whales and other
courtrooms, laboratories, and the White House!
marine life forms are having serious problems.
Historically, women and minorities such as
Large pulses of low-frequency sounds are
African-Americans and Latin-Americans have
generated constantly by our cargo ships,
received unequal opportunities in the
offshore oil explorations, naval weapons testing,
workplace. This day was founded to combat
and other scientific experiments.
that inequality. Possibilities for girls in the
world of work are endless!
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World Environment Day:
One Earth, One Family
is the theme of World
Environment Day being
celebrated on June 5, 1994.
Each year the event is
sponsored by the United
Nations Environment
Program, UNEP.

Building Your Multicultural Library

®
\U\I&I

..........

Zen Speaks: Shouts of
Nothingness by Tsai
Chih Chung, translated
by Brian Bruya (Anchor
Books Doubleday, 1540
Broadway, New York,
NY 10036). Although
by no means an
introductory text, it does
make philosophy more
accessible to readers
young and old. Tsai's
aim is to clarify ancient
Zen Buddhist
philosophy for modem
readers by retelling Zen
principles in cartoon
form. His light-hearted
illustrations are sure to
generate further interest
in the study of Zen and
other Asian religions.
Text in Chinese and
English. Suitable for
ages 13 and up.

Of

SILENCE

~

FOIJR MONICS MAIlE A PAGT: THEY 'MlULD M£PITATE
IN SILENa /'OR SEVEN PIJ\'(S.• PURIHG WWICH TIME
NO ONE WAS TO SAY A SINGL£ ~P ••..

U.TE AT NIGHT ON THE FIRST PAY.
THEIR ONE CANtU. SUW£NLY
STAATEP TO FLICKER....

Of./, NO,
THE CANPlE'S
~~

LiJl~
~

,
Changing Our World: A Handbook for Young
Advocates by Paul Fleisher (Zephyr Press, PO
Box 13448, Tucson, AZ 85732). Whatbetter
time to "change our world" than in the summer?
This practical resource guides young social
activists through the steps necessary to enact
effective social change. Without preaching, the
author emphasizes the importance of self-esteem,
personal lifestyle, organization, and research in
meaningful activism. Includes fictional and actual
examples of youth activism, as well as a useful
section on troubleshooting. For ages 12 and up.

~l~il

~

Kids Explore the Gifts of Children with Special
Needs by Westridge Young Writers Workshop
(John Muir Publications, PO Box 613, Santa Fe,
NM 87504). Another excellent addition to the
Kids Explore series! Elementary school students in
Colorado have written profiles of ten children with
special needs. Each chapter answers questions
about disabilities such as dyslexia, brittle bone
disease, hearing impairment, blindness and cerebral
palsy. But more importantly, the book celebrates
each child and their gifts, refusing to let the chidren
be solely defmed by their disabilities. Grades 4 plus.

Multicultural Mathematics: Interdisciplinary
A Taste of Earth by Thich Nhat Hanh. Translated
Cooperative-Learning Activities by Claudia
from the Vietnamese by Mobi Warren (Parallax
Zaslavsky (J. Weston Walch, Publisher, PO Box Press, PO Box 7355, Berkeley, CA 94707 USA).
658, Portland, ME 04104). What do traditional This is a collection of twelve beautifully written
arts, hieroglyphics, secret codes, and the federal
legends from Vietnam by a well-known Zen master,
budget have to do with multiplication, fractions,
poet and peace activist. Through these traditional
probability and percents? A great deal,
stories, we learn about the Vietnamese culture, its
according to this innovative math book. The
creation story and deeply rooted commitment to
subtitle of Zaslavsky's book is accurate, for her
cooperation and reconciliation. This 124-page
approach to math basics is truly interdisciplinary, book also contains over 20 black and white
and fascinating as well. For ages 11 and up.
drawings. Suitable for upper grades to adult.
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To be listed on the Pen Pal Page, please send $5.00. (You'll also get
a copy ofthe issue.) Low-income and subscribers get one free listing.
Melissa Murray, girl,15
Int: gymnastics, writing and dancing
Wants pals from all over the world
R.D.#I, Box 21, Butler-Logan Rd.
Tarentum, PA 15084 USA
Daisy Diaz, girl, 12
Int: Buddhism, meditation, cultures
c/o Susan Mills, P.O.Box 61
Randolph Center, VT 05061 USA
Wants pen pals from India.
Kennedy Istaxis, boy, 16
Interests: games, music. Pen pals
worldwide, USA, Asia, Germany.
LCCN Hqs., POBox 21, Numan
Ac41mawa State, NIGERIA
Anthony Maxwell, boy, 16
Newtown Road, NT 4/B
POB 1715, Sunyani B/A, GHANA
Int: reading, swimming, shot put
Justice Bright Barnie, 16
POB 15, Sunyani B/A, GHANA
J(wadwo Bright, 16
POB 1765, Sunyani B/A, GHANA
Felix A. Sarkodie (boy, 12, Int:
football, tennis, reading. Wants
pen pals worldwide) and Fastina
Boadiwaa, (girl, 12, Int: reading,
writing, volleyball. Wants pals
from USA, Canada) Write them at
POB 1688, Sunyani B/A GHANA
Naben G. Charles, 14
Oppong Asante, 15
Int: table tennis, volleyball
Both want pen pals worldwide.
POB 206, Sunyani B/A GHANA
Rita Barnie, girl, 18
PO Box 15,
Sunyani B/A GHANA
Nana Baah Juckson, boy
Nana Ernest K. Baah, boy
Estate Road, House No. 19/B
PO Box 335,
Sunyani B/A GHANA
Int: music, dance, art, football
Irina Ribtchak, girl, 10
ul. Polykhina, d. 16, kv.ll
183027 Murmansk, RUSSIA
Int: dolls, sewing, animals (dogs)
Sasha Fheduk, boy, 16
ul. Ovrazhnaya, d. 3, kv. 2
V. Volotchek, Tverskaya obI.
171110 RUSSIA
Want pen pals anywhere

Max Sergeyev, boy, 13
Gagarini 31-33, Sillamae
EE 2010, ESTONIA
Int: history, sports, music. Pals
from USA, Canada, England.
Family Volchkovis
Yruche Street, 4/388
220141 Minsk, BYELORUSSIA
Natasha Tsvirko, girl, 13
ul. Zhudro, d. 47, kv. 52
220104 Minsk, BYELORUSSIA
Int: stamps, drawing, sewing,
reading, dance. Pals from USA.
Dasha Murashova, girl, 8
Int: dance, music, dolls, animals.
Can write in Russian and English.
Lesoparkovaja 100-32
Magnitogorsk, Cheljabinskaya obI.
455025 RUSSIA
Olesya Koryagina, girl, 12
ul. Naberezhyie, d. 10, kv. 86
Energodar, Zaporozhskaye obI.
332608 UKRAJNE
.
Int: travel, dance, coins, cards

Martynas Rodinas, boy, 9
Int: piano, painting, stamps,
computer games. Pen pal in USA.
Skroblu 6-112
2015 Vilnius, LITHUANIA
Tomas Bedulskis, boy, 9
Int: sports, music, art.
Suderves 20-157
2050 Vilnius, LITHUANIA
Jurgita Karalyte,'girl, 12
Int: swimming, handicrafts. Pals
from all over, especially Lithuanians
in other countries.
Sakalai ~t.,33-16
2034 VIlmus, LITHUANIA
Oksana Sobachkina, girl, 14
Int: dance, music, pen pals
Partizanu 15-24
4761 Visaginas, LITHUANIA
Vladik Ugryumov, boy, 7
ul. Timme, d. 6/3, kv. 33
Arkhangelsk 163051 RUSSIA
Int: chess, cards

Laura Rasarite, girl, 12
Int: cycling, knitting, English class
Andrei Kovrigin, boy, 10
Gluoniy 13, Ramuciai
ul. Vavilova, d. 51 A, kv. 8
4301 Kauno raj., LITHUANIA
Krasnoyarsh 66059 RUSSIA
Simona Skackovaite, girl, 14
Int: art, skiing, stamps, coins, pets
Int: writing, sports, television
Sa ulius Vaskevicius, boy, 7
Parko 18-4, Ramuciai
Int: drawing, sports, cinema
4301 Kauno raj., LITHUANIA
Ausza Vaskeviciute, girl, 18
Jurga Stancelyte, girl, 12
Int: sports, music, cinema, travel
Wants pen pal in USA.
c/o Sopeno 3-12/2,
Centure 2, Ramuciai
Vilnius 2006, LITHUANIA
4301 Kauno raj., LITHUANIA
Timothy Hegerich, boy, 9 (Int:
Ylona Petraviurite, girl, 12
Cub Scouts, X-men, fishing) and
Int: dance, music, television
Jennifer Hegerich, girl, 12 (Int:
Vilniaus 28, Karrnilava
reading, Girl Scouts, crafts, chorus,
4301 Kauno raj., LITHUANIA
saxophone). Both want EnglishReda Gabrilavicuite, girl, 13
writing pen pals from everywhere.
Int:
animals, music, sports
355 Lloyd Road,
Turzinai,
4301 Kaunas LITHUANIA
Aberdeen, NJ 07747 USA
"We are looking for 150 pen pals Irena Jarasiunaite, girl, 17
Draugyrtes 14, Isorai,
for our 4th, 5th and 6th grade
Jonavas
raj. 5002 LITHUANIA
students. Pals from Japan, India,
Egypt, France, Canada, Mexico,
Jurgita Paplauskaite, girl, 17
Peru, and the U.S., including
Vilniaus 27-1, Karrnilava
Arizona." Write4301 Kauno raj., LITHUANIA
c/o Mrs. Geraldine Stevens,
Inna Pikhtina, girl, 11
Chapt. I Teacher, Rough Rock
ul. Naberezhnaya, d. 10, kv.82
Community School, Box 217,
Zaporozhskaya obI., Energodar
Chinle, AZ 86503 USA
332608 UKRAINE
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Let's Celebrate
We'll be taking a summer break just like you!
Expect your next issue in early October, when we
feature Native American Cultures. Look out also
for the winning submissions many of you sent for
the 1994 Skipping Stones Youth Honor Award.

People from many countries have moved to
Lorain, Ohio over the years. They were able to
fmd jobs in ship building and steel making
because Lorain hugs the shores of Lake Erie, one
of the five Great Lakes. Twenty-seven years ago,
Lorain started its International Festival, honoring
What do you think?
our citizens of diverse cultures.
February: African American History Month
Last year, about 20 cultures were represented
March: Women's History Month
in
the
festival. Each culture chooses a PrincessFebruary-March: Skipping Stones prints
an
ambassador
for the festival. She dresses in
your views on how to best achieve equality!
traditional clothing and tells people about her
• There should / should not be separate classes
country, sharing the customs and lifestyles of her
for boys and girls because . ..
native country through artwork or storytelling.
• I think it makes no / good sense to have children
Last year, Kavita Kumaraguru, an exchange
ofdifferent abilities learn together because . ..
student from India, was Queen of the festival and
• People who were discriminated agains t in the
shared her Indian heritage. Did you know that
past should get special/no privileges because . .. the concept of zero came from India long ago?
That surgery was performed there 3000 years
Guide For Submissions
ago? That Hindus, Muslims, Christians and Jews
worship side by side with Buddhists, Sikhs, and
We invite children and young adults to
Jains? This harmony has existed for centuries.
submit their own writing and artwork for
Exciting events tumble over each other for the
publication in Skipping Stones. We especially
two weeks. A cheerful parade with bands, floats
encourage submissions by youth from underand, of course, the Queen, roars down the streets
represented populations. Adults may also
of
Lorain. A three day celebration at the end of
contribute (Send an SASE for guidelines).
the festival features music, foods and dances from
Ideas for submissions:
different countries. Solemn Native American
• Your religion and culture, favorite ethnic foods
dancers may use the stage one minute, while a
and hospitality customs
whirling Polish Polka may rock the stage next.
• Proverbs and riddles in other languages
Learning about each other, our customs,
• The world in the year 2025
dances, foods, clothing, and values, brings people
• Travel experiences in other cultures or countries
closer. For all our differences, people everywhere
are very much alike. So, let's celebrate!
• Questions to Dear Hanna, Letters to the Editor
-Kelly B. Sagert , Lorain, Ohio
On each page include your name, age or
grade, and address. We would be especially
* Keep an eye out for cultural festivals in your
interested in hearing about your heritage. What
own area this summer, and join the fun!
cultures were your ancestors from? Let us know.
If you would like your work returned, please
include a self-addressed, stamped envelope. If
your work is published in Skipping Stones, you
will receive a complimentary copy of that issue.
Answers to Anna's Amazing Journey, pp. 6-7
Menu: Tunisia (tuna fish); Togo (to go); Chile (chili); Turkey
(turkey); Switzerland (seltzer); Fiji (fudge); Iceland (ice cream)
Anna and Albert's conversation: can you (Kenya); please (Belize);
indoor (Indonesia); mall (Mali); gum (Guam); boots (Djibouti);
afghan (Afghanistan); car with a tank of gas (Madagascar); sweet
(Sweden); Tina (Argentina); Chad (Chad); small (Somalia);
make (Jamaica); lickin' (Liechtenstein); guitar (Qatar)
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Painting by Sudha Khandelwal, Indore. India

Encourage your kids to share the fruits of
th'eirsummercreativity with Skipping Stones!
Commitments to school, jobs, extra-curriculars, and· .
.organizations continue year round. But summer months lend
· flexibjIity to our comni!hnents.We take vacations, enjoy the
outdoors, get together with family and friends. Take advantage
orthe relaxedmood and celebrate 1994 as the International
Year of the Family with a summer long celebration!
.

Community' as Family:. InvolveyourseJves.
• Organize and/or attendneighborhoodgatheriIigs. Encourage
informal group games; Visit neighborhood association meetings
willi yoUr children.'
_.
.
. .
.
.
. .
• Sponsor aneighborhoOd kids' group. Every week a different :
parent ot caregiver hosts an activity fOf a group of neighborhood'
kids..
: try c()oking, sports, storytelling, arts and crafts, gardening,
Have you ever wanted to whisk your family off on a . .
language
games, writing workshops, neighborhood newspaper. ..
·.Journey 'Round the World?· With a little imagination
•
MIssed
Take Your Daughters to Work Day? Why not bring
and the followitig suggestioris your family will become·
yoWdaughters,
sons; nieces,'nephews this summer? Besides
worldwise this slimnier without ever leaving youT city.
helpi,ng
children
see how important joqs are to family life, it is a
.• ' Begin yourjmirney with stories. Every country, culture,
valuable
way
to
let
them 'see the OpportlPlities available to them.
· and region has its oWn. folklore and history. Visit libraries
Have,
your
children
visit
occupations very different from ypui own.
and bookstores. Read books together as a family, expePment
•.
Volunteer
together
as
a family at a community food shelf,
with storytelfuJ.g and acting~ut the tales, celebrate your.own
.
Habitat for Hwrianity; nature center, Cultuialevent. '.~. .
or regional culture and create original stories.
..
•
Join
others
in
e~tablishingor'participating
in
a
com~unity
• Dr~ams of Australia? Egypt? Oklahoma? ZanZibar?
garden. Or, take advantage ofloeal farms and farn'lers' markets;
Plan an imaginary vacation, anyWhere in the worid. 'Inchlde
make
a day piCking arid/or preserving fresh fruit and vegetables.·
your children in' all aspects ofthe planning process: decision'
·
~
.Welcome
worms into your life, start a family or neighborhood
- . making (where will we go? how will we get there?), research
·
vermicomposting
bin. (See Skipping Stones, 6#2,fot information)..
(send away for brochures, visit the library,.talk to people
· native to the area), cultural awareness (learn language,
Noplacelikehome::.Explore the Area Where You Live
history, and customs), and packing (will y6u need w~rm
• When taking a field trip, getting there is half the fun... dr~g oui
clothes? camping equipment? binoculars?) .
· the bicycles and heIniets, hail down a city bus; hop aboard th¢.
·- subway or light-rail train..
•' With all of your preparatioris you" may well take.that
. . trip for real! .But YOuT familywill also have fun taking
• Seek out local and regional cultUral festiva:Is. Many state or
an imaginary' one: Pretend your h()me is your imagined
.. county fairs have multi-ethnic activities-games, arts and crafts,
.
destination' for aday. Decorate with handmade traditional art.
musk exhibitions-planned both for children and the whole family;
(There are several multicultural arts and crafts books no\\:,
. '. Emphasize ecology by visit~glandfill sites, recycling centers,
..•..
.' available for kids.) Create traditional costumes, obs:erve
was~ wa~r treatment plants, nature centers. Encourage preparatory
special customs and etiquette, designate certain wordS and
re~eaich, on-siteqtiestions and interviews, and follow-up projects..
phrases to be s-pokenin another language. With your
.' • Have your cliildren ever asked how a newspaper was printed?· ...
fa.m}ly's imag4tation; you will go far!. .
..
· Or, their favorite cereal made? Take advantage oflocal indu~ and
• Become active. pen pals with a family overseas:
businesses; many offer tours, special arrangements can often be made.
. ··Host an international student for a period, or become a
·DO yo~ live in a river valley, nibuntains, plains, desert? Take a
trip through time and research your local geology, How was your
"contact" family for an iiiternational student at yoUr local ..
college or university. Both are wonderful opportunities for .
landscape formed? By an ocean? Volcano? Uplift? Glacier? Make a·
cultural exchange; invariilbiy, you will rediscover your own
- contour map ofyOm area. with plaster of Paris.. Which people, plants
cOuntry as learn about another. .
· and animals have lived in your ar~a? Take advantage local natural •
.history mtis.eums or archaeology sites.. Simulate an ar-chaeOlogical·
• Ever tried Thai? Eaten Ethiopian? Visitethnic
dig in a plot of--dirt; make "fossils;' with plaster ofParis. restaurants or cook international.mealsat home. Host a .
.• Local nature groups and centers are .often eager to sponsor clean- ...
potluck and invite families from different cultures, families
you'd like to get to know better.
..
up projects, trail building and removal of non-native plant species:·
. • Listen to radio programs from different cOuntries. Watch·
• .Learn about local edible plants; make a wild 'foods feast; try .
TV programs produced by PBS, BBC .or Spanish networks.
natural dyeing Qfwoo.1 or cotton with garden plants or vege!ables.
•. Design a family t"shirt, family tree or family calendar...
~ Look for foreign films andanimat~dfeatures ori TV, at
video rental, stores, and at the library. .
--:--AEB
...
• Figure out the Culturhary (page 4) together:, create One
Resources:.
. .
of your ()wn and send it to Skipping Sto11;es!
•
TraJi~itions Abroad. Dept. TRA, Box 3000, Denville,NJ 07834.
Excellenibi-monthly magazine ($19.95/year) on international·
"Remember when... '?" Compile a multi-media Family
travel,· work, education, v~lunteer opportunIties.
. Scrapbook to keep your collective memory shai-p:'
.
School's
Out.' Re~ourr;esfor Your Child's Time by Joan M ..
. '. .~. Be sure to record youT real and unaginary journeys, . .
.
Bergstrom.
Ten Speed Press. 1990, .
· family ~vents, and everyday activities with drawings, stories, ..
Kids
Can
art
and
activity books. Williamson Publishing: .
storYtelling, recipes, photographs, maps,. vid~<? and audio tapes.
World's
Best
Outdoor
Games by Glen Vecchione. Sterling. 1992.
Send some of your creations to Skipping Stones and we'll

of

of

.publish an International Family Scrapbook to share with ail.
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.(1) One day;'two menwentto hunt-and they
, found a wild goose. One man decided to c~tch it .
and roast it, but-the other'waIitedto boil.it. , .
. (2) Because of their different ideas, they began
, to quarrel. Meanwhile, the wild goose flew away.
, ' (3) While they quarreled excited!y,. a cl~vet: ,.'
man ~ppeared. He said, "Youneedn't quarrel. .
The goose has gone."
,
" .. (4) The two foolish men looked up., The wild
goose had' indeed already flown away. Suddenly,
'
.
they fell into a swoon..'
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