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Open the door and welcome in the New Year!
In many cultures people have a tradition of opening wide the doors of their
homes at the moment of great change. At the New Year, some people even toss
their old shoes through the doorway as if to say, "It's time to move on,
Old Year. We've certainly been through a lot together and you won't be
forgotten, but here are your travelling shoes."
The Old Year moves on reluctantly-so many things left undone!-and is
nearly knocked over by the impatience of the coming Year. Having grown up
with Midwestern winters, I can imagine the New Year arriving in a blustery
swirl of snow and ice, eager to unpack its suitcase full of hopes and
expectations in the company of family and friends. Inevitably, questions fly
fast and furious as the New Year settles in. What will the New Year bring?
Is this the year that brings peace? Is this the year that brings us closer to the
dream of freedom envisioned by Martin Luther King?
The New Year arrives here at Skipping Stones with its well-traveled
suitcase overflowing! Hopes and expectations from all over the worldTibet and Zambia, New York and Montana-could hardly wait to leap
onto the pages of this magazine.
As you read this issue, you will find writings that open the door to change.
The prose and poetry here respond to fear and prejudice, friendship and
understanding. You will read about young people who have fled from
oppression in their home countries and about people who are working
together to end war. The authors and artists featured in this issue express
both their anger and their optimism regarding prejudiee and discrimination.
Many offer suggestions and solutions. This issue of Skipping Stones is
definitely about hope, and ultimately, it is about freedom.
What do you see when you think of freedom? What do you hear? What
do you imagine? Freedom from fear, prejudice or war? Freedom to create and
express yourself with pride? Freedom to dream, learn, and understand others?
There is a Mexican proverb that says, La libertad, cuando empieza a
enraizar, es una planta que crece muy rdpido. Freedom, when it begins to
take root, is a plant that grows very quickly.
Can you see freedom asa plant,
taking root in your own home
and community? Will you
Freedom
tend it carefully as it grows?
I will break free from my cage,
Join us as we work in the
And flyaway on golden wings.
world's "garden" toward
The cage bars shatter,
freedom now!
Liberating me from my confinement.
I'll escape dying hope,
I'll run away from fear.
I'll soar to the sky on my golden wings,
And let the wind blow me home.
Amy E. Brandt
-Jamie Olson, 16, Hillsboro, Oregon
Associate Editor

~
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Pride and Praise
My name is Christina Gonzales.
I am Hispanic. No one in my family ever lived
in Mexico. For many generations my family has
lived in Texas. I am proud of my Hispanic culture.
I have stayed fluent in Spanish as well as English.
I have made friends with autistic kids at my school.
Through this special friendship I have realized that
though we all have many differences, we all need
one another. How boring this world would be if
we all were alike!
- Christina Gonzales, 11, Odessa, Texas

I wish to thank you very much because of the
great love you have shown. I can say your club
(magazine) is one of the most important clubs in
the whole wide world. I say, "Bravo!" I say this
because I have gotten two letters from your country.
I am telling people how good and loveful your club
is. Live long, Skipping Stones!
-Brako Christian, 15, Sunyani BIA, GHANA

... my 4th-5th grade class at Glenwood Landing
School was quite excited to choose pen pals from
the former Soviet Union and Africa. Many students
have received back letters from their pen pals and
have brought them in to share with the class.
They selected correspondents from a range of
ages from 7-15 and of varying degrees of proficiency
in English, so they are learning some words and
names from other countries. Fortunately, we have
a Russian-speaking teacher next door to us, and he
translates the odd Russian word for students.
They are quite thrilled!
-Jemzine Bernesby, Glen Head, New York

Thanks for the wonderful work you do! I teach
English as a Second Language, and my students
really enjoy finding snippets they can read in their
own languages. One Puerto Rican girl nearly
started to cry because one of your pictures looked
so much like her grandmother.
-Andrea J. Keirstead, Farmington, Maine

I read in Skipping Stones your fine "Guide for
Parents and Teachers" (Children and Spirituality,
Vol. 6, no. 5). I and some friends are interested
in obtaining the books you listed to distribute to
schools and libraries. I would be glad to obtain a
more complete list. We are interested in the books
in all of the categories you listed and in any other
suggestions you have. Thank you.
-Evelyn Pritcher, Los Angeles, California
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Listen up, Mr. President!
I teach in an inner-city Lutheran school. We often
talk about the dangers of living in St. Louis and the
constant threat of gangs, something my children fear.
This year we worked on classroom teamwork and did
a lot of talking about how it is very hard for one person
to try to change things in this world on their own.
We decided it takes many people working together.
NuRechia's poem helped me realize the growing
intensity of my childrens' fears (See Nobody, page 10).
I wanted my children to feel that their thoughts and
feelings were important, and that they did have a voice,
even though they were children. So, we all wrote letters
to President Clinton. They were beautiful! The children
asked President Clinton to get tougher on drugs and
gangs. Also, they asked that he put more police officers
on the streets and get more guns off the streets.
- Dawn Hoogerheide, Teacher, St. Louis, Missouri

World Citizen
I was born in Vallejo, California. I lived there for
two years, then I moved to Coeur d'Alene, Idaho. I had
seven happy years there. Then my family and I started
to move. We went to Riyadh, Saudi Arabia where I
experienced a whole new culture and environment.
When I was there I visited many new places such as
Thailand, Egypt, and Jordan. If there wasn't so much
tension between the Muslims and the Jews, I would
have visited Israel. I found the people in Saudi to be
most hospitable, and overall, generous. Most of my
friends came from different places around the world.
You could easily meet the Arabians by going to the
sookes or downtown, to buy authentic Arabian goods.
Our next jump was to Sydney, Australia. While
living in Sydney, we visited China. The time we were
in China, we saw temples and gardens galore. I always
find seeing new places interesting.
-Sarah Clem, 8th grade, World Citizen

Skipping Stones is your forum! Share your
opinions with readers around the world. What's
happening in your school or community? Let us know
what you think about Skipping Stones. What would
you like to see in future issues?

CuI • tur • nar • y
What do these words and phrases mean? Where do
they come from? Consult your teachers, parents,
books, or friends from other cultures.
(Answers are hidden in this issue)

Maroons
Nahuat
Abeng

FMLN Guinda
Lhasa Yangji
Fulanis Suffrage

Tsampa
Olshany
Chupa

When I get into trouble in school, my folks say, "If you don't
break any rules, you can't get into trouble." It's a lot more
complicated than that, but no one listens to the way I see it. -J.1.
Dear J.1.: You and I are in agreement. Life is vastly more complicated; it is not simply
a system of rules. The following Asian myth clearly brings this message home.

Otter's Children
Otter rushed before the King, crying: "You said you have
established a Kingdom where peace reigns! Peace does
not reign! Weasel is responsible for the death of
my children. I dove into the water to hunt
food for my children, leaving them in the care
of Weasel. When I returned, they were dead!"
The King confronted Weasel, who explained: "Alas, I am
~ responsible for the death of Otter's children through a
~~ terrible accident. When Woodpecker sounded the War
Alarm, I rushed to my Defense Post, and accidentally I,
trampled Otter's children in my haste."
\\
The King summoned Woodpecker, who
\ ~\E.~~'I
recounted events: "I began the War Alarm
I.
instantly when I spied Scorpion sharpening his
dagger. You know that is a
-designated Act of War."
~ '-In defense, Scorpion told the King:
"I readied my dagger,
the instant I saw Lobster
swinging its javelin!"
When Lobster appeared before the King,
~~\t-~.:J--J- she explained: "Indeed, I frantically swung
_ my javelin, when I saw Otter swimming straight
toward my children, ready to devour them."
Turning to Otter, King said
slowly, sadly, quietly:
"Weasel is not guilty.
Your own deed brought
~ -s_
~u"
about the death of
r
,'" e "
I"
~:::::il~ff1I_~'"
( . p~
your Ch'ld
1 ren.

y/

_--~~ ~~ThankYou, J.1.!
-

You helped us all
stop and look at a point often ignored.
To achieve true justice, one must always look at the
whole picture. Each person must be listened to fully. Speedy
judgments based on isolated broken rules may be quick and easy
but often do not lead to lasting, satisfying peace.

~

Questions? Comments? Write toDear Hanna
c/o Skipping Stones
Post Office Box 3939
Eugene, Oregon 97403 USA
Illustrations by Elizabeth Corbett, Elbridge, New York
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Speaking Out Against Prejudice
What's the best way to fight prejudice and
discrimination? Speak up about it! The young
writers on the following pages do just that.
Their essays and poems look at prejudice straight
on and challenge us to work toward solutions.
When you respect and work together with
others, you give everyone the freedom to express
who they are. No matter what our race, religion,
gender or ability, everyone has something to
contribute to the world!
African-American author Zora Neale Hurston
said it well when she wrote, "Sometimes, I feel
discriminated against, but it does not make me
angry. It merely astonishes me. How can anyone
deny themselves the pleasure ofmy company?"

Being Overweight
Surely everyone knows what it feels like
to be overweight.
It is the part of you you try to cover up
with a blanket.
It is secretly dieting at home, and not
revealing it to your friends.
Being overweight is like snow falling on
you that never melts away.
Being overweight is keeping captive
inside you the words, "Shut up,"
Guarding it below your vocal cords when
+:
someone says, "B oy, you 're
lat'"
.
It is the food bunched up in your stomach
that won't digest.
It is your parents saying, "You better lose
weight now before you reach puberty,
because that's when your fat cells are
developed. "
Being overweight is 172
CELEBRATIONS that happen all year
around, when you eat cake and ice
cream and gain a lot of weight. Later
there you are, at home on the scale,
hoping you'll lose a lot of that weight
that's growing on you like mold grows
on old bread.
Surely everyone knows what it feels like
to be overweight.
- David Bear, Grade 5, now in Grade 7,
Eugene, Oregon. This poem is inspired by
E.B. White's poem "Surely everyone knows
what democracy is."
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A Poisoned Heart
My heart has been poisoned
And as it aches, it calls my name.
"Snow White, are you home? I'm aching."
But I can only respond by letting the warm tears fall
down my pale cheeks.
I look like a ghost.
Or at least that's what people think
when they look at me.
I have pure white skin, and because of that
I have been teased and tormented.
Once by a teacher.
Once by a brother.
Once by a friend.
Nobody feels sorry for me.
They just hear the comments
and let the torture begin.
I feel as though I am being stabbed.
My heart, my warm, loving heart,
is mutilated and ripped to a thousand pieces,
like a broken piece of glass,
and all the warm blood pours out
and the poison spreads.
It now lies there alone, broken and poisoned,
longing for me to respond.
And with every word,
I die a little,
and I walk away,
hoping to wake up from these nightmares.
But I never do.
I look like Snow White.
But the Seven Dwarves haven't yet come
to save me,
from being
poisoned.
-Jennifer Greenwald, 14, McDonough School,
Baltimore, Maryland. "] am in a situation that many people
are either unaware ofor don't clearly understand. People
are beginning to understand the persecution ofAfricanAmericans, Native Americans, and Jews, but they sometimes don't recognize that people with sicknesses and other
problems are also being teased. I don't have a sickness,
but I have been constantly teased on my light skin. "

"My life has been a long, hard road, but I've got a
lot to show for it. The day I had my heart transplant,
well, the only thing I can compare it to is some kind of
rebirth, like a phoenix rising from the ashes."
- Shawn Lewis, 15. From Kids Explore the Gifts of Children
with Special Needs by the Westridge Young Writers Workshop.

Imagine if this happened to you.
Imagine if this happened to you, how would it make
you feel? ..
Hi. I am eight years old. My name is Sophie. I go to
Condit School. One day after school my friend, Karen,
and I were playing in the park when two big boys came
up and pushed me.
They said, "Get out of this park, Jew! We don't want
any Jews in our park!" It made me want to cry~ Fighting
tears, I grabbed Karen's hand and ran up the hill.
That night I did not feel like eating dinner. Before, I
had been proud of being Jewish, but now I was not so
sure. When at last it was time for bed, I hopped right in.
I lay awake for a long time thinking about what the
boys had said. Finally, after what seemed like days, I
heard my door open and my mother come in. I like
having my mom come in and talk to me. "Sophie, honey,
anything you want to talk about?" Mommy seemed
tired but I had to talk to her! I shook my head yes.
When she got to my bed she smiled at me, "What
about?" I told her about what happened in the park.
She told me about Martin Luther King and how he
wanted us to live equally. I understood how he felt.
Mommy also read to me his speech called I Have a
Dream. I like it. I even wrote my own verse:
I have a dream that no kid would be called names
just because he/she looked different or had a different
religion.
-Rachel AckofJ, 9, Condit School, Claremont, California,
writes, "A few months before I wrote this, I took a trip to
Germany. My family and I saw several Nazi exhibits, and a
concentration camp. We saw old people's bags and all the
Jewish and Polish people's passports. We saw pictures of
mothers and their babies fumigated. All was sad, but I learned
much. Hatred is an evil thing! Before I wrote Imagine, I was
visiting the Los Angeles Children's Museum with my mother
and sister. I was wearing my Jewish star shirt and a man
sitting on a bench called out, "Hey, Jew!" There's not much
name-calling at my school, but what there is bothers me. "

• •

Prejudice
As I walked down the streets
of myoid neighborhood
I wondered how any
human could
destroy the lives
of so many others,
splitting up families,
separating lovers.
It had all started out
in a land far away,
but it came closer and closer
every day.
They began taking the old,
the sick and the poor,
but as time went on
they took a lot more.
Everyone turned against us,
we were problems they said,
their final solution
was to have all of us dead!
My family was killed,
my home was seized,
we came out with our hands up;
they were not appeased.
So I became a slave for the people
who had once been my friends.
Prejudice! Prejudice!
It never ends.
- Tami Thompson, 15, Lloyd Harbor,
New York, writes, "Although I am a young
Christian girl born in America, I wrote this
poem as if it had been written by an old
Jewish woman who was visiting her
hometown in Poland many years after she
had been driven out by the Nazi soldiers.
She reflects on the prejudice ofthe Holocaust
and how that prejudice never ends. This
poem relates to the genocide which is taking
place today throughout the world. I feel that
it can help to make young people aware of
the destruction which prejudice can cause. "

This drawing was entered in the 1991 UN
Peace Poster contest by a seventh grader at
Cheldelin Middle School, Corvallis, Oregon.
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Set the Prisoners of Prejudice Free!
Tears
Prisoners
Prejudice is a major problem. While adults are
debating on this issue, it is happening every day to
kids at school. I know this because it happened to
me last year when I was in the fifth grade. A boy
was making jokes about Jews. I didn't find it funny,
neither did the other kids. So, instead of fighting
with my fists, I'm fighting them with my pen and
poetry. I believe the saying "sticks and stones may
break my bones, but words will never hurt me" is a
false statement. I believe that my poem will
influence people against prejudice and racism.
Why are we in prison?
We have committed no crime.
So why are we here doing time?
All we were doing was practicing
our religion and race.
So I ask you, why are we in this place?
But these prison bars
are not made of steel.
They are made of people,
and how they feel.
I made a book of seven poems I wrote about
prejudice which I called "Poems with Heart and
Soul." I would like to share with you the
introduction to that book:
"In this book, I'm sorry to say, there are no
fairies. There are villains, but they aren't like in the
fairy tales. These are the villains that walk on the
streets every day. They are prejudiced and racist
people. As you read this book you will see what
happens every day. This book is dedicated to the
boy who was making jokes. Hopefully he will
read this book and learn from it."
My family comes from all over the world.
My father was born and raised in South Africa.
He moved when he was 25 because he hated
Apartheid. My mother was born and raised in
America. She moved to Israel where my brother
and I were born. We moved to America in 1990
when I was eight years old. My vision is to see
the WHOLE world come together in peace. I don't
just mean no more war, I also mean no hunger, no
homelessness, and no fires. That is my vision.
-Ayelet Blumberg, 11, Louisville, Kentucky
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Tears roll down the side of my face
for the oppression of my African race.
Tears from the pain
of picking cotton all day
I hear others crying as I kneel to pray.
Tears come streaming
as the sun shines down
My hair is kinky
and my skin is dark brown.
The tears are glistening
and salty as they roll
Weak are my limbs,
yet strong is my soul.
Yes, the tears roll as I weep and cry
Instead of being a slave, I'd rather die.
-Raasheja (Nicci) Page, 15, Erie,
Pennsylvania, has worked on Jesse Jackson and
Bill Clinton's presidential campaigns. Nicci
hopes to attend Spelman University in Atlanta,
Georgia and someday visit the continent ofAfrica.

-Brako Christian, 15, Sunyani, Ghana

Racism
Black or white it's all the same.
Why do we even give colors a name?
Look past what's outside
and see what's within
That's where peace will always begin.
Whoever can ignore the color of a faceThey will be part of the perfect race.
Racism causes wars, battles, and fights
That ruin happy days and starry nights.
It's affected people all over the world,
Men, women, boys, and girls.
Have everyone know
that you've mentally grown
Be friends with someone different
and let your love be shown.
-Shannon Burns, Grade 8, Lake Travis
Middle School, Austin, Texas

Cultural Diversity
Diversity is people with different races.
People hate each other because of different
races. It doesn't matter about the races. The
only thing that matters is that we are all human
beings.
There should not be different classes for
girls and boys, because we are all people. Just
because we all have different sexes doesn't mean
we should be apart. Girls and boys have things
in common. They come to school to learn. They
don't come to school just to be in other classes.
If boys and girls are together, they can get along
with each other and learn a lot from each other.
It's better and more fun to learn together.
I think it makes sense to have children of
different abilities learn together because we will
know more about that person's ability. We
can help by learning together. If someone only
knows half of the answer, and they still don't
understand, the teacher or the other students
can help.
School is a place to have an education, but if
the teacher or someone else doesn't want you in
the school because of your race, that person may
need help. That's called prejudice. Prejudice is
bothering everyone in this world. It should stop.
I have friends that told me this story: One day a
boy came up to this other boy and called him a
Negro African Afro. Because of that, the boy
went to his house and killed himself. That boy
was 11 years old. Prejudice is killing other
people.
Everybody should be looking at themselves.
They should be thinking about what to do in the
future. If people have to say something, they
should say something nice. If they have
something bad to say, they should keep it to
themselves. They don't have to tell anybody.
Everybody is different. Life is hard and
complicated. There are good things and bad
things. Nobody is perfect. I hope people will
stop being prejudiced and mean. I hope the
violence stops. I hope nobody will make fun of
other people about races. One day, the world
will be better. That's all I hope for. People who
were discriminated against in the past should get
special privileges now because we must show
that we care. We must try to make that person
know that he or she is special. If we don't let
them know we care, that person will think we
don't like his or her race.

God made us different. Nobody can
change that. We will be people in the future.
We will not change. If anybody has a problem
with our religion, or culture, or even race, it's
too bad. They might be jealous. I like
everything about myself and I'm proud God
made me like this and I hope you like yourself!

-Bidjawatie Rogobeer, 13, Brooklyn, New
York. "I come from Suriname. I am a Hindu and
speak Hindi and Dutch. My name in Hindi means
'a smart person who will know a lot in the future. '
In my house we speak Hindi, but in school, English.
I'm also learning Spanish at school. This picture
shows me and my Hindu gods. "

Anthem
Live with some new culture,
Mix with the new anglesCuts, and lines;
New voices spilt on each other
to make a bubble World-pool.
Sounds like an Indo-Afro-Asian-Anglo
Rock n' Roll Spirit,
Waves like a brand new flag.
-Luke Wyatt, 16, Mahwah, New Jersey.
"Here's a poem I wrote. about my life-experience
with America, and how it makes me feel good,
even, and equal. "
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Nobody Can Make It Out Here Alone
Racism. This word is a sentence in itself. One of
the most controversial issues in history. A word that
has brought on millions of deaths, beatings, and
humiliations. And now, I think I have the answer
to stop it for good.
It's all got to do with pride. You've got to be
proud of where you come from, locally, globally, and
humanly. "Humanly?" you say. "Yes, humanly,"
I say. In fact, to be proud of yourself and others
humanly is the most important step of all. Whether
you are Mrican-American, Anglo, Hispanic, Chinese,
Japanese, Sioux, Arapaho, or Indian, you are also one
important thing... a human. A human has a heart, a
soul, a mind, and a place that fuels his/her power to
its highest volume. You have all that, buried deep
beneath all those layers of potential racism.
So, the way I see it. If you're proud of the color
of your skin and the color of your soul, you're proud
of everybody on this earth. Everybody. Maya
Angelou covered it pretty well in her poem Alone.
Here is an excerpt:
Now if you listen closely
I'll tell you what I know
Storm clouds are gathering
The wind is gonna blow
The race of man is suffering
And I can hear the moan,
Cause nobody,
But nobody
Can make it out here alone.
Alone, all alone
Nobody, but nobody
Can make it out here alone.
-Courtney E. Martin, 14, Colorado Springs, Colorado

Nobody
I wish there was a way to stay.
But nobody, but nobody,
Can make it out here alone.
I wish there were no cheating, or no play.
But nobody, but nobody,
Can make it out here alone.
I wish a way to stay out of trouble.
But nobody, but nobody,
Can make it out here alone.
There is a way to stop drugs,
But nobody, but nobody,
Can make it out here alone.
We can stop fighting.
But nobody, but nobody,
Can make it out here alone.
-NuRechia Washington, 8, AfricanAmerican, St. Louis, Missouri.
Refrain based on Maya Angelou's poem,
Alone. It can be found in Oh Pray My Wings
Are Gonna Fit Me Well by Maya Angelou.
Random House, 1975.

Trying to Change the World
First it was love and respect
Now it's money and power
It was sweet, now it's sour
What can we do as an equal
To change the world
And help the people?
We can unite as a people
Making peace not war
We can solve our problems
With words not violence.
Mothers and fathers
Should love and care
For their children
Not reject them as if they
Weren't there.
If each and everyone of us
Puts in a helping hand
The world will be a better place.
-Mia Marshman, Meadville, Pennsylvania

"We're all here together!"
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Mayan Children in Guatemala.
Photo by Ron Spector, Eugene, Oregon

How Much I Want to Change the World

*t'T

Cure to this Modern World
About the excerpts from your magazine you
sent to me. Man, was I happy! To confess, I've
never been so interested in a magazine until
Skipping Stones came along. I've always wished
I could have a say about things like racism,
sexism, etc. I have wished several times that I was
the president of the U.N. or something so I could
speak my mind, so I could try to bring the world
together. But since wishes are not horses, I try
to console myself by writing small poems when
I think the world is really falling apart.
Cure to this modern world.
Yes, it needs to be cured.
I heard there was once happiness.
I heard there was once love.
I heard there was once peacefulness.
I heard there was all.
Cure to this modern world.
Yes, it needs to be cured.
Now the happiness has been thrown
into the seas.
Now the love has been hidden
in the rocks.
Now the peacefulness has vanished
with the wind.
Now there is none.
Cure to this modern world.
Yes, it needs to be cured.
Let's come together to search
for our happiness.
Let's come together to find back our love.
Let's come together to sort out
our peacefulness.
Then we'll have all.
This poem just seeks to show how much I
want the world to be together. How I think
racism and sexism are wrong. I think we are of
the same red blood though colours may differ. I
really believe the saying which says "together
we stand, divided we fall."

Albuquerque, NM students with their 800-tile Tree Mural

That Glorious Tree Called Love
I'm awake, my eyes are open and
I, Lilian Loizeaux, am living.
That feeling alone makes me proud.
Proud to breathe, and sense the
life around me ...
And intertwined in a gorgeous
pattern with life ... is love.
A love for beating hearts
and everything green.
And that love must be
embraced, tended to, and cared for.
So it can grow and live and
tower above everything else.
And I'll stand down here and
look up at this wondrous tree.
And 1'11 smile ...
I pray that this smile will last the day,
and will make others smile.
And maybe if we
all smile and love together,
the hatred of the world
will be dissolved and
we could live life together
in the shade of that glorious tree
called love.

-Lilian Loizeaux, 14, Baltimore, Maryland. HI
have family members who live in Africa and because
of the fighting in Burundi, my cousins and their six
children
flew over and stayed with our family for a
"To have peace in the world, I think you have
few
weeks.
They told stories of gunfire just over the
to look first at yourself, then at your family, then at
hill from their house, and the high fences that ringed
your community and out. To make a difference in
every home and the fear for the safety of themselves
the world, you first have to make a difference with and their friends. These images made me think of
yourself. "
just how fortunate I am, for my life and for having
-Caitlin Chestnut, 14, in It's Our World, Too! Stories of the people that I love so near to me, andfor peace."
-Gwendolyne Fominyen, 14, Buea, SWP, Cameroon

Young People Who Are Making a Difference by P. Hoose
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Martin Luther King, Jr. Lives On
"What would Martin Luther King think of violence in the modem
world? What actions would Martin Luther King take today?"
This was the theme of 1995 MLK Birthday Essay Contest organized by
Clergy and Laity Concerned, for middle and high school students in Eugene
and Springfield, Oregon. African-American youth picked the topic and helped
organIze the contest. We present a few excerpts from the winning entries.
Photo

Martin Luther King Speaks from the Grave
Martin Luther King, Jr. speaks from the grave,
and he speaks to me. His voice is no more than a
whisper, a faint rhythmic vibration resounding in
my brain. Many cannot hear him, their ears are
closed, their mouths open. But when 1 listen
carefully, 1can hear him.
He tells me of what he thinks of today's
world, and tomorrow's society. He preaches
about modem violence, and African-Americans'
positions in the social structure. And when he
discusses these problems, his voice becomes
leaden with shame and guilt, with disappointment
and regret. The sharp increase of murders,
especially killings of and by young black youth,
discourages him. He feels we have forgotten all
that we were, all that we so recently fought for.
The rights we enjoy and take for granted are
the very same rights that other parents and
grandparents protested for, the privileges we
bask in are the exact ones which others were
beaten for, and died for.
-April Carmichael, 15, Springfield High School

A Message of Love
Dr. King wouldn't favor much of what is
happening in society today. He would be
horrified at the brutality and malice. And he
would be driven to speak, just as he spoke
twenty-seven years ago.
His revolution would begin in the streets and
upon the playgrounds where eight-year-old
children are handed guns and drugs on a daily
basis. Dr. King would speak to the children,
educate them about non-violence and pacifism.
He'd take the guns away, listen to the root causes
of the problems that cause children to tum to a life
of crime, and find help for them. "There will be
no meaningful solution there until some attempt is
made to know them and hear their broken cries."
-Aleta M. Hardwick, 17, North Eugene High School
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by James

w
Walden, 1963

One Step at a Time
(The narrator and Martin Luther King stage a
Youth Against Guns rally and the narrator gives the
following speech. Words in italics are Dr. King's,
from his speech "Beyond Vietnam," April 1967.)

"We are called to speak today for the
weak, for the voiceless, for innocent victims
of our nation who have died through
senseless violence." 1 glanced across the
stage, and saw the face that 1 had been
looking for. Martin winked at me, and 1
continued. "I am convinced that we... must
undergo a radical revolution of values.
We must rapidly begin the shift from a
'thing-oriented' society to a 'personoriented' society. When machines and
computers, profit motives and property
rights are considered more important than
people and life, then our youth grow up
wondering if life is truly valuable.
"Our only hope lies in our ability to
recapture the revolutionary spirit of the
youth to go out into a sometimes hostile
world declaring eternal resistance to
poverty, racism and militarism rather than
tum them against each other as we do
today... What I'm trying to say is that we can
only solve this problem if we work together."
-Micah Isaksen, 13, Jefferson Middle School

A Generation of Change
"I am convinced that if we succumb to
the temptation to use violence in our struggle
for freedom, unborn generations will be the
recipients of a long night of bitterness."
- Martin Luther King, Jr.
We are that unborn generation and we
must do our best to overcome violence in our
society today, not just to block it out of our
minds, but to truly rid it of our hearts and of
our future.
-Danielle Perez, 14, Jefferson Middle School

People and Passions
Pete Seeger: A legend in his own time
My first opportunity to see Pete Seeger in
concert came some fifteen years ago, in a small
New England coastal town. He was there to
sing of peace, social justice and ecological
awareness at the Clamshell Alliance Gathering
to protest the Seabrook Nuclear Power Plant.
What struck me was the ease with which he
got the whole audience of over 1000 to sing
with him! The site was filled with "We Shall
Overcome, We Shall Overcome..."
Then we heard "Where have all the flowers
gone?" I remembered my school days in India,
when my friend from England had sung it to me!
Pete loves to sing for children. Have you
heard "She'll Be Comin' Around the Mountain"
or, "Be Kind to Your Parents" or the lullaby,
"One Grain of Sand?" He has made these and
scores of other songs popular.
"Singing to children is one of the most
important human activities... It's a tragedy of
modem life that kids aren't sung to in families
right at the very beginning of life, I mean before
they even learn to talk," Pete says. I stilI
remember how soothing and comforting it felt
when my mother would sing lullabies to us
children at night.
Pete Seeger's concerts usually include a few
songs in Spanish, French and other languages as
well. He's sure to sing "Guantanamera" (by Jose
Marti of Cuba), "Yo soy un hombre sincero, de
donde crece la palma..." with English translation
"I am a truthful man from the land of the palms.':
~
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A recent Pete Seeger
concert at Hunter College
in New York consisted
of a 200-voice chorus of
Mrican-American gospel
singers, along with Puerto
Rican, Chinese and
European-American
,",_ singers. Pete had his long. neck banjo and 12-string
guitar accompanying him.
Standing 6 feet, 2 inches
tall, in the middle of the
stage, his strong voice
grabbed the audience
~ as always.
Pete has always been politically active. In the
1960s he was black-listed (unable to get steady
concert bookings or radio and TV work, due to
his so-called "un-American" activities). But,
he kept on singing for children at camps and
schools and at liberal colleges like Antioch.
Every summer since 1968, Pete and his friends sail
up and down the Hudson River, aboard a ship
named Clearwater, singing songs and reminding
people to keep our rivers and lakes clean.
At the age of 74, Pete, bald and bearded, is stilI
trying to promote a sustainable and multicultural
world. Pete is a teacher at heart; he comes from a
family of teachers, both his parents, his brothers,
his aunt, and his great-grandfather were teachers.
He began the magazine "Sing Out!" to promote
folk-singing. He has composed a few hundred
songs during his 50 year career! Now, he is
writing a book of his songs with their stories.
Pete encourages kids to make up new words
to established songs. He doesn't believe that
every song has to be original. He based his song,
''Tum, Tum, Tum" on the Book of Ecclesiastes.
People like Pete Seeger, with their persistence
and passions, make a better world for us all.
When I asked him, "What advice do you have
for Skipping Stones readers?" he responded,
"K'1ds, don,t .
gIve up. Sorne say th
ere'IS no
hope.. But they may be wrong. Adults often
are (wrong)."
When I co~ceived the idea of Skipping
Stones Magazme seven years ago, he wa~ one
o~ the first to encourage me. He closed hIS letter
wIth the words, "Keep on Keeping on."
"~
-Arun Narayan Toke
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She's Running for President
"I'm running for
-- .----.--..'..
president!" Joy
shouted, as she skipped
into the kitchen. "I
can do it, 1can do it,
1 know 1 can!" she
repeated until her mom,
.
who was busy making
cookies, paid attention
to her.
"President of
what?" Mom asked,
wiping cookie dough
from her hands.
"I want to be the
President of the United
States," Joy proudly
C.A.c
replied.
"Why?" Mom wondered.
"Because 1 just saw someone on the news
who is running for president, and his speech
was totally awesome!" Joy answered.
"Sounds great, honey," Mom said, as she
set the timer and put a batch of snickerdoodle
cookies in the oven. "But tell me, what would
you do if you were president?"
"Well, first of all, 1 will stop all wars and make
it against the law to start one," Joy announced,
as she stood on a chair to continue her speech.
"Next, 1 will make sure that everyone who needs
a doctor can get one. Then, I'd ask every family
to plant at least one tree somewhere, so that we
can all have more oxygen to breathe. When I'm
president, there will be lots of jobs and no one
will go hungry or be cold at night. Then, 1
suppose... "
Suddenly her sister, Marie, came barging into
the kitchen, nearly knocking Joy off of her chair.
"You can't run for president, Joy! You can't,
you can't. You just can't."
"Why not?" Joy jumped off the chair,
crossed her arms, and frowned at her younger
sister.
"You wouldn't be elected because you are
a girl, and girls don't get to be the President.
Didn't you know that?"
"So, there's always a first time," Joy said.
Marie was not finished making a point.

11l
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She crossed her
arms and inched
up close to her
sister. "Joy, aren't
you forgetting one
other little detail?
Your skin's not
white. You have
to be white to be
the President."
Marie stepped
back, waiting for
her sister to get
real mad. But
nothing happened.
There was
complete silence
except for the
ticking of the timer on the stove.
Joy usually didn't care what her sister said to
her, but this time the words hurt. Large, warm
tears filled her eyes and slowly trickled down her
cheeks. She sank onto her chair and cradled her
face in her arms.
"Let's talk, girls," Mom said, as she gave Joy
a reassuring hug. "Marie, come on over to the
table and pull up a chair."
Just then Dad entered the kitchen. "Hi,
everybody! 1 smell cookies."
"We're talking about whether girls that
aren't white have a chance to be the President,"
r
Mom said. .
"Oh," Dad took a deep breath and joined the
family at the table. "You know, it's true; there's
never been a woman or person of color elected
President of the United States."
Marie looked happy that someone finally
agreed with her. The timer buzzed and Mom
went over to the oven to take the cookies out.
"Wait a minute," Mom said, "Jesse Jackson
has run for president. His skin's not white."
"Yeah, that's right," Joy remembered, lifting
her head.
"And not too long ago, Geraldine Ferraro,
a woman, ran for vice president," Dad said.
Joy sighed with relief. "Maybe there's hope
that 1 could become president someday."
"Sweetheart, there's not one good reason
why you or any girl for that matter, couldn't run
for, and become the President," Mom said as she

put cookies onto wax paper.
"I agree!" Dad said.
"I hope you do become president, Joy," Mom said.
"I sure would be glad to see wars end."
"Thanks," Joy said, "I'll be counting on your vote in
a few years, after I graduate from college, right?" Two
heads nodded up and down.
"Let's pour some milk and drink in honor of our
future president," Mom suggested.
"Uh-hummmm, excuse me," Marie interrupted,
"doesn't anyone want to know what I think?"
It was quiet in the kitchen as the family wondered
what would happen next.
Marie jumped on a chair. "You've got my vote too,
sister-roo!"
"Hip, hip, hooray! Hip, hip, hooray!" they all cheered.
"To Joy for president!"
Four glasses of milk rose over the table. Clink, clink.
"Thank you, thank you," said the future president.
And she took a deep bow.
-Norma Grusy Fisher, Eugene, Oregon. Illustration
by Chadrick A. Cockhren, 14, Greenwood, Mississippi.

Out of 535 members of the US Congress, only 49 are
women. Out of 100 in the Senate, only 8 are women!

An Indonesian Woman
-Kristina Anderson, 8th grade, Rockford, Michigan

~
:' .

-drawing by Mariem Anitok, 13, Eugene,
Oregon. "I'm into dancing, writing to my pen
pals in Mississippi and Lithuania, and listening
to my boom box while shooting hoops. I'm
very close to my mom, Norma, and I like to
listen to her stories that I help her write. "

New Moon: The Magazine for Girls and
Their Dreams. (PO Box 3587, Duluth, MN
55803 USA). Edited by girls, for girls! New
Moon takes girls' voices seriously with
articles, stories and art celebrating women
and girls' accomplishments and dreams.
Regular spaces include Global Village (life
of a girl in another country), Ask a Girl, How
Aggravating!, and a multicultural calendar
of women's history.
In 1995, each issue will profile the women
who led the long fight to pass the 19th
amendment (women's right to vote) in 1920.
New Moon's editors (girls, 8-14) also ask why
children have been denied the right to vote.
They argue that the voting age should be
lowered to 12 because children suffer
disproportionately from social ills, without
direct influence on government; and because
most news articles and political material are
written at a sixth grade reading level.
Subscriptions (6 issues): $25; $35 in Canada
and Latin America; $50, overseas.
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Celebrating 75 Years of Women's Suffrage
Did you know that for the first 150 years, America was
a democracy for less than half of the citizens? Until 1920,
the U.S. Constitution did not allow women the right to
vote. But women were persistent in their struggle to get
a voice in the democratic process. The first convention
to discuss women's rights was held in Seneca Falls, New
York, on July 19-20, 1848. It adopted the "Declaration of
Sentiments" that included a demand for the right to vote.
Mter the civil war, the Fifteenth Amendment to the
U.S. Constitution granted Black men the right to vote,
but did not extend the same right to women! Women
activists were forced to continue their nonviolent struggle
relentlessly for another fifty years before they were
granted their basic democratic rights. They waged over
800 campaigns at both state and national levels-

circulating petitions, giving speeches at
church meetings and street comers,
canvassing from door to door, and writing
articles in newspapers and periodicals.
The suffrage movement was a
passionately active, multi-faceted and
historic movement. It was fueled by the
energies of tens of thousands of women.
Women like Jane Addams and Jeannette
Rankin (see Bookshelf, page 31), Susan
B. Anthony, Carrie Catt, Alice Stone
Blackwell, Ida B. Wells-Barnett and
countless others made suffrage a reality
75 years ago. And new generations continue the fight for gender equality today.

Highlights ofthe Struggle to Win the Vote
1776-1807 : New Jersey grants women the vote
July 1848 : Women's Rights (WR) Convention in NY
Oct. 1850 : First National WR Convention held in MA
Feb. 1853 : First Women's rights newspaper published
May 1866 : American Equal Rights Association formed
Jan 1868 : Women launch a periodical, The Revolution
Dec. 1868: Women's Suffrage Amendment introduced
1869 : National Woman Suffrage Association formed
Nov. 1872 : Susan B. Anthony arrested for voting in NY
1876 : "Declaration of Rights for Women" disrupts
U.S. Centennial Celebrations in Philadelphia
Jan. 1887 : Woman suffrage loses in the U.S. Senate
July 1890 : Wyoming becomes the 2nd state with WR
1894 : Woman suffrage campaign loses in New York
1896 : Utah and Idaho adopt woman suffrage
1910 : Washington state adopts woman suffrage
1911 : Suffrage wins in California by just 3587 votes!
1912 : Oregon, Kansas, Arizona adopt woman suffrage
1913 : Alaska and Illinois also adopt woman suffrage
Big parades in Washington, DC and New York
National Woman's Party (NWP) founded
1917 : New York finally adopts woman suffrage
NWP pickets the White House
Jeannette Rankin elected to Congess. A first!
1918 : Michigan. S. Dakota, Oklahoma are won over
President Wilson supports Woman Suffrage
1919: The Woman Suffrage Amendment wins in
Congress and Senate. States must now ratify
Feb. 1920 : The League of Women Voters founded
Aug. 1920 : Tennessee becomes the 36th state to ratify
26-8-1920 : Woman Suffrage is in the Constitution!
1995 : The 75th Anniversary of Woman Suffrage
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"Now, women do not ask half of a
kingdom, but their rights, and they
don't get 'em."
-Sojourner Truth, 1850s

How long must women wait for liberty?
- Woman's Protest Banner, 1917

"Every right achieved ... was
contended for inch by inch."
- Elizabeth Cady Stanton, 1920

''The right of citizens of the United
States to vote shall not be denied or
abridged by the United States or by
any state on account of sex. Congress
shall have the power to enforce this
article by appropriate legislation."

.

...--.....- The Nineteenth Amendment
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The 19th Amendment
is named after
Susan B. Anthony
for her leading role.

- Excerpted from Women Win the Vote,
a commemorative newspaper created by the

National Women's History Project.
The NWHP serves as an excellent resource
for learning about and celebrating the 75th
anniversary ofthe 19th Amendment. To
order (Class sets of25 copies are available
for $5) or to find out more about how
communities nationwide are celebrating the
75th Suffrage Anniversary, contact
the National Women's History Project,
7738 Bell Road, Windsor, CA 95492.
Tel. 707-838-6000, Fax 707-838-0478.

Journey from Byelorussia to America
© Moscow

Vladimir's Story
I was six years old when my family moved to
America from Olshany, a village in Byelorussia. I
didn't want to leave at first because we had a big
white house with a huge garden. There were
eleven of us when we began: my dad, my
pregnant mother, my sisters Olga, Anna, Evgenia,
Alona, and Anastasia, my brothers Peter, Misha
and Ivan, and me. We left Olshany in September,
1989. My cousins drove us at night in four cars
to Brest, Ukraine. I was in a car with my mom and
dad. I fell asleep and when I woke up, I was in
another car. I started crying because I was scared
that my mom wasn't in the car. I was very sad
when we said goodbye to my cousins because I
didn't know if I would ever see them again.
After a couple of hours we got on a train
bound for Poland. We had forgotten a suitcase
in one of the cars! The suitcase had some of
Evgenia's clothes, some cups, dishes, and knives.
We got to Poland that afternoon. We had to wait
until 10 PM for our next train. I saw a man run
and take someone else's suitcase and throw it in
with his luggage. I was scared that our stuff
could get stolen, so I guarded our stuff very
carefully. That night we got on a train headed
for Vienna, Austria.
We stayed in Vienna for two weeks because
we had to wait for our passports and documents.
One day, two men visited us and offered Misha,
Ivan, and me some gum. I had never chewed gum
before, so I thought it was candy. I put it in my
mouth and I chewed and chewed but it would
not break up so that I could swallow it. I didn't
understand it, but the men told me to keep on
chewing. They tried to teach us how to blow
bubbles. I tried and tried but couldn't blow a
bubble. I have since learned how to blow
bubbles. When we got our documents, we took
an overnight train to Rome, Italy. We stayed in
Rome for about one month because we had to
wait for some more documents from the United
States. The most exciting part of Rome is that my
brother was born. My mom asked us what we
should name him and Misha said that we should
name him Igor. So we did. I was very happy to
have a new brother. We spent our time in Rome
climbing mountains and playing volleyball and
soccer. Most of my pants got holes in the knees
because we played on the cement. I was used to
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Byelorussia, also called Belarus, became
independent from the Soviet Union in 1992

playing on grass in Olshany. Rome was the best
place we visited during our trip. We took a bus
to the airport and boarded a plane going to
New York City.
We landed in New York and went through
customs. They found a pair of scissors in my
dad's suitcase and threw them out. It was very
hot inside the airport because I was wearing a
coat, a jacket, two sweatshirts, an undershirt
. pants, and a winter hat. I was so hot ' that
wmter
I threw up two times! The next morning we got
on a plane and I think we flew to Salt Lake City.
Then we boarded a plane headed for Missoula,
Montana. When we landed, there were about
forty Russian and American people waiting for
us. The date was January 13, 1990. Our trip
covered over 10,000 miles or 16,000 kilometers.
I will never forget this long and beautiful trip.
- Vladimir Chinikailo, Grade 5, Lowell
Elementary School, Missoula, Montana. "We moved
to America because life was hard in Olshany. My
family had horses, pigs, rabbits, and cows. We had to
get up early every day to feed and care for the animals.
I was too young to go to school, but my brothers and
sisters had to go to school after their work. There was
also work to do after school. My cousin moved to
America six months before we did, so he got some
documents ready for us to make our trip. "
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whom I hadn't seen for 2 1/2 years, came onto
the plane and told us to come out because we
were in Missoula. We walked off the plane,
and I was very, very happy because I saw my
relatives waiting for us. We all hugged then
went downstairs and bought some candy and
gum. We were about to start a new life in a
new country.
I have been in America for over two years
now. I'm pretty good at using English but it
can still be very frustrating. I use both English
and Russian at home. My journey to America
was very exciting. I'm glad we came to
America, but I miss Byelorussia very much.
Someday I hope to go back and visit.
-Nikolay Chinikaylo, Grade 4, Lowell El.

Ni/wlay, Vladimir and their teacher, Mr. McNulty

School, Missoula, Montana. "The reason that we
came to America was because we didn't have enough
clothing, food, or transportation. "

Nikolay's Story
I was eight years old when my family left our
home in Olshany, Byelorussia to come to America.
We left Olshany on the morning of April 6, 1992.
At Soligorsk we said good-bye to the relatives who
drove us there. Soon, we were on a train headed for
Moscow. It took an entire day and night for us to
get there. What I remember most about the train ride
was lying down on the sleeper and looking out the
window at the thousands of trees, old houses, rivers,
and lakes.
We arrived at Moscow in the morning. We got
off the train and waited all day and night. We ate at
a restaurant and I played video games. That night
we slept on chairs. The next morning we boarded a
Delta plane. This was the very first time I had ever
been on a plane. I thought it was going to be really
cool and it was. I sat by the window so I could look
out at all the villages. When the plane took off, my
whole body felt like it was being tickled. When the
plane was way up high the clouds looked like a
white floor beneath the plane. Hying is amazing.
Soon we landed in Frankfurt, Germany. We were
soon about to fly over the Atlantic Ocean!
I was afraid that the plane wouldn't have
enough gas to fly over the ocean. But of course it
did. We landed in New York City that evening and
soon we were headed to Salt Lake City, Utah. It
was really cool to see all the lights on the mountains.
Then we were off to Missoula, Montana.
We landed in Missoula at about 11 PM. My aunt,
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This drawing was entered in 1991 UN Peace
Poster contest by a seventh grader at Cheldelin
Middle School, Corvallis.

Russian Proverbs
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East or west, home is best.
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He who never climbs, never falls.

£1 Salvador: Returning to Cuzcatlan
When the Pipils first came from Mexico to EI
Salvador in 1000 AD, they named their new home
Cuzcatlan, or Land of the Jewels. It was a land
sparkling with lush forests, mountains, and rivers.
When we think of EI Salvador today, it is
difficult to envision Cuzcathin. Instead of seeing
the beauty of the land and the strength of its
people, we see the ugliness of warfare. Yet, that
vision is changing. A peace treaty, signed in
January of 1992, ended its twelve-year civil war.
We may again see Cuzcatlan in EI Salvador's future.

Historical Background
Beginning in the 1520s, Spanish
conquistadores claimed the Pipils' land for
their own by killing over 80 percent of the
indigenous population. The violence
continued. Centuries later, in 1932, it came to
another head. When impoverished workers
from the farms and cities rose up against
economic and social injustice, the military of EI
Salvador killed anyone who looked or sounded
indigenous, over 30,000 people. As a result,
Pipils had to hide who they were; no longer
were they able to wear their traditional clothes
or speak Nahuat, their native language.
Violence increased in the 1970s, with the
military government terrorizing and killing
indigenous peoples, members of student and
labor organizations and the Catholic church.
People were forcibly recruited to fight against
their own families and neighbors. Recruits
were often as young as 13.
"'__~,-..,.,_..........

Two women in center are Maria, 13 and Concha, 17,
with FMLN supporters in San Salvador. Fall 1989.

Disabled people in Santa Marta want to help rebuild
the community. Here they're ready to plant com.

In 1980, groups opposed to the government
united to form the Farabundo Marti National
Liberation Front (FMLN). EI Salvador's civil war
became official, as guerilla fighters from the rural
communities fought to overthrow an unjust military,
trained and funded by the United States.
Thousands of families fled to neighboring
countries, Honduras, Mexico, and the United States.
Fleeing from soldiers is called a guinda. During
one guinda, thousands of people attempted the
dangerous journey across the Rio Lempa (the
Lempa River) into Honduras. Many were killed as
military helicopters fired from above.
Although the war officially ended in 1992, true
freedom for the people of EI Salvador is distant.
Women, men, and children are still bound by
extreme poverty. During the war, the military
burned villages and took land from the people.
Health care and opportunities for education are
now scarce. Water sources are contaminated.
Many children are orphans, and many teenagers
are jobless and disillusioned. And because all were
affected by the horrors of war, most Salvadorans
suffer from post-traumatic stress syndrome, a
condition which makes it difficult for them to
function in a world in which war is not the norm.
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Peace Brings Hope
However, the coming of peace has also
brought hope. People throughout El Salvador are
working together to confront the past and make
plans for a peaceful future.
Santa Marta, a community in northern El
Salvador, now has a school reaching eighth grade.
Because children are often needed to help at
home, few go on to high school. But the numbers
are growing. Esperanza is one of two girls in
Santa Marta to make the two-hour trip each day.
Young people like her who receive higher
education are able to help improve living
conditions in their communities.
People are slowly losing their fear. Although
less than 2000 native people remain, many
Salvadorans are encouraging the use of traditional
clothing and native languages once again. Most
children grew up learning Spanish, but older
Esperanza, 13, studies hard in the high school.

From a land of jewels to a land of war, El
Salvador has seen much despair. Now there is
hope in the minds, hearts, and actions of the
Salvadoran people as they work toward a more
peaceful future. However, they need the support
of the world community as they work to reach
their goals, especially in healing the physical and
psychological effects of war. If they can see
Cuzcatlan in their future, won't it perhaps return?
-Amy E. Brandt, Eugene, Oregon. Photos and
information provided by Brenda Hubbard, a physical
therapist working in Santa Marta, El Salvador.

"Los nifios nacen para serfelices." (The children are
born to be happy.) Painting by Yesica, 8. El Salvador

people are being called on to teach. People are
now starting to find and give proper burials to
their dead loved ones. Families long-separated
from each other are now reuniting. Children are
talking about what happened and writing and
drawing about their experiences. Many who had
nightmares every night are now sleeping better.
In spring of 1994, the first national elections
were held, with both the FMLN and the military's
ARENA party participating. Although the
ARENA party remains in power, both groups now
have representation in El Salvador's government.
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Children do not have many store-bought toys.

Farmers arul medical workers play music for
the Saturday night dances in Santa Mana.

Resources:
If the Mango Tree Could Speak: A Documentary

Maria Eugenia recycles old tiles to be
used on her goat shed in Santa Marta.

About Children and War in Central America by Patricia
Goudvis. Film (English or Spanish) and study guide.
From New Day Films, 22 D Hollywood Avenue,
Hohokus, NJ 07423 USA. Tel. (201) 652-6590.
Children from Guatemala and EI Salvador share their
lives, hopes and fears. An excellently done, very real
look at how the wars in Central America have affected
its children. Appropriate for middle and upper grades.
The accompanying study guide provides background
information, ideas for discussion and further resources.
The Hour of the Poor, The Hour of Women
by Renny Golden. 1991. Crossroad Publishing, 370
Lexington Ave, New York, NY 10017. This book tells
life histories of many Salvadoran Women, in their own
words. Appropriate for parents and teachers.

Lost in the Darkness

Perdido En La Oscuridad
Caminando en sendas oscuras, esperando
encontrar un rayo de luz
Sf, yo se que despues de la noche
vendni la luz del dia
Pero no se si estare
vivo todavia.
Con mis pies adoloridos de tanto caminar
Deseando encontrar un sitio donde plleda
descansar
En este mundo oscuro
donde ni siguiera existe una luna
que refleje
la 1uz del sol
Tendre que aprender de la luciemaga
a brillar con luz propia.

Walking in dark lanes hoping
to find a ray of light
I know that the day is coming
after the night
But I don't know if I'll still
be alive.
My feet are in pain because of walking
I hope to find a place where I can rest
In this dark world
where there isn't even a moon
that can reflect
the light of the sun
I'll have to learn from the glow-worm
to shine with my own light.

- Mario Bonilla, from Santa Rosa De Lima, EI Salvador, studying
at the Sacred Heart Adult Education Center in Washington, D.C.
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Calling the Maroons Home
Maroons were the African slaves who refused to live in slavery in the Americas. They ran away
to the hills and swamps and formed their own communities. Maroons in Jamaica fought the British
for 83 years and defeated them repeatedly. The British finally signed a treaty with them in 1738!
Their descendents still live on treaty lands today. There are also surviving Maroon communities in
Suriname, Mexico, Brazil, and in the southern
USA. The Maroons in Jamaica blow a hom
called the abeng to warn of danger, to make
important announcements, and to search for
people who are lost. Sister Farika Berhane,
writer-in-residence during 1990-1992, at Ie.
Nalle Elementary School in Washington, DC,
inspired her students to write these poems by '"
telling them stories of slavery, freedom, and
the Maroons.

The Coming of Slavery
Pretend you are
a king and queen in Africa.
Strange men come
They tie you up
and they beat you.
They take you by ship
to a land far away from your home
to be slaves.
Some people die before they get there.
Some people run away.
They ran to the north.
Some people become Maroons.
They learn to smell stuff far away.
They fought the British.
-Shannon Betterton, Grade 3, now in Grade 5

The Horn Calls Us Home
Birds are Singing
Drums are playing
The Queen is come!
The man is blowing the hom.
We play with the rain
Wash and drink in it
The man is blowing the hom.
The hom is the abeng.
When somebody gets lost
It calls us home.
-Nicole Moorer, Grade 2, now in Grade 4

Sister Farika and class working on poetry

Afrika Day
Afrika
Afrika dance
Afrika games
Afrika people
Mrs. Sister Farika
Panama
West Afrika.
Old Afrika
New Afrika
Countries in West Afrika.
~
Afrika schools
West Afrikans like the color blue.
They make things out of clay.
Herbal doctors
they treat things.
The drums,
the drummers
Magic Nannie
Queen Nzingha
I wish to do whatever is right.
The Maroons
Harriet Tubman
Freedom
The abeng-hom
calls the people home.
- Kneiss Johnson, Grade 2, now in Grade 4

Abeng by Rachel Benson, Eugene. Drums by Dennis Kuklok, Corvallis, Oregon
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Africa: Times Are

Changin/~:ro~

Independence has been slow in coming to all
Mrican countries. Many countries, including
England, Belgium, France, and Italy colonized
Mrica, maintaining control of its land, crops,
and natural resources. Ethopia was the first to
become free, during the first century A.D. But
the next country to receive its independence,
Liberia, wasn't until 1847! Egypt's autonomy
came next in 1922, while all other Mrican
nations remained colonies until very recently.
Countries and Year of Independence
Ghana
1957
Cameroon and Nigeria
1960
K~~

19~

Malawi and Zambia
The Gambia
Botswana
Zimbabwe and Namibia

1964
1965
1966
1980

Apartheid ends in South Mrica in 1994!

-Drawings by Kristin Sandres, 14
AESL International School, Lusaka, Zambia

The Call
There's a bomb planted in your school.
Sorry, we didn't know you were mixed
said the voice on the phone,
polite friendlylike discussing the weather,
not three hundred odd lives potentially
blown to hell.
So out we strolled to the sportsfield
Old Pros,
wishing we'd had a test scheduled.
On automatic pilot we
roll down socks inch up skirts tan
gossip do hair read sleep.
Shift. Sweat. Swallow fear. Smile.
Wait. For the police and sniffer dogs.
Wonder. If this time it's for real.
Long. Hope. Pray. For the madness to end.
-Sarah L. Gordon, Cape Town, South Africa
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Freedom (e)

TImes are changing
for the South Mrican black,
The whites can no longer
deliver the flack.
Since the early 1990s with de Klerk as
South Mrican president,
The black man has become
more confident.
The black man is no longer
required to carry
his passbook in hand,
To move from place to place,
or see an armband.
Musicians and artists once sent
away from their land,
are now welcomed with open hands.
Freedom music can now be heard
on a bus, in a car,
And on the street,
You can feel the freedom beat.
When it comes to jobs, education,
living location, and places to be
The blacks have a choice.
The time has come. Blacks have a voice.
On April 27th was the first time
in South Mrica
Blacks were able to vote.
Now let us see
how South Mrica will cope.
-Monique Allen, 9
AESL International School, Lusaka, Zambia
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The Cattle Fulanis
The whites have betrayed us
and kicked us off our land.
Those European people
just don't understand.
We had been living at our home
for many years.
When they took us away
we shed some tears.
We've been living in
constant fear of battle.
We don't even have what we need,
that's cattle.
They have taken away
everything we own.
It was the only way of life
we've ever known.
We're trying to earn
a little respect,
But all we get
in return is neglect.
The whites have betrayed us
and kicked us off our land.
Those European people
just don't understand.
-Robert Todd, 13, Grace School, Houston,
Texas. "For hundreds ofyears, most Fulanis have
been cattle herders and have lived as minority groups
among different agricultural people. They originated
in Guinea and gradually spread eastward and reached
Nigeria and Cameroon in the early 1800s. There was
an empire ofFulani states that was powerful until
northern Nigeria was conquered in 1903. Many
Fulanis still live in the northern part ofNigeria. "

Africa
Our land is blessed.
It is rich
in nature, culture, respect, and pride.
As a new day begins
the Mrican sun rises,
the birds chatter and chatter,
and the wind blows lightly
among the tall and strong trees.
There you lie admiring Mrica.
Joyfully, you hum a beautiful hymn.
"On a land so fertile how can they not unite?"
You may ask.
They are Mricans,
dancing and drinking at the sound of a drum.
Why can't the situation be as it is?
PEACEFUL?!
As big as Mrica is
With her vast jungles and forests
Listen to her sad past
as she longs for a better future.
Will she forever change
Or must she remain on Earth
as a forgotten shrub?
-Bhatupe Mhango, Grade 8
AESL International School, Lusaka, Zambia

Fat Body and the Villagers
.In our viJIage there is a controversial issue,
which has erupted between our cattle-herders and
the owner of a farm. Fat Body, the farm owner,
has taken drastic measures to retaliate against the
trespassing of our cattle on his farm. The district
police are prosecuting our fellow cattle-herders of
Uzumba village.
Of late, it has been reported that Mr. Fat
Body's farm workers were the ones who had
driven the cattle onto the farm. The farm workers
have had a grudge against the village dwellers of
Uzumba.
(The cattle-herders have been sentenced to one
to two years in jail). This is the grievous part of the
deterrent sentences passed to the cattle-herders for
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not herding their cattle in the grazing pastures
adjacent to the farm. And, the farm workers
were absent when the case was put to trial.
Thus, there were no eyewitnesses to support
the accusation put forward by Mr. Fat Body.
From my point of view, Mr. Fat Body and
the authorities have scratched for some false
evidence to get our fellow cattle-herders
arrested. Our villagers of Uzumba are going to
take bold measures and forward the case to a
high court of appeals in Mt. Darwin.
- Brian Kambizi, 17, Kambuzuma, Harare,
Zimbabwe. Photo by Catherine Knott, PCV, Corvallis

Escape to Freedom
Maggie Croteau, 14, Center Tuftonboro, New
Hampshire, writes:
"Tsetan Yangzom lives in the Tibetan village of
Dharamsala in northern India. The Tibetans live in exile
because the Chinese government took over their country
in 1959. The people who live in Tibet cannot practice
their religion as they wish and are brutally beaten if they
disobey any of the government's rules. Many escape
and travel hundreds ofmiles over mountains on foot
until they reach Dharamsala.
When Tsetan and her brother arrived in India, they
enrolled at a boarding school called the Tibetan
Children's Village where they now live and study. I
received my first letter from Tsetan in April of 1993.
We have been corresponding ever since and whenever I
get a letterfrom Tsetan it makes the whole day special. "

Come. Meet Tsetan, in her own words.
My name is Tsetan Yangzom. I am 14 years
old. I've been at the Tibetan Children's Village
in Dharamsala, India for about 3 years. My
parents live in Lhasa, the capital of Tibet. When
I left Tibet, I walked most of the way from Lhasa
to the border of Nepal. It took 19 days. A guide
brought me and others to Nepal. I felt very sad
leaving my family.
I was unhappy living under the Chinese.
Life was very unfair and difficult. On March 5,
1990, I saw a demonstration which took place in
the Barkhor (the courtyard at the Jokang Temple
in Lhasa). I witnessed it from my window. More
than 100 people were protesting, including
monks, nuns, lay people and youngsters. They
shouted "Tibet is a free country! Long live His
Holiness, the Dalai Lama!" Some monks were
holding His Holiness' photo and carrying the
Tibetan flag. They were also passing out leaflets.
The Chinese soldiers came in less than 15 minutes
and broke up the demonstration. It was very
scary seeing all those soldiers aiming their guns
at the monks who were throwing stones. The
His Holiness, the Dalai Lama
The Dalai Lama (which means "Great Ocean
of Knowledge" in the Mongolian language) is
the political and spiritual leader of Tibet. He
escaped to Dharamsala, India in 1959 when the
Chinese first occupied Tibet, and has not been
back to his homeland since. While in India, he
has set up a government-in-exile and continues
to work for Tibet's freedom. (See Bookshelf,
page 32, for a biography of the Dalai Lama.)

Tsetan Yangzomfled Tibet in 1991

soldiers threw tear gas into the crowd of
demonstrators. My eyes stung from the tear gas.
My neighbors and I brought water to help the
people.
I came to Dharamsala because my parents felt
what I was being taught in Tibet was insufficient.
We were taught in Chinese and given a distorted
view of Tibetan culture. Tibetan wasn't taught
that much in school. My father thought I should
go to Dharamsala. Since my parents often talked
about my getting a good education, and since I
never met His Holiness, the Dalai Lama, I too felt
I should go to India.
I have an elder sister, Yangchen Dolkar, 17,
who is still in Tibet preparing for college and a
younger brother, Lobsang Dorjee, who came with
me to Tibetan Children's Village. June 20, 1991
was the day we left Lhasa. I felt so sad that day.
I felt "when will it be before we meet again?"
I carried very little. I brought some fruit and
tsampa (barley flour) to eat along the way and
carried a small bowl.
Until Shigatse, we rode in a bus. We reached
there in the evening. There was a bridge,
patrolled by the Chinese, that we had to cross.
The Chinese soldiers were always there so I hid
beneath the bridge. I hung myself underneath
by grabbing the planks. With my feet touching
a small wooden plank that hung beneath the
bridge, going hand over hand, I crossed the river.
Fortunately, during that time of year the water
wasn't very high. From there I walked to the
Nepal border, which was scary and very risky.
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very closely by the Chinese. To go through
proper channels, it would take them at least
five years to get a visa to leave. Sneaking
out would pose a very great risk. In Tibet,
we were all very tense under Chinese rule
because we didn't know what would happen
each day. Here in exile, I feel relaxed and we
can do everything peacefully. My typical day
starts at 5:30 AM when I sweep and clean.
After bathing, I do home cleaning and then
have a breakfast of three slices of bread and
sweet tea. I also have eggs three times a day.
After breakfast, I have morning prayer in
school hall for one half hour, where we have
prayer books that we can read and chant
together. Then we have morning study in
the classroom.
Site ofDoima Ling and the Himalayas.
Thousands of Tibetans have made the dangerous
journey through the Himalayas to Nepal and India.
Over 200 Tibetans cross the mountains each month
using the Nagapa-Ia pass, 5,700 meters (19,000
feet) high. Most people are not preparedfor the
snow and cold, and do not bring enough food or
warm clothes. Many lose fingers, toes, and other
limbs due to frostbite.

I am able to write to my parents, but I wish
they could join me here in India. My mother's
father was involved in the 1959 revolt against
the Chinese for which he was arrested and
imprisoned for 20 years. Due to my
grandfather's record, my family is watched

Tibetan schoolchildren in Dharamsala, India

My interests are reading Tibetan novels
and singing. I have a chupa (traditional
Tibetan garment with a belt) that I wear on
school functions related to our culture, on
religious festivals, March 10 (Tibetan Uprising
Day) and Tibetan New Year. I do not know
any Tibetan dancing but I would like to learn.
My favorite instrument is the yangji, a
traditional Tibetan instrument made of a
wooden board with a lot of thin iron strings. It
is played with two flexible bamboo sticks with
the tip a bit thicker than the rest of the body.
- Tsetan Yangzom, 14. Photos by Sarah
Lukas, Friends of the Tibetan Women's
Association, Santa Barbara, California.
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• Look on a map and trace Tsetan Yangzom and
Lobsang Dorjee's journey from Lhasa to Dharamsala.
How many kilometers or miles did they travel?

Tibetan Children Living in Exile

Disabled children at the Tibetan Homes
Foundation, Mussoorie, India. Photo by Sarah Lukas

Children in Dharamsala receiving new jackets.
Photo by Kitty Leaken

Dispensary at the Tibetan Homes Foundation
Photo by Kitty Leaken, Santa Fe, New Mexico

Tibetan Buddhist nuns studying at the Jangchup
Choeling Nunnery, Mundgod, Kamataka, India.
Irene·Greve of Denmark writes, "Monasteries in Tibet
(before the Chinese) were of extreme importance to
the whole society, they fulfilled a position as schools,
universities and hospitals. During the first 20 years of
the occupation, the Chinese destroyed more than 99.5%
of the monasteries." Most Tibetans desiring to be nuns
or monks now usually escape to India for their training.
Buddhist nun at dental clinic at the Tibetan
Homes Foundation.
Photo by Kitty Leaken

Photo by Sarah Lukas
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Tibetan boys in exile shout

Long Live Tibet!
Paintings by students at the Tibetan
. Homes Foundation, Mussoorie, India.

I write this painting to show the beautiful
scenery of Tibet.
- Tenzin Kalsang, 10
My favorite subject is Tibetan and I love basketball.
- Tenzin Geleck, 12

I wanted to depict in this painting the journey
out of Tibet, climbing the high mountain pass at
night so they wouldn't get caught. -Sonam, 14

/
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I painted this picture to show Tibetan traditional
-Jamyang Tenzin, 14
dress and food.
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Tibet is occupied by China and ruled by
Chinese government. Nowadays most of the
Tibetan people are in prison. They had been
caught because they had demanded for human
rights and freedom. In prison the Chinese
people treat us so badly and lots of injuries had
been taken. Therefore I write this painting of
the prison (and ask China to make Tibet
autonomous again). Tibet is under the
domination of China for 35 years. Whatever the
Chinese want though, Tibet remains 'zone of
peace' and Tibet belongs to Tibetans. So I
request to all my dearest friends, support us and
SAVE TIBEr! FREE TIBEr!
-Jigmey Ngodup, 16

The 1994 Right Livelihood Awards stress
the "importance of children, spiritual values,
and indigenous cultures." Winners include:
Ken Saro-Wiwa and the Movement for the
Survival of the Ogoni People in Nigeria,
Hannumappa Reddy Sudarshan and his Indian
self-help organization Vivekananda Girijana
Karyana Kendra, and the Trinidadian group
SERVOL. Swedish author Astrid Lindgren
receives the 1994 Honorary Award.

The Xemal Women's Community is
committed to bringing a motorized com mill to
their Guatemalan town despite violent pressure
from the military. A new mill will boost Xemal's
economy, lessen the women's work day, and
expand health and education services.
MADRE, an international women's group, has
promised a $48,000 donation to the project. A
weaving cooperative set up by the two groups
has already proven successful.

Gregory Reed has donated half of the
original manuscript of The Autobiography of
Malcolm X to the Detroit, Michigan public
school system. He hopes it will help students
make sense of their lives. "I think it will give
them a foundation of being less destructive and
a sense of direction," said Reed. "When people
have a sense of purpose and mission, they have
a chance to contribute to society in a
productive way."

The current UN embargo on Iraq is taking
its toll on the country's children. Reported
cases of malnutrition at the Saddam Central
Teaching Hospital for Children have multiplied
to ten times the number seen before the war.
Iraq's health services, formerly among the finest
in the developing world, have almost ceased to
function as medicine and equipment imports are
at a standstill. The embargo allows countries to
donate food, medicine, and supplies to Iraq, but
bars Iraqis from the trade necessary to generate
the money needed to purchase items overseas.

Members of the Western Shoshone (Native
American) National Council presented a Bell of
Nuclear Abolition to the UN Conference on
Disarmament in Geneva, Switzerland in July,
1994. The Bell is from a temple in Thailand,
and is made from the casings of bombs from
the Vietnam War. "We want the people of the
world to hear this bell ring until we achieve a
Comprehensive Test Ban Treaty." During
World War II, many temple bells in Japan were
taken and melted down by the Japanese Army
to make weapons. So now, in their desire to
rid the world of all bombs, Buddhist monks
are turning the bombs back into bells.

Children's History of the United Nations,
a compilation of submissions from students
aged 8 to 18, will be published later this year.
Coordinators of this project have planned a
meeting in April for student editors from
contributing schools. The group's earlier
book, Rescue Mission: Planet Earth, drew
contributions from over 10,000 children, was
translated into 15 languages worldwide, and
won the 1994 Skipping Stones Honor Award.
A Canadian consortium plans to mass-distribute
Rescue Mission this spring.
The constitution of Argentina, So. America,
was revised in 1994 to recognize and respect
the rights of indigenous people, including
ownership rights to their communal lands.

The United States Congress approved the
General Agreement on Tariffs and Trade
(GATT) which makes it easier for countries to
trade on the international market. It has stirred
controversy in many countries. In addition to
concerns for national sovereignty and cultural
diversity, many fear that large companies will
take advantage of GAIT by moving jobs to the
Third World. They may then exploit
impoverished workers with low wages, and take
advantage of minimal environmental regulations
in these countries.
Sweden is the newest member of the
European Community, while Norway has
elected to remain outside the economic group.
Those who oppose membership fear loss of
national identity and state-supported services
like health care. Swedish author and animal
rights activist Astrid Lindgren was very vocal
in her opposition, as other member countries do
not share Sweden's more humane animal
farming practices.
Ex-President Jimmy Carter has rekindled
hopes for a peaceful settlement in Bosnia by
successfully mediating a cease-fire in the
prolonged and agonizing conflict.
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Friendship
Every day
They are there
To laugh with
Every day near by.
But only a few
Remain to cry with
Only a few
Carry your fears
Along with their own.
Laughter
Is something
To be shared by all
But tears
Can only be understood
By those
Who truly care.

The Earth Tone Indian
"Most people· thought
the Indians were cruel
and they mistreated
them. We now know
they (are) a gentle and
beautiful race."
- Khristian Amolsch, 11
Maryville, Tennessee

The Faces of a
Different World
"Respect all colors to
make your wishes and
dreams come true."
- Kristen Reynolds, 10
Colorado Springs, CO

-Mollie McDougall, 14, Camillus, New York

She Is
That girl,
the one down the street,
staggering aimlessly
among the crime, drugs, pollution and
homelessness,
oblivious to all around her.
Acting as if nothing,
nothing but herself exists,
or even matters.
Only caring about
where she's going to get
her last drink before
retreating to her responsibilities
oflife,
and accepting the consequences...
and rewards
of being here,
on Earth,
alive,
and well.
But... well?
Is anyone who takes life
as a choice,
rather than a privilege
truly well?
But in her mind,
unfortunately,
she is.
- Alana Lopez, 13, Glendale, New York.
"My poems are inspired by my surroundings and
by my favorite poet, Maya Angelou. "

These paintings were some of those selected for the
1994 Cra1jo(a'Dream-Jv(~rsExhibit. Teachers may

submit K-6 artwork on the theme, Earth, Sea, and Sky,
for their 1995 program, until Feb. 28, 1995. Contact:
Crayo(a 'Dream-:Marters, 1100 Church Lane, PO Box 431,
Easton, PA 18044; (215) 253-6271. Photos: courtesy of the
1993-94 Dream-Makers Program, Binney & Smith Inc.

A Mysterious Repetition
I repeat all voices I hear
No matter who speaks them.
Some say I am not really there
For I am made of others' sounds.
I dwell in caves and tunnels,
Amphitheatres and great halls
Where only a noise can wake me
I repeat all voices I hear.
What amI?
-Chandra Russo Lanier, 11, Denver, Colorado
OLP!! :.l<1MSUY
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Check out these books in your school library
or local bookstore.
Tolerance by Kevin Osborn (Rosen
Publishing, 29 East St., New York, NY 10010).
What is tolerance? What makes people
intolerant? Issues of tolerance come up
wherever people interact-from situations at
school to the policies of nations. Emphasizing
the importance of learning the truth about
others and being wary of assumptions, this book
highlights ways individuals have used tolerance
to make a difference. Grades 6 and up.

A Heart in Politics: Jeannette Rankin and
Patsy T. Mink by Sue Davidson (Seal Press,
3131 Western Ave., # 410, Seattle, WA 98121).
Biographies of two women who broke through
the social barriers of their time. Jeannette
became the first woman elected to the U.S.
Congress in 1916 after her devoted work toward
women's suffrage. Patsy Mink, a JapaneseAmerican, became the first woman of color
elected to Congress in 1965. Their courage and
dedication to making a more peaceful world will
inspire you. Grades 6 and up.

Baseball Saved Us by Ken Mochizuki
(Lee and Low Books, 228 E. 45th St., New York,
NY 10017). A young Japanese-American boy
Famous Firsts of Black Women by Martha
and his family must find a way to live in a World
Ward Plowden (Pelican Press, 1101 Monroe
War II internment camp without losing their
St., Gretna, LA 70053). Twenty inspiring
spirits. His father's idea of building a baseball
African-American women. Read about Rosa
field and starting up games becomes a means
Parks, Shirley Chisholm, Wilma Rudolph,
for "Shorty" and the others in the camp to
Barbara Jordan, Diahann Carroll, Mary McLeod overcome their feelings of anger and helplessBethune, Sojourner Truth ... and their
ness. The book opens our eyes to an often
contributions to arts, politics, business,
untold part of U.S. history. Unique illustrations.
education, sports, and civil rights. Many of
Grades 3 and up.
these women are still among us. Grades 5 and up.
To the Lion Throne by Whitney Stewart
(Snow Lion Publications, PO Box 6483, Ithaca,
Peace and Bread: The Story of Jane Addams
by Stephanie S. McPherson (Carolrhoda Books, NY 14851). The fourteenth Dalai Lama is well
241 First Avenue N., Minneapolis, MN 55401). known for his work towards greater
understanding and harmony between peoples.
Born in a well-to-do family, Jane founded Hull
Learn
about his childhood and training in Tibet,
House to improve the living conditions of poor,
and about why thousands of Tibetan Buddhists
mostly immigrant workers in the Halsted Street
area of Chicago. She served as the first President fled to India to live in exile. Grades 4 and up.
of the Women's International League for Peace
and Freedom (WILPF) and worked on peace and L'Chaim: The Story of a Russian Emigre Boy
by Tricia Brown (Henry Holt and Co., 115 W.
freedom issues for over 40 years. Jane received
18th St., New York, NY 10011). This engaging
the 1931 Nobel Peace Prize. Grades 5 and up.
photo essay shows the daily life of a young
Orthodox Jew whose family moved to America
from the Ukraine in order to have the freedom to
Baby Alicia is Dying by Lurlene McDaniel
(Bantam Books, 1540 Broadway, New York, NY practice their religion. Kenneth Kobrt~'s camera
lets you share Zev's home, his school day, a trip
10036). When visiting a childcare center, Desi
to the kosher butcher shop, the Shabbat meal,
fell in love with the babies. Later, she finds out
and other parts of his new life. Grades 3 and up.
that the babies were HIV positive. It turns out
that the center is looking for volunteers. Desi
Latino Voices, edited by Frances R. Aparicio
decides to help. She wanted to make her family
(The
Millbrook Press, 2 Old Milford Road,
realize that she was special. Her sister was
Brookfield, CT 06804). A diverse collection of
always the one in the spotlight. Desi ends up
fiction,
nonfiction, and poetry by Latina and
volunteering at the center, but her mom doesn't
Latino
authors
such as Sandra Cisneros, Luis
approve. She's worried that Desi will catch
Rodriguez, Victor H. Cruz, and Willie Colon.
the deadly virus. Except for her friend Brian,
It speaks to the heart of what it means to be an
nobody at school wants to go near her. Find
American in this age of racial and ethnic division
out if Desi sticks to her beliefs and helps those
and increasing poverty. Grades 6 and up.
in need. Grades 6 and up.
-reviewed by Kim Baker, 13, N. Andover, MA
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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. Priority given to pen pals age 17 and under.

Louisa Mahlangu, girl, 16
Bruce Nyadzayo, boy, 14
9523 217, Sebokeng, 1982
92-3rd Crescent, Warren Park I,
Kambuzuma, Harare, ZIMBABWE
SOUTH AFRlCA
Int: baking, letter writing, reading
Int: swimming, travel, film, music
Breekeizi Mabandla, 14
Bennitah Mpofu, girl, 13
Tsolo Bookshop, Box 43, Tsolo,
32 Kingsway, Creerside,
5170, Transkei, SOUTH AFRlCA
Mutare, ZIMBABWE
Int: drawing, singing, acting, piano Int: swimming, tennis, TV
Pierre S. Leuw, boy, 17
Judith Chiseva, girl, 16
115 Buys Ave., Westenburg,
House No. 3467, Village 16,
Pietersburg 0700, S. AFRlCA
Mkoba, Gweru, ZIMBABWE
Int: swimming, books, other cultures Int: novels, music, basketball
Bongeka Hlengwa, girl, 15
Loveness Mkora, girl, 13
POB 101037, Scottsville, 3209,
House No. 8138, Glen Norah C,
Natal, Pietermaritzburg, S. AFRICA PO Glen Norah, ZIMBABWE
Int: reading, laughing, tennis
Int: swimming, outdoors, church
Constance Somlenze, girl, 15
Mary Samu, girl, 15
Ny 71-13, Gugulethu, 7750,
Glen Norah C, 25th Close, PO
Cape Town, SOUTH AFRICA
Glen Norah, Harare, ZIMBABWE
Int: acting, singing, meeting people
Int: movies, church, sports, music
Daphney Leso, girl, 15
Charlene Gondo, girl, 15
3-37th Ave., Haigpark,
1614 Vaalbank, PO Box 623,
Nabelreign, Harare, ZIMBABWE
Mbibane, 0049, SOUTH AFRlCA
Pamela Mkunu, girl, 13
Int: politics, novels, dance, cycling
Prenencia Mhlongo, girl, 14
28 St. Athens Drive, Bluffbill,
POB 973, Letaba, 0870, S. AFRlCA Harare, ZIMBABWE
Int: music, TV, reading, letters
Int: music, dance, romance novels
Leah Makunde, girl, 17
Patience Thamangani, girl, 11
767 (18) Chipinge Close, Nyameni
15 Zimnat House, 101 Herbert
Marondera, ZIMBABWE
Chitepa St., Mutare, ZIMBABWE
Int: church, friends, reading, music Int: basketball, swimming, stamps
Fortunate Muchuna, girl, 15
Kundai Hungwe, girl, 10
3846 Glen Norah A,
ZRP Hatfield,
Harare, ZIMBABWE
PO Hatfield,
Int: music, church, tennis
Harare, ZIMBABWE
James Lunga, boy, 1 4 , 25
Int: stamps, TV, radio
No.1 Acacia Avenue, Lochinnar, "....m..._~$'"'
Prince Rabva, boy, 10
PO Southerton, Harare, ZIMBABWE
PO Box BU 742, Borrowdale
Int: art, video games, reading, tennis
Harare, ZIMBABWE
Caroline Chahweta, girl, 13
Int: stamps, coins, soccer, tennis
Yolanda Banda, girl
Mutanda Primary School,
PO Box 3022, Paulington,
33 Derby Road, Bellevue, Bulawayo
Mutare, ZIMBABWE
ZIMBABWE. Will write about
Int: letters, stamps, sports, library
beautiful country of Zimbabwe.
Elizabeth Mujuru, girl, 16
Eureka Kanazache, girl, 15
8490- 23rd Road, Glen View 8
187 Tangwena Square, Nyameni
Harare, ZIMBABWE
Suburb, Marondera, ZIMBABWE
Int: music, playing saxophone
Int: novels, TV, church, hockey
Melody Nyasha, girl, 14
Patricia N. Manyowah, girl, 15
16 Yukon St., Nashville, Gweru
8199-23rd Road, Glen View 8,
ZIMBABWE
Harare, ZIMBABWE -',' -'--"
Int: cycling, TV, film, novels, music Int: stamps, TV, music ~
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Yemurai C. Mutebuka, girl, 14
9226 Unit K, Seke, Chitungwiza,
ZIMBABWE
Int: stamps, tennis, writing stories
Florence Gukuta, girl, 17
1963 V6, Mkoba, Gweru,
ZIMBABWE
Int: church, radio, movies
Audrey Muyambo, girl, 10
Manyame Air Base, clo Officers'
Mess, POB 7722, Cause Way,
Harare, ZIMBABWE
Int: running, basketball, TV, art
Dambudzo Mushure, girl, 16
House No. 48A, Glenville Road,
Hatfield, Harare, ZIMBABWE
Let's write about our countries.
Kerita Diana Harrison, girl, 15
31 Nhunguru St., PO Zengezall,
Chitungwiza, Harare, ZIMBABWE
Int: tennis, swimming, films, music
Rissie Chitengu, girl, 16
Int: Bible study, films, tennis
... and Memory Chitengu, girl, 10
Int: reading novels, watching WWF
831O-13th Close, Glen Norah C,
Harare, ZIMBABWE
Susan Muchererah, girl, 12
157 Chitungo, Sakubra, Mutare
ZIMBABWE
Int: netball, tennis, cricket, hockey
Shamiso Chivengwa, 11
55 Anaboom Road, Thomgrove,
Bulawayo, ZIMBABWE
Tongesai Matanhire, boy, 15
House No. 349, 19th Crescent,
Glen View-I, Harare, ZIMBABWE
Int: stamps, posters, American films
Samuel Nyakudya, boy, 12
Forest Industry Training Center
POBox 977, Mutare, ZIMBABWE
Int: swimming, movies, letters
Charles Mandi, boy, 14
5596 New Caanan, PO Highfield,
Harare, ZIMBABWE
Int: cricket, tennis, video games
Farai Chisango, girl, 12
NHF 103, Willowdale Road
Highfield, Harare, ZIMBABWE
Int: netball, case investigator stories
Oppong Gyabaah, boy, 15
POB 84, Sunyani BI A, GHANA
Int: football, tennis, gift exchange

Sheetal Vikas Amte, girl, Gr. 9
PO Anandwan, (Warora) 442914
Dist. Chandrapur,
Maharashtra, INDIA
Int: books, painting, arts, languages
Pooja and Prajkta Vyavahare,
twin sisters, age 10
285 -C Rajendra Nagar
Indore 452012 (M.P,) INDIA
Int: reading, bicycling, sight seeing
Sandip j. Machakale, boy, 13
c/o Lok Biradari Project Nagepalli
P.O. Aheri, District Gadchiroli
Maharashtra, INDIA
Int: sports, reading, animals
Anandrao Balaji Misar, boy, 14
Santosh Pandit jadhav, boy, 14
(lnt: music, stories, reading, theatre)
Kande Madi Madari, girl, 17
Hemalkasa Ashram School
PO Bhamragarh, Dist. Gadchiroli
Maharashtra, INDIA

Sofie Carolin, girl, 14
Isaac Asare, boy, 14
Kblgatan 12,
POB 1350, Sunyani B/A, GHANA
591 72 Motala, SWEDEN
Int: reading, math, friends, music
Int: diving, music, letter-writing
Daniel Agyemang, boy, 17
Sofi Tegsveden
c/o Eric Yeboah, POB 1530,
Kvamvagen 46,
Sunyani B/A, GHANA
17541 Jamfalla, SWEDEN
Int: Bible, drawing, football
Int: animals, music, dance'~'''"
David Osei, boy, 17
Maria Lundquist, girl, 12 \~S ' .
PC?B 32, Yamfo,
Prickgrand 75,
Sunyam B/A GHANA
97341 Lulea, SWEDEN
",
Int: Church, photography
Int: singing, skiing; boy preferred
Ahmad Andoh, boy, 16
Hedvig Glans, boy, 12
POB 227, Sunyani B/A, GHANA
Fagerangsgatan 50,
Int: football, tennis, gift exchange
Charles Sarkodie, boy, 12
52141 Falkbping, SWEDEN
Int: violin, drawing, wants girl pals POB 1312, Sunyani B/A, GHANA
Linda Nilsson, girl, 15
Int: reading, writing, music, gifts
,"'\
Gorgena Aninwaa, girl, 12
Ramtegelvagen 53,
23839 SWEDEN
c/o Sarkodie Charles, POB 1688
Int: boys, letters, friends,
Sunyani B/A, GHANA
Int: writing, stories, music, stamps
Ase Werner, girl, 14
Asatra, 18491 Akersberga, Sweden justice A. Iseac, boy, 16
Ayuk Ashu, boy, 14
Int: drawing, flute, basketball
POB 1642, Sunyani B/A, GHANA
c/o James Ashu, Damol Ndian,
Int: soccer, writing letters, poems
Ndian, SWP, CAMEROON
Tove Brinck, girl, 12
Villagatan 24E julija Galiaminskaja, girl, 14
Int: ball games, swimming
G
't St t 1 28 V'
,
26232 Angelholm, SWEDEN aums es ree - , lsagmas
Casper George, boy, 11
Int: dancing, music, scouting LITHUANIA
P.O. Box 42, Francistown,
Int: sports, dance, music
Christina Behm, girl, 11
BOTSWANA
Morozova, girl, 14
Apelsl'nva"gen 19 Ksenya
Int: TV, biking, footba II
G
't St t 1 15 V'
,
S-74131 Knivsta, SWEDEN
aums es ree - , lsagmas
Sara Gribbon, girl, 12
LITHUANIA
~1W!~Ar.~lkA45c Int: horse-riding, soccer, piano I
d
t
181 Cooper Ave.,
nt: sports, ance, stamps, compu er
Upper Montclair, NJ 07043 USA Natalie Pinzon, girl, 13
Nasti Agafonova, girl, 10
Noralina F. Robinsong, girl, 8 Aslbgsvagen 2, 163 53 Spanga,
Street D, Home 6, Rat 74,
PO Box 1558, Lancaster,
Stockholm, SWEDEN
Serdicha, 220082, Minsk-82,
South Carolina 29721 USA
Int: music, theater, boys, friends
BELARUS
Int: swimming, computers, Mexico Elin Bergstrom, girl, 13
Int: drawing, dried flower pictures
Students, ages 11-14, want pen Lbnnvagen 35
Katya Kuzmichyova, girl, 13
pals! Please write them c/o
14141 Huddinge, SWEDEN
Naberezhnaya St., 28-A, Apt.37,
Int: painting, horses and music
Novovoronezh, Voronezhskaya
Mrs. Batra's Class, Creighton
School, 2802 East McDowell Rd.,
Marie-Louise Gunnarsson, 14 Region, 396072 RUSSIA
PI 3004 Sikfors,
Int: dance, swimming, cartoons
Phoenix, Arizona 85008 USA
International Pen Friends has 71293 Hallefors, SWEDEN
Dmitrii Kozlov, boy, 12
pals of all ages! For information on Int: boys, discos, letter-writing
Kirov St,. 48, Apt. 35,
individual or group pals, send
Nine youth, 13-16, want penpals. Bologoye, Tverskaya Region,
SASE or int'! postal reply coupon
Write Benjamin Kwateng, Justice
171060 RUSSIA
to: International Pen Friends, Dept. Owusu, Jonas Adusei, Damoah
Int: coins, calendars, soccer
SS, POB 963, Pioneer, CA 95666 Michael, Adamptey Thomas, Charles Galiullina Gulnara, girl, 15
(There is a fee for this service.)
Debrah, Amankwaa Isaac, Godfred Mendeleev St., 9-19,
Poya Tababatkhani, boy, 16
Asomeah, or Sammuel Nyame at
Bashkortostan, UFA,
450022~ RUSSIA
Puckvagen 31,
Methodist J.S.S.'C' POB 502,
Int: world history, literature:
740 30 Bjbrklinge, SWEDEN
Sunyani B/A, GHANA
Int: math, computers, nat. science
Anim O. Anikamah, boy, 16
Alexei Galkin, 11
Irma Stadling Muhli, girl, 11
POB 1185, Sunyani B/A, GHANA Democraticheskaya Str. 11, Apt. 33
Ribbingsvag 17,
Int: football, table tennis, reading
Samara 443031 RUSSIA
19152 Sollentuna, SWEDEN
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In the Next IssueYour visions for the Year 2025
Homes and Shelters
Papua New Guinea
Best Books to Read in 1995
Great Pen Pal Exchange
Mystery of the Bog People

Future FeaturesWe're All in it Together: Sports!
Why do you compete individually or on a
team? When does your team achieve the best
results? What makes a good leader? A good team
player? Who are your favorite sports stars? Why?
Kids Take on the World: Tell us how you are
transforming your school or community. Make up
your own press releases for your club or activity.
Send photos, drawings, interviews, letters to the
editor. Let your imagination and action change
the world!
Weaving Woman
Send your own writing and artwork for
Willow
Zheng,
artist from China living in Eugene
publication in Skipping Stones! Remember, the
last day for entering 1995 Skipping Stones
Chinese Proverb
tf~I~~
Youth Honor Awards is June 25, 1995.
jJj "-~1'.:f..
Go to the people.
Send an SASE for guidelines.
~-tJ...~
Live among them.
Skipping Stones
Learn from them.
':t-fJ.-.t</
Post Office Box 3939
Love them.
1t:.~/...fJv
Eugene, OR 97403 USA
Start
with
what they know.
.!;j ,,-!J.,. FJ.t{w il'7 -J...r...tr-'l~
Build
from
what they have.
.f; J... !v"j1/!q 6':; -k-i1rL
But of the best leaders,
~t.1!t..!Li\.;
When
the task is accomplished,
Jt~+r'J'1~..$f-% if:l.:z.A{< .
Their
work is done,
~u~1t\
--\.
The people remark,
J....evr.;: it"
~.'«."r..'O'"
1l.~
~
"We
have
done it ourselves."
- Kristen Sandres. Lusaka, Zambia
«::f \''(;1\11
r.. uhJ'..~'J
" , I ~ --tfi."

Mrak (Morker)

Darkness

Vad ar morker
det ar bara svart luft.
Var inte radd fOr det.
Varfor skulle du vara det?
I det ogonblick du
ser glimten av ljus
forsvinner den morka djavulen.
-Nikolina Pavlovic, 12 iir,
flykting i Zagreb skrev denna dikt
midsommaraft en 1993. Dikten iir
fran Fredskalendern 1995, Edsbro,
Sverige.

What is darkness
it is only black air.
Don't be afraid of that.
Why should you be?
In the instant you
see the glimmer of light
the dark demon disappears.
- Nikolina Pavlovic, 12, refugee
in zagreb wrote this poem on
Midsummers Day 1993.
Appeared in the 1995 Peace
Calendar, Edsbro, Sweden.

Originally written in Croat. Later translated into Swedish and English.
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Inside an Eraser
Inside an eraser,
There are stories,
Hidden away.
There are pictures,
Gone forever.
Never to be seen again.
Inside there are feelings,
And thoughts,
Hidden forevermore.
-Joanna Beilman-Dulin, Sumpter
Community School, Salem, Oregon

./

Freedo.m Now!
_ Fr.eedom Now! Freedom for Ev.eryone! Freedom
of being who we are: compassionate, creative, egalitarian"
expressive, loving human beings!
How do we help oui children become fr~e? .How '
can we create an egalitarian society for them to grow' in?
There are many steps tfillt we, as adult helpers, can take.
. The go hand in ·hand.
Discri~nation and Prejudice: Education is the key
to reducing prejudice and discrimination, Becoming
aware of cultural diversity is to' embrace and appreciate
people of other cultures. When children (and adults)
experience the rich traditions, artistic wealth, culinary
arts, musical talents, spiritual teachings, literary works, 'or
get a feel·for the language of a culture or ethnic group,
affinity is but natural. 'Cultural diversity is a necessary
component of our species' sustainability. Cultural
diversity here includes people of color, women,· people
with ~ifferent abilities, religions and fait~s ...
• In your -language arts dasses, make' a 'special, effort
to read and discuss literary works (or their translations)
· from many cultures and countries.
• Cultivate Multicultures of Mind. Too often we fall
· into the trap of one-track thinking. Encourage diversity
of ~pinions by stressing that there is no one simple
answer td any question or problem. Roleplay different
situations, where the answers coulq differ significantJy:
• Give your students ample time to understand
issues raised, with question and answer times. .
• Involve them in decision making at home or in
school. Students will hoi1o~ Freedom of Choice for
- others only if the~ have the same for themselves. ·
• When giving students the freedom to ~ake cltoices,
provide adequate information, options and available
resources. Brainstorm with them possible consequences.
• Allow creativity in completing class or homework
· assignments.
• To increase harinony and cooperation in your
classroom or at home, get to know them on a personal
level. / Have meaningful· exchanges of ideas anq feelings;
individually or in small groups. Spend attentive time,
especially with youth at risk in your dass. Become a
trustworthy friend. Involve yourself in one or mor.e
school clubs, as an advisor or mentor
Freedom of Expression: Nurture this basic human
right in your children and students. If we grant ourselves
self-respect and freedom of expression, we must also
•
grant the same to others. Our failure to recognize this
eats away at our freedom. When we respect others, we
develop genuine friendships and feel secure. When we
do ]lot allow others the freedom of expression, we risk
much more than misunderstanding and'misinterpretation.
Insecurit-y and fear caI}. result.
Freedom from Fear: What makes us afraid or
angry and resort to violen~e? How can we transform.
our anger into constructive action? How can we take
responsibility for our actions instead of blaming others?',
We are required to address these difficult questions daily.

Needless to say violence has deep roots in' our
society. We plan to take a, closer look at these in future
issues. (You might wish to share your ideas, experiepces
and opinions for inclusion iIi. this feature.) But some
discussion is warranted now!
• Promote a violence reduction program, for your
home and school, that ipcludes a tra(ning in the arts ofActive Listening: Did I hear you say that .. " or, .
Am I correct in understanding that you meant .. :
Emotional Literacy: The ability to read and re~Pond
to emotions that the opposite person is going through
during a discussion, conversation or a'n 'argument.
Channeling anger in constructive ways. Often the
very first remarks, the first interaction during a possible
conflict situation sets the tone for a confrontation. - ' "
~ole playing will help them practice the ideas.
, Expose as many students as you can to programs like
Resolving Conflicts Creatively ~r Children's Creative
Response to Conflict. It's never too early to introduce
ways to reduce violent confrontations.

Ideas for Class Discussion
Freedom and fear. Dealing actively with prejudice.
Special privileges for previously oppressed groups.
Gender jssues. Sexual discrimination. Differently ablecl
children and special education classes. Talented and _
Gifted Programs. Measure 187 in California. English as
a National Language. Racial stereotypes ..and jokes. How
to surv'ive ·television violence. Educational and public
television programming.
..,.
Depending on the topics YOU; choose; class . .
,discussions could begin with or be followed !Jy personal
narratives, bOth' positive and negative. "'(Students might
share their experiences orally, through a composition or
by a drawing,) Of course, someone will need to moderate
the discussion in a skilled manner, and towards the end,
bring to'focus the positive ,ways of addressing the issues
in real life.
"':""Arun Narayan Toke

Resources
'Respecting ,Our Differences by Lynn Duvall. 1994.
Free Spirit Publishing, Minii~apolis, MN
Class 0[.2000: Prejudi~e Puzzle, 1992. .
National Public Radio Outreach, Washington, DC
Family Portraits in Changing Times by Helen Nestor.
1992. }{ewSage Press, OR
Ciyil Rights Teaching Kit & Teaching Tolerance from
S.P.L.c., 400 Washington Ave., Montgomery, AL 36104 .
A-Gay-Yah: '\ A Gender Equity Curriculum for Grades
6-12, ·and Equity Lessons for Elementary /Secondary
School. Women's Education Equity Aci Publishing
Center, 55 Chapel St., Newton, MA 02160
The Friendly Classroom for a Small Planet by Children's
Creative Response to Conflict. New Society Publishers, •
4527 Springfield St., Philadelphia, PA 19143
Kindred Spirits: Contemporary' African-American Artists
1992. Video produced for PBS by KERA-TV, TX
~
I
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I think fri~ndship is love a~d peace. I remember the English proverb,
"A friend in need is a frie.nd indeed." We cannot live without friends_.
So I want to ask you, "Have you got friends?"
-Katya Kuzmichyova, 13, Novovoronezh, Russia

Skipping Stones -P. O. Box 3939
Eu'gene, OR 97403-0939
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