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EdPress

Greetings.
So, you are already thinking of summer
vacation! As a teenager, I always looked forward
to summer-free time, creative activities and that
out-of-town trip we'd been planning for several
months. What are your plans for the summer?
Of course, it's not easy for us to pack our bags
and hop on a plane or a train. But we can always
go for a stroll to the land of imagination. Why
not give our brain enough time to think, imagine
and create things; not just during this summer,
but all the time! Let's go on a mind walk.
A human brain is like a supercomputer, capable
of storing and processing a ton of information.
But to retrieve pieces of this information, we must
have an address for it. That's why people ask
'us to keep a journal or diary; to keep written or
visual images of where we go and what we do or
think. A journal allows us to look back on those
special events of our life, whenever we want.
It is also a way to see the big picture of what we
do and what is important to us. And, keeping a
journal improves our ability to express ourselves.
And why not also take up letter writing this
summer? To pen friends, parents, grandparents,
public officials, people of the future... Through
letters, we can share our experiences and
expectations, joys and sorrows. When we're
feeling down, letter-writing can help us get over
feelings of hurt, anger, sadness, frustration..
And we're able to see a clearer picture of
ourselves and our world.

When we are able to see the whole picture,
we feel more confident. But, we can see the big
picture only when we're not in the center of
everything. Skipping Stones helps you see
life from different viewpoints.
For example, when you come from Colombia,
Croatia, Germany or Australia, and visit another
country or culture, what do you expect? Well,
let's go on a journey with four international
students who are spending a year in the United
States. They share their trials and tribulations
with us on pages 5-10. I've travelled thirteen
countries on three continents and I couldn't
agree more with these young adventurers.
Cross-cultural experiences allow us to see
things in different light; they add a fifth or sixth
or seventh dimension to our life.
Continuing to skip stones across the world,
this issue also takes you to the midsummer magic
of Lithuania, to the historic bogs of Denmark,
and to tropics of Southeast Asia, with an
excursion through the crowded streets of
Kuala Lumpur, Malaysia
Do tell us how life treats you this summer.
Or, how you treat life this summer~ (
HastaPronto,

df~&k0

News from the Skipping Stones family.••
EdPress honors Skipping Stones with the 1995
Golden Shoestring Award (see page 29).
Farewell to Associate Editor Amy Brandt.
Amy will do her graduate studies in library
science at the Univ. of Illinois beginning August.
Welcome to the World. Born to Bidyut Das
and Arun Toke, on 12 May, a baby boy!
Wedding Bells ring on 9 September for our
staff, Rachel Benson and her partner, Ira Clark.
Dear Hanna skips stones across the ocean and
travels to the Czech Republic, Austria, Denmark,
Finland and England to reconnect with her
childhood memories.
Paper, postage, and printing push prices.
New rates for Skipping Stones are $20 for
families, $30 for institutions, $5 extra for airmail.
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We Would Like to See...
Did you know that parades during Purim in
Israel look much like parades during carnival in
Brazil? That an important part of celebrating Purim
and Passover is helping less fortunate people? And
that there is a Jewish holiday called Tu Bi-Shevat
where people help the environment by planting trees?
Most articles about Jewish people are about the
Holocaust, anti-Semitism, or terrorist attacks on
Israel. We would like to read articles about life in
ISRAEL which emphasize the kind-hearted and
festive aspects of Jewish Culture.
-Shoshana (13), Jacob (11), and Anna (7)
Gershenson, Georgia, USA
I've just finished my second issue of your
magazine. What a wonderfully informative (and
entertaining) resource for children and educators alike.
As the parent of an internationally adopted child,
I would like to suggest that you consider including in
your future issues information on transracial and
transcultural families, adoptive and otherwise. My
own experience in dealing with adoption education in
my child's school is that young children are eager to
learn about family diversity and that such information
enhances their acceptance of diversity in general.
Thanks for your excellent magazine!
-Susan Holdridge, Albany, New York

Readers Skip Some Stones
I believe your magazine is the best in the whole
wide world because I have gotten about three [pen]
friends in your country. I am telling people how
good and lovely your magazine is.
-Charles A. Sarkodie, 14, Sunyani BIA, Ghana
Our youth group elected to use their funds to
purchase Skipping Stones (Vol. 6, no. 5) as a teaching tool to promote their cause of universal love of
mankind. They intend to put the 50 issues into waiting
rooms of the doctors and dentists' offices in our area.
Thank you for the work and dedication that goes
into your lovely publication Skipping Stones.
- Aimee Bowers, 12, Black Rose Diversity
Workshop, Spiritual Assembly of the Baha'is of
Astoria, Oregon
You did a wonderful job putting the Papua New
Guinea section together (Vol. 7, no. 2). I was thrilled
to read it and I'm sure Koroba High School will be too!
- Valerie Conroy, Seattle, Washington
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Life in Russia•••
I live in Starobelsk. It is a small town on the Aidar
River, surrounded with a lot of forests and picturesque
plains. There are a lot of old houses in town, and highstoried buildings are rising right next to them.
Starobelsk is a very picturesque place, described by
many writers and poets, including Vsevolod
Miskailovich Garshin and Alexei Vasilievich Koltsov.
Starobelsk also "produced" one of the leading
physicists in the country, T. A. Langemak, after whom
a crater on the other side of the moon was named. Our
town is also proud of a famous scientist, Bolezina, who.
was participating in scientific experiments on antibiotics
during World War II.
A monastery, built in the 18th century, is a beautiful
architectural memorial that became famous for its large
religious, foreign, and artistic library. It is also famous
for its icons, brought from Greece.
It is spring now. I love it, especially the forest in
the spring. The nature is happy. Words can't express
what you can see and hear in the spring forest.
-Anna Fedchenko, Starobelsk, Russia

...and in South Africa
(Sarah's poem, "The Call," appeared in Vol. 7, no. 1.)
"The Call" was inspired by some experiences I had
in junior school. There was a great deal of violence in
the country-riots, stonings, and bombs. Our school
busses were stoned and sometimes stopped when they
went into the townships to pick up pupils. Because you
could be shot if you were found with textbooks or
wearing a school uniform, all our black and coloured
pupils were excused from wearing uniforms or doing
homework for fear of their safety. I felt immense anger
and shame that my friends could share my beliefs and
ideals, but while they suffered for it, I did not. Despite
the fact that my school, Springfield Convent, was the
first in the country to open its doors to all races, we
received many bomb threats, and wasted many precious
hours on the sportsfield waiting for bomb squads and
sniffer dogs.
My father is British and my mother is a fourth
generation South African, with Scottish, German, and
Dutch heritage. My home language is English, but I
also speak Afrikaans, and hope to learn Xhosa soon.
My dream is of a peaceful future for my country.
- Sarah Gordon, 21, Wynberg, South Africa
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?

Do You Have Kangaroo Crossings?
An Experience in International Living
In April, Skipping
Stones invited four
international students
to talk about their
experiences. Vesna
Dukic, 18, is from
Rijeka, Croatia.
Anna Hesse, 17, is
from Bad Homburg,
Germany, and
Andres F. Ovalle,
18, isfrom Bogotd,
Colombia. They are
attending South
Eugene High School.
Melanie Sutton, 17,
is from Adelaide,
Australia and attends
Sheldon High School
in Eugene. Andres
and Melanie are in the
United States as part ofthe American Field Service
exchange. Our thanks to Penelope Youngfeather,a
parent and storyteller, for moderating this discussion
at the Eugene Waldorf School.
Penelope: What has it been like for you coming into
another culture? What did you expect?
Vesna: I didn't have very many expectations before I
came here, probably because I had lots of friends who
had .been foreign exchange students in the United States.
TheIr experiences were so different, depending on where
they went, how long they stayed, their host families.
When you have that mixture of different experiences
there's nothing to expect. Life is different much faster
than in Croatia. We spend much more tim~ in school here
than in Croatian schools, although school is easier here.
~nna: I already lived in America for a year when I was
eIght, so I knew what life was like, at least a little. Of
course I didn't know what high school would be like.
I thought that I WOUld.like to meet new people, and see
how I could adapt to lIfe here. In the beginning, it started
out really easy because I play basketball. I got to know
people on the team. But we weren't really good friends
we would just say "hi." And that would be almost all. '
Even toward the end it stayed that way. It was a little
stra~ge. But now I have a lot of good friends. I play
tenms ~ow, and I have friends on that team. And, yeah,
school IS a lot easier here than in Germany, but I knew
that already from friends who had been here.
Melanie: I thought United States culture would be sort
of similar to Australia. But I found out we were much
more similar to Britain, a bit of a surprise. We have a lot
of American influence though, most of our TV shows are
fr?m Americ~. So I ha~ built up a perception of what
thmgs were lIke. And It'S totally different.

Vesna: Like Beverly Hills 90210?
(Everyone laughs.)
Melanie: And
school's definitely a
lot easier here. But
school's a lot longer
in Australia; we have
a whole year of
school with six
weeks break at
Christmas. Life's
certainly a lot faster
here, Australians
are more laid back.
Andres: I had a
lot of expectations
because my brother
was here when he
.
was seventeen; he
came to OhIO. When I came here, the first month
was totally hard. I didn't speak English at all in the
beginning, so the language was a problem. [I speak
Spanish in Colombia].
Also, in Colombia we study all our years with the
same people, so when we are seniors in Colombia it's
like sisters and brothers. You know everybody so
well; Here, .every class has different people, you
?on t have tIme to meet these people very well. It's
Just one hour and then other people come.
But anyway, I've survived. I'm glad to have
come t~ li~e he.re.' I've learned a lot about myself. In
the begmn~ng, It IS hard, and then you have a period
of d.epressIOn, at Christmas. But then January,
gettmg better, getting better, and then one moment
you have a lot of friends and you don't know how!
Pene~ope: Would you all say that was a similar
e~penen.ce ~or all of you? Not having those
fnendships m the beginning?
Vesna: It's stressful to be a new senior. Everyone
knows each other from middle school. They have
people to hang out with, you're new. You're working
really hard to make friends. You always have to be
happy, you have to smile, you always have to be in a
good mood. Because if you're not, nobody's going
to talk to you. But now, if I'm sad, people will come
up and ask me what's wrong.
An~res:. In the beginning, you're so worried about
gettmg fnends, that you don't do anything. But then
after four months, five months, you start to think
"I'm living here." You start to be American. Yo~
don't worry so much about friends. The friends
come to you. It's incredible.
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Melanie: Even though I didn't have the same language
barrier, it was hard for me to make friends. I'd start
talking and people would ask, "Oh, where are you from?"
"From Australia" "I love your accent!" It wouldn't be
so much what I was saying, but how I was saying it. So,
it took me a while to make friends, but now I have a lot.
At first, I was in a lot of sports, because I thought
that was the best way to make friends. It's been hard to
get into the groups that they've had for years. But, as
the year's gone past, things have gotten better.
Anna: I think you get more easily accepted if you're
good at sports. On the JV
(junior varsity) basketball
team I was one of the best,
and I was accepted, I had
friends. On varsity, I
wasn't that good, so they
didn't speak with me!
Now I'm on the tennis
team, and I'm good and
everybody speaks with me!
I think it's really important,
for many Americans, that
you're good at sports.
Because it's such a big
part of your life.
Vesna: But if you're
good in school, that's different, then you're a geek.
Andres: I play soccer here in varsity. When I score,
everybody is totally happy, but when I have bad games,
everybody is down. In Colombia, we play soccer, but
it's for fun. Here it's totally serious. People work a
lot for winning. In Colombia, we play to relax.
Penelope: How much of other cultures did you meet
in your home countries?
Melanie: I had friends from Iran, but that was about it.
I didn't have that much exposure to other cultures.
Anna: Me neither. But there were a lot of Americans
from an army base close by and
we played against American teams
in sports. There are a lot of
people from Turkey, but they
have their own group in our town.
Vesna: My city is the biggest
port on the Adriatic Sea. Lots of
ships come in...you meet foreigners occasionally. But I never had
any close relationships with other
cultures, except for my host
family. They came to Croatia five
years ago and I was their interpreter. They invited me to come here.
Andres: In Colombia I have
friends from other countries; I
knew about AFS and I've always
been interested in travel.

The people from Colombia have many cultures.
In the north we have the Carribbean Sea, so there's
reggae, everybody's happy. In the south there's the
Amazon jungle. In the center are mountains, with
huge cities and people from America, Europe.
On the sides are the flats, just cows. Colombia is
different, and has many cultures.
Penelope: When you came to the United States, did
you meet more cultures than you were used to?
And is that because you are in AFS?
Melanie: The first week we were in the United States
we had a huge camp, and that was amazing, meeting
people from all over the world. I've now got friends
from Bolivia, Russia, Austria...you name it.
Vesna: I know lots of people from Spanish-speaking
areas. I also know exchange students from Denmark
and Sweden. There are lots of people at South
Eugene High whose parents moved here, from Russia,
Iceland. But those are not considered to be foreign
exchange students.
Penelope: Because their families are here?
Vesna: Right. But they hang out with us.
Andres: My best friend here is from Sweden.
When I've got problems, when I'm kind of depressed,
I speak with her. When you are from another part of
the world you find that exchange students are more
understanding.
Anna: Most of the time they have the same problems.
Americans can't understand what kind of problems
we have, it's hard to explain it to them.
Vesna: I think that what happens is that every
American has a car. We (foreign exchange students)
don't drive cars, so we depend on other people to pick
us up. It's fun in the beginning for them, but then it's
not fun any more. It's just so hard to become really,
really involved in American teenage life. You don't
have all the equipment to follow it.
Andres: I speak with people from other parts of the
world because I find a
connection with these
people. But if I have the
opportunity to speak with
an American, I do it.
But here you can only
talk to juniors or seniors.
You can't speak with a
freshman, because he's a
freshman. In Colombia,
age doesn't matter.
Melanie: It's amazing,
even though I speak
English, it's a different
form of English and I'll
< <: say one thing that to an
"",..:t::"' American means something else. A jumper is a
0

COo ,,,-,'
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American Field Service (AFS) students at camp

sweater to us, but a jumper to Americans is what we
would call a pinafore. So, I'll be saying something and
somebody will say, "What's that?" Oh, yeah, that's
Australian.
We went to Portland for International Week and I met
an Australian who had just come over and it was so good;
we just sat there and talked. It was a relief not to have to
think if I'm talking in the right sort of English or not.
Penelope: Anna mentioned how important sports are,
Andres mentioned not speaking to younger students...do
you experience this more here, than in your own country?
Andres: Totally.
Vesna: As Andres said, we have a different education
system, where you stay in one class with the same people
through all four years of high school. So, we really are
brothers and sisters when we are seniors. Here, you come
and you don't know anybody. I was waiting once to get
something to eat, and this guy starts talking to me in slang.
And I'm like, "Excuse me?" and he just left and I felt so
stupid. I can't explain to everybody, "Hey, can you slow
down and say it once again?"
Andres: When someone asks me if I'm a senior, they're
like, "Oh, you're a senior?" [and they bow down]. But
if you're a freshman, eh [who cares] ....
Melanie: In Australia, we have a five year high school,
but even still, I have friends from all over the school. We
change around classes but at the start of each day we have
a home class where we read school notices and things like
that. And that class, because we were always together,
was really cool. It seems that when we have a foreign
exchange student in Australia, everyone draws to them,
which is really nice. That doesn't seem to happen here
because it's so common to have exchange students.
Andres: Here, there is a really bad stereotype of South
Americans, that they're real macho or so violent. So,
when people come to South America, we really want to
show them that it's not just violence and poor people.
That there are warm people and that all is not bad.
Anna: Our high school is from fifth to thirteenth grade,
so there's a real big difference between the years. I don't
think the older people look down on those who are two or
three grades below them. You get to know people out of
school and have friends in all different grades. You don't
look down on anybody.
Melanie: We have to wear school uniforms [at my school
in Australia]. That is really good because you don't judge
someone on what they're wearing. It's easier to mix with
different people because you don't have to worry about
what you're wearing, or whether you're poor or rich. It's
different at Sheldon High because there are more groups
that depend on clothes. There's not so much group mixing.
Vesna: South Eugene High has so many different people,
and they really don't judge you by clothes. South is very
liberal and you can wear whatever you want. It doesn't
have anything to do with how people like you or not like
you. When we first came here though, the clothes and
hairstyles were weird to us!

Andres: We thought that it was Halloween!
Anna: We don't have alternative styles at our
school at all [in Germany]. Everybody dresses alike.
What's popular at the moment, everybody wears
that. Here you can wear whatever you like. It's
good to experience all this, because I never had that
in Germany.
Andres: I have a lot of art classes at South Eugene,
acting, drawing, photography. There are a lot of
people [that dress differently]. They are normal
people, they just try to express themselves in some
way.
Vesna: I think we are lucky. Usually you hear
that in American high schools you have a group of
popular people and everyone wants to draw to them.
But my psychology teacher said if you try to find the
most popular group of people at South Eugene, you
will have a hard time.
Penelope: What stereotypes did you have about
America based on the television that you had seen?
Anna: 902101
Penelope: How
many of you had seen
Beverly Hills 902101!
Vesna: Everybody!
Andres: Yeah, in
Colombia, it was in
Spanish.
Vesna: In Croatia,
it's in English, with
Croatian subtitles.
Anna: We have it dubbed in German.
Penelope: Now, Eugene is quite different from
many parts of America, but it is still America. So,
what were some of the stereotypes you had of
America, based on the television? How much of
that is true?
Anna: I don't think I had any stereotypes because
of TV, I just didn't believe it from the beginning.
Especially Beverly Hills 90210. I knew it wouldn't
be that way in Eugene, because it has such a
different standard of life.
Andres: For International Week, we went to a
school in Portland. The school had carpet and the
parking lot had fancy cars. [When I was there] I
remembered the show. But you can't say, it's just
like that. Sometimes, life is similar to the television,
and sometimes it's totally different.
Melanie: I watched the American shows in
Australia and took them lightly. I don't think
anything could have prepared me for what it was
going to be like in reality. You can't base your
thoughts on what a particular thing is like until
you've actually done it or been there.
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Anna: I was travelling in America with a group of
Arun: Perhaps you'd like to talk about the lack of
Gennan basketball players the summer before I came
public transportation here?
here. One girl had a book and it tells you how you can
Melanie: We have a really good public transport
get prepared for America, what it will be like, what the
system in Australia, especially, in Adelaide. It takes
people will be like. She read that book the whole time
only ten minutes to get into the city, whereas it takes a
and was so interested in it. I read it, and was like, how
half an hour by car.
do they know it's going to be that way? And it actually
Andres: In Bogota, there are a lot of buses. You just
wasn't that way.
whistle and the bus stops.
Penelope: Tell us about the cities you're from.
Anna: Even in our town, which is small, our public
Vesna: I live in a big city called Rijeka. It is two hours transportation is better than in Eugene. We're allowed
away from Italy. So, I know Italian culture a lot, and I
to drive when we are 18. I had never really thought
even speak Italian. My city used to be part of Italy.
about driving. I could get everywhere by bike or just
After World War II, that part became Yugoslavia. So,
walk there. My parents never really drove me
we have Italian high schools and elementary schools.
anywhere, and I never asked them. So, now it's really
Anna: My town is called Bad Homburg and it's in the
strange to ask everybody after sports, can you give me
a ride? I don't like it at all. I like to feel independent..
western part of Gennany. It's half an hour's drive
Here, if I don't have a ride, it's hard.
from Frankfurt, so it's close to a big city. There are
mountains pretty close by. You're close to the nature,
Andres: In the beginning, it was hard. But now at
you can go hiking there.
the end, you have more friends, and people ask you [if
Melanie: I come from South Australia, in a city called
you need a ride].
Adelaide, which is the capital city. But I live right on
Vesna: Where I live, we can get our driving license
the edge of the suburbs. You walk up my road and
when we are 18. But we take buses a lot. High
there's the bush. We've seen echidnas, which are like
school students take buses, not very many students
porcupines, on our front lawn, and we have kookaburras drive cars to school. Here, there are huge parking lots
everywhere. Australia has about the same amount of
in front of every high school. I had a freshman tell
land mass as the United States, but we have a population me, "I can't wait until I get a driver's license." I tell
less than California. We've got seventeen million.
him, "Well, I'm a senior, and I'm taking a bus," and
Adelaide's the fourth biggest city in Australia. I like
he's like, "I feel sorry for you."
where I live now, which is about a half hour's drive
Melanie: A lot of my junior and senior friends still
from the city center. But I'm also five minutes from
took the bus to school and back. It wasn't that bad,
the bush, which is good because I like going hiking.
because everyone was taking the bus. You had
Vesna: Do you have kangaroos jumping all over in
someone to talk with...
front of your house? That's my stereotype of Australia!
Andres: In Colombia, it's really popular to take the
Melanie: We have kangaroos bus to school. Only a couple seniors had cars.
up the road. A kangaroo
Melanie: Our buses in Australia are crowded. We
probably wouldn't come near
have to stand up on buses. And here, you can just
my house; it's pretty busy.
spread out.
Vesna: Do you have
Arun: What about social problems such as drugs,
"kangaroo crossings?"
violence...do you have any of that back in your
Melanie: Yes, we do. Up
schools?
in the hills there are kangaroo
Vesna: I think drugs are much more socially
signs and koala signs.
acceptable here. In Croatia, we have this attitude: if
Penelope: You probably see somebody is taking drugs, that person is a bad guy.
kangaroo the way we see deer. You don't want to hang out with those people.
Melanie: Yes, and in fact they are overpopulated.
Anna: I don't know anybody in my town that takes
Vesna: Where I live, it is a big city with skyscrapers,
drugs. In Frankfurt, there's a drug scene. But those
are bad people. And everybody says, "Don't go there,
no deer or duck or kangaroo passings at all !
it's really dangerous." And, people in Gennany are
Andres: I come from Bogota, which is the capital of
more controlled when they drink alcohol. They know
Colombia. It's seven to eight million people, so it's
what it will do to them.
really big. People tend to be independent really early.
If you need your mom to pick you up, she spends
In my Gennan school we have a special place
where people can smoke. You're only allowed to
about two hours in the traffic. So, you tend to be more
smoke between eleventh and thirteenth grades. If
independent. You learn how to go to the bank and get
you're in a lower class, you cannot even watch them.
money for yourself. You go and pay the water [bill for
your mom].
Melanie: Cigarette smoking in Australia is not
allowed to be advertised in magazines, or on the
Page 8 Skipping Stones Vol. 7 no. 3

billboards. It's not advertised on TV anymore.
Everytime they have new tax laws, the price of cigarettes
goes up and up. Not that many people start smoking
because it's really expensive. We have a drinking age
of 18. So, it's still a bit, "It's illegal, so let's go and
get drunk." But we do have designated drivers.
Andres: "Hi, I'm from
Colombia," and [people say],
"Heyyyy... " But in Colombia,
it's not popular at all, the
drugs. You can drink and go
to the bars when you are
fourteen years old. Everybody drinks. You dance, a
lot. You dance all night long.
Sometimes people get drunk,
but it's not really good.
Vesna: Do high school
people smoke a lot?
Andres: Yeah, people smoke
a lot. But the drugs are not popular at all. In Colombia,
we actually don't cultivate the drugs too much. In
Bolivia they cultivate, in Peru a little bit. These drugs
come to Colombia, because it's easy to export
everywhere. A lot of people die for the drugs. It's a
war. There's a lot of problems with these drugs.
So, we try to stay away from all that.
Anna: That's the same in Frankfurt, many people die
from the drugs.
Andres: But in Colombia, they die not because they use
drugs, they die because there are cartels. The cartels are
the groups that sell the drugs. Like a gang, or the Mafia.
Melanie: In Tasmania, which is the little island off of
Australia, hemp is legal. They have huge hemp crops.
But they detox it, they take out the stuff that gets you
high, so we have a lot of hemp clothing. They sell that
in the shops.
Arun: You hear a lot about the war in former
Yugoslavia, in Croatia, Bosnia. Do you have any
thoughts about what you read in the papers or see on
the television, Vesna?
Vesna: I've been asked this question every day. We
have this war there, yes. But luckily, I don't live in that
part of the country, I live by the Italian border. It's a
safe area. Safe, in the sense that we don't have people
fighting, we don't have to hide from bombs. But we
still do feel the consequences of war. People are being
conscripted into the army. Your friends die. The
government spends lots of money on army equipment,
guns and stuff...it really influences our life every day.
I was disappointed when I came here, people were like,
"Croatia? That's in Russia, right? Kurds live there!"
I wrote an article about the war and how Americans
perceive it. It was a sarcastic kind of article and was
published in the Register-Guard newspaper. People
don't know what Croatia is, some of them have never
even heard about the war in Bosnia. You would be

surprised. I came up to this girl and I said, "I wrote
this article and it's published!" "What's the article
about?" "About the war in former Yugoslavia." And
she's like, "What war?" Get a life! Read a little bit!
Penelope: You've now been in different cultures.
You're meeting young people from different parts of
the world. What does the world
need now?
Melanie: More mixing of
; cuItures and more of an aware. '" ness of what's happening in the
world. People not knowing about
the war in Bosnia, that's really
sad. More people have to come
out of their shells and realize that
there is a world outside of their
own country. If they do have an
opportunity to see someone from
a different country, take an
interest.
Anna: I think many more people should get the
experience we are having now. Leave their country
and meet new people. I know it's really expensive,
and many people just don't have the money to do it.
And also, it's hard. But so many people don't even
want to try it.
Andres: I agree with you. You have to live this
experience. I find a lot of things about myself that I
didn't know that I had. You change a lot of things
about yourself.
Melanie: You not only learn about the United States,
you learn about different countries. You learn about
yourself a lot. I have changed so much. I definitely
have learned how to be flexible and to be
understanding about ignorance.
Vesna: I think the world needs more understanding
between different cultures, religions, races. I feel like
I've become a much better person, much more
understanding, flexible, outgoing, sociable. If
everybody was like that, we would never have wars,
we would never have greed among nations. That
would be a perfect world, definitely.
Melanie: One thing the world has to understand, is
that everyone isn't alike. Everyone doesn't think one
thought. There's a variety of opinions. You might
not agree with someone else's views, but it doesn't
mean they're wrong. And just because you believe in
something doesn't mean it's right. I think more people
need to take the time to listen to other people's views
and see why they think those things and maybe get a
better understanding.
Anna: Germany has a big problem with racism.
Many people just say it has to be changed, but they
don't do anything about it. But you just have to get
involved.
Amy: How do you think you will become more
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involved when you go back to your countries? What
will you do to make those changes happen?
Anna: When I was in Germany, I was so involved in
sports, that I didn't do much else. Now I think that I
should take the time and try to do something else, not just
be self-interested, but think about other people. Here, it
was really great to get to know so many new people and
do different things. I've never really done that in
Germany. So, I'm really going to try to change that.
Melanie: I think when I get home I'm definitely going
to be more involved with my AFS chapter in Australia.
If I have an opportunity to talk to someone from a
different country, I will. I'm probably going to join a
multiculturalism group. And I'm definitely going to
work more in my own community to make things better.
Anna: Small things make big things happen.
Melanie: I'm going to share my experiences with other
people so that maybe they might be an exchange student
or go to another country and see what it's like.

Andres: This is the best decision I have made in my
life up to now.
Vesna: This is the best experience that I've ever had.
Andres: This is the perfect time, because you are not
an adult, and you are not too young. It's the perfect
time.
Melanie: The only thing I'm really scared about is
that in three months time, saying goodbye to everyone.
I don't think I'm going to be able to do it.
Anna: America should be closer!
Penelope: You are coming up into a new generation
that's going to see the world become even more close
as a community. The world is getting smaller in that
~
respect. So it may be that because you

~~~~t~~~l~~n~~~~~%~~~~~'s ~.4-~.:~'
'.~

dO~)f for yoursel,:es. y o u ' r e . . . . . , . . . )
gomg to be carrymg wonderful··.··
..
things into the world.
' ., : .

People Affect People
People affect people
People touch hearts
Light up rooms
And make eyes sparkle
They bring out joy
Laughter
And smiles
As well as hope
People affect people
By offering a helping hand
Ora smile
They give others
A chance
To do their best
Give them a chance
To shine
People affect people
They reach out to you
And encircle you
In kind words
And encouragement
As if to protect you
From the raging cold
To keep you warm inside

Joining in Peace: I hope that one day I will be able to open my eyes
and see everybody joining in peace. No matter what race, color, or
gender and then everybody in the world will be a lot happier and more
peaceful FOREVER!
-Alysha N. Persons, Grade 8, Rockford, Michigan.
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People affect people
If you return
Their gifts
And smiles
Your heart will swell
With love
-Mollie McDougall, 14
Camillus, New York

Midsummer Magic
Lithuania. Whenever I hear that word I see
sc~nes from my summer vacation. I see a flag
stoped yellow, green and red fluttering victoriously
in the wind a tiny cottage decorated with
wooden lace a tall, dark fir wood where ferns and
mushrooms hide. But one picture overpowers all
these. It is the picture of my eight year old cousin,
Barbora, with her French braided, golden hair and
light blue eyes dancing with laughter. And then I
think about that magic midsummer's night that the
Lithuanians call Jonines ...
A feeling of
excitement hung in
the air as I walked
through the tall grass
picking wildflowers.
I was wearing my folk
costume which was a
brightly colored skirt
and apron topped
off with a puffy,
embroidered blouse
and vest. My goldenbrown hair was in
two, tight braids and
my cheeks were
flushed with
excitement. I didn't
know what was
going to happen, but
I was sure it would be
wonderful. With my arms full of flowers I made
my way back to where the other girls were plaiting
wreaths and chatting about the fun to come. As
I sat down Barbora skipped over. Her eyes were
bright and her folk costume was freshly ironed.
I noticed shiny beads of amber around her neck.
"Y ou look beautiful," I commented.
Her cheeks glowed pink and she burst into a
smile. "Thanks. So do you."
I began my wreath listening intently to the
conversation. There was to be a bonfire, dances,
singing, food. The girls talked fast and I struggled
to understand the difficult Lithuanian language.
When our wreaths were done, we brushed the
petals from our laps and looked towards the pile of
wood that would become the bonfire. We all saw
the same thing. The boys were having a hay-fight!
We looked at each other, tossed our wreaths aside,
ran to the site and threw ourselves into combat.
Before you could say "A midsummer night's
dream," hay was strewn everywhere. At the peak

of the war, Uncle Vytas came to the battlefield.
"Y ou worked all yesterday making this," he
scolded. "Now rake it up!"
We all grabbed rakes and in no time the job
was done. One of the girls then suggested a
walk in the woods. So we retrieved our
wreaths and headed for the forest chattering
and giggling.
When we reached the forest our talkative
mood changed. A breeze from places of
magic wafted sweet perfumes in our
faces. The stillness was broken only by
the softly chirping birds. The sound was
as distant as fairies' flutes. Had a dryad
peered from behind that tree? Was that
a glimpse of an elf? I wasn't sure. The
violet mist could make anyone see things.
Suddenly, I stopped. Those were real
voices! The party was beginning. Like
summer wind we dashed up the path, out
of the woods and to the fire. I caught
my breath. The fire, big enough to fill
a dining room, roared, snapped and
danced. The sparks shooting up from
the bonfire joined the stars in the light
purple sky of twilight. The singing we
had heard was coming from the choir that
had been invited and from the people in
folk costumes who were circling the fire.
Some of the dancers called to us to join
them and we joined the circle thankfully. I was
slightly uncertain as well. I knew only a few
Lithuanian folk dances. But soon I was caught
up in the fun of the dance.
The first dance was a conversation between
two birds. One bird asks the other how to do
thing's-plant wheat or make good pancakesand the other bird answers in motions. Groups
of two play the birds.
In the next dance we joined hands and
walked around the fire. Suddenly, the singing
stopped and everyone began running this way
and that. I stood, bewildered, and Barbora
threw herself at me.
"Monika!" she panted.
"What is it?" I tried to say, but the singing
started and around the fire we went. When the
music stopped again, Barbora flew in another
direction. A strange man grabbed my arm.
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"Here's mine!" he shouted, and the dance
went on.
The next time the music stopped I knew I was
supposed to take a partner. But, before I could
decide which direction to go in ... the earth and
sky tipped and my feet were swept off the ground.
I found myself in the arms of Uncle Linas, who was
roaring with laughter.
.
Exhausted, the circle finally broke up and
headed to the two long, makeshift tables where
the hot food everyone had brought lay. Seeing
everyone busy with the food, I slipped away
seeking magic. The night was dark, purple and
quiet. The singing of the choir seemed far away,
faint and sweet. The shadows cast by the fire
were long and moved as if with a life of thefiown. At that moment I believed in magic.
Before I knew it, Barbora was beside me, her
hand in mine. We found ourselves near the house
that Barbora's father (Uncle Vytas) was building.

There was singing and merry-making coming
from the house! We peered in the window, but all
was dark and deserted. I realized that the sounds
were echoes.
"Let's go back!" Barbora whispered hoarsely,
tugging at my blouse. Reluc;tantly, I turned to go.
But, back in the firelight I saw Aunt Liudyte
gathering a group of girls.
"What's going on?" I asked.
"We're going to find the fern blossom!"
Barbora and I joined the group eagerly. It
was almost midnight. I shivered in the moonlight.
With hushed whispers the girls pointed to the sky.
"Look at the band of light!"
Sure enough, in the West I could see the last
beam of sunset and in the East the sun was about
to rise. I struggled to grasp it. Looking at the
Band of Light was like feeling a deep note of
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glorious music. It was a time to bow my head
and realize the power of God.
With careful steps, we went a little ways into
the woods. Aunt Liudyte pointed to a
Lithuanian firefly that lights up only on Jonines.
"Some say that is the true fern blossom," Aunt
Liudyte's whisper broke the silence.
We gazed at the softly glowing light until
the firefly became aware of us and glided away
through the night.
To the right of us was a patch of delicate
ferns. Far away, from a church somewhere came
the sad tolling of a bell. It was midnght!
Carefully, silently, quickly, we searched for the
fern blossom in vain. At last the sound of the last
chime died away. One of the girls told a chilling
tale about a witch. The night was almost cold.
The bonfire seemed a long way away. Huddled
together, teeth chattering we made our way
towards it.
Finally, we returned to the firelight. We sank
down into the fresh, crisp hay, breathing in its
sweet smell. Watching the flickering fire and
listening to the clear haunting voices of the choir
I felt myself drifting off to sleep.
Suddenly, Kunotas, my mother's cousin,
shouted and took a flying leap over the fire. I
gasped, then began to cheer with everyone else.
As the singers began a soft, sad song, Barbora,
her twin brothers
and I had to return
to the house.
But I was not
ready to go to bed
yet. I went out to
the balcony and
turned my eyes to
the East, awaiting
the sun. I listened
to the sound of
the faraway
singing until my
eye caught an old,
bent figure. A
witch! But as the
pale gold sun burst I
through the clouds, l
I realized it was just
a stump. And the
birds began to sing
their greeting to the morning.
-Monika Cooper, 12, Hudson, New Hampshire,
is halfLithuanian. Midsummer Magic is a true story of
what happened on her summer vacation to Lithuania.

Gila Sesak di Malaysia Malaysian Motor Madness
It was a very hot day. The black paved road
was as hot as a frying pan. I swear you could fry
eggs on the ground.
My family and I were on our way to the Crown
Princess Hotel in Kuala Lumpur, Malaysia for our
lunch and for a haircut. Traffic was bad, as usual;
there were cars and trucks all jam-packed like
sardines. All the vehicles were bumper to bumper.
Even a snail could beat us to our destination.
Traffic, all day in Malaysia, is like rush hour on the
freeway, very slow.
As we were driving to the Crown Princess, out
of nowhere came a mini scooter with two fairly big
local ladies, which is unusual to see in Malaysia.
These two ladies were wearing the customary
Malaysian dress, which is known as Baju Kurong.
The Baju Kurong is a dress with beautiful designs,
such as flowers, colored with bright dye. It also
includes a silk or cotton veil that matches their
dress and is used to cover their heads. On top of
the veil, they also wore safety helmets. They were
weaving in and out of cars as if they couldn't wait
until tomorrow. They zipped pass the front of our
car with a sharp 90 degree turn. The angle of the
turn and their weight made them fall off their
motorbike and land flat on the paved road.
We were all shocked to see what had
happened. Our eyes just stayed on them, staring.
It was like seeing it on television in slow motion. I
personally was freaked. I almost jumped out of my
seat! As I was about to open my car door, to see if
I could help them, they suddenly stood up. Their
!egs were severely scratched and bleeding. They
Just got up and brushed themselves up a bit and
drove off as if nothing happened.

I couldn't believe what I saw. Two people
got injured and no one seemed to care, not even
them. People went on driving as though
nothing happened. It felt like I was watching a
motorcycle race, when a cyclist loses control of
his bike, and falls off his bike and skids off the
racetrack. Only these ladies were not fully
protected. My mom was baffled. She just
couldn't say a word. At the same time my dad
was saying to us, "Did you see that? Huh, huh?
Did you see it!"
After a while,
my parents and I
all settled down
and had lunch at a .
French restaurant
and I had my haircut at the barber
shop. On our way ,
home, every time
we saw a person
on a motorcycle,
who was weaving
in and out of
traffic, we had to
comment on their
driving. If the
motorcyclists were
not careful, something may happen
that might cause them injuries. My parents and I
also had a little discussion about myself riding a
motorcycle. They didn't want to see me ever on
a motorbike without the necessary training or
wearing proper safety gear.
-Photos and story by Alan Cardenas, 14
International School ofKuala Lumpur, Malaysia

A Whole New World
Under a mask
or under a cover,
is a whole new world
for us to discover.
Hidden under a rock
or swimming in the sea
is a whole new world
for you and me.
So get out there and help the earth,
Make a new start;
REBIRTH!
-Betsy Barrett, 13, Syracuse, New York
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Only Silent Tears
I never really did care or
know much about the Vietnam
War. I n~v~r thought.about.
th~ war vIctIms- that IS, until
GIrl Scout camp one summer.
There were four girls in my
tent: Aron, Paula, Catrina and
Xong (pronounced song). My
main friend was Xong Xhong
who is Laotian Hmong a~d 14
years old. One day we were all on our beds III the
tent. I had such an urge to ask Xong about her
life. Finally I said, "Xong, tell us about Laos."
At that moment I had no idea what she would
say and how it would affect my life. During that
half hour, Xong told us about how the Americans
were losing during the Vietnam War. They had
fewer people tha~ the North Vietna~ese and
needed more soldIers. S? the Amenc~ns went to
Laos and asked the LaotIans to be theIr secret
army. If the Laotians would agree, they were
told t~ey ,~ould have ~verything ":e had in
Amenca. Many LaotIans agreed.
Xong's Dad was a ~octor or "shaman," ~nd
a teacher. ~e was .very nch. He had .seven .wIves
and about thIrty chIldren. He loved hIS famIl~
very much, yet he sent most of them to fight III the
war. Only half came back. After the war was over,
the family lost all hope. The Americans did !lot
have enough money to fulfill all those promIses.
By this time, the Vietnamese had discovered
that the Laotians were the Americans' secret army
and were after them. They wanted Xong's father
b
he was educated and a leader. ** The
eca~se.
.
Laotians had two chOIces. The first was to stay III
Laos and be slaves. The second was to try to run
to America. Her father decided to run, so they ran
.
h' h
.-~
.h
h
SIX mont s III t e raIlllOrest WIt out any s oes.
"Xong," I asked, crying, "what did you do
to survive?"
"We ate bark off trees," she replied.
Xong had a brother who was three months
old. He was given a drug so that he wouldn't
make any noise while they were trying to escape.
But he never woke up again.
"Could YOU cry?"
She replied, "Only silent tears. I saw my friends
shot through the back, and I saw my cousins
blown up." This statement was like a sharp knife
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going through my heart. It hurt so much to think
of my friend going through such an experience.
Finally, Xong got to Thailand. There she had
to learn English. The bathrooms in the camps
there were little buckets and a washpan. She had
no toilet paper, and slept on a pile of firewood.
She said that if she didn't understand what the
people who were running the camp said, she
would be beaten.
Finally, she and her family made it to LaCrosse,
Wisconsin. Xong is now doing well. It will never
be the same for her, though. Her family is on
welfare. This is very hard for her father because
he amounts to so little in our society, and in Laos
he had amounted to so much.
Some people are often heartless. They tell
Xong to go back were she came from. But I ask
you, "Can she go back?" We need to let
children like Xong tell their stories. ! know her
story will never leave my heart, and It has changed
the way I think about the war and its victims.
Whose fault is it they came? If life is like pieces
of a puzzle, we broke their puzzle. I think we must
help put it back together. I ask you two things
now. Did you care then? Do you care now? I
don't want anyone to have to cry silent tears.
-Meghan Faga, Waunakee Middle School,
Waunakee, Wisconsin. Photo of Hmong girl by Carol Ireson

* Editors' Note: Paul Shannon ofthe Indochina
Newsletter (2161 Massachusetts Avenue, Cambridge,
~A

02140) comment~ on ~~e historical context of Only

SIlent Tears. Paul wrltes, The l.i1os secret army w~re

merce~~ies le~ by a corrupt Gen~ral V~n Pao, notJust
to participate m ~he U.S. war agaz.nst Vletna~ but t? be

part ofthe massive U.S. war agamst Laos-m which
U.S. bombing killed many thousands of civilians who
supported the Lao independence movement. "
** "7'h
. .
'1'
. h.1, ere was a VICIOUS ml ltary campazgn J' om
1976-1979 against the secret army by Laos' new
government in an attempt to destroy their ability to
launch military operations against the country."

Coming to America
Coming to America.
When the bombs are coming down
on our country
On an overcrowded boat.
Through good weather and bad.
To live in peace.
We refugees.
- Tatiana Russell, 13, Toledo, Ohio

The Three Brothers of the Nguyen Family
A long time ago,
the three Nguyen
brothers lived
together in a village.
Their parents died
when they were
young, but left behind
a rich inheritance for
their sons.
Time passed very
quickly. One by one
the brothers married young girls in the village.
Although they all lived together in the family
home, the wives of the two younger sons worried
that the eldest one would take all the money.
They tried to convince their husbands to
divide the inheritance, so that they could live
separate lives.
Finally, the two younger brothers were
convinced. They had a meeting with the eldest
brother.
He reminded them of what their parents said
before they died. "Before closing their eyes, our
parents told us to protect each other. They said
never to be far apart."
The two men followed their older brother's
advice, and stayed in the family home. But their
wives still remained sad. They begged every day
for their husbands to divide the inheritance. The
two brothers were very sad.
When the eldest brother found that his
brothers were not happy, he decided to call up
another meeting. "Dear Brothers, your happiness
is my main concern, so today 1 decided to divide
our inheritance."
~~

It took a whole day to
divide the inheritance. The
eldest brother saw a sycamore
tree at the gate. "I will divide
this tree too. 1 will cut it into
three parts tomorrow."
The next day, when the
brothers saw the tree a bit
damaged, they were surprised.
The eldest brother said,
"Although the sycamore tree
is not alive, it withers with sadness, knowing that
we are going to cut it into pieces. Don't you
realize that today we must separate?"
When they heard these words, they never
thought of separating the inheritance again, and
lived a happy and peaceful life.
-John Nguyen, Grade 6, Whitehorse, Yukon,
Canada. John received this story in oral form from his
Vietnamese grandparents who have recently come to
live with his family in Canada. The story was told in
Vietnamese, and John translated it into English.

Homage to Lao Tzu
For my Dad
The son sees the father
with different eyes than
the father sees the son
but they use the same heart.
If the animals and men
will strike peace
then the world will prosper.
Nature's balance will be
upset by the
fools doing
As God watches over all.

-Ethan Abramson, 11, Blairstown, New
Jersey writes, "Lao Tzu was born in China in 604 B.C.
~~~
Legend has it that he was born when he was 62 years
~jJJI~~fi
oldfrom a shooting star. My father has always read to
me the writings of Lao Tzu, who wrote the Tao Te
Ching, or The Way of Life.
"My poem was a birthday presentfor my dad. He
practices traditional Chinese acupuncture and loves Lao
Tzu. Lao Tzu's writings taught me to be who I am, and
that the balance ofnature and ofhumans is the natural
way to live in harmony. Our family's background is
Jewish, but we still have a strong connection to Eastern
religions such as Zen, Hinduism, and Taoism. We
also feel close to many Native Americans' beliefs. "
-Alex Wu, 14, Rockford Middle School, Rockford, Michigan
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Anita's Birthday Party
"Mom, where are you?" Jeff Dawson,
Seaview seventh grader, called from the top of
the stairs Saturday morning.
"I'm in the family room, dear."
The All-Star softball player bounded lightly
downstairs. "I have to make Mom understand,"
he told himself. "I'm definitely not going to
Anita Costello's dorky birthday party today!"
When he entered the room, Mom glanced up
from her magazine. Her eyes took in Jeff's palegold turtleneck sweater, faded jeans, and blonde
hair, sticking out from under his Los Angeles
Dodgers baseball cap.
"Mom, I don't want to go to Anita Costello's
party," Jeff said, plunging in. "Mike and I want
to hang out and shoot baskets with his new ball.
Last night you said you'd think about it."
"I have thought about it," Mom said, laying
her magazine on the table. "I also said I thought
you should go to Anita's birthday party."
"But Mom," Jeff moaned, "it's going to be
really boring. Her mom's going to make tacos,
and then we're going to playa trivia game."

" You like Mexican food," Mom reminded,
"and you're good at trivia too."
"Aw, Mom," Jeff said, sighing loudly, sinking
into a chair. "Anita's different."
Reaching for her needlepoint, Mom examined
a blue flower, "What do you mean, 'different?'"
"You know," Jeff said, leaning forward and
confiding softly, "She's Mexican. Her parents
speak broken English. They aren't like us." He
studied a piece of fuzz on the carpet.
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"Jeff,"
Mom said,
gently, but
finnly,
"aren't
we all one
family?
Isn't Anita
secretary
of your
class at
school?"
"Yes,"
Jeff admitted reluctantly, "but I'd still rather go to Mike's
house."
"You and Mike can shoot baskets anytime,"
Mom replied, stitching the blue flower on her
pillow top. "Today, you should go to Anita's
party and have fun with all the kids from school."
"I don't even really know Anita except for
when I see her in science class."
"Jeff," Mom said quietly, "I think you're
being prejudiced. Prejudiced people are afraid,
and they judge everyone they don't know or
understand. Aren't you being a little prejudiced?"
"Well, maybe," Jeff said, watching his sneaker
scrape across the rug. In all honesty, he had to
admit he'd been acting prejudiced toward Anita
and her family.
Then he thought of his best excuse. "Anita's
cousin, Rick, hangs out with gang members at
school. They'll be at the party, too." He darted
a gla~ce at his mother, hoping she would show
surpnse.
Actually, he really wasn't sure about the guys
being gang members. Maybe they just wore
baggy clothes like gang members.
"I've been reading about boys and gangs,"
Mom said, unruffled, as snipped a blue thread
with her tiny scissors. "Gang members hang out
together because they want to belong. Gangs
are like a family," she explained, looking up.
"So, you could invite the boys to look into
joining the Seaview Boys Club. I'm sure they'd
like to know about its softball team too."
"Well," Jeff said, biting his lower lip. "I guess
I could mention it." The team did need some more
good players, and Rick and his friends were good
at sports. He'd played with them after school at
Seaview Park playground.

Jeff sighed and said, "Well, guess I'll give
Mike a call and tell him I'm going to Anita's
party. He said he'd go to the party if I'd go.
You know, Anita's cousin, Rick, is okay.
He just hangs out with some weird guys at
school."
"Maybe they're not so weird, once you
get to know them," Mom said, smiling. ''You
could invite them to the Boys Club tomorrow.
Isn't a Dodger ballplayer coming to speak?"
"Hey, yeah! I almost forgot!" Jeff
exclaimed, hitting his fist against his forehead.
"I know the guys would definitely like to
hear what he has to say."
"I'm sure they would," Mom agreed,
''You can tell them about it today."
"All right!" Jeff exclaimed, dashing up the
stairs two at a time to his room to call Mike.
- Story by Evelyn Horan, Harbor City, California. Photos by Sven Orozco and Esther Celis, Eugene, Oregon

Las capitales de Sud-America
Puede usted nombrar las capitales de Sud-America?
Can you name the capital cities of South America?

Across
1. Argentina
2. Uruguay
3. Bolivia
4. Suriname
5. French Guyana
6. Ecuador
7. Paraguay

Down
1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
6.

Colombia
Chile
Peru
Guyana
Venezuela
Brazil

•

-Crossword puzzle by Diana Juarez, Peabody, Massachusetts

• Can you also locate these countries on the map?
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Shoecabbages
If you can say the words
COW, TOE, SINK, or MOOSE,
plant a big, sparkly star in the
middle of your forehead. Why?
Because you deserve to shine! You've just
spoken in four different languages-Thai,
Navajo, Estonian, and SomalL
Know what you said? That's easy. In Thai
you said "rice;" in Navajo you said "water;" in
Estonian you said "ham;" and in Somali you
said "banana."
If you're wondering how speaking in ot~er
tongues suddenly became so easy, stop
wondering. All the words above are
"shoecabbages."

Here are three examples
from a chapter all about
animals.
A MOLE is a small
mammal that lives
underground and eats
insects. In Kekchi, mole
spelled: moL is an EGG.
A GNU (sounds like new) is a large Mrican
antelope. In Haida, gnu spelled: () ULL is an
OCTOPUS.

What's a shoecabbage?
A shoecabbage is a word in another language
(any language) with the same sound as a word in
English, or with a very similar sound, but with a
different meaning. For example, in English a
SHOE is a covering for a foot, while in French
"shoe" (spelled: chou) means CABBAGE.

Why collect shoecabbages?
They're for a children's book on linguistic
(language) wordplay. This book doesn't pretend
that knowing a handful of words in another
language (that just happen to sound like words
in Standard American English) is the same as
knowing all that deserves to be known about a
particular language or culture. Rather, this book
is a fun and interesting way to introduce readers
to languages other than English.

What's been done so far?
Already, with the help of various
lexicographers (people who write dictionaries),
linguists (people who speak several languages),
and anthropologists (people who study people),
shoecabbages in almost 150 languages have
been collected.

~

,

A flock of GEESE. In Persian, geese spelled:
is a PLAIT-a braid of hair.

Who can help with this project?
Native or knowledgeable speakers of any
tongue. Do you speak Cherokee, Maltese,
Lithuanian, Kikuyu, Swedish, Kannada or some
other language? If so, you can help. Send your
shoecabbages to: Teresa Dowlatshahi, c/o
Skipping Stones, P.O. Box 3939, Eugene, OR
97403, USA.

Answers to the crossword puzzle on page 17:
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Be a Storyteller
Anyone can be a storyteller! Think about something that happened to you or a family member or friend.
How did youfeel? Were you confident, nervous, excited? Use interesting verbs and adjectives to create a mood:
humorous, eerie, sad, silly... What happens in your story? Do you solve a problem? Finish something you set
out to do? Help afriend? Read Daniel's story and tell an "accomplishment story" ofyour own!

The Accomplishment
I remember it clearly. My palms were sweating
and my knees were shaking. 1 was going to playa
short minuet in D, which was a hard piece of music
for me to play at the time. The music hall I was to
play in was very elite. It was a treat to play at a
gran~ piano. Y ~ung mUSIcians b~fore me. were
playmg mast~rpleces: s~mphony mtros ~Ith,
countermelodIes, and bnght waltzes. I dIdn t know
if my little minuet would match their greatness.
In case you're wondering, this was no recital,
it was a meeting of young musicians chosen from
around the nation. I had been chosen by my music

instructor to play at this meeting. She wanted
to test my skills against other musicians.
I listened nervously to the piece of music
being played before me.
Then I heard them the two endino chords it
was my tum to play. '1 walked cauti;usly to the
piano. At first I hesitated, then I started to hear
beautiful music. It took me a few seconds to
realize that this music was coming from me!
The rest of the piece went smoothly. I had
started and finished a piece of music. To me,
that was a great accomplishment.
-Daniel Himebaugh, Grade 5, Mason, Michigan

Create your own stories from these panels drawn by Zhang Zhe-Qing, a student in Shanghai, China.
Where does this story take place? Who are the characters? What are they doing in this story? What is
happening? How does the story end? Share your tales with friends, family, or Skipping Stones!
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Out of the Bog
"Bring the wagon, Dag," Lars called to his
younger brother.
Dag groaned. It was time to cut peat for the
cottage fireplace. He followed Lars, who carried
a sharp sided spade. Soon they arrived at the big
peat bog, just outside their village in Denmark.
The bog was once a pond and had filled with
water plants. Now it was firm enough for people
and wagons to move across it. Centuries of peat
cutting had made it a large pit with sides of
shaded brown matting.
Lars climbed down and began cutting squares
of peat. He tossed them up to Dag,
rl;;;;;;;;;;;;;~~
who waited at the bog's edge.
There was something eerie
about the bog. Although the boys '
did not believe their grandfather's
spooky stories, Dag, especially,
avoided going into the bog.
Lars chopped into the peat on
the floor of the bog. His arms were
jolted as he struck something hard.
Knowing that branches did not
decay as water plants did, he
shrugged and moved a little
further away. His spade struck
another hard object.
"Come down and help," he
called to Dag, "Might as well dig
up this branch or rock and get it
out of the way for everyone."
Reluctantly, Dag scrambled down the side of
the bog as Lars uncovered a large brown stick.
Dag reached down and pulled on it, lifting it a little.
He screamed.
It was a human foot, attached to a leg!
Dag dropped the grisly thing and ran for home.
Lars called after him, without reply. He
shuddered and moved to the far side of the bog.
He was determined to finish his chore and not
have to return right away.
He thought about the foot. Someone, long ago,
must have fallen into the bog. The person should
be a skeleton, but in the bog, things did not decay.
Lars stole a quick glance across the bog,
where the foot stuck up. It was brown and
leathery. Grandfather's stories came to mind.
He hurried to cut the peat and was about to
leave when he heard voices.
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Dag had brought some men from the village,
and soon they surrounded the brown foot. Lars
felt much braver and joined them. Some of the .
men thought the body should be dug up and
buried in the village churchyard.
The priest and the policeman resisted. They
had called the University in the city. Some
experts would fly to the village the next day.
The foot was covered with peat and the area
roped off. No one was to disturb it until the
experts arrived.
At home, Grandfather was not surprised. "I
know much about bogs," he
~_ _.......-1......
' said, as he lit his pipe. "My
own grandfather told me of
things he had seen and I
have seen strange things
myself. Most of the bodies
found in the bogs had been
murdered. In the old days,
anyone thought to be a
witch was killed. The body
was thrown into the bog
and staked down."
''To keep it from floating
to the top?" asked Dag.
"No, no," said
Grandfather, ''To keep the
witch's ghost from rising
and haunting the killers!"
Lars glanced at Dag
and grinned. Grandfather
noticed and was angry, "So you don't believe
in ghosts! I could tell you stories of things that
can't be explained!"
Sorry that he had annoyed his grandfather,
Lars said, ''Tell us the stories please, Grandfather.
We like to hear them."
Grandfather thought a while, then said, "I'll
tell you a story that I know is true. I was there."
He relit his pipe and began, "When I was very
young, I lived south of here, on the island of Als.
All night long, horrible noises came from a nearby
hill. Men went up by day, and braver men by
night, to try to find the cause, but they found
nothing.
"One day, a clergyman came from across the
strait. He climbed the hill and found a spot where
he drove in a large stake. The noises stopped."
The boys were not impressed, but they said
nothing.

Grandfather
continued,
---::::::::::;~_.... "Twenty
years later, a
man from the
University
explored the
hill, looking
for Viking
graves. He
found one,
and dug it up.
In the remains was the clergyman's stake! The
skeleton was over 1,000 years old. It is a true story, I
even remember the man's name... 1. Faben. Ask the
experts when they are here. They'll know that name!"
The next day, the boys were too excited to ask
questions. They felt important as the experts asked
them questions and took their pictures. The whole
village watched as the bog man was dug up and
crated for shipping. The boys got to see the bog man
close up. He wore a little bonnet-like cap and a cape.
There was a rope around his neck. He seemed to be
sleeping peacefully.
The University men said they would do many
tests and send the findings to the village.
One spring day, the priest arrived at Grandfather's
cottage. He carried a bulky envelope and the family
heard the news it contained.
"Yours is one of over 500 bodies found in the
bogs of Northern countries. Huge cauldrons (large
pots) have also been found, and the figures on them
tell us much. The pictures show the goddess Nerthus,
the 'Great Earth Mother.' In spring, people paraded
statues of Nerthus through the countryside, followed
by attendants, servants, prisoners-of-war, and animals.
The parade ended at a lake or pond. A servant or
prisoner was chosen as a 'mate' for Nerthus. He was
killed and thrown into the lake to live with her in the
afterlife. The servants were drowned as well, to wait
on Nerthus. Many other things were thrown in,
including the cauldrons. Your bog man is over 2,000
years old, from the Iron Age. I am sending you a copy
of a book by the archaeologist, P. V. Glob. It is called
Mosefolket (Bog People); it will tell you much more."
"Now I know why the bog man looked so
peaceful," said Lars, "He felt it was an honor to die
that way."
Grandfather was not listening. He had turned to a
chapter in the book about a haunted hill. As he read,
he chuckled with satisfaction, then pushed the book
to Dag, "Read. Read aloud!" It was the very same
story that Grandfather had told.

The boys looked at Grandfather with
amazement and respect. Grandfather smiled
and relit his pipe, "Well, do you want to hear
more stories of the bogs?"

"Yes! Please, Grandfather! Tell us more!"
-M. Donnaleen Howitt, Ventura, California, is a
writer whose mother-in-law inspired her with stories of banshees (wailing female spirits) in Ireland.
Illustrations by Ben Brandt, Kalamazoo, Michigan.

What Makes a Bog a Bog?
A bog is habitat similar to a swamp, fen,
and muskeg. Swamps, fens and muskegs
usually contain a good percentage of water,
and support plants, grasses and trees.
However, swamps, in particular, are very
wet, and even muskegs are damp and
spongy...not the sort of things you'd try
to walk upon.
A kind of moss called sphagnum grows
well in bogs, absorbing water and minerals
as well as retarding the passage of air. This
creates a highly acidic condition in the bog.
Fungi and bacteria cannot thrive in acidic
conditions. Thus, bogs preserve anything
that falls into them during the bog's
formation, as they did in "Out of the Bog."
The sphagnum forms a mat over the
surface of what was once a small lake or
pond. Bits of the moss break off and settle
on the bottom and sides of the pond. Over
the years, the mats on the top and bottom
grow thicker, until they meet, and fill the
pond. The bottom mat is not solid, and the
true bottom below it is usually a bed of rock.
The pond is now a bog. A partially formed
bog will still feel spongy if walked on, and
often supports a few plants and trees. Older
bogs can suppport men and animals, and
are the bogs from which peat is cut for fuel.
There are bogs in warm climates, but
the peat bogs are found in cold northern
regions, mostly Northern Europe.
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Breeze
Feel the breath of the sticky sweet
summer breeze.
Through the boughs of the
old oak trees
it falls.
Then suddenly,
it rises,
and turns back to the shore.
I cry
because my breeze will be felt
by me no more.
It is as if it was
never here
at all...

Sunset
I looked toward the setting
sun, and what met my eyes
was pure beauty. The sun was
a bright vermillion and the sky
around it was shot through
with pinks and oranges. I
gasped, for I had never seen
anything like it, in all my life.
I watched in wonder as the
sea swallowed up the burning
sun, dissipating its heat into
the cool evening sky.
-Stephanie Wallgren, Grade 7
Pembroke, Massachusetts

- Aletheia Martin, Grade 12
New Port Richey, Florida

The Sea

The Rain

Sometimes violent
as if an army is to attack.
Sometimes calm and maintains peace.
Sometimes whispers,
as if a saint is preaching.
Sometimes shines,
as its each drop becomes a diamond.
Sometimes mixes itself with the smiles
thrown from the sky,
Sometimes becomes as dark as the crow,
But most of the times,
Willing to accept anything that's given to it.

The rain came crashing down that afternoon, but
she made it a point not to carry an umbrella, ignoring
last night's weather report which called for rain.
She stood there and dared the rain to touch her and
laughed with joy when it did. She spun around and
opened her mouth and let the rain tickle her tongue.
She laughed again; her steps were light and wishes
high. She danced on air. The rain was cold but she
was warm like fire, like a flame, radiant. She smiled at
the passersby as they ran for cover under a nearby
tree. She wasn't in a hurry, she'd get there on time.
Nothing could stand in her way, not even the rain.

-Abhijit A. Ekbote, 16, Bombay, India

Sunshine
Indiscriminitive rays
stretching out
grasping
all within reach
Silent comfort
gently warming
those
wi th eager souls
A constant source of
guidance
leading
all creatures
from darkness
-Jessica Kernen,
New Glarus, Wisconsin

-Jamie Olson, 17, Hillsboro, Oregon

The Season for Haiku
During the 1995 Asian
Celebration, children in Eugene
and Cottage Grove, Oregon
wrote many haiku. Here are just
a few-

The field is small
a parade of ants march through.
Lost in the jungle.

The tree drops a leaf
making an empty spot.
Winter is coming.

Does the snow glitter,
in the night?
It just drifts quietly.

-Debby Blackburn, Grade 8
Cal Young Middle School, Eugene

-Angela Thomson, Grade 8
Cal Young Middle School

-Stephanie Cleland, Grade 3
Howard Elementary School

Little red bug
in a polk-a-dot gown
dancing from leaf to leaf

Seven field mice ran.
Speeding across a rice field,
into a small hole.

-Lindsay Johnson, Grade 5
Bohemia Elem., Cottage Grove

-Cory Reed, Grade 2
Washington Elementary School
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Creation
There was an egg and a seed.
The egg hatched and the Great
Spirit came out. He said, ''This is
so dull. There is nothing here."
So, he planted the seed. A
honeysuckle came out. He
decided to crush the flower part
into powder, mix it with water
and make paint. He searched
and searched and finally found a
ball. He painted it blue. It became
water. Then he decided that there
should be land also. So, he took
the stem part of the honeysuckle
and made green paint out of it.
Then he painted land onto the
blue ball.
The Great Spirit said, "I want
somebody to share my work with."
So, he took the seeds from the
honeysuckle and planted them. They became all
kinds of different flowers. He mashed them up

and made different colors of
paint. Then he took off pieces of
the ball and painted them. And
that is how he made people. He
took more pieces off the ball and
made trees and animals. Then he
took the seeds from the other
flowers and made all the plants
of the world.
Then the Great Spirit said,
''The night is so dark. I should
have pinpoints of light." So he
found other little balls and threw
them across the sky and they
became stars. Then he took the
biggest and placed it in the sky.
He decided to call that one the
sun. Then he told the people
how they were made. They in
return told him that they would
always call him God, because, "You are who
created everything around us."
-Andrew Ash, 9, Winnetka, Illinois

Journey of a Turtle
Long ago, on a faraway tropical island, a female
sea turtle made her way from the ocean to the sandy
shore. She used her flippers and her large body to
dig a nest. She then laid a hundred glistening eggs
and covered them gently. Although she was very
tire~ a~d didn't want to leave her "babies-to-be,"
her mstmcts told her to return to the sea, as sea
turtles have done for millions of years.
About two months later, hatchlings made their
way out of the nest and saw the ocean for the first
time. They knew that they must go there to survive
and grow. Ninety-nine new turtles left the sandy
shore and began their new lives.
After they were all gone, the beach was quiet,
until the hundredth egg began to hatch. A small
beak pecked a hole through the shell and little eyes
looked out to a lonely world. As the last little turtle
was born, a curious sea gull flying over the beach
stopped to see what the turtle was doing. The turtle
asked the gull where all of the others had gone.
The sea gull told him that he would guide him to the
sea turtles' island. The turtle was happy to have the
wise old gull's company on his journey. He wanted
to find his family, and be with his own kind.
On their journey, the little sea turtle began to
grow as he ate the healthy food of the sea. The sea
gull flew above him and kept close watch to make
sure no sharks used him for food. Once, the turtle

thought that he was about to eat a tasty
jellyfish. The sea gull stopped him just as he
was about to bite into a plastic bag. The wise
gull had seen too many turtles mistake plastic
bags for jellyfish and die after eating them.
Finally, the sea gull saw the island that the
turtles inhabited. As they got closer the gull
sensed danger and told the turtle to 'stay back.
The sight the sea gull saw next was the most
horrible imaginable. Hundreds of turtles were
being slaughtered by men from.a nearby ship.
One after another, the innocent creatures were
beaten to death for their shells and meat.
Their secret island had been ~iscovered, and
they would never be safe agam.
As the ship left, the little turtle came out onto
the shore. He looked at the scene around him
and a feeling of fear shook his body. Then, a
tender feeling came over him. A motherly
flipper was holding him, and he knew that his
journey was bittersweet. He had seen what the
big world was all about. There was evil, but
there was a goodness much stronger. He had
made a dear friend in the sea gull and his faith
in him had brought him to his mother's love.
-Kate Lewis, 10, Tigard, Oregon
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Saying Goodbye to Granny
We're going to say goodbye to Granny. set up on six chairs. Grownups are eating cake
The steps to her door are flagstones on the just like for a birthday. I thought they'd be quiet
grass. A stripey snake lives underneath like church. Instead I hear folks laughing.
and comes out when the sun is warm.
I go to Granny's room and open the treasure
Granny said, "Snakes eat garden bugs. trunk. There's my boat still sailing in the carved
Can't be afraid of them." But just in case, ivory pen. I'm holding the china doll when my
I always walked the long way 'round.
mother comes for me.
Granny's garden has green onions and
"Sue, shall we say goodbye to Granny?"
red tomatoes, orange carrots and purple turnips.
"Don't want to," I answer her.
She fixed me things nobody ever ate. Peanut
"I'm going in the garden."
~
butter sandwiches with slivers of spring onion.
.;.,-,..._.. ~ Just like Granny, I dig a turnip
Sugar and milk on summer tomato slices.
and wash it at the pump.
"A turnip's as good as an apple," she
~m1// The garter snake is sunning on a broken
told me once. But she was wrong.
flagstone step. I sit a ways away and stare into
One night I slept at Granny's house. She
its eyes. My turnip tastes of earth when I bite it
took out her teeth and put them in a glass of
like an apple.
water. She kissed me goodnight with her
''I'm going to sail the ocean," I tell the stripey
sunken-in mouth, and her chin hairs pricked
snake. It spears a bug with his darting tongue,
my cheek. We slept together in her saggy
and I'm only a little afraid.
bed. She hogged the quilt all night.
- Diana Conway, Halibut Cove, Alaska.
In Granny's dark basement are jars of
Illustrations by Rachel Benson, Eugene, Oregon.
special things. Pickles made of cucumbers
and peaches spiced with cloves. Spiders
and cobwebs and probably even ghosts.
Memories
There's a trunk of olden things at Granny's
Memories are the color of a cool, drizzly day.
house. I like to sit and hold the china-headed doll.
They sound like the slap-slap of your bare
Granny showed me a picture in her crumbling
feet against the wet pavement.
photo book. ''That's me when I was seven." I
Memories taste like warm tea.
saw a brown girl with boots and a lacy dress. She
They smell like a bouquet of wildflowers. .
had more curls on her head than anyone ever saw.
Memories look like a sunset.
"Was that girl really you, Granny?" I asked.
They make me feel warm inside.
I knew that under her kerchief Granny was
-Samantha Knapp, 12, Woodbridge, Virginia
almost bald.
In Granny's trunk is an ivory pen, carved with
a flock of gulls. When I peek through a tiny hole,
there's a ship with a hundred sails.
"Someday you'll travel the ocean," Granny
promised me. But I don't know where that is.
I only know the hills.
Granny got forgetful. She began to call me
Bea, which is really Mama's name. Then Granny
got on her sick bed, and Mama didn't take me
there.
But today we're going to Granny's. The
whole world's come to see her lying dead in her
box. Walking the gravel drive, I wipe dust from
the people's cars.
They cut all of Granny's roses and filled the
house with them. I see where Granny's coffin is
"Granny gets a kiss." Photo courtesy ofDiana Conway.
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Grandfather

My Grandmother
My Grandmother is simple,
As simple as a grandmother could be.
Though never went to school,
She learned to read and write at home.
Fluently, she speaks many languages:
Chinese, Japanese and Taiwanese.

9~ ~

Never tires to learn,
My grandmother reads English everyday.
Behind her closed door,
I can still hear her trying
To pronounce a difficult word:
Con-nec-ti-cu-t.
My grandmother teaches me to learn.
The world's greatest cook she is.
For every meal is a feast to me.
Delicious wonton soup, spicy noodles,
and many others.
I consume them all.
At home in Taiwan long time ago,
Her house was burning down
Dashing in and out,
Only grandmother retrieved furniture.
Bamboo chairs and straw mats.
Though it strikes me funny,
My grandmother is brave indeed.
When I am sick at night,
She always wakes and stays by my side.
As simple as my grandmother is,
I love her as a sunflower adores the sun.
-Jay Chow, 11, Thornton, Colorado

I look back and remember:
the generations that have passed.
My eyes see past the eyes
of my grandfather and kin.
I look and try to remember
the faces of my ancestors.
He has but two siblings, one of which is living.
As a child he ran in alleys,
and played under the stars,
as all children do.
His personality varies,
Gentle
Quiet
Brilliant
Kind
In his earlier years he attended the best of schools,
with knowledge of many cultures
and religions.
As I watch him growing up, I see
a loving, caring boy whose kindness
is like a light that never dies.
I look back and remember:
the generations that have passed.
My eyes see past the eyes
of my grandfather.
I look and try to remember
the faces of my ancestors.
I glance back
and remember that I am not him,
but I am part of him and he part of me
and we will always be one.
-Lauren Henry, 12, Englewood, Colorado
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Trolls
Come and listen to a story of wonder,
of mystery, fantasy, and the world down under.
Not of dragons or goblins or creatures like those,
but the tale of the beginning of all of the trolls.
It began long ago when a cruel ugly witch
saw a small tiny infant in a small tiny ditch.
The witch knew the ditch was part of her land
and she had the right to the baby at hand.
She was mad at the baby for looking so sweet
and the small helpless baby was just the right treat.
And that cruel ugly witch, oh that cruel ugly thing,
was going to get back at the beautiful being.
She didn't quite want the small baby dead,
she recited a spell, and this is what she said:
"Cauldron, cauldron, boil and bubble,
make for this baby masses of trouble.
"Whenever a child is born unto thee,
make the poor child uglier than me.
And with the next generations 'til the end of
forever,
this spell won't be lifted, and will never be, ever."
The witch fell to the floor, all crumpled and bent,
she was powerless now, her magic all spent.
She dissolved into dust, which flew into the air,
and all was as if she had never been there.
Then luckily for the infant an old woman saw him
and took him home as if she owned him.
She loved and cared for him like a good mother should,
and tended to his needs like anyone would.
He grew up to be a handsome young man,
and by no time at all he had a girl's hand.
She was very pretty, and was wonderfully kind,
and the thought of some twins was filling her mind.
She had the twins, and she tried to respect,
that her small helpless twins were deformed and grotesque.
Each of the twins had a large rounded nose,
and only four fingers, and only four toes.
They each had stomachs that were very large,
in fact they were almost the size of a barge.
One was a girl, the other a boy,
but they were not their parents' pride and joy.
They grew very fast and by no time at all,
they were already each one meter tall.
Other children were rude, and called the twins names,
the twins couldn't join in the other kids' games.
The twins were both lonely, they played with each other,
they barely saw their father or mother.
One day the twins decided to go,
no one would miss them, and no one would know.
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They each gathered their things into a small pack
and left with the package slung over their back.
They walked miles and miles and what did they see?
they saw others like them, could it really be?
They ran up to the creatures and then said hello,
one said he'd show them where they should go.
They followed him closely, the twins hand in hand,
and he led them to a wonderful land.
He led them through a glorious hall,
and at the end was the oldest of all.
Her white hair was pinned securely in place,
she had wrinkles and creases all over her face.
She beckoned to them to come very near,
and here is what both of the two twins did hear.
"I am a troll, the oldest of all,
and once like you two, I was very small.
I came to live here for no one liked me,
because I looked different, as you can both see.
I welcomed others to live in my home,
trolls, like you, who were very alone.
And that is all that I have to say,
so go meet the others, run off and play."
The twins met the others and had lots of fun,
a new life for them had truly begun.
They each had babies with a new mate,
they thought their babies were wonderfully great.
The twins lived a good life in the wonderful land,
they were glad that they'd gone there, gone hand in hand.
That was the story, the story of wonder,
of mystery, fantasy, and the world down under.
Not of dragons, or goblins, or creatures like those,
but the tale of the beginning of all of the trolls.
-Kimberly Luesse, 12, East Lansing, Michigan

A.R. T. Exchange
A.R.T. is Americans and
Russians Together, a nonprofit
organization promoting mutual
understanding, friendship and
cooperation between Russia
and the United States through
the exchange of children's art.
The artwork on pages 26-27,
is by Russian children whose
schools participated in the
exchange. American and
Russian artwork crosses the
ocean and becomes part of
travelling exhibitions.
For more information,
please write: Ron Rigli, A.R.T.
Exchange, 1493 Farmington
Court, West Palm Beach,
Florida 33414-8989 USA.
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When I got home from school, my mom told me
that our house had been robbed. Later that
day, I saw on the news that a federal building in Oklahoma City had been blown up and many
children were killed. The next news story described a poison gas attack on a subway in Japan.
Then there was a story about terrorist attacks in Israel causing problems with the peace process.
I feel so very sad and angry! How could all these bad things happen at the same time? Now I'm
scared to sleep at night because a robber might break into my house, and I'm afraid of terrorists
who don't care if they kill children. How do we stop terrorism? - Worried (Atlanta, Georgia)
Dear Worried: Thank you for asking the essential question,
"How do we stop terrorism/violence?" I suggest we do three things:

• Keep the numbers in perspective. There are 5,800,000,000 people in the world.
Out of those billions of people living on this planet, only a few individuals committedi
the hurtful acts you mention. Keeping'these numbers clearly in your mind might
~
prevent you from feeling overwhelmed and depressed, even when watching
/
Ct
unnecessarily sensationalized and violent news reporting.
• Find the answer to the question: "Why do people commit violent, tertorist acts?"
Libraries are full of books and articles on that subject. Let's do the research.
Are there similarities among persons who become terrorists and robbers? Yes, indeed.
One fact emerges plainly.
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A large percentage of the folk who commit violent acts
were mistreated or inadequately loved when they were children.
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• You and I can stop terrorism in the world when we spread healing love.
The following incident shows us the way.
Walking down a busy New York street, my friend stopped and said,
"I hear a child crying." ''That's impossible in this madhouse!" I said.
He quickly led across the street. In the doorway of a large comer
building he found and comforted the child. "How did
you come by such incredible hearing?" I asked.
"My hearing is as normal as yours. Watch."
.. He dropped a few coins on the sidewalk.
<t? Dozens of heads turned at the sound of money falling.
He explained, "It all depends on what you're listening for."

®

.
---:;,.----

.

Ir---.

We stop violence by listening with healing care. A second
grade class at Thurston School in Springfield, Oregon,wrote a vow
against committing violence. The idea spread. Everyone in the
school had the opportunity to sign the vow. Many students decided
to boycott products sponsoring violent T.V. shows. Let's follow their example.
Questions? Comments? Write toDear Hanna
c/o Skipping Stones
Post Office Box 3939
Eugene, Oregon 97403 USA
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In Peace,

Illustrations by Elizabeth Corbett, Elbridge, New York

•

A
~
Noteworthy Newsfrom the North, East, West, South
~

Skipping Stones receives the 1995 Golden
Shoestring Award from the Educational Press
Association of America (EdPress). Executive
Director, Don Stoll, called our office to give us
the good news. The selection committee cited
the high quality of contents, the depth of issues
covered, editorial thoughtfulness, and the short
time in which we have achieved this standard by
which other educational magazines will be judged.
The Golden Shoestring Award is given to a
magazine that consistently demonstrates
excellence in educational journalism despite
working from very limited resources ("shoestring
budget"). On 16 June 1995, during the 100th
anniversary celebrations of the organization,
Skipping Stones will receive this award in
Washington, DC. Congratulations to you all, the
authors and artists, subscribers and supporters, for
contributing to this distinguished achievement.
Thousands of schools and communities across
the nation celebrated TV-Free America Week
to get people to tum off their television sets for
seven days, April 24-30, 1995. Communities
organized alternative activities encouraging
greater social, physical, academic and creative
development, instead of the usual TV time! (See
Vol. 5, no. 3, for a deeper understanding of TV's
impact on human societies.)
The third annual Take Our Daughters to
Work Day was celebrated across the nation by
millions of parents and daughters on April 27th.
The Ms. Foundation sponsors this event to
improve girls' self-esteem and awareness of
employment opportunities. Last year, some
25 million adults participated, and 9 out of 10
surveyed said it was a positive experience.
The United Nations Conference on Women
will be held this September in Beijing, China.
Did you know that?
In the United States, there are more shopping
malls than high schools? Over 37,000 shopping
malls! There is twice as much retail sales space
per person than there was 20 years ago.
Schoolchildren are falling behind on reading
skills; some 30% of high schoolers in the U.S.
cannot read even at a very basic level. The
Secretary of Education, Mr. Riley, suggests that
kids are watching too much 'mind numbing'
television. According to this study, girls read
much better than boys.

Poverty Summit: The United Nations World
Summit for Social Development was held in
Denmark this March. The goal? To produce a
Declaration and Program of Action to uplift the
1.3 billion people of the world who live in dire
poverty (on less than dollar a day!) More than
1 billion people do not have safe drinking water;
over 650 million people sleep with hunger;
80 million children receive no primary education.
In India alone, some 8 million children under 14
must work, sometimes in unsafe conditions, to
earn their daily living.
A proposal approved at the summit called for
rich nations to devote 20% of their overseas
budget to meeting basic human needs and the
developing nations to devote 20% of their
domestic budget to meeting these needs. Thus
allocating $30-40 billion per year will make a
great difference over the next ten years!
1995 Global Youth Forum: 200 young
environmentalists from many countries will
gather in Berkeley, California, 9-13 August 1995,
to share their experiences and ideas about
community-based environmental action. This is
the 10th year that the UNEP (United Nations
Environment Programme) has brought together
young people of diverse backgrounds, from
around the world. Tel. (212) 963-4931.
European Union Celebrates Open Borders!
Travelers among seven European countriesGermany, France, Spain, Portugal, Luxembourg,
Belgium, and the Netherlands-are no longer
required to present passports or get visas at
their mutual international borders. No more
immigration checks or delays at the airports.
It took almost ten years to work out this
agreement in this "Schengen Zone." Great
Britain opted to keep out of this Schengen
Accord. A similar agreement already exists
between the Scandinavian countries of
Sweden, Norway, Finland and Denmark.
Free Community Bikes: Portland, Oregon
has joined the ranks of several other European
and American cities to provide ''free'' bicycles
to people who need to go places. These 100
lemon-yellow bicycles have a license plate that
reads, "Free Community Bike. Please return to
a major street for others to reuse..."
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Margaret Murie: A Wilderness Tale by Jennifer
Bryant. One of the "Earth Keepers" Biography
Books Series. (Henry Holt). Environmental
activist Margaret Murie fell in love with the
northern wilderness from her childhood. She
believes that young people do care about
wilderness and nature. She says, "I've always
said that curiosity can keep you going when
everything else fails." Grades 3 and up.
The Wise Shoemaker of Studena by Syd
Liebennan (Jewish Publication Society,
Philadelphia and Jerusalem). Yossi, a wise. and
gentle shoemaker from the village of Studena,
Hungary teaches a lesson to the richest merchant
of Budapest: . "Fools see people's clothes; the
wise see their souls." Grades 2 and up.
The Junior Thunder Lord by Laurence Yep
(BridgeWater Books). A 17th century Chinese
tale about the rewards of kindness. Guided by
the idea that "those at the top should help those
at the bottom," a journeying villager shows
compassion to a monstrous-looking character,
only to find he can't be rid of him. Was his
kindness a mistake? This story has a surprising
twist! Bold, colorful illustrations with authentic
detail. Grades 2 and up.
Alejandro's Gift by Richard Albert (Chronicle
Books). When a delightful array of desert animals
begins to frequent Alejandro's garden, he finds his
loneliness ending. He wishes to give his visitors a
gift, and discovers that in order to do so, he must
think more like them. Wann illustrations of the
landscape and animal life of the American Southwest. Interesting facts in back. Grades 3 and up.
The Wave of the Sea-Wolf by David Wisniewski
(Clarion Books). This Tlingit story from the
Pacific Northwest will keep you on the edge of
your seat. Will Kchokeen, a Tlingit princess,
survive the powerful fury of Gonakadet, the Sea
Wolf, and his destructive waves? Who will help
Kchokeen's village when it is threatened by the
greedy fur-traders? Intricate papercut illustrations
add to the energy of the tale. Grades 3 and up.

A Piece of Peace: Kids Share Their Lives
Through Poetry, Art & Photography (Font &
Center Press, P.O. Box 95, Weston, MA 02193).
Fifty-seven Piece of Peacers (kids, 6-14) carried
their cameras and pens into the streets of
Charlestown, Massachusetts to give a very honest
portrayal of their neighborhood. Their work
challenges readers to "think about what your
piece of making peace might be." All ages.
The American Alligator by Dorothy Hinshaw
Patent (Clarion Books). Highlights the history
and habits of the American alligator with the help
of William Munoz's colorful photographs. Long
prized for their beautiful skins and delicious meat,
alligators were severely overhunted until strict
governmental protection enabled them to make a
comeback early in this century. Grades 3 and up.
One Day We Had To Run! Edited by Sybella
Wilkes in association with UNHCR and Save the
Children (Millbrook Press). Refugee children
from Somalia, Sudan, and Ethiopia tell their stories
of fear and flight in words and paintings. The
children's straight-forward accounts are placed in
historical and social contexts with folktales, maps,
and photographs from the refugee camps in
Kenya. Grades 4 and up.
When Jo Louis Won the Title by Belinda
Rochelle (Houghton Mifflin). Jo Louis, a black
girl, is afraid to go to her new school because she
does not like her unusual name. Her grandfather
understands her problem and tells her the story
behind her name. A heart-wanning story
accompanied by Larry Johnson's richly painted
illustrations. Grades 1 and up.
Savitri: A Tale of Ancient India by Aaron
Shepard (Albert Whitman & Co., Illinois). When
Savitri finds a man worthy, no one can sway her
from the path of love-not even Lord Yama, the
god of death. A tale of courage and love, wit and
will from the great Indian epic of Mahabharata.
Grades 3 and up.

Save My Rainforest by Monica Zak (Volcano
Press) is also available in Swedish and Spanish. It
is based on the true story of a boy, Omar Castillo,
who walked from Mexico City to Tuxtla Gutierez,
Sign Songs, video with songs by Ken Lonnquist, Chiapas, to raise rainforest awareness in Mexico.
signing by John Kinstler (Aylmer Press, Box
He was only eight years old when he took on
2735, Madison, WI 53701). Eleven witty and
this 870 mile-long journey. At the age of 15, he
imaginative songs to sing and sign along to. Fun
continues his struggle to save the Lacandon
for all ages, deaf and hearing! Great companion to Rainforest in southern Chiapas. Colorful
Aylmer's first video teaching basic sign language. illustrations accompany the moving story of
Omar and his quest for action. Grades 2 and up.
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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,
Zimbabwe
Portia Rumbidzai Mbuva, girl
Mupangayi Secondary School,
Private Bag 911, Shurugwi
ZIMBABWE
Int swimming, photos, stamps
Rhodah Mashavave, girl, 15
Chindunduma High, P. Bag 2072
Shamva, ZIMBABWE
Int baking, swimming, stamps
Sharon Pedzisai.:.!~~l, 1~__
5 Dawson Street, ",~,"m·.·,' '"
Yeovil, Mutare
ZIMBABWE
Int: swimming,
singing, letters
Patuma Ndala, girl, 15
17 Princess Margaret Road
Marlborough, Harare, ZIMBABWE
Int: swimming, tennis, reading
Clive Musoya, boy, 12
Int: soccer, writing letters
Philip Mashiya, boy, 12
Int: soccer, baseball
3721 92nd Street, PO Highfield
Harare, ZIMBABWE
.
Oile Kapjumo, boy, 12
Int: soccer, video games
Blessing Paliza, boy, 15
Int: swimming, tennis
3711 92nd Street, PO Highfield
Harare, ZIMBABWE
Stanley Musabayeka, boy, 11
123 Mutamba Drive, PO Mufakose
Harare, ZIMBABWE
Int reading and illustrating stories
Esnath Gombakomba, girl, 17
35 Nzou Avenue, PO Mufakose
Harare, ZIMBABWE
Int: reading, movies, music, church
Karim Samuels, boy, 11
3 Jacaranda Drive, Hatfield
Harare, ZIMBABWE
Int: swimming, music, tennis, soccer
Dumisari Dhliwayo, boy, 10
11 Agincourt Flats, Sixth Avenue
Parktown, Waterfalls, ZIMBABWE
Int fishing, hunting, ballroom dance
Beautie Chingwaru, girl, 14
586 NR2, Murwira Street
Dangamvura, Mutare, ZIMBABWE
Int: swimming, novels, gospel music
Edward Mulambo, boy, 15
2617 Takunda Street, Mucheka
Masvingo, ZIMBABWE
Int movies, reading, fishing, tennis
Paradzai Mutemi, boy, 15
2305 8th Crescent, Budiriro 1
PO Glen View
Harare, ZIMBABWE
Int: reading, music, cooking
George Masimba, boy, 17
House No. 1660, 1st Road
Glen View 1, Harare, ZIMBABWE
Int: soccer, writing stories, English
Rodney Alex Makoto, boy, 13
POB 233, Mhangura, ZIMBABWE
Int: video games
Judith Masoka, girl, 17
Mkushi Stores, Box 1
Mpandawana, ZIMBABWE
Int English novels, music, church

Namibia
Thaimy S. Matthews, girl, 16
P.O. Box 7019, Katukura
Windhoek, NAMIBIA
Int: music, dance, friends, jokes
Christine Shifonono, girl, 16
Ella du Plessus High School
PO Box 10399, Khomasdal
Windhoek, NAMIBIA
Int: music, dance, reading

South Africa
Inshaaf Blanchard, 12
22 Wallflower Street, Lentegew
Mitchell's Plain 7785 S. AFRICA
Int: soccer, netball, swimming, TV

Richard Agyei, boy, 14
POB 199, Sunyani BIA, GHANA
Int: music, football, swimming
Tawiah Nyarko, boy, 15
Nyamaa J.S.S., PO Box 299
Sunyani BIA, GHANA
Int: peace, South Africa
Bright A. Koranteng, boy, 15
Kwabena Michael, boy, 14
clo Miss Margaret Adu
Ministry of Health, PO Box 31,
Nkoranza BIA, GHANA
Int: music, football, volleyball

Alex Konadu, boy, 13
Ridge Experimental lS.S.
POB 128, Sunyani BIA, GHANA
Themba A. Sibanyoni, girl, 16 Int: reading stories, running
POB 78, Mbibane
0049 Vaalbank, SOUTH AFRICA Richard Atta Boateng, boy, 13
Int: music, dance, disco, magazines clo Mr. L.K. Nsiah, S.c.c.
POB 327, Sunyani BIA, GHANA
Rachel S. Ngwenya, girl, 16
Int· football table tennis reading
Private Bag x2008, Tihabane, 0305'
,
,
Is.aac Amoako, boy,. 10
Northwest Region, S. AFRICA
Int: tennis, singing, USA, languages Ridge Expenmen~l Primary
POB 128, Sunyam BIA, GHANA
Ghana
Int: table tennis, football
Ghanian boys want pen pals!
Victor K. Mensah, boy, 16
clo Emmanuel KUSI, PO Box 419
Write to Amoah Emmanuel, 14,
Sunyani BIA, GHANA
Michel Adu Adjei, 10, Frank Enin,
Int: football, music
12, Nana Kwakwa, IS, Charles
Francis Atta Fofie Jr., boy, 14 Kusi, IS, or Emmanuel Enin, 17.
clo Francis Fofie, POB 823
Methodist Jr.
Suyani BIA, GHANA
..
USA
Secondary
Int: bible, gospel
r.,
School, PO Box
Anim Y. Eric
,
. t L.. .a.-~
1770, Sunyanil
Oduro Y. Nicholas
~. .- .. i
Flapre GHANA
Sweden
Northridge Road, Box 87 •...-+ .Sli.I;'
Sunyani BIA, GHANA
Int: reading, telling about culture
Maria Bjorkstrom, girl, 10
Agyei Francis, boy, 15
Traskverksvagen 62
cloMr. Charles Kwateng
12534Alvsjo SWEDEN
Ministry of Health, PO Box 31
Int: animals, drawing, dance
Nkoranza BIA, GHANA
Liza Engzell, girl
Evans Gyamfi, boy, 15
Furustigen 7
19830 Kungsangen SWEDEN
Roman Catholic Church,
POB 48, Nkoranza BIA, GHANA Pals 14-17, not in Scandinavia
Duah Stephen, boy, 16
Malin Olsson, girl, 12
clo Miss Haggar Pokuaa
Spelvagen 9B, Skoghall
POB 47, Nkoranza BIA, GHANA 66330 SWEDEN
Int: sports, music, card games
Int: playing piano, music
Sanna Nytell, girl, 13
Agyeiwaa Vivian, boy, 16
Walleriusv.4
clo Shopwell PO, Box 33
75236 Uppsala SWEDEN
Nkoranza BIA, GHANA
Int: painting, drawing, sculpture
Owusu Nyamekye, boy
St. Theresa's Primary School
Karin Engelholm, girl, 11
IA GHANA Roksvampgatan 19
POB 30, Nkoranza.B ,
38632 Farjestaden SWEDEN

4)

James Ampofo, boy, 16
S.DA. Church
Tom-Nkoranza BIA,
GHANA

.29

Int: singing, dance, animals
Johanna Labba, girl, 10
B d t 25b
on ega an
641 46 Katrineholm SWEDEN
Asante Kwaku: boy, 14 Int: horses, books, animals
POB 32, Sunyam BIA,
L
Ols
. I 11
GHANA
ena
son, glr ,
I
Dukersv. 91
Int: etters, soccer
57536 Eksjo SWEDEN
Kwame Kennedy, boy, 15
Int: dance, singing, theatre
POB 823, Sunyam BIA, GHANA L'
Be
. I 12
IOnea
rg, glr ,
Int: soccer, postcards
Korstav. lOB
Thomas O. Amoako, boy, 13
85632 Sundsvall SWEDEN
clo G.B.C., PO Box 74
Int: discos; wants girl pal
Sunyani BIA, GHANA
Int reading stories, running

Mette Fraurud, girl, 11
Int: dance, handball, animals
Tove Fraurud, girl, 14
Int: long letters, music, soccer
Kaskogatan 20,164 76 Kista,
Stockholm SWEDEN
Anna Olsberg, girl, 14
Varendsgatan 3
36051 Hovmantorp SWEDEN
Int: swimming, animals, drawing
Julia Skott, girl, 12
Fagersjov. 208
123 49 Farsta SWEDEN
Int trumpet, read, write, draw
Maria Ragnestam, girl, 11
Harrvagen6
983 34 Malmberget SWEDEN
Int: swimming, running, animals
Rashanak Fatahian, girl, 11
Hamplinge v. 63
13837 Alta SWEDEN
Int: basketball, dance; boy pal
Diana Brisenborn, girl, 13
Ferlinsg. 9A
754 28 Uppsala SWEDEN
Int piano, music
Stina Englund, girl, 12
Smaltvagen 28
81630Ockelbo SWEDEN
Int: theatre, dance, music, song
Maria Jennefelt, girl, 10
Tavasgatan 29D
11824 Stockholm SWEDEN
Int: choir, 'cello, animals
Rebecca Isacsson, girl, 11
Valtensten
610 24 Vikbolandet SWEDEN
Int: riding horses, music, dance
Hanna Berglund, girl, 12
Kopinsv.60
72465 Vastems SWEDEN
Int music; pals write in English
Rana Ravanbakhsh, 16
Benvagen4
723 52 Vastems SWEDEN
Int: swimming, books; girl pal
2 90
Ida Sorensen, girl, 14
l'
Box 91, Malmberget
f 983 22 SWEDEN
.
Int: clothes, music, friends
Tove Carlsson, girl, 15
Ramsdalsvagen 30
13668 Haninge SWEDEN
Pals from outside Sweden
Dagmara Papavassilliov, girl, 15
Lupinstigen 3
13673 Haninge SWEDEN
Pals from outside Sweden
Emma Yngvesson, girl, 13
Fonnult7
511 93 Torestorp SWEDEN
Int: sports, music, friends, photo
Jessica Ohlsson, girl, 14
Fackgatan3
27536 Sjobo SWEDEN
Int: friends, music and much more
Theres Andersson, girl, 12
Jan Hans vag 2
772 70 Saxdalen SWEDEN
Int: judo, drawing, letters
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Sweden (continued)

Jenny Ulander, girl, 13
Babak Nikain, boy, 15
Maria Hagberg, girl, 16
Stensholmsvagen 4G
Sahlstedstgatan 2B
Hansbogatan 4
56739 Huskvarna SWEDEN
811 32 Sandviken SWEDEN
784 33 Borlange SWEDEN
Int: riding, piano, music
lnt: music, soccer, friends
lnt: sports, soccer, dance, drawing
Therese DeWaern, girl, 16
Lisa Hogberg, girl, 14
Agneta Ogren, girl, 17
Strandragsvagen 1
Gronviksv. 46
Mickelstrask 2610
161 40 Bromma SWEDEN
260 40 Viken SWEDEN
91031 Tavelsjo SWEDEN
Int: long letters, movies, drawing
"My biggest interest is music."
lnt: letters, music, friends
Jenny Karlsson, girl, 13
Annika Rosenqvist, girl, 13
Sara Stenvi, girl, 14
SniljegAngen 18
Antenng. 33A
Envagen31
42133 V. Frolunda SWEDEN
19436 UppL Vasby SWEDEN 30244Halmstad SWEDEN
Int: theatre, music, animals, disco
Int: swimming, animals, friends
lnt: letters, laughing, acting
Susanne Grahn, girl, 12
Emma DeCal, girl, 15
Elina Andersson, girl, 13
Coromantvagen 5
Axgatan 101
Daliingsvagen 25A
860 20 Njurunda SWEDEN
431 40 Molndal SWEDEN
16359 SpAnga SWEDEN
Int: basketball, hockey cards, reading lnt: tae kwan do, friends, music
, lnt: dance, music, reading
Cecilia Eriksson, girl, 11
Susanna Eriksson, girl, 12
Linda Edler, girl, 13
SkOttrnorrvag 2IB
Stromsdal 5
Hallundavagen 77
772 90 Griingesberg SWEDEN
784 55 Borliinge SWEDEN
14564 Norsborg SWEDEN
Int: skiing, cycling, reading
lnt: cats, stamps, swim-training
lnt: dance, athletics, disco, music
Maria
Johansson,
girl,
11
Astrid Lindholm, girl, 15
Elin Kjelquist, girl, 11
Gos Eriks vag 101
Amovagen5
Reebjarstigen 2
784
56
Borlange
SWEDEN
13234 Saltsjo-Boo SWEDEN
28022 Vittsjo SWEDEN
lnt: gymnastics, reading, music
Int: crazy humor, talking, friends
lnt: animals, music
Juni Marie Karlsson, girl, 11
.tsa Naav, girl, 12
Jenny Elofsson, girl, 11
Gos Eriks vag 95A
Vavarev. 1
Nedre Gardsjo 20
433 76 Jonsered SWEDEN
784 56 Borliinge SWEDEN
79590 Rattvik SWEDEN
Int: piano, drawing, riding, books
Int: cello, radio, fun; pal in USA
lnt: handball, gymnastics, dogs
Martin StahL boy, 12
Ragnhild Bronsek, girl, 14
Johanna Ljungblom, girl, 14
Klostergatan 63A
Mets Eriks v. 37
Brogatan 19
784 56 Borliinge SWEDEN
553 35 Jonkoping SWEDEN
733 33 Sala SWEDEN
Int: soccer, hockey, snowboarding
Int: diving, poetry, painting
lnt music, pals from allover world
Karin Gustafsson
Diana Tahmasebi, girl, 14
Siri Stromberg, girl, 12
Wh.,eH'h".irl'l2l.h
Mjolkvagen 3
girl, 11
Mosstorpsvagen 27
l!::'A
906 28 Ume! SWEDEN
Bjugg Gorans vag 63
181 56 Lidingo SWEDEN
Int: dance, music, friends, sports
784 56 Borlange
lnt theater, handball
SWEDEN
Isabell Blomkranta, girl, 12
Annika Karlsson, girl, 12
Int: soccer, animals,
Ulvogatan 32
Harnnfyrsvagen 17
Caroline Johansson, 25731 Rydeback SWEDEN
423 40 Goteborg SWEDEN
lnt: animals, horses, reading, fun
girl, 12
Int: pets, theater, ju-jutsu, singing
Pers g!rds vag 26
Josefine Weinberg, girl, 12
Karolina Konradsson, girl, 15
Sarogatan 10
784 55 Borliinge SWEDEN
Liljegatan 3
Int: horses, books, animals
25731 Helsingborg SWEDEN
360 51 Hovmantorp SWEDEN
lnt: basketball, music; pal in USA
Emelie Gessner, girl, 12
lnt: music, artwork, animals
Sandra Lupanic, girl, 12
Lapp Anders v. 139
Anna Wahlsberg, girl, 13
784 56 Borliinge SWEDEN
Int: animals
Veckov.3
Int: diving, piano, music, animals
Carolyn Lupanic, girl, 12
17541 Jarfiilla SWEDEN
Hanna Jansson, girl, 11
lnt music
Int: riding horses, animals, travel
Mocklogatan 8
Skaffars v. 4
Ksenia-Sylvia Balabina, girl, 14 784 56 Borlange SWEDEN
25731 Rydeback SWEDEN
Humlestigen 14, 12551 Alvsjo,
lnt: badminton, basketball, disco
Malin Persson, girl, 12
LAngsjo, Stockholm, SWEDEN
Susanne Forsman, girl, 11
HasslOgatan 4
lnt: languages, sports, disco, music
25731 Rydeback SWEDEN
Bjugg Gorans v. 15
Mikaela Pender, girl, 14
Int: gymnastics, soccer, handball
784 56 Borliinge SWEDEN
Assarhusav. 168
Int: horses, water and downhill skiing Lisa Ahnell, girl, 13
24736 S. Sandby SWEDEN
Eva Forsberg, girl, 11
Utogatan 54
Int: TV, music, swimming Ols Gustavs vag 28
25733 Rydeback SWEDEN
Karin Brissman
Int athletics, scouting; girl pal
784 56 Borliinge SWEDEN
girl, 12
Int: swimming, animals, pet rabbit
Maria Strandberg, girl, 15
S: Hacksjobacksv. 5a
Troskevagen 27
Elisabeth Akerlund, girl, 11
443 32 Lerum SWEDEN Olles vag 4F
23931 Skanor SWEDEN
lnt: singing, dance
Int: reading, singing. friends
784 55 Borliinge SWEDEN
Emma Winsa, girl, 12 lnt horses, riding, music
Jenny Magnusson
Liinsmans g. 13
Daniel Bjorkman. boy, 11
girl, 13
98232 Giillivare SWEDEN
Bjugg Gorans vag 40
Axel Perssons vag 14
Int: basketball, soccer, dogs, music
83531 Krokom
784 56 Borliinge SWEDEN
Anna Soderberg, girl, 14
Int handball, send photo
SWEDEN
Knivakangas 39
Asa Gille, girl, 11
lnt singing, violin
95792 Overtome! SWEDEN
Gos Eriks vag3i
Ellinor Svensson, girl, 17
Int: soccer, skiing, piano, reading
Fogdo Brygga 2
784 56 Borlange SWEDEN
Annika Klingstrom, girl, 14
Int: horses, riding, animals, music
76045 Grissleharnn SWEDEN
S:T Albans V2
Johanna Ahngren, girl, 11
Lotta Skoog, girl, 12
'14564 Norsborg SWEDEN
Apollov.85
Lapp Anders v. 105
lnt: music; pal from USA, England
37441 Karsharnn SWEDEN
78456Borliinge SWEDEN
Int: cats, dogs, animals
lnt: theatre, music, disco
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Osvaldo Gonzalez, boy, 12
Norrb!gen 25
806 34 Gavle SWEDEN
lnt: movies, music, letters
Write in English or Spanish
Gustav Bjornbom, boy, 11
Lapp Anders vag 50 jim"
784 56 Borlange. »jco
SWEDEN' .~.
lnt: wrestling
i
Choity Ahmed
girl, 10
Alhagsv. 1186tr.
14559 Norsborg
SWEDEN
lnt: music, animals, friends
Maria Niva, girl, 13
Mortgriind 9
97452 Lule! SWEDEN
lnt: sports, music, guitar, friends
Marta Langeen, girl, 11
Fabriksvagen IB
19176 Sollentuna SWEDEN
lnt: soccer, guitar; pal from USA
Therese Almqvist, girl, 13
Ankarevagen 13
35255 Vaxjo SWEDEN
lnt: drawing, swimming, violin
Karin .tslrom, girl, 12
Skillingvagen 29
97451 Lule! SWEDEN
Pen pals in the United States.
Linda Nordberg, girl, 12
Markvagen 1
97451 Lule! SWEDEN
lnt: swimming, music, friends
Anna Mettiivainio, girl, 12
Tingsvagen 37
95432 Garnmelstad SWEDEN
Letters in English or Swedish.
Emma Birkholz, girl, 13
Tingvallav. 3
161 54 Bromma SWEDEN
lnt: ballet, writing, reading
Jenny Lagebjork, girl, 13
Anasv.24
41667 Goteborg SWEDEN
Looking for pals from all over.
Johanna Nordstrom, girl, 12
Morkullv.45
756 52 Uppsala SWEDEN
Wants boy pen paL
Anna Lindgren, girl, 12
Mariebergsvagen 55
95432 Garnmelstad SWEDEN
lnt: football, books,letters
Josefin Baldeh, girl, 12
Golfvagen 14, Danderyd
18231 SWEDEN
lnt: dance, music, books
Ylva Osterberg, girl, 14
Mjiilnas gArd
61056 VrenaSWEDEN
lnt music, hockey, cars
Emelie Askfelt, girl, 11
Tulpanv.lO
291 50 Kristianstad SWEDEN
lnt: horses, pal from Europe
Maya Assia, girl, 12
Humlevagen 26
46165 Trollhattan SWEDEN
lnt music, dance, reading
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Sweden (continued)
Kristofer Frank. boy. 13
Lina Eek, girl. 12
Langkarrsg. 9
Uttlgatan 12b
590 60 Ljungsbro SWEDEN
Int soccer. tennis
25733 Rydeback SWEDEN
Int: riding. basketball; girl pal
Johanna Olsson. girl. 11
Joanna VoUberg. girl. 12
Vfuvagen I Osterslov
291 94 Kristianstad SWEDEN
Uttlgatan lIB
25733 Helsingborg SWEDEN
Int: drama. painting, reading
Int: soccer. handball. scouting
Elin Nordmark, girl. 13
Anna Larsson. girl, 14
Karlsholrnsvagen 3A
183 64 Taby SWEDEN
Box 117
96223 Jokkrnokk SWEDEN
Boy pal from San Francisco. USA
"I would love to have a pen pal'" Evelyn Jansson. girl, 13
Maria Olausson. girl. 14
Hjalmtl
13033 Gallnoby SWEDEN
Angvagen 5
Int: sports. animals. letters
440 60 Skarhamn SWEDEN
Int violin. piano. writing poems
Marie Goransson. girl. 13
Marie Brunberg. girl. 13
Sparrisgatan 17
271 54 Ystad SWEDEN
Nydalsgatan 7
Int: pets. music, pals beyond Europe
784 54 Borlange SWEDEN
Int: music. animals. dance. friends Celie Eriksson. girl. 13
Sofia Engvall. girl. 14
Morotsgatan 9
27154 Ystad SWEDEN
Stenstorpsvagen 29
58269 Linktlping SWEDEN
Int: pets, horses. pals beyond Europe
Int: lacemaking. books. dance
Maria Lindros
Wants pals outside Sweden
girl. 13
Hanna ThurfjeU. girl. 12
Minkvagen 7
294 74
Idrottsvagen 12
702320rebro SWEDEN
SWEDEN
W;mts pen pal from USA
Int music. friends
Carolina Falkman. girl. 11
Linda Prim. girl, 14
Biologigrand 23
PI 5OO9B
93015 Burea SWEDEN
43291 Varberg SWEDEN
Int horse riding. swimming, dance Wants boy pals from Italy. France
Lisa Sandberg girl 14
Johanna Strid. girl. 12
N Marieg 5A"
Tavastehusg. 11
79172 Faiun SWEDEN
164 79 Kista SWEDEN
Int: writing, travel. castles
Int: horses. handball. cats. dogs
Malin Elmerstig, girl. 12
Jenny Lindberg. girl. 14
Y. Ljungarumsv. 61
Aspvagen 14
903 54 Umea SWEDEN
553 07 Jonkoping SWEDEN
Int reading. writing, friends. cats Int: dance, fnends; pals from USA
Linda Englund. girl. 15
Linda Hli~hner. girl. 12
Nygrantorp 8128
Sannadalsva~en 47
388 98 Trekanten SWEDEN
144 62 Ronmnge SWEDEN
Int: letters, riding. music
Int: soccer, pals 12-14
Inka Helispaii, girl, 13
Kristina. Axelsson. girl. 11
Skollerstag. 27 ltr
Husbondliden 26
12465 Bandhagen SWEDEN
9219.1 Lycksele SWEDEN
Int: basketball. music, friends
Int: dISCO, arumals; boy pen pal
Anna Elm, girl. 10
Emilie Hogling. girl, 14
Kvamangsgatan 9
Ragstlgen 2
.
641 53 Katrineholm SWEDEN
13755 Vasterhanmge ~WEDEN
Int: swimming, skating, pet fish
Int: horses, flute, aquanum. stamps
Malin Noren, girl. 14
J~)Das ~ackolarr. boy. 12
Vasavagen 2120
PIper Enks v. 5
19176 Sollentuna SWEDEN
784 56 Borlange SWEDEN
Int: horses. volleyball. music
Int: soccer, mUSIC, dISCO
Gitte Molander ~,;~;r~}] Ylva Nordstrom. girl. 12
girl 10
!t!:<,,"" j
/f''' . • -> i Bo Enks vag 21
Valiav. 113
E\'--J
~ ~ ~ 784 55 Borlange SW~DEN
13641 Haninge
"
.. Int: books, dISCO, wnte m
SWEDEN
::c English
Int: music. games 320
;::: Frida Malmqvist. girl. 12
Martina and Anna girls 13
Mets Enks v. 33
Blomsterkungsv.340·
78456 Borlan~e SWEDEN .
16577 Hasselby SWEDEN
Int: ammals. dIVIng, dISCO, fnends
Int: pets, friends. long letters
Malin "Polly" Palm, girl, 13
Margareta Sjodin girl 12
Herrebrog. 13 .
Nas 712
"
603 64 Norrkopmg SWEDEN
89040 Bredbyn SWEDEN
Wants to write to Nirvana fans
Int horses, animals. send photo
Karin Fransson. girl, 13
Anna Maria Grenthe girl. 14 Ostergatan 25
Solarusplan 28
•
46231 Vanersborg SWEDEN
43643 Askim SWEDEN
Int: fnends, letters, musIc

~!
Sofie Grenholm. girl. 10
l:~
Lithuania
Lantvagen 9
-\:~
91036 Sayar SWEDEN
Nataly Kriviakina
;; girl. 13
Int horses, football. m u s i c , ; Taikos 36-53
Martina Andersson. girl. 13
Visaginas. LITHUANIA
~ Int English. sports
Augslidev. 5
641 50 Katri~eholm ~WEDEN
'; Ana and Nina
Int: letters. plano. skimg
~ girls 15
Jenny Karlsson. girl. 13
it;:;;: lNlilP 1.50 Ene~etiku 38-20
Sniljegangen 18
Visaginas 4761. LITHUANIA
30244 Halmstad. SWEDEN
Int music. dance; boy pals in USA
Int music. theater. friends
Lt'
. I • 12
a via
· L'm d gren. glr
L Isa
.
B1abarsstigen 7
Law:' (.12). Antra (1~) and Amta
97451 Lulea SWEDEN
(9) Llepma are collecting flower
Int: swimming. disco, soccer
~stcards from ~und the worl~ ~o
.
.
dIsplay at an agncultural competition.
Maim Kruger. gIrl. 11
"We don't mind if they are old or
Kalvlyckan 3
new just as long as they have
82730 Ljusdal ~WEDEN
FLOWERS on them!" Send cards to
Int: soccer, musIc. dISCO
the Liepinas at: Riga dist.. p.n.
Hanna Roos, girl. 12
Ragana 10-7. LV 2144. LATVIA
Arons Eriks v. 42
Belarus
784 55 Borlange SWEDEN
Int: soccer. handball. violin
Katya Borovik. girl. 12
,
Odintsova Street. 23-1-240
USA
Fmland
Minsk 220018 BELARUS
~anna Haapalainen
Int: reading. music. drawing
)
gIrl•.14
Oksana Mezhevich. girl. 13
.
Jussliankulma4D 19
Odintsova Street h 19-176
33580 Tampere .RNLAND Minsk 220018 BELARUS
Therese Sunngren
Int: basketball. music. drawing
I d'
girl. 12
Christinegatan 17A
n la
686OOJakobstad RNLAND
Anagha M, Palarpwar. girl. 14
Int: reading. animals. music
clo Dr. M.Y. Palarpwar
23 Krishinagar. Calarora.
,
Romama
Dist. Chandrapur. Pin 442907
Ecology Club in Romania wants Maharashtra. INDIA
to write about environmental issues
U 'ted Stat
around the world. Write:
m
es
clo Prof. Tudor Postolache
Kayla Soyer Stein
Clubul Copiilorsi Elevilor
girl. 12
Str. Bogdan Voda Nr. 9
817 West End Ave.•
Loc. Radauti, Cod. 5875
#2D. New York. New
Jud. Suceava ROMANIA
York 10025 USA
Girls:
Int: ~ports, animals.
Gabi-Angela Mihalas,
readmg. fun
Michelle Sanders. girl, 16
Gabriela Samson.
Alina Rusu, Ancuta Breaban, Raluca 2609 Winona Street, Rint,
Craciun. Valentina Tatar. Emilia
Michigan 48504 USA
Cristina Bahnar. Carmen Lazareanu, Int: computers, science
Lavinia Ciocartau (all 10 years old), Annie Rosenberg. girl. 8
1859 Congress Street
Valerica leremita, S!I!10na ~olboaia,
Ancuta Gafencu, Oblia-Mana
Portland, Maine 04102 USA
Coroama. Daniela Rotar (11) and
Int: camping. writing. animals. flute
Mihaela Moisiuc (13)
Alisha Tipton, girl. 14
Boys:
3895 Ugstad Road. Hermantown
Eugen Neculau, Cristi Diaconescu
Minnesota 55810 USA
(9). Romica Tofanel. Dragos
Int: horses, sewing, fishing, sports
Kiersten Kabelman. girl
Fedoreac, G~briel Botezat. Marius
Hlildau, Manus Moldovan. Bogdan
819 Dresser Drive. Mt. Prospect
Illinois 60056 USA
Bucsa, Adnan Fun~u (11), Ca.talm
Arcu, Ronn Cardel (12), Ronn .
Int: music, writing. soccer
.
Drehuta (14). Cobso BUtOl. CIpnan
Jonathan Games. boy, 8
Adrian, Daniel Ciobaca, Laurentiu
USA
. PO Box 359, Black River
TalpaIar (16)
,
New York 13612 USA
Russia
Kids, ages 8-12, want pals!
Write: clo Rint Public Library
Kate KiriUova
Children's Room. 1026 E. Kersky
girl, 11
Roveo Street 17/2
Rint. Michigan 48502 USA
Campus Box 101
Pen Pal Company, 11 and up.
Petrosavodsk 185026 RUSSIA
Send name. address. age, hobbies
Katya Kaykova. girl, 14
and $1.00 to: Rebecka Waros
ul. Angarskaya. d. 57/1, kv. 63
c/o W.L.E., 4826 Roslindale Ave.,
127412 Moscow RUSSIA
Erie, Pennsylvania 16509 USA
Int: tennis, swimming, postcards
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Waiting in the Wings• Winners of the 1995 Youth Honor A wards
• Hunger and Homelessness
• Tales from Hawaii

Future Features-

Proverbios- Proverbs

Send your own writing and artwork for publication in
Skipping Stones!
• Cause for Celebration!
Every culture and country's calendar is filled with
celebrations. And you take part, with your family or
. community, throughout the year. Share photos, stories,
and recipes about Succot, Eid-Ul-Fitr, Baisakhi, Solstice,
Hina-Matsuri, Three Kings Day, Tet, Pulaski Day,
Valborg, Juneteenth...and more!
• Legged and Winged, Finned and Rooted
Whether they live in our homes or in their natural
habitats, we share the world with an incredible diversity
of animals and plants. Tell us how we are respectful of
this shared living arrangement. How are we forgetful?
• Youth Honor Awards:
Remember, the last day for entering 1995 Youth
Honor Awards is June 25, 1995. Send an SASE for
1996 guidelines.

En el peligro se conoce al amigo.
A friend in need is a friend indeed.
Lo que el agua trae el agua lleva.
Easy come, easy go.
La vida no es senda de rosas.
Life is not a bed of roses.

The Noise
A Turkish Folktale
Early one morning, a neighbor ran to the
Hodja's house.
"Hodja!" he called in alarm.
"What's the matter?" The Hodja came to
the window in his nightshirt.
"I heard a loud bump. What happened?"
"My wife threw my djubbeh (long, cloth
coat) down the stairs."
"But Hodja, effendi, how can a djiibbeh
fall with such a dreadful thunk?"
"If you must know," said the Hodja,
annoyed by the question, "I was inside it."
-Retold by Marci Stillerman, Los Angeles, California
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Skipping Stones
Post Office Box 3939
Eugene, OR 97403 USA

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)

Baju Kurong
Mosefolket
Echidna

Jumper
Lexicographer
Rijeka
Jonines
Sphagnum
AFS

Adivinanzas

Riddles (from Mexico)

Salgo de la sala
voy a la cocina
meneando la cola
como una gallina

I come out of the living
room, go to the kitchen,
wiggling the tail
like a chicken

Una culebrita
inquieta y pelada
que llueve 0 no llueve.
"Que sera?

A little bitty snake
restless and hairless
that drips or not
What can it be?

Uloo.lq 'oqo:Jsa "l .'anEuOl 'onEualOl :SJ~MSUV

A Guidefor
In this Issue ...
Making Cultural Connections
Pages 5-17 include first- and second-hand accounts, as well as
third-person narratives. In each one, young people learn about other
cultures through stories or actual experience. A pattern emerges as
young people (in these articles or in your classroom) involve
themselves in cultures different than their own. As they listen,
they learn to recognize and accept diversity as something positive.
They learn compassion and the importance of sharing stories with
others. Narratives often inspire action on the part of the audience.
Explore different ways of telling. What do you learn about
another culture from a first-hand account that you don't learn from
a third-person narrative (and vice versa)? What roles can personal
stories play in raising cultural awareness? What happens after we
listen to a story? When we share others' or our own stories?
Out of the Bog
History meets mystery, with a little biology and archaeology
to boot. What stories might grandfathers and grandmothers from
other cultures have to tell? Is there always a historical or scientific
"solution" to supernatural occurrences? Create your own mysteries
b<l$ed on historical events.

Summer Resources
Every spring, the questions start coming. How do we prepare
for the summer ahead? How do we balance time and budget and
our children's individual needs and interests? How do we help
children have an enjoyable and meaningful summer? You may
want to check out the following resources for ideas. Most of
these books gear their activities toward elementary and middle
school aged children, although projects can be adapted to meet the
specific needs and interests of your child.
• The Best Summer Ever: A Parents' Guide by Joan M.
Bergstrom (Tricycle Press, 1995. PO Box 7123, Berkeley, CA
94707). Considers the summer in terms of a child's development,
emphasizing the importance of planning the summer with your
child. Suggestions are thoughtful and creative and include
excursions, safety tips, and ways to organize neighborhood
cooperatives, theme weeks and "Family Nights."
• Green Thumbs: A Kid's Activity Guide to Indoor and
Outdoor Gardening by Laurie Carlson (Chicago Review Press,
1995. Distributed by 1ndependent Publishers Group, 814 N.
Franklin, Chicago, 1L 60610). Carlson is an expert at suggesting
imaginative activities. Fun, as well as educational, projects cover
many aspects of indoor and outdoor gardening. Make your own
tools and compost, grow edible flowers, discourage harmful insects
with homemade organic sprays, and fool friends with garden
"magic" tricks. Directions are clearly illustrated and easy to follow.
• Kids Camp! Activities for the Backyard or Wilderness by
Laurie Carlson (Chicago Review Press, 1995). Great introduction
to exploring and living in the out-of-doors. Make camping
equipment and trail snacks, construct a solar oven, learn to read trail
markings, tie knots, and identify clouds and animal tracks.
• In The Three Sisters Garden: Native American stories and
seasonal activities for the curious child by JoAnne Dennee. A
Common Roots Guidebook, 1995. (Food Works, 64 Main Street,
Montpelier, VI 05602). Excellent interdisciplinary story- and
garden-based curriculum for home or school (suitable for indoor and

outdoor gardens). Stresses awareness and understanding of
heritage, both our own and our community's. Emphasizes
community-building through action (hands-on activities, games,
celebrations) and inquiry (experiments, stories, talks with elders).
·Home Education Magazine. Subscriptions: $24/six
issues. (PO Box 1083, Tonasket, WA 98855.) Goodsourceof
support and ideas for home learning. Contains critical reviews of
books and curricula, movies, and computer software. An article in
the March-April 1995 issue suggests an interesting family project:
researching the history of your home/neighborhood/town.
Combines cultural and political history, law, storytelling, art, and
perhaps a little bit of mystery.
• My Own Fun: Creative Learning Activities for Home and
School by Carolyn Buhai Haas and Anita Cross Friedman
(Chicago Review Press, 1990). Handy resource, includes easy-tofollow instructions for many basic art and nature activities, science
experiments, and games. Recipes for such essentials as
playdough, pastes, paints, and sidewalk chalk.
• Sign language resources. Aylmer Press. See Bookshelf
(page30)andSkipping Stones, Vol. 6 #3.
• Hands Around the World: 365 Creative Ways to Build
Cultural Awareness & Global Respect by Susan Milord.
(Williamson Publishing, 1992. Box 185, Charlotte, VI 05445).
Learn (in seven different ways) how birthdays are celebrated around
the world, what different cultures eat for dessert or what the moon
and stars can tell you. Learning in this idea-filled book means
hands-on fun. Unique activities gathered from many countries.
• Festivals Together: A Guide to Multi-cultural Celebration
by Sue Fitzjohn, Minda Weston, and Judy Large. (Hawthorn
Press, UK, 1993. Available from Anthroposophic Press, RR4,
Box 94A1, Hudson, NY 12534). Explores a wide array of
cultural, national, and religious festivals. Includes the stories
behind the festivals, rituals and traditions, recipes, crafts, songs.
• Back issues of Skipping Stones! See the subscription
insert for past themes, or call us for suggestions.

More Summer Suggestions
• Take a class with your child. Many community colleges and
neighborhood centers (check your city's parks and recreation
department) offer low-cost classes for all ages and abilities. You
and your child might discover a language, learn how to overhaul a
bike, or brush up on your guitar playing. Often, scholarships are
available, and many classes are offered in the evenings.
• Explore the world of computers, on-line. Many local and
national access providers offer family and youth forums, a great
way to build inter-personal and communication skills. Check out
"Freenets" in your area; many public libraries are beginning to
provide this service.
• Be aware of community events geared toward young people and
families. Public libraries, museums, nature centers, churches and
non-profit organizations often organize arts and crafts, storytelling, star-gazing, nature walks, workshops, camps, classes, and
other creative activities. Consider volunteer opportunities.
• Use your imagination and have a wonderful summer'
- Amy E. Brandt
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Watt Savitri Festival by Sheetal Amte, 14, Anandwan, Maharashtra, India.
Under the watt tree, girls and women worship and offer their prayers to god on this day.
They seek blessings: long-lasting love of their husband and the strength and courage of
Savitri, with the ability to ward off even the god of death- Varna. The book Savitri by
Aaron Shepard (see the Bookshelf, page 30) retells the story behind this festival. Watt
Savitri is celebrated in all over India on the new moon, this year on 29 May.
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