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Letter from the Editor
Equinox Greetings!
While the economic gapbetween rich and poor,.
continues to grow, a new American home built
Spring is a season of awakening, changes and
growth. Warmth of the returning sun highlights
these days is 2,000 sq. ft., with fewer people living
in it. It comes with all the modem appliances and
natural wonders. Spring thaw, blossoms on trees,
new shoots and sprouts make a break through conveniences. A huge loan from a bank, that
a new beginning. Quite a contrast from the quiet,
needs to be paid for in 20 or more years, makes it
bare winter months.
necessary for both parents to work to support this
Of course, winter, spring, summer and autumn
lifestyle. Result? Less time and energy for family
follow each other. When
and kids, more quick-fix
we're celebrating spring
solutions, more tension
equinox here in the
and stress, and a tear in
northern hemisphere,
the fabric of life.
Out of a desire to
it's autumn in the southem hemisphere! And,
live a good and meaningful life, many people
that's the beauty of
nature. Time isn't linear
are opting for voluntary
but cyclic. Nature works
simplicity-choosing
in cycles-the seasonal
to live with less money
cycles, the water cycle,
and m<;lterial possesthe life cycle....
sions, with less stress
Somehow, many of
and strain on the enviour human-engineered
ronment and on personal relationships. Many
systems grossly defy
these cyclical growth
people I know are
concepts. We try to
living in smaller houses.
break natural cycles by
They're avoiding
borrowing heavily from
impulse shopping,
the future, by not
buying only durable
recycling, reusing or
and reusable products,
reducing consumption
shopping for quality
of natural resources.
used items at secondHow are you doing
hand shops and yard
today? Too busy? Living
sales, forming neighborhood cooperatives for
in the city with all the
modem technology sharing tools and
cars, computers, teleappliances that they
phones, fax machines- "Pond Lilies" Photo: Marion Malcolm, Eugene, Oregon don't need everyday...
is supposed to give us more free time to do what
In return, they gain more financial independence,
we really want to do in our lives. But everyday, we
personal freedom, and quality time with family
seem to get more and more busy and dependent
and friends. Instead of looking for happiness in
on these devices. And,we are expected to do a lot
material things, they are searching deep within to
more when we have all these technological fixes.
see what makes them truely satisfied and content.
Living in the city gives us a host of opportuThis issue of Skipping Stones wishes you a
nities but at costs that sometimes are regrettable.
natural balance, no matter where you are!
Do you feel you are in tune with nature? Does
Naturally yours, ~ ( "lI?A~(-/
your life feel hectic?
ANT ~ iLMt Ncv1~" ,(){,(
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The Vision
r want to thank you for giving the children of the
world an opportunity to show thei{".talents. You are one
of the magazines who Care about every kid on this
plapet. You deserve to be nomin,ated as the magazine of
the year and deservetowin it as weILl want to become
(;l poet, and publish books. This is one of my poems:
Lying in bed
SUIT

':.".

agam
n planet Earth is a
ou change
people.

~,

Simour, Peac
Kingslon-10;.,r1IVlr1J

7, Windhoek, NAMIBIA

hpeopIe? Where are you gOIng?"
We're going t the creek. Bye!

the

scared,

t someone will
.has the world
an do other
school, but r
Why can't
sks.
en-they keep
of the tv and computer.
and visit people and
ddo that. Now they'r~
orid changed that

much?
~Jenflife

Silver Spring,
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askiewicz, 13, Eastern Middle School,
aryland.

Chinese painting by Roo Nicholson. I ri. Hugene. Oregon

The 1997 Skipping Stones Book Awards
Exceptional Multicultural and Nature Books and Videos
What makes a book outstanding? Sometimes you come across a book that you just can't put down! Does that
alone make it exceptional? What else do you look for? What criteria would you develop for recommending a book
whole-heartedly to your friends, siblings or classmates? Understandably, people look at things with varying angles
and perspectives and thus, have different opinions. Therefore, we asked a diverse group of students, teachers,
librarians and parents to help review the books and videos that scores of publishers and
producers, both large and small, had entered in the 1997 Honor Award Program.
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Since we wanted to recognize outstanding books and videos that promote
multic~ltural and/?r nature awareness, w~ asked a set of ~uestions of eachentry:
Does it promote mtercultural or mternatIOnal understandmg and cooperatIOn?
~
Does it help us understand a particular species or habitat or encourage sustainable
(T"" ;:
)
relationships with the ecological webs that nurture life? Does it empower us to
..\
/.
take positive actions? Does it promote creative responses to conflicts? How
~
effectively do the creators communicate their message?
O~
~
Needless to say, selecting the books was a long and hard task. Thanks to all the
'OJ't1 r.Jl')
reviewers, here you have it-a set of nine multicultural and nature books and two videos
that will be both educational and entertaining to you. Grab a friend, sibling or a parent and together dive into an
ocean of brilliant visions and adventures recommended in the following pages. There is something for everyone.
Learn from the struggles of Cuban teenagers in South Rorida or a Korean family that has migrated to a small town
in Minnesota. Go on a journey to India or travel back to the times when people communicated with rocks and
animals. Or, spend a day with a Mexican family. We promise you a great adventure and a learning experience!

:0-

Cw'

In addition to the teachers, librarians and students who reviewed the honorees, we thank: Jessica Jobanek,
Diane Applegarth, Nancy Bray, Susan Payne, Joseph Minato, Cheri Brule, Wilma Crowe and Twila Souers.

In the Heart of
the Village: The
World of the Indian
Banyan Tree by
Barbara Bash
(Sierra Club Books
85 Second Street,
San Francisco, CA
94105). $16.95.
Suitable for
elementary grades.
In the center of
a village in India
the goddess Nirantali, the first mother of the Earth,
makes a huge Banyan tree for the people of the
village to have shade. Every day the village people
gather there to talk, play, sell things, teach and rest.
And, animals come there to make nests.
I liked In the Heart of the Village because it
helped me learn about Indian culture and how a
rural community works. The illustrations are really
beautiful and colorful. They helped me imagine
the banyan tree and the village community.
-Cecelia Martinez, 10, Eugene, Oregon

MCJ5KRATwill
Be SW~MMJNG

Muskrat Will Be

Swimming by Cheryl
Savaqueau, illustrated by
Robert Hynes (Northland
Publishing, PO Box 1389,
Flagstaff, AZ 860021389). $14.95. Suitable
1 for ages 6 and up.
Some kids at school call
Jeanie "lake rat" because
she lives in a neighborhood of trailers and old
cottages beside a beautiful
lake. Her grandfather notices that she is upset and tells her
an Iroquois tale about the real lake rat-Muskrat-who
helped create the Earth.
Muskrat Will Be Swimming shows how even though
sometimes words are meant as insults, they can tum out to
be compliments. The book also gave me a renewed love of
nature. It has amazing illustrations that make you feel like
you are paddling through a lake with your grandfather or
staring face to face with a big frog. Now whenever I go
visit a lake, I will wonder if Muskrat will be swimming.
An outstanding book! -Heather Brule, 12, Springfield, OR
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Four Ancestors
by Joseph Bruchac
(BridgeWater Books, 100
Corporate Dr., Mahwah,
NI07430). $18.95.
Suitable for elementary
and middle grades.
Prolific author and
Abenaki story-teller,
Joseph Bruchac,
collaborates with four
Native American artists
to create yet another
exceptional book celebrating the Native American
people of the Turtle Island. From this collection of
thirty-one tales and songs from some twenty Native
cultures, we learn to honor the four ancestors- Fire,
Earth, Water and Air. This colorfully illustrated,
authentic book helps us see that "All is beautiful"
and that all life is connected. Take your time to read
the pages and savor the richness of each tale and song.
And, along the way, discover your place in the
natural world!

-Arun Toke, Editor

Dragon Soup
by Arelene
Williams,
illustrated by
Sally Smith
(R.I. Kramer,
P.O. Box 1082,
Tiburon, CA
94920). $15.95.
Suitable for
elementary grades. In this lovely tale, the heroine Tonlu
knows who she is and what she needs. The merchant
from the village below gives Tonlu's father just two
weeks to repay the debt he owes, or he will claim Tonlu
as his bride. Without a moment's hesitation, Tonlu sets
off to take treasure from the Cloud Dragons who live in
a cave at the top of the mountain. Tonlu is a wonderful
role model for both children and adults. She is not
greedy; her intent is to take only what she needs. In a
dangerous situation she conquers her fear, staying
focused on her goal. When Tonlu is captured and the
two dragons demand that she solve their long standing
conflict about whose soup is best, she demonstrates a
prototype for conflict resolution and peacemaking.
Creative, colorful illustrations portray the emotions
in the story very well, drawing the reader into the tale.
A natural springboard for encouraging creative writing!
- Yvonne Young, Elementary school teacher, Eugene
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Going Back Home Pictures
by Michele Wood, story
interpreted by Toyomi Igus
(Children s Book Press,
246 First St. #101, San
Francisco, CA 94105).
$15.95. Rich, deep colors
representing the rich, deep
history of African
Americans in the United
States. Without a single
word, Ms. Wood's paintings
convey so many stories.
She tells about her family's past, and mine, and millions
of African Americans, with strength and pride. The first
painting is of a young girl sitting at Mamma's knee
getting her hair braided. It brings back many learning
times for me. Then I became the mother braiding and
we are still braiding in the same ways today. In the fifth
picture a couple is shown standing inside of their cabin.
Each of them holds a symbol of the past but there is
another symbol painted on the woman's yellow dress.
The author calls them pinwheels, an ancient symbol of
good luck. But for me they are swastikas, a sign of
oppression. This reminds me that African Americans are
not the only people to suffer great injustices. This book
makes powerful and important statements that all people
can learn from. _ Paulette Ansari, Librarian, Springfield
Necessary Roughness by
Marie G. Lee (Harpercollins,
10 East 53rd St., New York, NY
10022). $14.95. Middle and
Upper grades. The story of a
Korean American family who
moves from Los Angeles to a
small town in Minnesota, told
from the perspective of 16year-old Chan Kim. Chan and
his twin sister, Young, face
some prejudiced attitudes in the town of Iron River and
problems relating to their traditional parents. To fit in at
the local high school, Chan joins the football team and
ends up making friends and learning about himself.
He uses the game to vent frustrations about his new
surroundings and difficulties with his distant father.
Near the end of the story, a tragedy brings Chan closer
to his parents and proves to be a bittersweet growing
experience. This is a wonderful story for older kids who
may have experienced racism or have had problems
communicating with their parents. A great read!
-Regina Broich is a Skipping Stones intern

Fitting In by Anilu Bernardo
(Pinata Books/AIte Publico
Press, Univ. of Houston, TX
77204-2090). $7.95. Suitable
for middle and upper grades.
Be the difference in age,
race or language, when we try
to be open and communicate,
we find most of the time that
we have more in common
~!Piuing 11 t
than we ever imagined. Or,
that we have so much to
learn from each other. Fitting In, a compilation of short
stories about families of Cuban descent, communicates
this with humor and eloquence. The stories reveal how
in personal relationships fear can be managed and
misunderstandings can be resolved. The young
characters don't get lost in fear. Their true nature
prevails. A kind gesture can tum everything around.
I recommend it!
La autora lo hace con buen humor y eloquencia.
jSe los recomiendo!
-Esther Celis, Spanish Editor

Monkey and the Mango
by Eknath Easwaran (Nilgiri
Press, P O. Box 256,
Tomales, CA 94971). $14.95.
Suitable for elementary and
middle grades. Eknath
Easwaran is a spiritual leader
known the world over. He
considers his grandmother
his spiritual guide. In this
book, he recalls some of the
incidents in his childhood in
which his grandmother's soul infused him with love and
spirit. Using everyday occurences, Grandmother showed
Eknath the essential simplicity of spiritual purity. In the
reading of the brief stories, I sensed the serene rootedness
of grandmother's soul. In tandem, I am allowed to share
the awe with which young Easwaran received the grandmother's inner Knowing with warm, open receptivity.
This book's greatest gift to me is the opportunity to
taste wise eldering. I wish this unforgettable book to be
savored by every budding heart and soul worldwide.
- Hanna Still, Contributing Editor

In My Family: En Mi Familia by Carmen Lomas Garza (Children's Book
Press). $15.95. Suitable for all ages. In My Family / En mifamilia is a vibrantly
colorful celebration of both family and Mexican-American culture. A gifted
storyteller, Carmen Lomas Garza takes us to her childhood home of Kingsville,
Texas to meet her grandfather, Antonio Lomas, as he shaves thorns from the
nopal cactus in preparation for a breakfast stir-fry. We learn of a miracle on a
small south Texas ranch and of the curandera or healer, Dona Maria, who helps
her sister and mother communicate better. Rich artwork captures the true essence
of Mexican-American culture and the bilingual text adds to this richness.
This book is a tribute to what the words family and community really mean.
-Dick Keis, ESL educator, Independence, Oregon

Outstanding Educational Videos
Trees, Toilets and Thansfonnation, directed and
produced by Merran Smith, Michael Simpson (Variations
On A Wave, 406 Vancouver St., Victoria, B.C., V8V 3T5,
CANADA) . $45. Middle and Upper grades.
This is an upbeat and inspirational educational video
production. Set in the tropical, densly populated country
of EI Salvador in Central America, the program takes
the viewers on a journey of the country with Lorenzo.
Visits to several CESTA (the Salvadoran Center for
Appropriate Technology) projects show us how the
Salvadoran people are trying to take little but significant
steps by adopting / implementing sustainable
development ideas like composting toilets, solar ovens,
pedal power, etc. to improve / reverse the environmental
degradation that has taken place over the years.
- Arun Toke, Editor

Generation Earth, directed and produced by Tyson
Miller and Jeff Barrie (Earth Endeavors, PO. Box 6130,
Torrance, CA 90504). $39.95 Middle and Upper Grades.
An empowering video, created by two UCLA students,
that explores the innovative environmental education
programs that exist in various U.S. high schools.
Emphasizing the importance of hands-on-education,
interviews with students and teachers show how learning firsthand about the environment personally affects
individuals and instills environmental ethics. The video
shows youth involved in energy audits, water quality
monitoring, composting, rapping about the environment,
gardening, creating outdoor study areas and organizing
a global youth summit to converse with youth around
the world. A wonderful, proactive video!
-Rachel J. Elliott, Associate Editor
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Beautiful Junk: A Story ofthe Watts Tower by Jon
Madian, photos by Barbara and Lou Jacobs (Karjon
Educational Press, PO.Box 950, Hood River, OR 97031).
Charlie is curious about the old man who collects junk.
One day Charlie decides to follow him and discovers that
he has made an amazing sculpture from discarded things.
Based on the true story of Simon Rodia, an Italian immigrant, this photo-story is a tribute to an innovative man
who created the Watts Towers in Los Angeles. All ages.
Runaways by Keith Elliot Greenberg, photos by Carol
Halebian (Lerner Publications, Minneapolis, MN). A
moving photo essay about two young people who ran
away from home and found help at Noah's Ark, a shelter
for runaways in Queens, New York. Ages 12 and up.
Voices from the Streets: Interviews and Photo-graphs
by S. Beth Atkin (Little, Brown and Co.). In their own
distinct voices, the young former gang members profiled
in this remarkable book tell their stories: Why they had
joined a gang and how they have been able to leave gang
life. We read about their violent neighborhood and
broken families, about racism and poverty and about
their search for safety, respect and belonging through
gangs. A rare and realistic glimpse of life on the streets
through spoken words, poems, journal entries, and
scrapbooks. Suitable for ages 13 and up.
A Way Out of No Way: Writings About Growing Up
Black in America edited by Jacqueline Woodson (Henry
Holt and Co., New York). An outstanding compilation of
stories and poems about African-Americans coming of
age in the U.S., including: "Passing" by Langston
Hughes, "Gorilla, My Love" by Toni Cade Bambara and
"Legacies" by Nikki Giovanni. Suitable for middle and
upper grades.
Crews: Gang Members Talk to Maria Hinojosa, photos
by German Perez (Harcourt Brace & Co., 6277 Sea
Harbor Dr., Orlando, FL 32887). The host of NPR's
Latino USA interviews young men and women who live
on the edge of poverty and violence in American cities.
Listen to what the gang members have to say about their
world in this social tragedy. Suitable for upper grades.
Nobody Owns The Sky by Reeve Lindbergh, illustr. by
Pamela Paparone (Candlewick Press, Cambridge, MA) ..
The true story is told of "Brave Bessie" Coleman, the
first woman ever to pilot an airplane. As an AfricanAmerican woman during the 1920's, Bessie Coleman had
plenty of hurdles to jump over to catch her dream to fly.
Colorful pictures and rhymes will tell the story of how
"Brave Bessie" achieved her goals. Ages 5 - 11.
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Earthwise at Home by Linda Lowery and Marybeth
Lorbiecki, illustr. by David Mataya (Carolrhoda Books,
241 First Ave. N., Minneapolis, MN 55401). A guidebook that teaches how you can make a difference in your
everyday lifestyle. Learn about garbage ("maybe there's
no such thing as garbage"), power choices, smart
shopping...Creative, earthwise projects for all ages!
Squishy, Misty, Dampy and Muddy: The In-Between
World ofWetlllnds by Molly Cone (Sierra Club Books,
85 Second St., San Francisco, CA 94105). A book with
striking photographs that introduce young readers to the
many kinds of wetlands and the incredible variety of life
they support. It also explores the importance of wetlands
to humans and explains why people everywhere are
striving to protect these dwindling habitats. Ages 8-12.
Geology Crafts for Kids by Alan Anderson, Gwen
Dichn and Terry Krautwurst (Sterling Publishing Co.,
387 Park Ave. South, New York, NY 10016). A fun-filled
look at the broad spectrum of geologic phenomena,
accompanied by photos of nature in action. Kids will dig
into the marvels of planet Earth with 50 activities that
cover everything from erosion to volcanoes. All ages.
Hawk Hill by Suzie Gilbert (Chronicle Books, 275 Fifth
St., San Francisco, CA 94103). The story of a young
boy's experiences helping a wildlife rehabilitator. It is a
poignant reminder that hope and friendship are often
found in unexpected places. A detailed glossary of birds
and information about raptor rehabilitation underscores
the message of the story - to keep the natural world wild.
Victor's Picnic With the Vegetarian Animals by Radha
Vignola, illustr. by Michelle Ary (Aviva!, P.O. Box 1471,
Santa Cruz, CA 95061). When Victor decides to become
a vegetarian because he cares about animals, he gets
invited to a picnic by a friendly deer. All the vegetarian
animals teach him how to eat healthily. Ages 6 - 9.
J. Rooker, Manatee by Jan Haley, illustr. by Paul Brent
(Focus Publishing, 1375 Washington Ave. SE, Bemidji,
MN 56601). A fictionalized account of the true story of
a young manatee injured in a motorboat collision. After
being rescued and rehabilitated, he was released back
into the wild. Fascinating interaction between J. Rooker
manatee and an old manatee, The Great One. Ages 6-12.
A Duck in a Tree by Jennifer Loomis (Stemmer House
Publishers, 2627 Caves Rd., Owings Mills, MD 21117).
This non-fiction book depicts the habits, courting, mating
and baby-rearing of a pair of wood ducks, one of the most
reclusive duck species in North America. Beautiful
photos. Nesting-box instructions are included. Ages 6-12.

Rainy Day Deer

Paradox
The ticking of a clock
The beating of a heart
The whistling of the wind
These are the sounds of silence

Human Powered Parade
in Eugene, Oregon
Photo by Arun Toke

The victory of winning
The birth of a child
The struggle of freedom
These are the tears of joy
The anger of an old man
The polluting of the Earth
The hatred towards others
This is the Rigor Mortis of the living
-Marlene Whitsett, 14, Fairburn, Georgia

Day
Body is the flower
Spirit is the sun
Rain is the stormcloud
That ruins all the fun
You can hear the thunder rolling
It's heart, beating fast
One day, when we look behind us
It will be a memory of the past.
-Michelle Baumgardner, 11, Aloha, Oregon

Butterflies
A little, tiny egg
Changed into a little caterpillar
Eating all the leaves
Getting bigger and bigger
Then they build their cozy cocoon
And soon...
Fly high in the sky!

-Jenna Lougee, 6, Port Monmouth,
New Jersey. Butterfly painting by Jenna.

A rainy day deer is drinking
from a beautiful red, yellow and green lake
The leaves on the trees stop shaking long enough
for an eerie silence
Suddenly, like a gunshot, the sun breaks
through the clouds
to reveal a grassy ravine
The sun hits gray rocks making
a graceful shining
In the background, a waterfall is crashing,
dripping and blowing
After all this heartwarming beauty,
the dark, black and gray clouds show up again
blocking out the sunlight and life.
- Ian Winkelman, 11, Gahanna, Ohio

Grandma and Grandpa's Backyard
The full, green yard stretches out in front of me, calling me
to its adventurous world. Off to the left sits a small herb garden,
which is eaten from frequently by young, excited children.
A sharp hill ascends upwards at the back of the yard, spotted
with large, looming pines. Wild and free, the garden to the right
stretches to the sky, producing greens of all kinds. An assortment
of ladybugs and earthworms take shelter in the fertile, brown earth.
As clouds sleep lazily in the sapphire sky, I watch all the
creatures float carelessly through the air, one by one. Butterflies,
bees and birds cross the yard, happy to be in such a serene place.
Hanging off the edge of the black, shingled roof drifts a red
hummingbird feeder. Full with pink sugar water, it sways in the soft
Oregon breeze. The air smells sweet, but fresh, scented by the array
of flowers and numerous greens.
Even though it will change someday, I know I'll always enjoy
looking through the window at Grandma and Grandpa's backyard.
- Megan Hammer, 13, Shoreview, Minnesota

Rainbow Butterfly
I feel like a rainbow butterfly
flying with my rainbow wings
When the shadow comes
and scares me
I flyaway

- Talia Ann Bolnick, 5,
Los Angeles, California.
She wrote this poem when
she was four years old.
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NATURE'S
The Fawn

Mother nature's elegance has her ways of showing up in your
life when you least expect it. I was in a point in my life where
anyone and anything would get on my nerves. My parents, my
siblings, my peers and my teachers were among these. But then
something so overwhelming happened that it renewed my soul.
It was a beautiful day. The sun was shining down, kissing the
leaves, and there was a light breeze blowing through the spring air.
As I was sauntering around my yard, I heard my dog whimpering
like she was frightened of something. She was in the brush so I
didn't care to go see why she was scared. Instead, my mom went.
When my mom came out of the brush, I was totally in awe of
what she was holding. She was caressing one of nature's greatest
gifts-a day old fawn. As my mom was walking toward me, tears
welled up in my eyes. I actually had the chance to see a fawn up
close. My mom carefully handed it over to me, and as I was
holding it, it started licking me with it's scratchy tongue. It was
striving to get away from me, so I put it down.
I guess it wanted to play follow the leader and have me be the
leader because it kept following me around. Jauntily, it would play
with my dog and me. Finally, it pranced away, but once in awhile
I would see it around the yard licking our salt block or eating com
we put out for it.
I'll never forget this special event in my life. It will always be
in my heart because I realized how important life really is. For me,
it was a day old fawn. And I was fortunate enough to share this
jovial moment with the person who gave me the chance to
experience the joys and sorrows in life... my mom.
I guess Ralph Waldo Emerson was right in saying that there is
nothing that nature cannot repair-that in the woods, we return to
reason and faith. I know from personal experience that this is a
very true statement.
-Jessica Ann Lindberg, 17, Grantsburg, Wisconsin.
She writes, HI live in a rural town that city people would call the
boondocks. This is an experience that happened 3 years ago
when I felt like everything in my life was going down the drain. "

When Birds Can't Fly...
If an animal tries to run or flyaway but cannot, something may
be wrong If it's a very young animal it may not move away to safety
because it does not realize there is danger. Just because babies do not
run away, however, does not mean that they are hurt or abandoned by
their parents. Most likely their parents are nearby and are taking care of
them.The parenting instinct in most mammals is so strong that the smell
of humans will not scare the parents away. If you find an animal that
you think is hurt, and there is obviously something wrong with a leg
or a wing, get help by calling a wildlife rehabilitator. To find a wildlife
rehabilitator in your area, call your local Dept. of Conservation.
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WONDERS ...

J

Remembering Night
you have forgotten
that life
began in the rivers.
that the white-headed eagle
is your brother.
you have forgotten
the contemplation of
the trees.
that the magnitude of life
once held you.
you have forgotten
your motherthe serene earth.

that she rocked
you to sleep
gently.
you have forgotten
who you are.
you have forgotten
this earth.
that once these forces
were what
you lived by.
forgotten cries
sing through
a silence.

-Sonali Mehandru, 15, Willoughby, Ohio. She writes,
"I was born in India and am fluent in Hindi. My culture is
one ofthe most important things to me, alongwith my
family, friends and my love for writing. "

Nature
Nature is perceived in many different forms-a still, silent
forest, a pair of playful cubs, a swiftly flowing stream or a cool
breeze on a hot summer day. But people are losing respect for
nature. Money and greed have clouded people's minds and
judgements. We are destroying rainforests, along with animals'
habitats and plants that cure disease.
Imagine all the life in a wetland. Now picture it gonethe amphibious inhabitants and the tall, waving rushes that
are so important to our ecosystem.
We say that this destruction is the price of progress.
It seems we often forget that people are a part of nature too.
We interact with the environment and, the environment interacts with us. Our environment provides for us- gives us food
and shelter. And we repay it by cutting down its trees and
developing the land. So, take a look around. Open your eyes
to the Earth's dire state. Get involved in saving the Earth for
future generations. One person can make a world of difference.
-Dougherty Preuss, Grade 8, Rockford, Michigan
Photos on Page iO, Top to Bottom: Bighorn sheep in
Yellowstone National Park, Montana; Maya indian girl in the
highlands ofGuatemala; Papagayo Amazonas in Colombia;
Humpback whale, Prince William Sound, Alaska;
Photos on Page 11, Top to Bottom: Benjamin Constant, Brazil,
Amazonas; Earth Day in Fairbanks, Alaska; Chameleon (All above
photographs by John Lyle, Fairbanks, Alaska)
Ancient Tree in Africa (Photo by James Cloutier, Eugene, Oregon).
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Chinese Ox Tales
It's the Year of the Ox (also bull and cowshe'd have to stay on Earth. That's exactly what
the Chinese word niu applies to all bovines). No one
happened. The one who stayed was the weaving maid.
knows how the ox (or the eleven other animals of the
She was happy to marry the herdsman.
Chinese zodiac) got a year in its honor, but we do know
The Heavenly Queen was not happy. Now no one
a few things abou the ox in Chinese legend and language.
was weaving the fanciful clouds that decorate the skies.
The weaving maid had
Long ago in China
to return. The poor
lived a scholar who
herdsman was devaswas also an excellent
tated,
but the loyal ox
musician. He played
consoled him. "When
the qin, a sevenI
die, " said the ox,
stringed zither, not
"wrap yourselfin
for profit or for the
my hide, and you can
public, but simply
ascend the skies and
for his own amusefind your wife." So he
ment. Qin music is
did, but the Heavenly
subtle and refined;
Queen wouldn't allow
it not for everybody.
the couple to reunite
Many a scholar of
permanently. With
old favored the qin,
a royal hairpin, she
for while creating
etched a deep celestial
its quietly wandering
river between themmelodies, thoughts
the Milky Way. Two
could quietly
Art by Zhan Zhe-Qing, 14, Shanghai, People's Republic of China
lonely stars, the couple
wander too.
meet only once a year
One day, the scholar
when
their
constellations
cross paths.
noticed an ox grazing near his rustic cottage.
Cows and oxen are usually found behind a plow.
He wondered if the animal would appreciate his music.
is a hard row to hoe, so to speak. "The life of
Theirs
And so the scholar started to play. The ox just grazed.
a horse or ox-niu ma shenghuo" -is one of drudgery.
The scholar continued to play. Still the ox grazed,
Horse and ox may share some chores, but they can't be
moving nothing but its jaws.
lumped together. After all, "a horse's jaw doesn't belong
Then the scholar had an idea. Plucking and rubbing
on a cow's head."
the strings just so, he could imitate the sounds of insects.
The earthly ox is also formidable. Consider its hide;
At this, the ox pricked up its ears and smartly switched
even
the hairs on it seem infinite. Things immense in
its tail. Well, thought the scholar, that's all the qin means
number are said to be "duo ru niu mao-as numberless
to an ox.
as
hairs on an ox." That same hair is also fine enough
From this episode came the expression, "dui niu tan
that light drizzle is "niu mao yu-ox-hair rain."
qin-playing the qin to an ox"-meaning to display a
Yes, the ox is big. But there's a lesson for humans
skill or present a sophisticated explanation to someone
here.
Nature designed the ox to be large. When people
who can't understand it.
try to act big, boasting and bragging, they "chui niuThe ox J!lay not appreciate fine music, but it does
puff (themselves) up to ox size." An ox already is ox size;
have a romantic side. In fact, an ox is right in the middle
it doesn't need to be any bigger.
of one of the most famous romances: the herdsman and
the weaving maid.
-Paul Shackman, New York City, New York
This particular herdsman didn't have much ofa herd.
If you are interested in reading stories about
Just one ox. It was a lonely life for both of them.
other animals of the Chinese Zodiac, we recommend:
Then one day the ox spoke. It told the herdsman of
The
Dragon's Tale retold and illustrated by Demi
seven heavenly maidens who descended each day to
(Henry Holt, 115 W 18th St. New York, NY 10011).
bathe in a nearby stream. If he stole a maiden garments

s

s
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A Sudden Surprise
The wind from the sea was warm '~",.
and felt good as I walked down the
"""","~.'f
beautiful beach in Santa Rosa, Costa Rica.
It started to get late and the night started
to rise. Already I could see the first stars.
Then I looked in front of me down the
beach. What was that? It looked like
' t as I got closer I saw that
ar
s~ly it was moving up
ter ~~uple of minutes,
l1'W.~s it really?
t as bIg as me!
'can family came
e how to sit behind
setibw()\ll.~. at see me. All eight
of us w~re sitting behind the
turtl~. and she didn't even know.
""Wh
asthat?! A piece
7.
y~face? The turtle
a\ieep hole for
s
an. . en she was done, she
beg~nJ'ying her eggs. Two Or
three eggs at a time glided out
of her body and into the warm
sand. When all the sand was
on the eggs, the turtle did
the strangest thing of all;
she acted as if she were
listening to rock n' roll
music! She padded down
the sand and bounced
around on her belly.
Later I figured out
that the turtle was a
leatherback, nama
~
for
liery back.

at

4

Sands of Time

ng.
ou leap?
'Ole this poem when
ld. The tiger illustration
-Qing, Shanghai, CHINA

:t:~ H~llBreu el~
lives in
/

y, A. t

/'

L
in the trees
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The Quiet Game
Carrie sprawled in the shade of the cliff that ran
along the Lake Michigan shoreline, her ankle swelling
into a softball.
"Why did I have to come so far?" she cried. Two
miles past the creek to see deer tracks on the beach?
Do I care about deer tracks? No. It's because there is
absolutely nothing to do in Grandpa's trailer park.
Carrie rubbed her throbbing ankle, replaying
their stroll from the evening before.

*****
"Grandpa," she whined, lagging behind, on the
way back from the creek. "Why do we have to walk
the beach in the dark?"
"It makes us even," he
said. "That way, you can't
see either. Besides, we can
hear better in the dark."
Carrie scuffed her feet in
the sand. "Why can't you at
-.
least get a tv or a phone? I've 1.··. fl
read two books, listened to
f~ -~
all my CD's five times, and
_'
I've only been here two days. II ~
There's nothing going on."
"There's a deer taking
~ flo
a drink down at the beach."
"Grandpa, I'm not a
~A
- Nadine Sjariej,
Girl Scout anymore-all interested
in nature walks and how you can
know things in the dark."
"Oh, I see. I should have realized," he said
in a small voice. "Of course. You're getting older."
She hadn't intended to hurt his feelings. "Can we
build a fire?" she asked. He would like that.
Later she stared at the fire, watching the last bit of
moisture sizzle and boil from the end of a driftwood
log. "Okay, so tell me how you know a deer is taking
a drink."
He scratched the stubble on his cheek. "Do you
really want to know, or are you just humoring me?"
"Yeah. So tell me."
"Did you hear the dog barking when we were by
the creek?"
"No."
"He lives next to a ravine that ends at the lake, and
he barks at every deer going down to water. I used to
see their hoof prints allover the beach in the morning."
Carrie nudged the log deeper into the fire.
"What's your point?"

~

iVV
A
LJIV .

ill ibt"
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"Well, my point is, you have to shut out noise before
you can hear what's going on around you."
She watched the fire reflecting in the comers of his
eyes. He spoke slowly and carefully. "I just wanted to
tell you my secret- what I do when I'm frightened or
lonely."
"So you listen to sounds...?"
He sighed and swallowed. "That's the second step.
The first step is to get away from people noise. Then I
listen to all the sounds around me, one by one. Pretty
soon the only sounds I haven't heard, come from memy own thoughts and feelings. And that's when the real
surprises begin. I remember
happy times, like when you
were little and cute. Not like
now when..."
"Cut it out, Grandpa."
He chuckled. "And when
I'm quiet inside, jewelry
boxes come together, trips
get planned, gardens get
planted- easy as pie."

*****
Carrie eased herself
down, leaving her sore foot
in the cool water. What if my
ankle is broken? What if no
10, Java, Indonesia
one comes to find me? How long
before Grandpa misses me and
starts searching? Or, in his case, listening. Calm down.
Think. What wouldGrandpa do?
"Okay, " she said aloud. "I'll try your quiet game."
She closed her eyes and forced herself to listen to
the waves, soothing, calming. Seagulls shrieked. A dog
barked. Could that be the dog by the ravine? Deer tracks
crisscrossed in the sand leading to a break in the cliffface twenty yards away. I found Grandpa's deer prints,
she thought. At least if no one finds me by late afternoon,
I can crawl up the ravine and find the owner of the dog.
What a great scene this would make in a movie or
a novel. A gorgeous brunette crawls along the beach.
She stops to cry and rub her skinned knees. She drags
her mosquito-bitten self over rocks and branches,
through poison ivy to find the barking dog. She hauls
herself to the doorstep. Knocks and knocks. No one is
home. As she melts in a puddle of tears, she hears the
hero calling... "Carrie! Carrie, where are you?"
"Over here, Grandpa!"

-Joe Novara, Kalamazoo, Michigan

Last Song

;Whatis that dark
hull looming over
The instinct offm
mak~ me. inst;pl
but its too late (
lii.gunshotsounds
::tad IJind.~ys~lf bI~ .
from a bullet·
..
~fuooadedln
Llooked up at
~in and sorro~..
y-:sho~in~in o;y eyes
As I bleed; thestrength and will to live flow away
carried by the listless shifting ofthe slm's rays

Recipe
At the end of the day I' mav
ifig
with math, science; geography and E;nghsh.
Arepqrt due on Wednesday,
and one that was due the day before,
and\vhen 1 think 1can't
handleit anymore...
'm put the door apd on m~. wa~. to the sea.
The only decision 1 have to make
bthedun
my right
he only question I have to answer is,
'Should 1 lie in the sun or the shade?",\;
The sea and I have a silent bond,
neither of us has to speak to know
what the other is thinking.
"'The only hustle or bustle is that
e wind,whispering fqf me
to come and play! .
y e chattery gulls speak and quarrel.
They look at me as if I'm supposed
to join in the conversation.
1 laugh and say, "1 agree with them."
lien the gulls fly home, I say goodbye
I whisper gently, "1"11 ~t>a.S~soon."
c- Rachel Trickett, 13, Spri~"iJt~l~, Oregon

The Funny otter
Thefunriy otter has
...the fish's.head
ticking out!
avid, 9,Washiri'gto

he water is the blue 'sky
The waves are theclduos
of people. <ion '~look at it that wa
Lpts of peqplejust lookat itlike,"do,do, do...
But sometimes I look at it hard enough to seethe waves and water mov
Anawh¢n ajet comeS flying over and leaves thesmq~
Lpretend that itwasmegrag~ng<lsti£k lx(hin
....., ..?, .....

".-4,eahlvlilne Wright, 7, Eugene, Oregon
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Theresa's Tree
One day Theresa was walking to the bus stop
as usual, when she heard a funny sound. She looked
around but could not see anything or anybody.
She started walking again and then heard something
that sounded like a sigh or a whisper. Unable to
identify the source of the sound, Theresa kept walking.
Finally, she heard distinct words that sounded like:
Give us a hug. Theresa thought
she was hearing things.
She knew that crazy
people, and sometimes
famous people like
Jesus or Joan of
Arc heard things.
"Hug me,"
said the
tree Theresa
had passed
moments ago.
She went back

sturdy nest. I'm still waiting to rent it out. I've been
interviewing, but I'm quite picky about who lives here.
I had a bad experience once or twice, you know. But we
won't get into that. Now... where were we? Oh yes, trees
do a lot. Most people like having us around, but it is nice
to be appreciated for who you are. Don't you agree?"
"I see your point," said Theresa. "I just didn't know
trees talked is all. Wait until
I tell my friends at school.
They'll have a laugh."
"We've been talking a long time,
centuries even,"
sighed the tree.
"Why I'm sure
I've even
struck up a
conversation
with one
of your

F

R

I
E

N
D
5

~~

~~

open-mouthed,
.
or twice.
Didn't get
staring at
the tree.
much of
"Please
a response,
don't walk away,"
mind you."
continued the tree.
.
"Do you like it?
Is it okay, I mean,
Theresa wasn't
going anywhere; she
, ".
I'"
, b e i n g a tree?"
was too shocked to bUdge.":'I:~'::'
I /~,,'
,I.:',
.,::., """
'Il' ll~,I"
Theresa simply asked.
l'" ~ I
! to
I ve been standmg here
'f
'."'\'('"
,.1
dl:",; I~I',::.,
""",:,.',.~\"~.',,.
Mustntgrumble.
'
II
,'"i'I" I , I
' •
. 1.
so many years," the tree lament'lo...
','/11 ",'!, "',' ,",:1, ,.',hl'" ',1,',::".",' .","., ,.
Wouldn't want to be anything else
If, 1
ed, "that I've lost count. Not once has
. ", "
,
really; although, I suppose years ago
anybody stopped to say hello, let alone give
I did feel the need to travel. But the seasons
me a hug now and again. You would think that
came and went, and you could say I'm happy now.
someone might someday take the time to talk to me.
I do wish someone would give me a hug though.
"Trees don't talk," Theresa replied, more to herself
It was a dreadful winter."
than to the tree.
Theresa agreed it was indeed a cold winter and
"Oh, trees do lots of things, Theresa.
she hadn't even though of the trees! "But I don't know
You'd be surprised."
how to hug a tree," she said. "Besides, I'd feel silly."
"Well, you never know until you try," said the tree
"How did you know my name?" she asked.
firmly. Theresa walked over to the tree. She wrapped
"We know lots of things about the world."
"What do you do then," asked Theresa, trying
both her arms around the tree and was pleasantly
to be friendly, "with your time, I mean?"
surprised. She felt kindness from the tree as though it
"Well, as you know, cleaning the air is our most
were hugging her back! From now on, when she walks
important job. I personally oversee this street here.
by the tree, she gives it a hug. She no longer hears its
I take care of details such as shade and light, provide
voice, but she knows.
daycare for squirrels and birds... See, up there, third
-Debbie Fersht, Scarborough, Ontario, CANADA.
limb? As we speak I'm the proud host of a unique yet
!lustration by Emily Pratt, 10, Oklahoma City, OK
.1
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I live in a tiny place in the middle of nowhere. I never get to go anywhere. The world is racing ahead,
and I sure feel left out. I'd like to get pen pals but not much happens here to write about. - P.R.
Dear P.R.: You need not have a narrow outlook on the world because you live in a remote area.
Nor is a profound, insightful view of the world guaranteed by measuring the number of miles people travel.
Fortunately, one can acquire a global state of mind wherever one happens to live.
The secret of developing global thinking was shown to me by the moon. Let me tell you the story.

The bonfire on the beach flickered against the dark of
night. I was babysitting three-year-old Andrew, who had
never been allowed to stay up this late before. In my arms,
Andrew looked around, raised his head and was shocked
to see a full bright round moon up in the clear sky,
looking down at him. He burst out crying, "That ball
is chasing me! It's too big-it's going to run over me!"
My poor effort to comfort him only made
Andrew feel worse. "Why cry? Don't be scared.
The moon is far away. It's always in the sky.
It won't fall down!" As I spoke, I realized
I wasn't helping Andrew be any less scared.
Later that summer, when a crescent moon was gently in the sky,
I took Andrew out to make friends with the moon. "The moon
watches over us at night. Look, tonight the moon made room
for us. We can sit in its lap and put our arms around its neck
and pretend it is flying us all over the sky. Let's wave to the
stars as we fly by."
I felt that I had changed form, in similar fashion as the
shape of the moon had changed. The night when Andrew
saw the full moon and was scared, I spoke mindlessly,
using whatever words came into my head. But this night,
I felt I shaped my head, heart and words to make room for
Andrew'sfeelings.

_
~

-=--

P.R., congratulations on your desire to develop a global
~'
world view. The secret is to honor, respect and listen to each life ~
you encounter. As you master this art in your own home, school, remote
surroundings, you will be rewarded by ways opening up for you to travel.

The symbol of the moon has been helpful to me. When I look at the full moon, I ask myself whether I am
stuffed full of my own thoughts; when I look at the crescent moon, I am reminded to make room for others.

And do dare to write! Write to every continent! Share your dreams, feelings, hurts, discoveries in pen pal
letters. Far from being left out, together you and your pen pals are the shapers of the world!
Questions? Comments? Write to-

Illustrations by Kurt Cyrus,
Eugene, Oregon

In Peace,

Dear Hanna
c/o Skipping Stones
Post Office Box 3939
Eugene, Oregon 97403 USA
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To be listed on the Pen Pal Page, please send $5. (You'll get a copy of the issue!)
Subscribers and low-income youth get one free listing. Youth under 17 get priority.

USA

RUSSIA

Taylor Albright, 11
690 Old Mill Road
San Marino, California 91108
Int: write stories, sing, friends
Laura Lucchetti, girl, 9
24 Valley Stream St.
Islip Terrace, New York 11752
Int: friends, music, reading
Nikkie Zanevsky, girl, 12
2679 E. 21 St., #1
Brooklyn, New York 11235
Int: writing, drawing, animals,
travel, cultural history, sports

396072 RUSSIA
Novovoronezh, Voronezh Reg.
3 Kosmonavtov St. Rat 49
A1ya Gudkova, girl, 15
Int: guitar, reading, animals
396073 RUSSIA
Novovoronezh, Voronezh reg.
48, Kosmonavtov St., 35A
I1ya Fomenko, girl, 13 .
Int: sports, computer, readmg
369072 RUSSIA
Novovoronezh, Voronezh reg.
Pervomaiskaya St. 3, Apt. 83
GERMANY
Zhenya Kanapukhina, girl, 14
Romy Schiibze, girl, 15
Int: drawing, sports, tv
Steinmtibleustr.22
Students (ages 14-17) want
14929 Tretienbrietzen
penpals from all over. They are
GERMANY
,
interested in multicultural
Int: skating, music, dancing,
issues. Write to them clo:
writing, reading, pen pals
Teacher Tamara Orekhova
LITHUANIA
Students Club ':Equator"
Visa inas 4761 LITHUANIA
Samara Pedagoglc~1 Lyceum
~ .
102 Aerodromnaza Street
15 Vlsagmo St. Rat 12
RU-443074 S
RUSSIA
' Duna,
di
. I , 14
amara,
gil
01 la
BELARUS
Int: music, read, tv, nature
Visaginas 4761 LITHUANIA 22<?O18 Minsk, BELARUS
St. Kosmoso 42-44
Odmtsov Str. ap 18 ~/I
·
R
bot'
.
I
15
Oxana Bogachuk, gIfl, 14
J u Ila a lOa, gIf ,
I"
hi
dan
Int: painting, reading, animals, nt. mUSIC, story,
ce
GUYANA
letters, music, languages
Visaginas 4761 LITHUANIA Female.students, ages 15-18,
would hke pen pals. Wnte c/o:
Parko 1/2-12
Natalya Siniavskaja, girl, 15 Katherine !amieson
Int: music, dancing, painting May Rodngues VTC
,
YWCA-106 Brickdam
Georgetown, GUYANA, S.A.
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!
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ZIMBABWE

SWEDEN

Caroline Mawere, girl, 14
Forest Training Centre, Box 977
Mutare, ZIMBABWE
Int: reading, soccer, stamps

Therese Skolain, girl, 13
Homuaden Hrrd
67035 Farosund
Ootland, SWEDEN
GHANA
Int: write letters, talk on phone
Adamptey Thomas, 16 (Int:
Rebecca Carlsson, girl, 11
pen pals, soccer, travel, ); Issac Morkullevagen 16B
Kwarteng, 13 (tennis, soccer); 906 51 Umea, SWEDEN
Estella Nkrumah, 14 (volley- Int: soccer, disco, penpals
ball, basketball); Mary Timah Caroline Montelius, girl, 12
(tennis); and Gorden Boafo
Montelin. v. 16
(travelling). Write them at:
S-237 35 Bjarred, SWEDEN
School ofForestry, POBox 214, Int: music, dogs & cats, books
Sunyani BfA, GHANA WfA
Nina Gillberg, girl, 13
Boys and girls, ages 8 to 17
Kungsladugardso 14B
~ish to corres~nd wi.th youth 41469 Gdtebor;' SWEDEN
mother countnes. Wnte them Int: music, friends, fashion
clo Agyemang-Sompina
J . St'd, . I 12
.
ISh I
n gIr,
Rl·dge Expenmenta
c 00
Kenme
t"
11
PO B 1539
0 svagen
Sun ani BiA o~HANA WfA
302 56 Halm~tad, SWE~EN
y,
Int: sports, fnends, mUSIC
JAMAICA
Sofie Englund, girl, 14
Children of all ages want pen
Nygrantorp 8128
pals in other countries. Write
38898 Trekanten SWEDEN
them clo: Dr. B. Manheim,
Int: animals, music, penpals

Box-6, AU Age Fergusson
School, Spur-Tree P.O.
Jl
h t JAM' A TeA w: I
It'~,anc es er,
£U.',..

FINLAND
o .

Hanna Akerlund, gul, 14
F"ranSVl'k sv. 114
CROATIA
68560 Eugmo, FINLAND
We have many requests
Int: pen pals all over
from Croatia; t;>lease send Linda Granholm, girl, 15
a SASE to receive pen pals. Vasterbyvagen 26
Adam Nactvegi, boy, 14
68560 Eugmo, FINLAND
Mosorska 30
Int: reading pen pals all over
31000 Osijek, CROATIA
'
Int: writing, music, basketball

The Great Skipping Stones
Letter Exchange

Would you like to receive a letter from another Skipping Stones reader? Everyone who sends in a lettergram will get
someone else's lettergram in return. Perhaps it will be the start of a great pen friendship! Simply follow these steps:
• Remove the lettergram from the magazine by cutting along the dotted line.
• Tell about yourself in words and pictures using the instructions printed in the lettergram.
• Put a 32 cent stamp inside the lettergram (or, an international postal reply coupon, if you live outside of the U.S.)
before sealing the flaps closed with glue or tape. We'll use the stamp to forward someone else's lettergram to you.
• Mail it to us before June 15, 1997.
We will also consider publishing part of your letter or drawings in a future issue of Skipping Stones.
Jfthis is a school or library copy, please trace or photocopy the lettergramfor your use.

If someone has already used the lettergram, simply send us a letter about yourself, your interests, your dreams and
visions, how you are trying to create a better world and a drawing or photo of your family.
Page 18
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Hi! My name is

I am

.

years old. This is a little

about me and my family, where I live
and some of the things I like to do.

i Hola! Mi nombre es

..

Tengo ... ......... alios de edad. Aqui
te escribo acerca de mi y mi familia,
donde vivo y algunas de las cosas que
me gusta hacer.

~Imr-~'
·························tl
~ 3"nJI, '" .. ,. ~\\N\ tl %
it9t-- ~
* qt- ~
~
. . ~~'.H(
"i ~hti" I M~cr(T( ~I

A favorite family recipe or celebration is... Una receta a celebraci6n favarita de mi familias es...

i:Rt W'I ~ ~ 3~ C\ 4\xcu;rr

In this family portrait you see:
En este retrata de mifamilia tu
vez:
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._._._._._._._._._._._._._._._._._._._._._._._._._._.-'-'-'-'-'-'-'-'-'-'-'-'-'-'-'-'-'-'-'-'-'-'From Remitente ~\ 4 ~ 1-

Postage
Stamp
Estampilla
de correos

Skipping Stones Magazine
Post Office Box 3939
Eugene, Oregon 97403-0939

USA

if ~/

Fold here. Dobla aqui. .q

Draw a picture that you wish to share with readers of Skipping Stones. Dibuja algo que deceas compartir con los lectones de S.S.

If I had a magic wand, this is how I'd change the world... Si tuviera una varita truigica, asi es como cambiare el mundo....

Susan's Sketchbook Adventure
One day, Susan received a package in the mail that
had lots of stamps and was very beaten up. It looked like
it had come from very far away. Deep inside was an old
sketchbook. Inside the cover, Susan found an inscription
written in a language that she recognized. It was Italian,
the language she studied in school. The inscription read
Per te (pehr teh) , which Susan knew to mean "For you."
She drew a flower in the
~
sketchbook, like one she had
seen in the park, and also added
a butterfly. Then she went to bed.
When Susan woke up the
next morning and opened her
sketchbook to draw again, she
encountered a great surprise;
the butterfly was flying allover
the page, landing on the flower,
playing in the air... This
sketchbook was magic! It made
her imagination come to life!
Susan took the sketchbook
with her wherever she went,
drawing trees and flowers, to
make her own special garden.
She drew her cat's food bowl,
with food in it, so that when she
drew her cat, Townes, he would have something to eat.
One day at school, Susan began to daydream.
Although she loved to learn languages, Susan became
bored with the lesson because she already knew the
Italian words. So, she began to draw in her sketchbook.
She wrote, 10 sono Susan (EE-oh SOH-noh
Susan). I am Susan. Then, something moved on the
page. Now it was not strange to see something move in
her magic sketchbook, but this something looked like a
boy. And she had never drawn people before. She
watched for awhile, but no one moved. Even the
butterflies were still. Maybe he's scared, she thought.
She made a sign that said, "Hello!"
As soon as Susan finished the sign, the boy climbed
down from the tree where he was hiding. He looked at
her. Susan, forgetting her shock at finding a boy in her
garden, remembered her Italian lesson:
"10 sono Susan. Hello!"
"Ciao (chow)," said the boy in return.
He pointed to the flowers in the garden and said,
"Bellissimi (bell-EES-see-me)!" Susan knew that
the word meant beautiful; he liked the flowers.
Then the boy pointed to the little food bowl.
"Che cos'e (Keh kohs-EH)?"
"It's Townes's bowl," Susan answered, "E la
ciotola di (Eh lah CHOH-toh-Iah dee) Townes ."
"Chi e (Kee eh) Townes? Who is Townes?"
asked the boy.
I(
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"He is a cat; lui e un gatto
(LOO-ee eh oon OAHT-toh)," she said.
Then the boy asked, "Dov'
(DOH-veh) Townes? Where is Townes?"
"Qui (kwee). Here," Susan replied.
~
And Susan drew a picture of Townes for her new friend.
Per favore, Susan, hai una matita (pehr fah- YOReh, Susan, Al-ee oonah mahTEE-tah)?" asked the boy.
This confused Susan. Per
favore, that was please. And
una matita was a pencil. Oh!
He wanted a pencil! She drew a
small copy of her own pencil on
the page for her new friend. The
boy picked up the pencil, looked
up at Susan, and began to draw.
Just as he finished, a funny
thing happened! Susan found
herself standing next to the boy
in the garden! The words he had
written in her book were floating
by like clouds, flowers swayed
in the breeze, and Townes rubbed
against her leg. Susan turned to
thank her friend and ...
"Non ti muovere (nohn tee moo-OH-vehr-eh)!"
he yelled, "Don't move!" He made a square around
Susan's feet and drew a handle as she moved aside. He
wrote USCITA (oo-SHEE-tah) over the door to mark
the place for Susan to leave the sketchbook world.
Susan asked for the pencil,"La matita, per favore
(Lah mah-TEE-tah pehr fah-FOR-eh)?" She wrote the
word EXIT next to the Italian word.
"Thank you. Grazie (ORATZ-ee-eh)," she said.
Of course, both of them had some learning to do.
The boy named everything in the garden in Italian, and
Susan followed in English.
"Susan, are you paying attention?" Susan suddenly
heard the voice of her teacher.
"I'd better go. Devo partire (DEH-voh pahr-TEEreh),"said Susan hurriedly. " But I don't even know
your name! What is your name? Come ti chiami
(KOH-meh tee kee-AH-me)?"
The boy turned and said, "Ciao, Susan.
Arrivederci (ahr-REE-veh-dehr-chee)!" With that,
Susan's new friend walked out of the garden. He was
gone and hadn't even told Susan his name.
Susan left through her exit, calling after her new
friend, "Ciao, amico (chow, ah-MEE-koh).
I will miss you."
And that is how Susan's
sketchbook adventures began.
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- Victoria Vance, Ft. Lauderdale, Florida
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Student Photography
~ from the Ukraine d
"The birch in the field
'
"
was sta n d mg...
(Russia's National Song)
Photo (Left) by Roman Tazieu

"Spring"
Photo (Right) by
Roman Demchenko
"The Russian
Orthodox Church is
restoring Vladimir's
Cathedral which is
situated on the
territory of Ancient
Hersonesa."
Photo (Below) by
Alexander Karpluka

Photo (Above): Ilia Sivak "Matching Characters"
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"Successful
Fishing"
Photo (Below) by
Victor Chausov

"Expectation" Photo by Alexander Dadekin

Photos on pages 22-23 by
students in Sevastopol's
Palace of the Childhood
and Youth, Ukraine.
Also, see watercolors on
back cover by students
in School No. 23, Orel,
south of Moscow, Russia:
Bears-Julia Zevakina;
Rooster-Abasova;
House in the woodsalgi Judilevich;
Trees- Yegorushu

"We are together with nature" Photo by Alexander Dadekin

Translations by Mary
Erofeeva, Russian
exchange student,
Wellsprings Friends
School, Eugene, Oregon
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Living in the City.

Spokane

• •

I grew up in Spokane Washington. A small town by some
peoples' definition, but I call it home. From age three to fourteen,
I lived in a place where it was okay to run around outside, take
walks after dark, and let the little ones play in the front yard.
Where neighbors conversed and gave away overabundances of
fruits and vegetables. My family wasn't rich, nor did we live in
Mayberry. We lived in a quaint town of 300,000 people, in a
housing development. It was a relatively safe place to live.
Then we moved, still in the same city, but west near downtown.
Now there is a rapist living three houses up from us. And three
blocks away, there was a drug-related murder. There are drug
dealers on the comer and unspeakable crimes up the street. Just
today my dad's car got broken into...
Now, I'm not an older person reminiscing about the gcxxi old
days. I'm a sixteen year old comparing the southeast part of
Spokane with the west.
I'm not saying that Spokane is the only place hit hard. There are
many small communities allover the nation where children aren't
allowed in the front yard.
Last month we had three bombs go off in Spokane alone. One at
our own federal building! Spokanites had to run Bloomsday, the big
road race in our city, sharing the road with bomb disposal units.
I hope for my children's sake that this is the worst of it. You may
never have heard of Spokane, but many scared people call it home.
- Elichia Levitch, 16, Spokane, Washington

The Dark
You should never be afraid
Of the dark
For there is nothing there
Except for shadows
Of objects
That are in the room with you
No Boogie Man
No Space Aliens
No Monsters in the closet

The only thing in the room with you
Is your imagination
Sometimes the dark
Is brighter than the light
In ways that really
Can't be explained
I hope you feel better now
Excuse me
While I find my night light.

-Owen Lofton, Whitehall, Ohio

It's With You

Photos Top to Bottom:
The old city of Buhara, Uzbekistan
Homeless woman in Paris, France by Casey Breton;
Children on their way to school in
Maharashtra, India by Marion Malcolm
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Fear is a knife that stays
With you wherever you go
No one notices unless you show them
What you're afraid of
The knife is long, sharp and
Everlastingly painful
It hurts people
Who get a hold of it the wrong way.
-Candace Hutchison, Whitehall, Ohio

Damon personified basketball with the skills and the
determination to succeed. He had decided years ago to
avoid trouble and play the game. Children wondered if
1 and 2 and 3 and 4... Rhythm. Spin and move
they watched the next superstar.
side to side and the cross over into the slam!
Between shots Damon stared at the house the two
teenagers watched eadier. The door finally opened and
A beautiful autumn in Tacoma came as a colorful
out stepped Damon's childhood friend, Elijah. Damon
season even in the inner. city full of broken down cars
and hopes scattered across the concrete like trash. The
had waited nearly an hour for him to arrive. Elijah jogged
across McKinley Avenue to the park, clumsily receiving
neighborhood children came to watch Damon on the
black top make basketball a living art form with grace
a pass from Damon. In baggy pants, Elijah attempted a
and power. Rhythm, the ball between his legs, whipped
jump shot but missed the rim completely.
around his back and he flew
"Brick!" Damon shouted playfully.
through the chilly air, slamming
"Not everyone is going to get rich
the orange ball through the hoop.
playing the rock. Some got other ways,"
Elijah said grinning. Damon knew what
Basketball held an
incantation in the city. More than
he inferred but did not comment.
just a game; those who mastered
He had finished talking to Elijah about
it were legends-Damon quickly
that sort of life. Damon understood the
becoming the best ever.
beat. He had been careful of who he
The game promised the
hung around with, and he took a chance
American dream - a big car,
being with Elijah right then so that he
a house and a way out of the city.
could tell him about UCLA.
Two teenagers watched
"So why did you want to see me,
homes? We haven't talked in a long
Damon from a late model
Thunderbird. They slapped
while." Elijah puffed on a cigarette.
-Photo by Casey Breton
hands in response to Damon's
The Thunderbird drove by again
dunk. "Lakers bound!" shouted one of them.
and turned at the intersection. The guns loaded.
Damon waved respectfully back at the two.
Just spray the entire black top, the teen thought.
One of the teenagers in the Thunderbird glanced
''I'm out of here in one week, Elijah. UCLA gave
me a full scholarship," Damon said. Elijah wanted to be
down at his golden watch and then nodded to the other
happy, but jealousy choked at him. Then he noticed the
teenager who quickly produced a small hand gun.
car. In a flash, he grabbed Damon and swung him about
Both stared out at one of the houses across from them.
to use as a shield. Cap! Cap! Cap! Thenjust smoke
"Elijah's late!" the teenager with the gun said.
drifting up from the autumn tinted world to nowhere.
"Homes, you're too eager to bust caps. Chill.
The next day the newspaper read: "Two Black Youths
You know what pay back is."
Killed in Drive-By!" ... 1 and 2 and 3 and 4...
This was a place of two worlds in conflict with
-E. Rocco Caldwell, African-American,
each other; a place of split second timing and permanent
choices; a place out of control tangled in a sort of
Tacoma, Washington. He writes, "I was a youth leader
for YoungLife Ministries, and a few ofmy youth were
rhythm. One had to learn the rules of survival, andthe
killed in gang related instances. This story is based
first rule was that every situation held the potential for
violence.
on a combination of true stories."

A City's Arioso
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Every time we tum around
We hear a gunshot
People killing each other
Ambulances, racing to save someone's life
We can say we love each other
But we are plugging one another
We'll put a bullet in someone's head
To get a point across.
We're doing each other wrong.

Every second that we tum around,
We are fighting amongst ouselves
We're related by the color of our skin
That's what we say, but do we mean it?
It doesn't matter what we're up or down with
It doesn't matter how much trouble we get into
We're doing each other wrong.
-Jenny Little, 15, Hannahville
Indian School, Wilson, Michigan
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Lettuce and Cabbage

A Face

in the Crowd

I open my eyes
You let all the busyness
As you walk through
And I am greeted by the blazing
slow to a blur
the crowded streets
blue of the sky
You don't seem to mind
You stop
And the sun
all the people
and take a minute
I close my eyes
who bump into
to step out
Trying to forget it all
your shoulder
of the hustle and bustle
To erase my mind
as they pass
of your busy life
And stop the thoughts that are
You don't seem to mind
You step back
Aoating in my open mind
the constant noise
You realize how fast
Like bubbles in the air
of the cars
life speeds past
I want to forget it all
of the people
as you watch
To leave the world
the hundreds of people
like you normally do
So I shut my eyes
You only stand there
walk by you
And close them up real tight
for a few seconds
without a word
But it doesn't work
But as you watch
You have walked this
Outside the cars are still honking
the time
street
dozens
of
their horns
seems to grow longer
times before
And the people yelling
Then suddenly
But
you
never
take
the
time
to
let
it
all
And inside I can hear sounds
just as quickly as you stepped out
pass you by
in the apartment
you step back in
You just listen and watch
Blending together to create one big
Now again just another
as people fill the sidewalk
Mirage of music and sounds
and cars fill the street
nameless face in the crowd.
Lifting me up
- Ilia Standish, 13, Spokane, Washington
I leave everything behind
But I don't
Because you can't
I am still clinging to my doorpost
So I let the sounds invade my mind
I feel them piercing through my ears
Like a knife through bread
Until I finally cannot stand it anymore
and I open my eyes
and I see a dark dirty sky
studded with filthy stars
and I close my eyes.
-Rachel Samberg, Cr. 10, New York City
Taking Flight, Moscow, RUSSIA Photo by Rachel J. Elliott
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the alarm blasts me awake
i sleepily fall out of bed
i look out the window to see
what the weather is
and i am greeted by an icy gray sky
shivering, i dash
across the floor to the bathroom and jump into the shower
the hot water pounds down
on my head and runs down over my body and
warm clouds of air rise from my feet
wrapping a towel around my body, i venture out of the steamy bathroom
the chilly air
raises goosebumps on my skin
throwing on a pair of blue jeans and a gray mohair sweater
and wool socks and boots
i dart out the door, leaving the heat of the house
the cold
wind whips my hair into my face
drops of water freeze on my coat
and
i slide into the warmth of the waiting car
here my blue lips touch his red ones

I
I
I
I

- Danielle Coder, 18, Arlington Heights, Illinois.J

----------------------
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EI Paseo de EI Llano

A Stroll in El Llano Park

El estado de Oaxaca, en Mexico, es conocido no
solamente por su arqueologfa y arte colonial pero tambien
por la cantidad de festejos y
tradiciones populares mantenidas por
su gente. Seglin las viejas cronicas
los paseos matinales de los Viernes
de El Llano se iniciaron durante la
epoca Colonial de los espanoles.
Los Viernes de El Llano tienen
sus orfgenes en la vieja costumbre de
asistir a misa de seis de la manana,
en el templo de Jalatlaco durante la
Cuaresma. Mientras las familias
asistfan a los oficios religiosos, los
jovenes y pretendientes enamorados
escribfan versos y cartas apasionadas.
Despues de la misa ellos se las
entregaban con ramos de flores a las
senoritas que al volver a casa hacfan
alto en el Llano de Guadalupe. En
aquellos afios los padres se oponfan
severamente al noviazgo de sus hijas
impidiendo el trato entre jovenes y
senoritas. La excepcion era los
Viernes de El Llano cuando los jovenes podfan acercarse
a las senoritas sin el permiso de los padres.
Hoy en dfa durante la Cuaresma la gente joven se
reline a las diez de la manana en El Llano. Mientras
escuchan a las marimbas 0 a la Banda del Estado, los
jovenes festejan con ramos de flores, versos y cartas a las
senoritas. Las senoritas son elegidas cada ano par sus
companeros escolares y es un gran honor para ellas.
"Estoy muy contenta de haber sido elegida," dijo
la sonriente Lourdes Orosco del Valle, una de las 22
participantes. "Mis familiares estan muy orgullosos," dijo
Modegualy Garcfa. "Los paseos son una tradicion muy
linda y romantica," dijo Liliana Dfaz Tejada. "Estoy muy
contenta que seguimos con esta tradicion de nuestros
antepasados. "
Es diffcil creer que tradiciones como esta llegaron al
borde de la extincion hace pocos anos en la ciudad de
Oaxaca. "Esta costumbre estuvo por perderse," dijo Ralil
Serrano Franco, maestro de ceremonias y director de la
Radio Universidad. "Pero felizamente con la ayuda del
Consejo Nacional para la Cultura y las Artes yel
entusiasmo de los jovenes estudiantes, esta romantica y
original costumbre se conserva."

The state of Oaxaca, in Mexico, is famous not only
for its archaeological sites and colonial art, but also for
its festivals and traditions.
The Friday morning walks at
El Llano park according to
historical accounts, date back
to the Spanish colonial times.
Friday's at El Llano park
became a tradition during
Lent after the six o'clock
morining mass at the Church
of Jalatlaco. While teenage
girls and their families
attended Mass, teenage boys
wrote poetry and love letters.
After Mass as the girls
crossed the park on their way
home, the boys would hand
them a bouquet of flowers
and letters. Parents in those
days
strictly opposed
interaction between teenage
girls and boys. The only time
a boy could approach a girl
without asking permission from her parents was during
the Friday morning walks at El Llano park during Lent.
Today during Lent teenagers gather at ten o'clock on
Friday mornings at El Llano. While they listen to the
music played by the marimba or the state band, the
teenage boys shower the girl they fancy with flowers,
poems and love notes. The girls are selected each year
by their classmates, and it is considered a great honor
to be chosen to participate and represent the school.
"I'm very happy to have been selected," said a
smiling Lourdes Orosco del Valle, one of the 22
participants. "My family is very proud, " said Modegualy
Garcia. "The walks are a beautiful and romantic
tradition," added Liliana Diaz Tejada. ''I'm glad we
continue this tradition of our ancestors. "
It is hard to believe that traditlons such as this one
came pretty close to being forgotten only a few years ago
in the city of Oaxaca. "We almost lost this custom," said
Raul Serrano Franco, master ofceremonies and director
ofRadio Universidad. "But thank goodness with the help
of the National Council for Culture and the Arts and the
enthusiasm of the young students, this romantic and
original tradition is preserved. "

-Katacha Diaz is a Peruvian-American writer who lives in Winters, California. She interviewed participants
of Viernes de EI Llano in Oaxaca, Mexico. Photo: Liliana Diaz holds flowers and poems from admirers.
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Life in the Inner City

The New Trees

With a modern
Ah, life in the inner city.
economy of motion
Where do I begin? Perhaps at the
the limp dark wind
beginning. I was born in South
dips in the space
Philadelphia, and there's an
between the new trees.
instant bond and pride that forms
for the place where you are born.
Like thin tangents,
It's a little hard to explain, but
the fresh blank gusts
that feeling of pride stays with
bind the world
you no matter how hard life gets.
to the leafless,
There are two well-known
lifeless trees.
drug corners around where I live.
-Frank Henville, 18,
I pass by them at least once a day.
Delta, B. c., CANADA
The people haven't been out
much lately. I guess it's the
weather. Whenever I pass by,
Narrow cobblestone streets are common in European cities. Photo by Gary Shipiro, VT
I try not to look so they won't think I know
Basketball in the Hood
what they're doing and come after me.
I was playing ball in the hood one day
There is an alleged drug house on the corner.
Putting the ball in-swoosh-what can I say
We had some protests outside there. Townwatch
Then out of the blue here comes a guy so tall
in my neighborhood organizes most of the protests.
I thought for sure I was done playing ball
I've been to a few. A lot of people do care about
South Philly.
He went for two, then for three- gee.
Now I'm not going to sit here and trash my city.
I thought he was here to stay,
There are some good points too, like the biggest,
But here comes Bryan
best New Year's Day parade in the United States.
Takes the ball away.
Philadelphia is also home to many historical
I go in for two; that was the end of the game
landmarks such as the Liberty Bell, Betsy Ross's
So I said too bad, so long you big oak tree
house and the first firetruck.
Thats what he gets for messing with a sixth grader like me.
-Theresa DiGregorio, 12, Taggart School,
-Bryan Lerma, 12, Mexican-American, Laredo, Texas
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania
_·_·_·_·_·~~S~----N~~·~h-~'-·_·_·_·-

On summer nights

When it was too hot to sleep inside
My little brother and I
Would sleep on the roof
Of our apartment building
With blankets and pillows and Teddy
Sleeping under the pinpoints
Of the faraway stars.
"What are they?" he asked once.
"The stars. I'm going there someday."
And we stared solemnly at the stars
And the shadowed moon
"I'll go too," he smiled
And I gave him permission
And we slept in the hotness and dust
Of city nights.
-Jennifer Silverman, 11, Simsbury, Connecticut
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For the Love ofHis Brother
His hatred was watered by the bitter memories of
his brother's death. As it grew into a nasty weed the
thoughts of vengeance slowly penetrated into the roots.
He could hear the newscaster from his room, "Angel
Chavez, shot and killed by rival gang members, died
at the young age of seventeen..." The harsh facts were
enough for him to throw
away what his mother
had dedicatedly taught
him from the Bible.
He held the holy
rosario mama had
handed him to pray for
his littlehermanito and
distorted its
significance.
Thoughts of
vengeance dwelled in
his mind as time crept
by sol after luna.
He tried to drown
them without success.
His distracted mind
pondered on the same
reflections everyday.
Prayer became a source
of communication to
assure his little brother,
Angel, that his big
brother would make
them pay for running
away with the spirit
of his familia.
He looked into his
mother's eyes and could
see the pain swimming
in them. It had never shown before. "Don't worry
Mama. I will get justice." What he didn't know was
that his loving mother would not want that from him.
It was against all she believed. It would bring down
the beauty of his people.
But temptation finally mastered its sinful purpose.
He grabbed it and sat it upon his shoulder, always
walking with vengeance close by. Angel's spirit
dwelled close to his corazon. The day had come.
It was time to let his anger be known.
He drove to his destiny across the steel tracks,
unfamiliar dirt crumbling under him. He followed the
dead path that would lead him to the killer of Angel.

The lights and music of the party soaked into his
brain as he watched from the street. Sweaty, trembling
fingers took grasp of the cold metal with no soul. The
white rosary hung around his neck. It was pulled up to
his lips and kissed gently. "This is for you, Angelito."
At the same moment that a cloud passed over the
fluorescent white
moon, his eyes closed
and his arm raised.
Shots rang out and
death struck suddenly
once more. He dived
into the darkness
and fled.
Later, his disoriented mind could
not bring itself to
concentrate as they
told him whose life
he'd mistakenly
ended,nobocly
knowing it was his
hand that had dispensed death. All he
could do was look
into his mother's
pain-filled eyes once
again as she handed
him a rosary to pray
for his little sister,
Liliana Chavez.
-Rosalinda
Martinez, 17,
Mexican-American,
Houston, Texas. She
writes, "[ am proud ofmy culture and am also open to
the beauty ofother cultures.
My culture has a history of
being shunned and
misunderstood. [ take much
interest in making sure that
our voices will be heard...
and writing can help this
process. The problems of
society cannot be solved
until they are first analyzed,
and often youth can explain
things better than
anyone...
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Living in Gwanda
I hear the hooting and shrieking of cars. The shops all
flooded with people, all moving in opposite directions. At the
center of the road stands a man, like a scarecrow, controlling
traffic. There are bicycles on the roadsides.
Teenagers are hanging out on street comers while older men
smoke their pipes like walking chimneys. Women carrying huge
mounds of goods, balance them carefully on their heads and
saunter gracefully across the streets in their clever African style.
Cloppity-clop, Cloppity-clop. That's the policeman galloping
on his horse. I wonder what he's looking for. His eyes are fixed
at the comer of the bar. From upstairs I notice his saucer-shaped
cap that sits like an umbrella on his head.
Down the flat the drunkards are singing. Singing and
laughing like hyenas in the forest. The policeman seems to be
galloping faster. The streetlights are as bright as the rising sun
yet hold the stillness of the night.
- Patricia Rudo Chikuni, 16, Gwanda, ZIMBABWE

Photo: Sri Lankan marketplace by Ursula Midenberger, Germany

Vilnius
I live in Vilnius, the capital city of Lithuania. If anybody
would ask me if I like living in the innercity, I don't know if
I could answer very quickly or easily. I love the place where
I was born. I've been living here 15 years already so I can't
imagine living somewhere else.
Vilnius is very big. You can find many new friends or interesting things to do. And there are plenty of places to go in your
spare time. However, I think that everyone gets tired of city noise
one day. It could be only one day in a whole life, but on such
a day you want to escape, to get out of the city and enjoy nature.
Sometimes going for a walk in early evening seems like
going to war. You never know what will happen to you in the
next 10 minutes. Of course, even if the city looks very nice on
the outside, there are still problems, such as crime, on the inside.
Also, there are many poor people living on the streets.
These people get cold, and the hospitals are full.
-Una Vaisetaite, 15, Vilnius, LITHUANIA
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Zahar
Flower Street, Beirut
Disintegrating houses,
Cars covered in bullet holes and dents
Abandoned
By the side of the road.
Trampled vegetables and
Soleless
Shoes lying around the trash cans
The stench
of dead plants
rotting.
Pollution
Stooped old women
trudging along carrying bags filled with
sale signs and
Everlasting coupons
Gossiping about the morals of the girl next door
with other passers-by and
with people standing in their underwear
on their balconies.
Coquettish girls in
bright and colorful clothing unsuccessfully
Ignore all the boys
Strutting about in groups, eyeing the girls and
Tapping their feet
To the music blaring from the radio.
The loony across the street
Still convincing us that
He is
Jesus
His hourly mass continues
to cleanse our
Souls
And helps us to see through the sweat
That continuously
Slithers
Down our
Faces and
Trickles
Into
Our
Eyes.
-Nicole Kassas, Grade 9,
Bilkent University Prep School,

Ankara, TURKEY

The Children of Tijuana
Streams of
children run
out of shacks
that line the
top of the hillside as the sun
sets orange
in the hazy
summer sky.
An overloaded
schoolbus
kicks up dust
as it chugs up
the dirt road.
Barking dogs
run between
the legs of the
dark-haired
children as
the bus rolls to a stop. Some stand on half-buried tires
that line a path to a small pink building, la iglesia (the
church), while the braver ones begin to climb the bus.
"The children have been waiting all day for us to
come," says Sandra, our 17-year old interpreter.
"They want us to see the decorations they put up for
us in the church." But we are not listening. We are
too busy reaching out of the windows to greet the ones
who we have traveled so far to see.
Each year a team of 20 college students travels from
Oregon to Mexico for two weeks. We prepare games,
crafts and songs for the children months before we
arrive. Our purpose is to build relationships with the
children, their families and the community.
Although Tijuana is located only twenty miles south
of California, the houses where we stayed, on the hillsides of the city, did
not have running
water or plumbing.
The people living
there must buy water
from the men who
fill up the empty oil
drums outside of the
houses once a week.
Even though our
day camps are not
advertised by radio or
tv, we always have an
abundance of excited
participants. On the
last day, we had more
than 250 children.

Like children living in the United States, children in
Mexico do not have school in the summer. Some of them
play in the streets, and older children often take care of
their younger brothers and sisters while both of their
parents work. Six and seven-year-olds take care of even
younger children. We spent much of our time holding
babies so their older sisters and brothers could play
games. The hardest part was reassuring older ones that
we would indeed
take care of their
siblings. When the
older children saw
the jump ropes and
balls we brought,
the decision to let
go was pretty easy.
Futbol (also
known as soccer)
was their favorite
game. Both girls
and boys alike
proved to be expert
players and gave
even the older
college students
a challenge.
The younger
children played a
circle game, la
cucaracha, the cockroach. It is similar to "ring-aroundthe-rosy." The children hold hands and sing a song and
walk in a circle around the person who is "it." The song
is about a cockroach in the house that wouldn't get killed
by bug spray. At the end of the song, the children scream,
"It's still alive!" and run away. The person in the middle
chases them and tags someone to be the new person in
the middle of the circle.
The women of the church offered invaluable help
with the day camps. Several families also offered us
showers at their homes. We took turns washing ourselves
in the large metal wash basin while the others watched
Spanish television on the other side of the curtain.
When we were through, our hosts took the used water
outside to water the plants. They offered us food and
invited us to stay the night. Their generosity to people
who had more clothing in their packs than an entire
family of four amazed us.
By crossing the border to share what might be
considered a meager savings and two weeks of summer
vacation, I have had a priceless treasure of experiences
and received an education not offered at any university.
-Laura Goss is a student at the Univ. of Oregon, Eugene
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The Move
Karina stared out the train's window at the grass
and trees whizzing past. She couldn't believe it. Her
parents were dragging her away from the country to
a tiny apartment in the city. How could she leave
the rolling hills of grass, the smell of the hay,
the whispering breezes of fresh air playing
tag among the trees? She could never leave
the country, never!
"Don't worry," Karina's mother
whispered from behind. "You'll get
used to the city, I promise." Karina
couldn't answer. Her eyes were half-filled
with tears. All she could do was run out of
the room and into the small bedroom cabin
of the train. Laying down on the pillow
of the bed, she fell asleep in tears.

*****

"Wake up Karina," her father shook her gently.
It was already 7:00 a.m. "We're here in New York,"
her dad continued excitedly.
Karina slouched out of the bed, grumbling. She
never wanted to go to New York in the first place.
"You'll get used to the city," Karina's father echoed her
mother's words from the other night. Karina just
shrugged and collected her baggage.
Once off the train, Karina's dad was able to stop a
taxi. They rode off to their new home in the city. Karina
was disgusted with their new apartment. The beige
colored walls and orange brick steps were definitely not
attractive. Worst of all, every apartment was the same!
"They expect me to be happy living here?" Karina
thought to herself. "I'd rather spend a whole week
cleaning out the stables!" Reluctantly, she trudged up
the steps and shuffled her way inside.

In her room Karina was feeling extra gloomy
when suddenly the doorbell rang. "I wonder who
it could be?" Karina thought out loud. She
scrambled down the steps to the front door.
Her eyes met a small, orange-haired girl.
"Who are you?" Karina questioned.
The girl shuffled her feet. "My name is
Anna. I live next door." She glanced
down shyly and added, "Would
you like some company?"
Karina hesitated, "Well, okay."
The two girls trotted up the
stairs. Karina plopped down
on the bed. " So Anna, do
you like the city?"
"Of course!" Anna was
surprised, "don't you?"
"No way," Karina retorted, "this place
, is too cramped. You can't do anything.
I come from the country where everything is big and airy."
"Well, the streets may not be big, but there's still enough
room to do lots of things," Anna hinted.
"Like what?" Karina raised an eyebrow.
"Like baseball and football and street hockey... ,"
Anna explained. Karina got up. "Well, let's go then!"
That day was the most exciting Karina had ever
had. She met tons of kids-other people who
became her friends-Chrissie, Johnny, Tim...
Snuggling into bed that night, Karina coud hear the
cars speeding past her bedroom window. "Maybe the city
isn't all that bad after all," she thought to herself as she
fell asleep.
- Lia Corrales, 12, Encinitas, California.

Illustration by Rachel Knudson, Eugene, Oregon.

• A Letter From Prison - ....., . . - - - - - - - - - - - - - - _

T:

This is a story of real quality
A story of a struggling minority
We are taught that we have no worth or hope
And that life is no more than selling dope
Hidden from us is the most important truth.
That we are valuable, even in our youth
So we start life at a great disadvantage
But we have quality and must rise above damage
We grow to teens and start selling cocaine
Stealing money and making a name
We really think we got it going on
But we don't have nothing-we are just a pawn
We catch a charge, 1st degree, sitting in jail
Wondering what happened, and how did we fail
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We meet a brother who tells us what's real
Tells us that we don't have to rob or steal
He tells us that we are one of a kind
We are taught very little, but have a powerful mind
He says, "Use what you have to get ahead,
Intstead of doing what you're doing and ending up dead"
He gives us the inspiration we need
We are no longer motivated by hunger or greed
We've gained a lot inside the walls of a prison
We've gained wisdom, and our knowledge has risen
We're back on the streets and starting again
We struggle to make it, and now we know we can.

-Barry Michael Turner, 15, is serving a life prison
sentence in Tucker, Arkansas.
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Noteworthy Newsfrom the North, East, West and the South
20 March: Spring Equinox
23 March: Full Moon, Purim, Roli, Palm Sunday
22 April: Celebrate Earth Day and Full Moon
05 May: Cinco de Mayo Celebration
The fifth Annual Take Our Daughters to Work
Day is set for 24 April. Last year, 16.6 million adults
partcipated by taking a girl to their workplace. To
organize, call the Ms. Foundation at 1-800-676-7780.
All of May: Organize activities during the American
Wetlands Month to appreciate our precious wetland
resources. Call the Terrene Institute at 703-548-5473.

We Are Neighbors
We were worried. An ugly wave of anti-immigrant
feeling was manifesting itself in legislation, ballot
measures, in our classrooms and on our streets.
Immigrants are subject to stereotyping, scapegoating
and harassment. We were concerned that violence and
abuse would escalate if no one countered the
dehumanization of immigrants.
We had a whole series of well-documented leaflets
and fact sheets which debunked a lot of false ideas.
But who would read these materials? How could we
develop people's awareness and awaken their compassion? These are the questions we asked ourselves
here in Lane County, Oregon as we worked together
in the Network for
.
Immigrant Justice.
Stories and photographs, we decided,
might reach people
with the message:
We Are Neighbors.
Someone wrote a play
based on the stories of
immigrants who live
here in Oregon. Immigrants from two dozen countries
allowed photographers to take portraits of themselves.
Clergy and Laity Concerned, CALC, a human rights
organization, develped an exhibit, which already has
been in public libraries, an art gallery and a county
building. It will keep circulating for at least a year.
This exhibit shows a very diverse group of people who
contribute to our communities in a rich variety of ways.
It also reminds us that, unless we are Native American,
we are all the descendants of immigrants.

I

-Marion Malcolm, Director, CALC, Eugene, Oregon
Photo: Mohammed Fahnbulleh and his daughter, Jumah
• To start a We Are Neighbors project in your school or
community, see the Parents / Teachers Guide-page 35.

Are Winter Blues Real?
Some people long for sunny
days because they're just tired of
being cooped up inside. But for
other people, the lack of bright
sunshine during the short days of
winter makes them really sick.
Psychologists call this illness,
"seasonal affective disorder" or
SAD. People who have it might
sleep a lot, crave snack foods and get
tired very easily in the winter. But,
they feel great during the summer.
Doctors don't know for sure why
this happens. One idea is that some
people are more sensitive to light.
Another theory is that your brain
has a biological clock that
regulates hormones, sleep and
mood, and the clock naturally
runs slower in winter. Bright
sunlight helps reset the clack
and also helps your body stop
producing the hormone that
makes you sleepy. On
winter days, there
might not be enough
light to really wake up.
Psychologists and psychiatrists are finding ways
to treat SAD. But, they can't change the cause of the
problem-winter days don't offer much sun.
As the Earth spins around the sun, the planet
always stays tilted at an angle. In the United States
and other countries north of the equator, winter comes
when the Earth is leaning away from the sun-less
sunlight can reach these parts, and the days are
shorter and colder.
So don't laugh if people say they've got the
winter blues-they could really be SAD!
Scientifically Yours,

Twig
Contributed by Ohio State University and Dr. Chuck Klink,
psychologist and clinical director, OSU, Columbus, Ohio.
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My slithering body
is a beautiful shade of green.
I camouflage into grass
and also into trees.
Birds are my prey.
I stay up at night,
not in the day.
I think my home is a really nice place
and my body is much longer
than my face.
I use my tongue to sniff things to eat.
My sense of smell is really neat.
Oh! There goes a bird
that definitely won't make me thinner.
I better go catch it
and have my dinner. What am I?
-Annabeth Bondor-Stone, 8, New York
~og ;);)J1.
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She is beautiful in many ways
Bright and happy at day
Calm and mysterious at night
Her mind is millions of light years long
Stars sparkle in the blues of her eyes
Although she cries through cloudy times
A rainbow always outshines the pain
Her heart is as big as the sun
She is what keeps me alive
-Angela Tortorici, 19, Spokane,
Washington
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An elephant blinks his eyes
and water flows from his trunk
and into his mouth
What am I?
-2nd &3rd graders, Willard School, Eugene, OR
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- Mike Pfiefer, 9
Very small
. Very cool
Night hunter
It's creepy
Little crawler
What am I?

-Christie
Sheridan, 9

White caps on a green seaa boat comes by
washing them away
What am I?
-4th graders, Eastside School, Eugene, Oregon
prnoq~q:>
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What do you get if you cross a computer
with a dog?
- Bonnie Hanson, Santa Ana, California

-Corrine
Fitzsimmins, 8
- Mike, Christie and
Corrine are students at
Norwood Elementary in
Baltimore, Maryland
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';)lAq Sl~ U1!ql ;)SJOM ){mq ~ s~q n-:1O(] dOld1r] :.IiMtSuy

Coming Attractions

your culture? Do you have a naming ceremony? Have
you felt discriminated against because of your name?
• Native American and Indigenous Cultures: Tales,
teachings, traditional recipes, songs ... How have
modem times affected native cultures?

Vol. 9, no. 4 (Send by June 20):
• Creative Problem Solving: How do you deal with
conflicts? What happens when you have a conflict with
parents, teachers, people who have authority? Do your
cultural values prevent you from openly discussing certain conflicts? How should we go about resolving conflicts between nation states or people of diverse beliefs?

Skipping Stones Vol. 9 no. 2

Very big
It's hard
From seed
Stores water
Animal hotel
What am I?

Art by Lauren Michelle Nichols, 11,
American School, Guadalajara, MEXICO

In the Next Issue Vol. 9, no. 3 (Send by 31 March):
• What's in a Name?: What meanings do names have in
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Green scaly
Little animal
Long tail
Wet tongue
Beady eyes
What am I?
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• Changing Times, Changing Families: Tell us how
your family is special or unique. Describe relationships
among your family members. Do you live with stepsiblings or a step-parent? Are you adopted? Or, do you
live in an extended family with grandparents, cousins,
etc.? How does your family deal with conflicts?
• How I'm Making a Difference... for the 1997 Youth
Honor Awards: How are you trying to change your life,
family, school, community, country... Go beyond
scientific or economic considerations to include human
relations, social dimensions, ecological sustainability and
spiritual growth. Send your fiction / nonfiction writings,
poems, art, photos, cartoons, or nominations of youth
organizations. Entry fee: $3 (Adults, $5. Send by 1 May)

A Guidefor
I. Recommending Books for Family and Friends
Every year we honor outstanding books (see pp. 5-8),
that meet criteria developed by students and our staff.
To encourage reading and imagination start a book
recommendation program for family members and/or
students as suggested in this Activity:
• As a family or a class, form groups (up to five
people in each group).
• Each family member or student share with the group
the criteria he/she would choose for what kind of book
he/she would like to read. (Adventures or mysteries?
A book about friends, nature, inventions, magic... ?
Do you prefer fiction or nonfiction? Are you interested
in reading about other cultures, religions... ?)
• Over a week's time, each person finds a book that
meets the criteria for each member of the group.
(Thus everyone will recommend four books, and
likewise, everyone will receive four recommendations).
• Consider loaning a recommended book to a
classmate if you have it at home. Or, suggest a library
where the person could find the book.

II. Our Actions Affect Our Culture
Read "For the Love of His Brother" on page 29.
Emphasize the point that the mother in the story did not
want revenge on her son's death. She felt it would bring
down the beauty of her culture. Discussion:
• What is the mother's response to the death of her
child? Is her approach one of forgiveness?
• Do we do things that blemish the beauty of our
culture? (e.g. advertising cigarettes when we know they
cause cancer...)
• How would the idea of preserving the beauty of
one's culture differ among cultures?
III. Imaginative Writing Activities
"I Am" Activity: Ask everyone to sit comfortably, close
their eyes and listen as you read the poem "I Am" on
page 13. Try to feel the ideas and images of the poem.
• Play four different types of music that will conjure
up images for the students/family members so that they
can write their own "I Am" poem.
• For each short piece of music played, write two or
three lines describing what you become in your mind
when you hear the music (e.g. in the "I Am" poem she
describes herself as an eagle, the sun, a volcano,
a flower...). Unleash your imagination.
• Ask volunteers to read their poems to the class.
Then, make a class notebook of all the poems to
appreciate the diversity in your classroom.

"Theresa's Tree" Activity: Read "Theresa's Tree" (p. 16).
Pretend you are interviewing something in nature.
Listen closely to what it is saying to you. And, enter the
conversation in your creative writing notebook:
• a blade ofgrass seeing a foot or a lawn mower coming
• a firefly being caught in a jar
• a snowman melting
• an ant carrying a big crumb
• a humming bird drinking a flower s nectar
Interv iew any part of nature that comes to your mind.

We Seek Your Conbtributions
We encourage parents and teachers to contribute ideas
and activities to the PI T Guide. The following project
was contributed by Marion Malcolm of Ewgene,
Oregon (Please see Noteworthy News, p. 33).

IV. We Are Neighbors-Photo Exhibit
• Students and adult family members or friends pair
up to interview and photograph a person in their community who is an immigrant from a different country
and who would like to share their experiences.
• Display the photographs along with the messages
from the interview on a bulletin board in school or in
your public library.
• Organize a potluck, inviting all the participants in
the project as well as everyone in your community.
Listen to stories, share songs...leam about each other.

V. 1997 Honor Award Entries
How I Am Making A Difference is the theme for
the 1997 Honor Awards. This year we will recognize
outstanding entries from adults as well. In addition
to encouraging your children or students to enter their
work, we invite you to share how you are making a
better world. Tell us your insights and experiences,
innovative projects, creative conflict resoultion techniques, classroom activities that make a difference...
Suggested Resources:
Teaching Peace by Jan Arnow (Perigree Book, The Berkley
Publishing Group, 200 Madison Ave., NY, NY 10016).
Voices from the Streets by S. Beth Atkin (Bookshelfp. 32).
Exploring the Forest With Grandforest Tree: Seasonal
Activities for the Curious Child by JoAnne Dennee and Julia
Hand (Food Works, 64 Main St., Montpelier, VT 05602).
Taking Action: An Educator's Guide to Involving Students
in Environmental Action Projects by Project Wild in cooperation with WWF (5430 Grosvenor Ln., Bethesda, MD 20814).
Bring Me the Ocean: Nature as Teacher by Rebecca Reynolds (VanderWyk & Burnham, PO Box 2789, Acton, MA).
Eco-Women by Willow Ann Sirch (Fulcrum, 350 Indiana St.
#350, Golden, CO 80401).
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The fields brighten in anticipation
mountains blush with pleasure
clouds part to make way
as the sun rises to meet the dawn
The icicles point in accusation
water freezes with fear
gloves emerge in defense
as the snow drifts to the ground

The ground comes alive with movement
trees reach out in thirst
rivers expand with fulfillment
as the rain pounds around us
The trees bow in honor
leaves skitter to make way
grass trembles in respect
as the wind walks by

-Poem by Heidi C. Hughes, Gr.ll, Port Alexander, Alaska. Art by Form 2 students, Moscow, Russia
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