
UNIQUE and INCOMPARABLE

During the spring 2016 semester, advanced writing student Amy 
Mei wrote an essay about her daughter’s friends, in which she 

said that every child is “unique and not able to be compared.” One 
of the student teachers, Louise Crawford, taught Amy the word 

“incomparable,” and when we discussed the essay in class, we decided 
that everyone in the class is incomparable, as is the class itself.
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UNIQUE AND INCOMPARABLE
Qiao Zhuang (Grace) Zhang

 I really grew up in my writing in the three and a half years I have spent in the 
University Settlement Advanced Writing Class. In the beginning, I didn’t know if I 
could write. I didn’t recall if I was a good writer in my school in China. But gradually, 
I tried to write every week. I thought: Since I come to this class, why waste time 
in not bringing homework? I listened to some news in Chinese every day. It gave 
me thoughts to compose my essays. I remember I wrote my first essay, “Linsanity,” 
when Jeremy Lin had just become a superstar in the NBA. My classmates enjoyed 
my writing, which encouraged me to move on. My muse also came from my kids, my 
classmates, and my everyday life. The writing class gave me new eyes to explore 
everything around me. Each time I finished my essays, I fell in love with them in 
reading them again and again.  
 Our class is unique and incomparable. One reason is the teacher, June Foley, 
who is the spirit of the writing class. I have to compliment her hard work, her 
personality, her expertise in English skills, and her acceptance towards her students 
of different cultures, ages, and English capabilities. June is willing to adapt and 
change so that more students can fit in. She feels proud when she sees progress 
for each of her students. Because of her, every diligent student has an opportunity 
to harvest their works and expand their horizon in life. June’s memory cannot be 
obliterated from many of her students’ hearts. 
 Every semester, June is helped by two wonderful student teachers from 
NYU Gallatin. I remember Mihika and Shireen, who come from India, and Grace 
and Sundy, who are Asian Americans. We had one Hannah for the fall semester 
in 2015, and another Hannah for this spring semester. Tali is an Orthodox Jew, 
and Louise’s family comes from Panama. They worked hard with June to edit the 
students’ writings. They wrote sweet and encouraging words to the student writers. 
They carefully prepared mini lessons, such as poetry, grammar, or whatever the    
students needed. 
 Another unique and incomparable person who is very important to our class 
is Michael Hunter, the director of the Adult Literacy Program. I have written about 
June as a mother figure for the class, and June has described Michael as “the best 
kind of godfather.” He is responsible for many University Settlement classes, on 
weekdays, evenings, and weekends. But he still watches over our class with care, 
recruits the best students from other classes, and is always available to advise 
June on any questions. Students enjoy his warmth and humor when he visits. 
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 My faith has been a great help to me in the class. I feel most grateful that 
many times I didn’t know what to write, but after I prayed, my writing poured out. I 
enjoyed this kind of blessing.
 A special blessing: Twice my work has been chosen for publication in The 
Literacy Review, a yearly book of the best writing from about 50 adult literacy 
classes in New York City. My essay, “We Are the World,” a family story about my 
kids and me, was published in Volume 11 in 2013. My kids were proud of me. Then 
my subway story, “God Bless You!,” was chosen and published in Volume 13 in 
2015. That year, I got to be one of the 20 writers reading my essay aloud on the 
stage at NYU’s fantastic Kimmel Center for University Life. When I was confidently 
acknowledging all the educators present, especially three of my favorite English 
teachers (including June), I felt my writing had given me a crown to shine in the 
moment. I showed a video clip to my daughter after her speech as fifth-grade 
valedictorian. We cheered each other for our similar experiences.  
 The classes of the past two years show a fruitful harvest of many students’ 
writings. Jesus Gomez, who wrote very briefly in the beginning, persisted in writing 
almost every week, and his work became longer and more advanced. He wrote 
about his love for his girlfriend and how he proposed to her at Madison Square 
Garden. Our whole class cheered for him. We congratulated Jesus when his work, 
“A Rainy, Chilly, Beautiful Day” was published in the 14th volume of The Literacy 
Review, and he read it aloud at the celebration. Elia Cheng is also a productive writer 
whose writing was published in that volume. She is a loving mother who cares for 
her children and learns with them. She wrote her formulas for mosquito repellent 
and clothes stain remover, which were very helpful because a lot of the students are 
housewives. She showed her insistence to make her children bilingual through her 
charming family story, “No Spanish—No Food.” I enjoyed Galyna Nyzhnyk’s works 
very much. From her writing, I got to know a little about her country, Ukraine. “The 
Taste of Childhood,” her work published in Volume 14 of The Literacy Review, is a 
unique poem. Each word beats on my heart! I enjoy Yuki Umeda’s articles always. 
Her characteristic Japanese modesty is shown through her essays, which make 
her writing thorough and impartial. We have had many more hardworking students, 
such as P’Man (Watson Sriboonwong), Qiong (June) Zhou, Sze Ying Wong, Angela 
Ng, Amy Mei, and Lisa Szeto. I can’t name all of them here, but all of these students’ 
harvest can be found in this unique and incomparable book. 



WRITING, READING, 
LEARNING ENGLISH
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LETTER TO MY TEACHER
Christine Ng

Dear June,
 My name is Christine Ng. This is the first time that I am participating in the 
writing class. When I stepped in the classroom, I was very nervous because I am 
afraid of my poor English and not qualified for the writing class.
 After three classes, I felt better. The writing class looks like a big family. 
Everyone is nice and friendly. I read some essays of the students. These essays 
were very well written. They gave me some idea about how to write a good essay. 
I always carry a small notebook in my pocket. When I see and think of something 
that may interest me, I write it down for my essay.
 If the world would have only one writing system, that would be so great! Life 
would be easier! There would be nothing to worry about. Maybe it will be helpful to 
the world if it changes to a united and peaceful one. Is that right?
 Anyway, I will try to do my best!
    

With best wishes,
Christine

THE FIRST LESSON
Aileen Luo 

 I was very happy and excited to come to this class. I was very nervous. 
Everyone’s English was better than mine. That’s why I felt nervous. I knew I need to 
push myself more to practice reading and writing.
 The first lesson somebody said was easy, but for me it was difficult. I didn’t 
understand a lot. I saw a lot of new words and heard of a lot of new sentences. I 
hope I can catch up in our class. I don’t want to fall behind.

HOW TO IMPROVE MY ENGLISH
Rebecca Kong

 During college, English was my worst course. Ever since middle school, my 
pronunciation has not been good, but I could read, write, and understand English. 
In China, in the year and a half of English class, we didn’t have any speaking tests. 
 When I came to the United States, I had not used English for almost six years. 
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At first, daily life in America was very hard for me. I was not a good English speaker, 
and I had studied British English in middle school. I also had very little time to study 
because I had two kids.
 There were many times in the beginning of the University Settlement ESOL 
class that I wanted to give up studying. I knew some grammar and could understand 
most of what the teacher was saying, but I didn’t know how to pronounce things, 
even though I was level 3. I was so sad. I tried to improve my English by borrowing 
many books from the library. After reading one of them, I realized that I first needed 
to study United States phonetic symbols and pronunciation.
 I can understand more of what people are talking about if I improve my 
pronunciation. I can easily memorize more common phrases and words for daily 
life. I can improve my reading, writing, and listening.

LEARNING ENGLISH: PLEASE CHEER ME ON 
Christine Ng

 Where are you from? I am from Hong Kong. People always think that people 
who come from Hong Kong speak English well. Maybe it is true, maybe not. That 
depends on when you were born.
 During my childhood, the economy was bad. Jobs were not easy to find and 
people had a lot of children—at least six to 10. They didn’t have enough food to 
eat. The children had no opportunity to go to school. Furthermore, you had to pay 
school fees for going to school. During that time, an elementary school fee was five 
dollars per month (it was cheap in religious schools), and high school was around 
50 dollars per month in Chinese schools. English schools seemed to be attended 
by rich people, as the fees were very high. During that time, the wages were only 
four dollars to six dollars per day. Average families couldn’t afford the tuition fee. 
Therefore, if you could go to school, you were lucky. It didn’t matter if it was a 
Chinese or English school. Hong Kong is a Chinese society, so all people speak 
Cantonese. English didn’t seem important. Some children from the ages of seven 
to nine worked in factories to earn money to support their families. 
 In traditional Chinese families, boys are important because they deliver the next 
generation. The parents give all the best to them. Of course, they would have a 
good education. Girls also went to school, but they only graduated from elementary 
school. Then they went to work. If you were born in a better-off family, you might 
graduate from high school. On the other hand, in Hong Kong, women got married. 
They became housewives. They didn’t go to work and just took care of their children 
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and family. How could they have good English skills to speak and write?
 I was a lucky one. I graduated from a Chinese high school. But I was a lazy 
one. I regret this because I didn’t make the best use of my time. I wasted a lot of 
opportunities. Now I am going to have to make an extra effort. Everybody must 
remember to cheer me on!

KEEP LEARNING!  
Elia Cheng

 When I arrived in the United States of America, I felt so excited, afraid, nervous, 
and confused. All my feelings were quite a mix. I felt very happy and excited to begin 
a new life with my family, but at the same time, nervous and confused because I 
could not speak or understand English. What did I do? I had several options.
 First, I told my sister-in-law that I wanted to learn English. She gave me a course 
to learn basic English at home. This course consists of videos and cassettes that 
teach you the pronunciation and spelling of words. But I still understood English 
when someone talked to me. Second, I listened to the radio. Most of the time, I 
heard the news on Channel 1010 AM when I was driving the car. Third, I watched TV 
with my kids. Some children’s programs that we watched were: Hannah Montana, 
iCarly, Mickey Mouse Club House, Go Diego Go, and Thomas and His Friends. 
Fourth, I registered for ESOL classes at the public library. This was the best option 
because I could learn about grammar, phrases, verbs, pronunciation, American 
expressions, vocabulary, etc. 
 Last, I can learn English by helping my kids to do their homework and projects. 
This way I can learn more because sometimes I don’t understand a word, and 
I need to search by dictionary or by Internet. Also I gain more knowledge and 
vocabulary. In addition, my kids help me with the pronunciation of words that I have 
trouble with and express to them. 
 I think that the most important thing is that you can learn more if you put all 
your heart and effort to do it. And no matter whether you are young or old, you will 
learn something new every day, either a word or a phrase. And there are many 
ways to learn English, but you can choose which is best for you. Keep learning! 
Don’t give up when you can’t achieve. There is a proverb that my country uses a 
lot, which says, “Who perseveres, wins.”
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LEARNING ENGLISH, LEARNING SPANISH
Yuki Umeda

 I learned English when I was in junior high school and high school. I liked to 
learn English because I loved to listen to popular British and American music. 
 I came to the United States two and a half years ago, and I began studying 
English again. I have studied English for nine months, so altogether I have studied 
English for many years, but I still need to put in a lot of effort.
 Sometimes I am disappointed by my English. When I watch TV, when I go to a 
restaurant, when I read a book, or when I speak to native speakers, I feel like I can’t 
reach my goal.
 My daughter started to learn Spanish at her school. Her teacher told her about 
an online Spanish study application for students. When my daughter would use 
it, I would practice with her. It was very interesting because I had never studied 
Spanish, but I knew some words.
 After that, I made my own account and began to study Spanish. I could learn 
Spanish in Japanese, but I decided to learn in English. I realized that it is useful for 
learning English, too.
 Spanish is so complicated, and I can’t memorize, but this app is very fun, so I 
will continue to use it. I remember a few words like manzana (apple), libro (book), 
and agua (water). I enjoy learning new Spanish words.
 Learning Spanish, I realized that my English is not so bad. I can write essays 
in English, I can speak to native English speakers (not a lot, but that’s okay), and 
I can read books (not difficult ones). I memorized English words one by one, and 
they became part of my memory. I have a long way to go and will continue to 
learn. Sometimes I lose confidence and motivation; however, I will continue to learn 
English, even if I can’t see my goal.

LEARNING ENGLISH, LEARNING MANDARIN
Angela Ng

 I’m a Cantonese speaker. During 2009, I volunteered in a clinic. Many people 
spoke Mandarin to me. I only understood what they said, but I didn’t know how 
to speak to them. I visualized how I could communicate with them in the future. 
I thought it was a good time to learn something new. I know Mandarin is China’s 
official language, but Cantonese isn’t. Without hesitation, I went to learn Mandarin 
in Chinatown, and I started in the beginning class. My class was in an adult weekend 
program. 
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 There are three important things to learning Mandarin: “shengmu,” “yunmu,” 
and “shengdiao.” Shengmu are the consonants; the beginning letters to pronounce 
a word. Yunmu are vowels, and they follow the shengmu to make a complete 
word. Lastly, the shengdiao are the tones. They are the most complicated because 
there are four of them. Each combination of shengmu, yunmu, and shengdiao is a 
different word.
 I can keep practicing by listening to Mandarin songs and watching dramas from 
mainland China. If I go shopping, I’ll ask the salesperson questions in Mandarin. If 
someone asks me for directions, I can respond in Mandarin. I hope I can keep 
improving with Mandarin speakers at any time and place.

LEARNING TO LISTEN, SPEAK, READ, AND WRITE 
Qiao Zhuang (Grace) Zhang

 Learning a language is hard. It takes endless effort in different aspects including 
listening, speaking, reading and writing.
 Being an English student for years, I’ve improved a lot in listening. However, 
I find it easy to understand the teachers but hard to understand the students, not 
only because of their accents but also because of their ways of expressing things. 
Moreover, my ears never respond to radio or English songs. When my kids are 
singing, I’m very familiar with the music, but I catch none of the lyrics. I’m also very 
nervous in listening to another person on the phone.
 My spoken English is relatively good compared to many Chinese speakers. 
Maybe because of a different educational system, Chinese scholars can read and 
take tests better than they can speak in English. But as I don’t need to speak a lot 
of English in my daily life, there’s a gap between me and Americans that I want to 
cross. I’ve always planned to make more American friends and join an English-
speaking community. I think I need to push myself more to take more action.
 I’ve been in a writing class for quite long. Every time after I finished a writing 
piece, I’ve felt content and happy. But recently, I’ve been feeling it’s hard to squeeze 
an article out of my soul. I wonder whether it’s because of less school now or 
because I’m at a low ebb of my faith. I will continue to write, even sometimes some 
clichés, because stopping means falling behind. 
 This year, I’ve focused more on reading. I still have a fear and resistance when I 
need to read in English. I’m not able to enjoy reading any magazines, newspapers, 
or novels. I only dare to pick up English textbooks from the library. Whenever my 
daughter shared with me a book that she liked and recommended, I stared at the 
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first two lines and repeatedly read them. I was like an anatomist analyzing the 
subject, predicate, object, and the other parts. I lost my confidence in continuing 
to read. I was reminded that my reading level was much lower than an elementary 
school student’s. 
 I know I’m not so bad at grammar. I just need to spend more time staring at 
the English alphabet so my mind can get used to it. I need to choose suitable level 
books. I know I can read better in nonfiction books, so for fiction I need to start at 
the beginning level. 
 I feel good again to get to know myself better through this writing. But it’s still 
a long way to go, and “miles to go before I sleep.”

A BOOKSTORE SURPRISE
Qiao Zhuang (Grace) Zhang

 Life is simple and routine for me now; most things go by my plans. As I’m 
getting older and less inspired, my life is kind of stuck and boring. I dream high but 
act low. However, my sweet daughter extends my mind and my insight. 
 Earlier this week, my daughter excitedly told me that her fifth-grade teacher 
told the class that the bookstore was holding a sale on children’s books. She 
repeatedly tried to persuade me to go there. 
 As always, I hated her buying books from the school book order every year. 
Now there are dozens of fairy books and fiction books sitting on her shelves, and it 
seems she’ll never touch them again. More than once when I cleaned up, I yelled, 
“Look at these books! Why did you buy them? You can borrow them from libraries 
and return them. Now are you going to save these for your daughters?” 
 From my point of view, there’s no need to buy any books since there are tons of 
books in the school library and public libraries. But many times I gave in because my 
daughter has insisted and persisted. She said, “I’ll use my own money; I really love 
these books! Can you let me buy them just this time? I promise I’ll do (this or that). . . ” 
I decided I needed to give her some space for her life because my life is boring. 
 We went to the bookstore on Wednesday after school. When my two kids 
and I entered the bookstore, I started to enjoy this place. It appeared artistic and 
so different from the Chinatown library. Many adults sat there reading books or 
working on their PCs. It was quiet, and I’ve always liked quiet places so much.
 Since my daughter insisted on coming here, I pushed her to do her job. She 
asked the cashier about the prices; she asked questions to choose her favorite 
books. The cashier introduced my daughter to a lady in charge. This lady helped 
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my daughter to find the books she wanted. The lady started to talk to me and 
answered my questions. I felt so pleased after speaking some English. 
 Before I came to the bookstore, I had planned to buy only a couple of books to 
perfunctorily satisfy my daughter’s request. However, after I paid and left the store, 
I carried 28 books in two bags on my shoulders and went home joyfully with my 
kids. My daughter commented, “Now you don’t regret that we came here, right?”  

E-BOOKS
Yuki Umeda

 I sometimes borrow e-books from the Brooklyn Public Library. I was surprised 
when I knew that I could borrow an e-book from the library because we don’t have 
this system in my country. I prefer e-books to paper books when I read an English 
book. I enjoy e-books, and I found some good things for an English learner like me.
 First of all, it is very convenient. I don’t need to go to the library. I look for the 
book that I want to read using my devices. I use an iPhone or iPad. I choose a book 
and download it to my devices. I read a few sample pages and the explanation of 
the story and the author when I choose a book. I always use these as references. 
 Secondly, it is very helpful for people who are not native speakers. Almost 
all kinds of devices have a dictionary function, so if you have a word you don’t 
understand when you read, you don’t need to check the heavy dictionary. You just 
tap the word, and then you can see the meaning of the word. This means you don’t 
need to stop reading to check the word. You can keep your reading rhythm.
 Lastly, it is easy. It is easy to borrow, easy to return, and easy to bring everywhere. 
I always have my iPhone so I can read e-books everywhere. Sometimes I can’t read 
an e-book that I have borrowed because it is a little bit difficult for me. In such a 
case, I give up reading that book, return it, and borrow another one. It is easy to 
borrow and return. I don’t need to go to the library to return a book. An e-book is 
automatically returned on the expiration day, or I just tap the return key. It saves 
time, and I don’t need to worry if I forget to return it.
 E-books are useful, easy to use, and save both time and money. I am using the 
Overdrive app to borrow e-books from the library. Sometimes the app has some 
problems when the company updates the app, but usually they fix problems within 
a few days, and this is basically a great app. I will read more e-books, and I want to 
learn more English.
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THE BEST GIFT
Jesus Gomez

 My girlfriend bought a book for me last week—The Outliers, by Malcolm 
Gladwell—and I started reading it. It passed through my mind what my teacher told 
me the other day—that the best way to learn something is what you find in books. 
 In particular, in Mexico, most people think that the most important things in life 
are soccer, religion, or TV shows. This is why the government does whatever they 
want, partially because citizens don’t read books at all and have no educational 
goals. This makes people poor, not only financially but also intellectually.
 Now I like to read books because I feel that I’m learning something new, and I 
understand how books help me to have a better life. In my opinion, in Europe and the 
United States, people are smarter or more educated because they read books. It’s 
part of their culture. And unfortunately in Mexico and South America, only one out of 
10 people like to read. What a statistic! 
 Another reason why people don’t read books is because the economic 
situation in the country is very bad, and people don’t have time to read books—
people worry about work, and they work hard to bring money for the family. In 
addition, books are very expensive in Mexico.  
 I can see now why the whole country is very mad at the president of Mexico 
because he makes a lot of mistakes when he talks in front of the people or when 
he gives interviews. 
 I decided for myself that books should play an important part in my life. I learned 
to develop a muscle memory by reading, underlining, and rewriting important 
thoughts from the book. And my girlfriend serves me as a good example by always 
helping me and buying new, interesting books.  

READING CHINESE CINDERELLA
Qiao Zhuang (Grace) Zhang

 Reading in English is a big obstacle for me. Since last year, I’ve been making an 
effort to read different materials in English, excluding grammar textbooks. I started 
with some children’s books—most are nonfiction. I felt happy when I finished 
one book, but after some time, I couldn’t recall much vocabulary I learned or the 
information from the book. I felt discouraged. 
 When I try to express my reading problems, many teachers always try to help 
me. One lady, named Sherin, who works in the New York Public Library’s Seward 
Park branch, encouraged me to read fiction. She said that fictional stories are like 
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real people talking in front of us, so I would be more interested in reading them 
and improve my speaking as well. I was convinced. She recommended Chinese 
Cinderella to me.
 About six weeks ago, I borrowed this book and read one chapter. I told Sherin, 
when I saw her, that I liked the book. I only read a little afterwards. Sometimes I 
didn’t touch it for a long time. I felt guilty and thought to return it to the library. 
Finally, last night and today, I continually read through a few chapters. I’m going to 
finish it! I will probably read it for a second time!
 Chinese Cinderella is the true story of an unwanted daughter, written by 
Adeline Yen Mah. It’s her youth autobiography. She writes about her own life in her 
big family. She is the fifth child, and her mom dies one week after giving birth to 
her. Even her own siblings mark her as “bad luck.” Her dad remarries, and Niang 
(her stepmother) gives birth to two of her own children. Niang is beautiful but cruel 
to Adeline and her siblings. Chapter one starts when Adeline is in kindergarten. 
It says it was autumn 1941, so I know the story is set in the old society in China. 
Adeline’s family is in Tianjin and then moves to Shanghai. Her father is an affluent 
businessman, so her family hires a few servants and even pays a great fee for their 
German shepherd’s obedience lessons. 
 As I read, I started to sympathize and empathize with this little girl. We have 
something in common, but she is more obedient to the “ugly authority” in her 
house. I cried as she suffers in the book. Nobody is there to take her to school on 
her first day of kindergarten. Finally, a servant goes shopping and brings her near 
the school, but she doesn’t remember the way back home after school. She and her 
siblings are denied tram fares by Niang because Niang says that walking to school 
is good exercise for them. Adeline never misses a day of school and gets first place 
in almost every subject. Her writing in second grade wins first prize amongst all 
Shanghai students and is published in the newspaper. She achieves a great honor 
in being elected as the fifth grade president, to represent her school. However, 
all her excellent schoolwork doesn’t bring her any good luck. Her own brothers 
trick her into drinking a cup of orange juice with their urine in it. She is whipped 
by her dad for attending a classmate’s birthday party. Her classmates’ buying gifts 
and secretly following her home to celebrate with her becomes a disaster. Niang 
yells at all her classmates to get out, throws away all the gifts, and sends her to a 
boarding school in another city on the next day.
 I can’t imagine all the unfairness that fell on this little girl. I can’t imagine how 
I could bear it if I were in her shoes. Her dad says, “Family ugliness should never 
be revealed in public.” Adeline Yen Mah writes in her preface: “For those who 
were neglected and unloved as children, I have a particular message. In spite of 
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what your abusers would have had you believe, please be convinced that each of 
you has within you something precious and unique. Please believe that one single 
positive dream is more important than a thousand negative realities.”

REPORT ON THE LIFE-CHANGING MAGIC OF TIDYING UP
Angela Ng

 Recently, I read The Life-Changing Magic of Tidying Up, by Marie Kondo. She 
wrote about the KonMarie method to teach people how to tidy up their houses. 
I recommend following three rules in particular. The first step to clean up is to 
place things in categories. Second, do not be sentimental when sorting your items. 
Finally, store everything away properly.
 It is important to organize by category. For example, organize all clothes, all 
books, kitchenware, and toiletries. Organize by one category at a time, not by room 
or area because it can save more time and also avoid wasting time on organizing 
the same items.
 Do not be sentimental when you clean up things. If you are sentimental, you 
will keep a lot of unused things. You can ask yourself what is more important: the 
object or your memory. Don’t feel guilty or wasteful when you get rid of things if 
you don’t want to keep them.
 After organizing, you should have only what is most important to you. The final 
step is to store everything away properly. This includes folding clothes properly, 
hanging them in the closet, organizing, and sorting. This makes it easier to find in 
the future.
 After tidying up, people will feel that they have more room and can feel 
relaxed. Having more open space will also help improve people’s mood. Cleaning 
up will lead to more confidence because you know what is unnecessary and what 
is important to you. When you tidy up your space completely, your feelings will 
totally change, as if you are living in another world.

AMAZING GRACE REVIEW
Amy Mei

 The Broadway show is famous all over the world; thousands of visitors are 
attracted to go there to see these shows every year. But I am a New Yorker; I don’t 
have many chances to go see a show every year, even though I live not far from the 
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city. But sometimes luck surprises us. On the day before the Mid-Autumn Festival, 
I got a chance to see a Broadway musical: Amazing Grace. 
 Amazing Grace is the story of a slave trader’s moral awakening; a touching 
tale of romance. When I entered the theater, I saw a British flag covering the whole 
stage, so that right away I knew that the show is about England. The show started 
with a narrator, standing on the right side of the stage, and narrating when this story 
began. “It happened in the 18th century. . . ”
The background was a big ship on the dock, and several workers were pulling the 
rope on the huge ship. A young man, John, was singing in a happy mood. Then 
John’s father showed up and complained that his son should be in school and was 
not supposed to be here, and so on. 
 Scene Two is called “The Auction.” John was doing his father’s business. They 
were selling slaves. That was the most surprising part of the show for me. The most 
famous part of the show was the beautiful song, “Amazing Grace.” 
 The scenery was 3-D. You would feel you were in part of the show; when you 
saw the thunderstorm, you felt the rain on your face. 
 At the end of the show, John freed all his slaves. He and his girlfriend married. It 
was a happy ending. And everyone, all together, was singing, “Amazing grace, how 
sweet the sound . . .”
 This Broadway musical is very worthwhile to see. You can learn history with 
beautiful songs at this musical.      

ONLY WHEN I DANCE
Yuki Umeda

 Yesterday I watched the ballet documentary, Only When I Dance, directed by 
Beadie Finzi. The documentary movie is about two talented teenage ballet dancers, 
Irlan and Isabela. They belong to the same ballet school in Rio de Janeiro, Brazil. 
They live in some of the poorest and most violent favelas. One of their fathers 
said if his kid wouldn’t be a dancer, he would be a drug dealer because of their 
surroundings. Irlan and Isabela found their dream to be a dancer, but there are 
many difficulties.
 This documentary movie followed the two teenagers’ dreams and endurance. It 
also followed their families’ fight against poverty. Their parents are always thinking 
about their kids, and they want to do anything to help their kids. Irlan and Isabela 
are doing their best, heading toward their dream, because of their parents and 
themselves. They go to New York for a competition. New York seems the place that 
their dreams will come true.
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 I recommend the movie for teenagers and immigrants like us because I 
believe many immigrants come to New York to make their dreams come true. I also 
recommend it for people who like ballet. You will enjoy watching Irlan and Isabela’s 
beautiful dance scene. If you watch these two great, talented teenagers’ movie, 
you will get power from them.

BIG
Fang (Vivian) Tang

 I watched the movie Big one week ago. It was about a 13-year-old boy who 
made a wish to be big. His wish was granted by the wishing machine. He became 
an adult overnight, and he had to live by himself because through his appearance 
no one believed he was just a child. He got a job at a toy company, and he got 
promoted later. He fell in love with a woman named Susan, and everything went 
smoothly and seemed perfect. However, being an adult was not always fun. He 
started to miss his family, school, and friends. Eventually he found the wishing 
machine to make a wish to become small again.
 After watching this movie, I was thinking that if I could make one wish come 
true, I would wish to go back to my childhood. I want to have a different childhood. 

READING XILALI ZHUAN (HILLARY CLINTON BIOGRAPHY)
Aileen Luo

 In the past three weeks, I read a book called Xilali Zhuan. The author is Yang 
Fan. She is an excellent master of Chinese language and literature, and a master of 
history. She likes Chinese and foreign literature.
 Xilali Zhuan is a very meaningful book. Xilali (Hillary) pursues her dreams and 
struggles to achieve her goals. In my memory, she was the First Lady, and her 
husband was President Clinton. I didn’t know she was the U.S. Secretary of State. 
When I read Xilali Zhuan, I saw her  as a legendary figure. I learned many things 
from her, such as how she faces difficulties but is always positive to face challenges. 
She is an able woman. She is super smart and super hard-working. She also really 
has a love for a sense of justice. She helps vulnerable groups a lot.
 When I finished this book, I learned a lot about her principles. I learned from 
her to never stop learning in life. 
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NEW YORK CITY
Ana Ramirez

 I’m an immigrant from Mexico City. I have lived here around six years. When 
I came to this city, what most impressed me was the diversity of cultures: people 
from around the world, many kinds of foods, and many languages. I think this city 
has a lot to offer, in culture and work; I think it’s a story full of nostalgia, and I think 
most people are educated. 
 New York City is a crash course in my life, but this city is one of the greatest 
cities in the world, if not the greatest. For example, it has 83 museums in total 
among the five boroughs. Some are free. The city also has a lot of parks, and many 
places that offer different activities.
 I personally think that life is very hectic here, but I also think it’s a blessing to 
know this city. I think I’m learning many things that I never thought I’d learn. One of 
these is English. Others are making cappuccinos, cooking, and managing my salary. 
 Also, I think it’s very interesting that New York City has so many different songs 
that different singers, like Frank Sinatra and Alicia Keys, sang. I like that. I like the 
freedom to wear what you want without prejudice. 
 I like and love New York City.   
     

THE SPECIAL NEW YORK CITY TOUR
Yuki Umeda

 Visiting New York City was my father-in-law’s last dream. However, that dream 
didn’t come true. If he had come to New York City, I would have taken him on my 
New York tour. 
 First, I would take him to the Statue of Liberty. I would say, “You shouldn’t miss 
the Statue of Liberty.” We would board a ferry to go to Ellis Island. He would say, 
“The Statue of Liberty is bigger than I thought.” After that, I would take him to 
Wall Street. He would say, “Oh, this is Wall Street. I watched the movie Wall Street 
almost 20 years ago.” I would take him to Bryant Park if it was summer. We would 
enjoy a Broadway showcase on a Thursday in July. I would take him to Rockefeller 
Center if was winter. He would say, “What a big Christmas tree. Everything is big in 
New York.”
 At last, we would take the subway. Inside the subway, four men would sing, 
“Longest Time.” He would be surprised and ask me, “Is this rare?” I would say, “It’s 
the usual. You can see many artists in the subway.”
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 He would look around and ask me, “Do you understand what the two ladies in 
front of me are talking about?” I would say, “No, I don’t because they are speaking 
Russian, I think.”    
 “How about that mother and daughter?”
 “I don’t know because they are speaking Spanish.”
 “Oh. Do you know what those two men are saying?” 
 I would say, “No, I don’t. They are talking in Arabic.” 
 He would say, “Who speaks English in this train?” I would say, “The couple that 
is standing in front of the door speaks English.”
 “Do you understand what they are talking about?”
 “No, I don’t. They speak very fast.”
 I would introduce the train. “This train was designed by a Japanese man. He 
designed the inside of the train. This inclined iron partition next to the door helps to 
protect passengers’ bags from thieves. This black floor hides the dirt and this seat 
does not easily become dirty so it helps to reduce graffiti.” He would admire this story. 
 I would point outside of the window. “Can you see? That is the Statue of 
Liberty.” He would say, “No, I can’t. It’s too small and dark.”
 “I know. This train goes across the Manhattan Bridge. It’s far from the Statue 
of Liberty. Let’s cross the Brooklyn Bridge by foot tomorrow. You can see beautiful 
sights from on top of the Brooklyn Bridge.”
 I hope he is enjoying my special New York City tour from heaven.

THE NEW YORK CITY SUBWAY
Yuki Umeda

 I take the New York City subway more than three times a week. The subway 
makes our lives convenient, easy, and active, so a lot of New Yorkers use the 
subway as their feet. It works 24 hours a day, and you can go almost everywhere 
in New York City for a one-ride ticket. If the subway doesn’t work for even one day, 
New York City has a lot of trouble. If you hear these good things, you may think that 
many New Yorkers are satisfied with the subway. But unfortunately, so many New 
Yorkers are dissatisfied about the subway.
 As an immigrant from Japan, my first impression of the subway was that it was 
dark, not clean, and difficult to transfer trains. The signs were a little bit complicated 
for me. The roof and the walls of the station were sooty. I saw a lot of rubbish, such 
as bottles, cans, and food trash on the rails. I was uncomfortable while I was waiting 
for the train. I thought: I don’t want to ride the train alone; I felt a little bit scared. After 



— 32 — NEW YORK CITY

two years of being in New York City, I have acclimated to my new life, and I take the 
train a lot, so I am not scared now. However, I am still uncomfortable sometimes. 
 When I feel uncomfortable, sometimes it is because of people’s manners. 
When a person is listening to music without headphones, when a person is eating 
a big meal with food that smells, when people are arguing, when people throw 
bottles on the rails, all these things bother me. 
 The subway always has some problems, such as signal problems or changed 
schedules, or no elevators for elderly people or people who use a wheelchair or 
baby carriage. These are the cause of complaints, but before we complain about 
these things I think we should make a comfortable space ourselves. If we don’t 
throw rubbish on the rails, train delays may be reduced. If we don’t make a big 
noise, we can feel calm, and it might be good for reading a book. If we don’t put an 
unfinished drink under a seat, the train’s floor might be clean.
 I believe if people’s manners would be good, the New York subway would be 
a comfortable space. The subway has great potential. It could be transformed. The 
walls could be painted a nice, bright color, and there could be some interesting 
shops inside the station or passages. Every station could have an escalator or 
elevator. There could be cozy cafes to get rest before or after work, or a place to 
meet friends. The New York subway has a lot of potential because so many people 
take the train, and they could be good shopping customers, too. The complete 
transformation might take a long time, but some stations are already transformed, 
for example, the Fulton Street station. 
 I hope many tourists take the subway, too. The subway is one of the most 
famous places in New York City. The tourists can feel New York there. They can 
hear a lot of different languages and see unique fashions. Taking the same train 
with people of many different backgrounds is the epitome of New York City.
 In the near future, the New York subway could be a great tourist spot and 
social space for the people, if it is cleaner, safer, and more beautiful and has some 
interesting stores or cafes. Each station has potential, and we should try to keep it 
clean inside the trains and stations. Then New Yorkers will be proud of our subway.  

THE MOST POWERFUL WEAPON IN THE WORLD
Watson (P’Man) Sriboonwong 

 It was another morning of a busy working day, I was leaning on a column near 
the edge of the local track at the 74th Street/Roosevelt Avenue subway station 
in Queens, but I faced the express track as I waited for a train to go to work. I 
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could not stay on the express side or in the middle of the platform because it was 
crowded with people like me, needing to go to work.
 During my deep down “alone time” in my peaceful universe, I was disturbed by 
tempestuous shouts. So I opened my lazy eyes and saw a Latino male, about 40 to 
45 years old, who tried to walk away from a young man of color in his mid-twenties 
with a very good bouncing body who kept going after the Latino man. The young 
man looked very upset and yelled with an angry voice at the other man. I assumed 
that they had bumped into each other by accident. It happened all the time during 
rush hours like this. So I looped back into my personal lonely world again.
 Unfortunately, the voices kept getting louder and louder, which meant they 
were coming in my direction. I had to turn to face the local track to watch them. I 
discovered that the Latino man seemed barely able to speak English and moreover 
had no chance to speak for himself because the young man gave no quarter 
and snapped harshly. After they walked past me a couple of steps, something 
unexpected happened. This young man jumped, pushing hard on the older man, 
and yelling, “Take that!” Then he dropped his backpack and guarded himself, ready 
to fight if the older man counteracted.
 I saw this older man lurching, almost falling. I worried about his next move 
because he was fat—not too much, but compared with his attacker’s body and 
age, it was unfavorable to him. When he stood to gain a foothold, he reached into 
his pants pocket with his right hand, and pulled out his weapon. The situation had 
flipped over; the young man, stunned, his lips sealed, miraculously calmed down. 
He quickly grabbed his backpack, turned around and scurried away sneakily from 
the scene. Now it was the old man’s turn to chase the young man with his weapon. 
 That day I was a witness, and I also became aware of the most powerful weapon 
in this present world. It was a famous Korean brand-name smartphone in the older 
man’s right hand. The smartphone is not just a telecommunication device; it is very 
useful and the most effective weapon on the street, which everyone should think 
of when in any difficult situation.

A GOOD TIME ON THE SUBWAY IN SPRING 
Qiao Zhuang (Grace) Zhang

 Spring is a good time to sleep in. We were running a little bit late for school this 
morning. When the subway came, my kids and I got on and all got seated together, 
which occurs once in a blue moon. 
 My daughter always likes to involve me in her games in the subway car. I 
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mostly refuse her because I don’t have energy in the morning, and the subway 
car is always uncomfortably crowded. Since we were all seated today, I agreed to 
listen to her game.
 This game was learned from Jimmy Fallon’s show. One partner says a word to 
make his or her partner guess a word on a note. For example, the actor who plays 
Sheldon on TV’s Big Bang Theory said, “Sheldon.”  Jimmy guessed the answer, 
“Nerd.” And it was correctly printed on a note.
 My son said, “I don’t want to join in the game.” I know he doesn’t like the 
pressure of competition but thought he’d automatically join us during our game. My 
daughter wanted me to start to think of a word. Then I said, “I’m ready.”
 “Happy,” I said.
 “Smile,” my daughter guessed. It was the correct answer from my mind so I nodded.
 My daughter was very cheerful to get the correct answer with just one shot. 
“It’s my turn now,” she shouted.
 “Cute,” she said.
 “Baby,” I guessed.
 She shook her head. It was not the correct answer; she needed to say one 
more word.
 “Yellow,” my daughter added.
 My son started to chirp with my daughter.
 “Pikachu!” I immediately came up with the answer.
 “It’s correct!” My daughter felt happy for me because I had guessed her answer. 
Pikachu is her cute, yellow, and precious toy I had bought as a gift for her recently.
 It was my turn, so I thought for a second and said, “Sweet.”
 “Candy?”
 I shook my head and said another word, “Beautiful.”
 “Mommy!” my daughter shouted.
 “Who would compliment herself like that?” I smiled.
 “Irene!” my son interrupted.
 I nodded, “Yes!”
 “Mama, my sweet Mama, my beautiful Mama. . .” My daughter started to praise me. 
 “Irene, I said ‘It’s you’ and Mama said it’s correct.” My son tried to explain the 
answer to his sister.
 It was my daughter’s turn. “Einstein,” she said.
 “Genius!” I burst out without giving it much thought.
 “Intelligent!”
 “Scientist?”
 “Scientific.” My daughter said the third word, and I didn’t get the answer yet.



— 35 —NEW YORK CITY

 “JJ.” My son whispered his own initials. 
 We were all in a good mood when our subway car reached our stop. Spring 
is the start of a year as dawn is for a day. I hope everyone enjoys their long break 
every single day.

A DAY IN CENTRAL PARK
Aileen Luo

 Fall is beautiful in New York, especially in Central Park. There are so many 
trees. Leaves become yellow, orange, and red. I like to visit Central Park at any time. 
Different seasons have different sceneries in Central Park. I like to walk in Central 
Park during the fall. It can make you feel like you are in a movie. Fall is very poetic.
 One day I went to Central Park, I sat on a long bench. I looked up at the sky, 
and the sun was shining brightly. I saw the blue sky and white clouds. They looked 
very clean. The birds were flying happily in the sky. People walked in Central Park 
and felt relaxed. I saw some people talking and walking together, some people 
taking pictures, and some people running with their dogs. 
 One family was standing under a tree. The mother was holding a big camera 
to take pictures of her baby girl. The baby girl looked like she was nine months 
old. She was so cute and beautiful. She wore a pink floral skirt and a floral hat. She 
had big eyes and such a sweet smile. I saw her laughing, drooling, and crawling on 
the ground. She laughed, and I laughed with her. Her dad made faces to make her 
laugh so her mom could take better pictures.
 Seeing everything in Central Park makes people feel that the world is so beautiful.

I LEARNED TO PLAY VOLLEYBALL IN CENTRAL PARK
Jesus Gomez

 It is never too late to learn something new. For many years, I watched how 
people played volleyball in Central Park, but it never crossed my mind to try to play.
 One day I went to Modell’s, and I bought one ball and decided to learn how to 
play, but I never played.  I only watched how the guys had fun and played very well, 
so I felt shy because I didn’t know how to play, and my English was very bad. 
 Sometimes I sat for hours, watching how great the guys played. I thought 
because I played soccer well, maybe volleyball would be easier. When I came 
home, I told my girlfriend I needed to learn how to play volleyball. She told me, 
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“That’s a good idea. Don’t feel shy. Go out and ask somebody how to play.”
 “You are right,” I said to my girlfriend.
 One month ago, while I watched volleyball, one player asked me if I had a 
charger for Galaxy.  I said yes, I had one. I gave it to him.
 He told me, “I saw you watching volleyball. Why don’t you try to play?”
 I said to him, “Because I’ve never played.”
 He said to me, “Don’t worry. It’s very easy. I’ll show you how to play if you want.”
 I said, “Yes, I want to learn.” 
 That day, he showed me how to hit the ball, and how to pass the ball to the 
partner. I felt very proud but very tired because when you play in the sand, it is 
more difficult.
 Then I came every day to Central Park to practice volleyball. I met new people, 
and I practiced English more.  I focused on playing much better. A couple people in 
the field showed me different tips on how to play, how to move, and how to receive 
the ball.
 Now I can play better, but I need more practice. So I am focused on learning 
more, and I want to be ready for next summer. I hope everybody will try something 
new. And remember, it is never too late to learn something new. 

FINDING AN APARTMENT IN NEW YORK CITY
Yuki Umeda

 Finding an apartment in New York City is really hard but also interesting.
 My family moved into an apartment in June. We had lived in Park Slope, 
Brooklyn for two years. I didn’t want to leave Park Slope because some friends live 
around there and Prospect Park is there. But the rent was not affordable for us, so 
we decided to move. 
 My friends are living in Bay Ridge, and they recommended this area, so we 
looked for a new apartment in the Bay Ridge area and Park Slope area.
 First, we checked websites and got some appointments with real estate agents. 
But it was no good. Two agents cancelled. One agent didn’t come, so we called 
the agent, then he said he couldn’t come because of his family emergency. I don’t 
understand why he didn’t call us before we called him. Another agent came, but he 
didn’t have a house key, so we couldn’t see the house. I had several appointments 
with agents, but they never came on time. We went to the broker’s office, too. 
 Finally, we loved some apartments that they showed us, and we decided on 
one of them. The house is an old townhouse in Bay Ridge. It is more spacious than 
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the place I lived before, and the rent is reasonable for us. 
 I really got stressed finding the apartment. We had even more problems, but I 
can’t write all of them. But it was also interesting for me because I could see many 
different apartments, and I could finally find a nice one.

OBEYING TRAFFIC LAWS
Lian Di Jiang

 The traffic here in New York City has been a bane to many motorists and 
pedestrians. More and more New York City citizens are giving this problem more 
and more attention.
 Actually, we have only ourselves to blame. Many motorists and pedestrians 
simply ignore traffic regulations whenever they can.
 I believe that violations of traffic regulations come from a lack of civic-
mindedness.
 We are our worst enemies.
 Let’s obey traffic laws together.

PASSING THE ROAD TEST 
Li Lee

 Two weeks ago, I got a surprise gift—I passed my road test. That meant I will 
get my driver’s license in a month.
 This January, I started my first driver’s class. First, I was a little bit nervous in the 
driver’s seat. I held the steering wheel tightly. I listened to the instructor’s orders 
about what to do. Go straight. Turn left. Turn right. And when you see the stop sign, 
you must stop. After one and a half hours, I felt I understood how to drive.
 Through 10 lessons’ practice, I learned how to park the car and make the three-
point turn. 
 Then it was test day. We were waiting for the examiner to test me. Then it was 
my turn to be tested. I felt like it was just practice. When I finished the test, the 
examiner said I passed.
  Wow! I didn’t believe it! I never thought I would pass. I spent a total of 15 
hours to learn and practice, but now I just took a little time to pass my road test. I 
was so surprised that I could do it.  
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TIMES SQUARE PERFORMERS
Selina Chong

 Last Monday morning, I got a free newspaper, AM, from the subway station. 
There was a small piece of news posted on the bottom of the first page that attracted 
my attention. The headline was “Performers Arrested in Times Square Fight with 
Pedestrians.” The event had happened on Saturday night in Times Square.
  There were two performers who had dressed in Batman and Spiderman 
costumes, waiting for customers. Many visitors and tourists wanted to take photos 
with these “American heroes,” who then received some tips from the customers. 
However, an argument had begun between Batman, Spiderman, and two customers 
because smaller tips were given. Later on, they started throwing punches at each 
other. Someone called the police, and they were charged with assault in public. 
 New York is a famous and big city. Every year, millions of tourists come to visit 
this big city. There are rules that visitors need to follow, such as giving reasonable 
tips when they receive services. Many New Yorkers rely on tips to earn a living. 
When tourists come to New York, they want to have a happy and joyful trip. I think 
everybody should be kind and polite to each other in order to keep a good image 
of the “Big Apple.” 

CAKE SHOPS
Vivien Shin

 HARBS is a famous cake shop in Tokyo. I’m so glad it was opened in Manhattan 
two years ago. It’s near Chelsea Market on the corner of 9th Avenue and 22nd Street.
 The first time I had a cake from HARBS, I loved it so much! There are many 
beautiful mousse cakes and crepe cakes. All of the cakes are huge. The cakes are 
soft and not too sweet. Sometimes they have seasonal cakes. Fortunately, I have 
tried their Sakura cake. Chocolate custard cake and milk crepe cake are also my 
favorites, but my husband only likes the green tea mousse cake. Every time after my 
lunch there, I must buy two more slices of different cakes for dessert after dinner.
 The café also has a grand menu and a selection of teas. My husband likes 
their coffee, but I prefer their tea. They have a great lunch set from 11 a.m. to 3 p.m. 
(sandwich + drink + cake). Personally, I think their service is very good, and people 
who work there are so kind and friendly.
 I am actually a Lady M fan. But it always has a long line. HARBS is usually not 
as crowded. I saw many people take their orders away.  I think maybe they don’t 
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know that there is a big room with many seats inside.
 Many people compare crepe cakes from HARBS to those from Lady M. I think 
they are different. Lady M’s crepe cake has more layers, while HARBS’s milk crepe 
cake has many fruits between the layers.
 Overall, I enjoy the time and food at HARBS, and I highly recommend it if you 
like cakes.

MY DAUGHTER’S IMPORTANT TEST 
Amy Mei

 October 25, 2015 was an unforgettable early morning. I woke up at 5:30 a.m. I 
dressed very quickly. Then I made a quick breakfast. I woke up my daughter. That 
day was her big test day. Her turning point, I would say. It was the day she took 
her “SHSAT” test. I felt sorry about waking her up so early, then sending her to 
the academy test “war” place. But I had to do so; it was for her benefit. I believed 
that if she could pass the test, or I would say, if she won the “SHSAT war,” her 
future would be brighter because she would be admitted to one of the special high 
schools. If she did well in that special high school, then she would have a better 
chance of enrolling in an elite college to continue her education.
 In order to reach the test place on time, I went with her to LIC High School, 
where the test was taking place. When we got to the destination, it was before 
6:30 a.m. We got there an hour before the test time since the test ticket stated 
the arrival time was 7:30 a.m. But we were not the earliest ones; there were many 
people who had already been waiting in line there. The sky was pretty dark. It 
seemed that Mother Nature was still sleeping. It began to rain too, and several 
police officers were working to keep the place safe. At the moment, I was nervous 
about the waiting. I asked a police officer when they would allow students to enter 
the school, instead of waiting in the rain. She replied that they would consider letting 
students get inside the school early due to the bad weather condition. I stepped 
aside and waited for another 20 minutes, and one police officer announced that 
“All students who are going to take the test must get in the line; now you can enter 
the school. Parents who want to get in the school must make another line; but once 
you leave you cannot re-enter.” When I heard the announcement, I felt relieved. I 
waved to my daughter and said, “Good luck on your test, Ada.” Then I left and went 
back home.
 What an early, busy, and anxious morning I had. I did it only for my kid. I am 
like most parents, who always have high expectations for their children. But then 
all of a sudden, I thought I should not be so worried about this test. I want my kid to 
become a knowledgeable person, not a testing machine.
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EDUCATION IN NEW YORK AND JAPAN 
Yuki Umeda

 Each country has its own education system. When my family came to New 
York, my daughter was 10 years and eight months old. In Japan, elementary school 
has six grades, and we moved to New York City when she was just finishing the 
first semester of the fifth grade. We were looking for an apartment that had a good 
neighborhood and a good public elementary school. We found one and decided 
to live there. But after we decided to move there, we knew my daughter was going 
into the sixth grade in New York City, and she had to go to middle school.
 In New York City, a student who is born in December is the oldest student in 
the grade. My daughter’s birthday is November 16th, so she would have been the 
youngest student if she had gone to middle school. We had never thought that my 
daughter would have to go to middle school, so we decided to go down a grade 
and applied to the elementary school. At the time, my daughter couldn’t speak any 
English, but the principal accepted her very kindly. 
 In Japan, nobody thinks that a student can go down a grade, and public school in 
Japan is not flexible like here. In Japan, public school has to follow formalities. However, 
in the United States, especially in New York City, public schools have flexibility.
 There are a lot of differences between an American school and a Japanese 
school. I was surprised that students can choose to eat the school lunch or bring 
their own lunch boxes. In Japan, all students must eat the school lunch. Almost all 
public schools have food for those who have allergies. It was very helpful for me 
because I didn’t need to prepare a lunch box, and the school lunch is basically 
healthy. Some of the students don’t like the school lunch, but the parents can’t 
choose what their kids eat. My daughter liked to eat the school lunch in Japan, but 
she had never eaten the school lunch in the United States. In New York City, eating 
the school lunch is not possible for all students, because students have different 
backgrounds. Therefore, it is not possible for all students to eat school lunches.
 In Japan, students serve their food themselves. The menu of ingredients and 
nutrition are broadcast by the students. After eating, they collect the dishes and 
bring them to the place where all the dishes are collected. Most elementary schools 
don’t have a cafeteria, so they eat lunch in their classrooms with the homeroom 
teacher. The teacher helps to serve the lunch. Japanese educators think that food 
education is very important, and students learn a lot of things from eating school 
lunches, serving food, and cleaning up dishes.
 In Japan, after lunch time, it is time for cleanup. The students clean up their 
classroom, bathroom, hallway, stairs, entrance, etc. If it’s the classroom, they move 
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their desks and chairs and sweep the floor with a broom and wipe it with a floor 
cloth. It is very hard if it’s winter because the water is so cold (usually there is no 
hot water in school, except in the northern area of Japan), but they have to wash 
with their floor cloths and wipe the floor. I think it is very important for education, 
too. To clean your place as well as public space are not special things. If students 
make their classroom dirty, they have to clean it up themselves. Cleaning done 
by students is not perfect, but it is a good way to learn cleaning themselves. The 
teacher helps them clean up, too. 
 Japanese teachers are very busy. There are no parent coordinators, no school 
lunch staff, no cleaning staff, no office staff, etc. There is one janitor in each school. 
The PTA helps with some kinds of chores. I think the teachers in Japan can’t 
concentrate on teaching because there are too many chores, especially for an 
elementary teacher.
 In New York City, there are a lot of school staff. It is very good for the teachers, 
and it is also good for the students and parents. When my daughter entered public 
elementary school in New York City, the parent coordinator helped me a lot. My 
daughter took ESOL classes when she was in fifth and sixth grade. There were 
a few ESOL students, so she could speak English to the ESOL teacher without 
embarrassment.
 Education in the United States and Japan is very different. I can’t say which 
education is better. However, I want my daughter to remember the things she 
learned in Japan. Then, I want her to learn new good things in the United States.

DISCRIMINATION FOR BRUNCH
Qiao Zhuang (Grace) Zhang

 My friend posted some nice pictures of food on WeChat. It inspired me to want 
to try those foods at an IHOP restaurant with my kids.
  It was a Saturday morning. We got up really late. We dawdled around and 
finally arrived there in the afternoon. We were all starving. We got to sit down. 
We studied the menu. There were nice pictures and many unfamiliar words on 
the menu. I pushed my daughter to order, but I also gave her some suggestions 
to avoid her ordering the amount of food with a large bill. We studied the menu 
for a long time. We got hungrier. We were more than ready to order. We looked 
around. All the employees seemed to be busy. Nobody came to our table. My kids 
and I looked around and wondered how we could place our order. I looked at the 
receptionist, and she ignored me.
 “Are we supposed to order from there?” my son said. He pointed to the counter.
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 “They deal with take-out customers,” I told them, according to my experience. 
“I’m hungry, Mommy!” they proclaimed. “Why don’t you raise your hand?” I advised. 
“No, you raise your hand,” they protested. They don’t like to take any initiatives 
because their mama usually takes good care of them. We argued about who should 
raise their hand. “How about we leave to go to another place?” I said. “No! We will 
starve to death!” they insisted.
 Two new customers came in and sat down. The waitstaff greeted them and 
took their drink order. “It should be like that in a dine-in restaurant. They take the 
drink first and come back later for the food order,” I was reminded and told my kids. 
The waitress took their order and sent it to the kitchen. I was finally pissed off. I 
waved to this waitress and asked angrily, “Who’s our server today? We’ve sat here 
for a very long time!” She got my message and said, “I’ll get your server for you.” 
She went away. There was a male standing there watching all this for a long time. 
I knew he was kind of like a manager. They muttered for a while, and this waitress 
came back and said, “I’ll help you today.” She took our order.
 The manager said to someone behind my back. “She’s finished. She’s finished 
today,” he repeated and showed a pose of cutting a throat. I didn’t bother to 
turn back. I never knew who “she” was. I interpreted that someone was fired, or 
someone didn’t care to do her job again. I told my kids that someone might get 
fired because of us. They looked weirdly at me, but they were soon distracted 
by the arriving food. It looked pretty on the plates. My kids were very delighted 
and enjoyed it like two pigs. I took some pictures of them and shared some short 
videos on WeChat. It has become my routine to share with my friends when we do 
something new. My son nodded his head and shook his body while he was eating 
to show his enjoyment. He kept licking the syrup on the plate, which became an 
adorable moment in my heart.
 I’m a worried and thoughtful woman. My mind easily runs everywhere beyond 
my control. But I advised myself not to bother thinking too much about this issue. I 
gave the waitress a 20 percent tip. We walked out of the restaurant. My kids were 
chirping to each other. “I love the food!” “It’s so good, right?” “We’ll come back!” 
“You gonna come back here?” I asked. I knew in my mind I would never come back 
to this restaurant. “Yeah! We’ll come back when it’s someone’s birthday.” “We’ll pay 
with our own money,” my daughter added. She always says that when I disagree 
with her idea.
 Later when I shared with others this experience, they all gave me their interpretations. 
“Did you get a discount?” “Maybe they saw you’re Chinese.” “You should sue them for 
discrimination!” The adult world is so different from children’s. I know it. That’s why I 
learn from the kids and choose to be ignorant and forgetful sometimes.
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MANHATTAN
Qiong (June) Zhou

Manhattan, New York
You have strong modern city features
Like the new World Trade Center and the Statue of Liberty
Rockefeller Center and the grand bridges
The Empire State Building and Times Square
The headquarters of the United Nations and Central Park
You with your unique temperament
Standing at the top of the American economy and culture
The light of freedom shines to the whole world
Along with urban growth, the spirit of the city
Manhattan, New York 
There is food that lets you taste all over the world
Here are leading works of art that take people’s breath away
There are many museums and exhibitions
They can make your view and vision big and extensive
Despite the world recession and
The 9/11 terrorist attacks here
You, the unyielding spirit of the urban
Mixed with dazzling neon lights
Let the city of the world shine on the stage
This is Manhattan, New York
A unique, glamorous, infinite city
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MOTHER
Galyna Nyzhnyk

Mother…

She tenderly hatches and gives birth in the throes;
She feeds at the breast and listens to every breath of her child;
She gives baths, takes care and combs their hair;
She reads tales, drives away night monsters and is their guardian;
She awakes them every morning, sends them off and greets;
She cooks breakfast, lunch, and dinner;
She plans parties, takes their pictures, helps with homework, knows all friends;
She’s their personal assistant, helpmate, and best friend;
She is always at their service, ‘cause she’s a mom…

(I am a mom…)

Mother-in-law…

She took to her heart another child and
She released hers into the world;
She is always nearby, but not in sight;
She will help whenever needed, give advice when asked;
She’s restrained and non-judgmental, knows for whom to stand;
She adores her grandchildren, makes delicious meals;
       day and night she awaits their call;
       and is ready to sacrifice for them,
       but only she knows it…

(I became a mother-in-law; wish me luck :-))

Mother. . .

She tenderly hatches and gives birth in the throes;
She feeds at the breast and listens to every breath of her child;
She gives baths, takes care and combs their hair;
She reads tales, drives away night monsters and is their guardian;
She wakes them every morning, sends them off and greets;
She cooks breakfast, lunch, and dinner;
She plans parties, takes their pictures, helps with homework, 
 knows all friends;
She’s their personal assistant, helpmate, and best friend;
She is always at their service, ‘cause she’s a mom. . .

(I am a mom.)

Mother-in-law. . .

She took to her heart another child and
She released hers into the world;
She is always nearby, but not in sight;
She will help whenever needed, give advice when asked;
She’s restrained and non-judgmental, knows for whom to stand;
She adores her grandchildren, makes delicious meals;
       day and night she awaits their call;
       and is ready to sacrifice for them,
       but only she knows it. . .

(I became a mother-in-law; wish me luck :-))
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MY BEAUTIFUL FAMILY 
Jessica Yunga

 My dad’s name is Jaime Yunga. He is 47 years old. He’s a carpenter. My dad 
taught me many things. Three important things are respect, confidence, and love 
for good communication. He’s in Ecuador. My dad is a very strong character and 
he’s also a perfectionist. My dad is a wonderful person, and I love him. 
 My mom’s name is Rosa Lema. She is 46 years old. She’s a nurse. Her favorite 
color is brown, and she likes to dance. Her favorite food is potato with meat and 
tomato juice. My mom has a very amiable character. 
 I’m the first daughter. I was born on May 27, 1990, and after nine years, my 
brother was born on February 6, 1999. My brother’s name is Boris. He is 15 years 
old. He is a student. He’s my best companion. My brother and I are together in New 
York City, and we share many things. 

MY MOTHER
Khanh Quoc (Ken) Au

 Seventy-some years ago in China, when I was three years old, my father died. I 
didn’t know anything about it. I had only my mother. She brought me to her house. I 
had two uncles. They had two sons. One was five years older than I, the other was 
four years older. I played outside. The house was very big and had a big garden, 
where there was a big farmhouse. 
 One day in summer, my mother sat down in a place to wash her dress. She 
said, “Today is your birthday. After I wash my dress, you come in the house with me. 
I will give you something. Don’t let anyone else know.”
 When she was done and went into the house, I went into the house with her. 
She brought me a hot egg and a box of nuts. She said to me, “You sit down here 
and eat all the food! Don’t let anyone else see. You know, outside they’re fighting. 
Many people don’t have any food to eat. I know this is a special gift for you to eat. 
I have done it!” 
 Thank you very much, my Mom!!!   

I’M AFRAID TO THINK ABOUT IT
Lisa Szeto 

 What am I afraid to think about? Many things happened during the first half of last 
year. Last February, my younger son and my husband and I went back to Hong Kong 
to visit my parents because my father got cancer after I moved to the United States. 
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I have seldom gone to Hong Kong; we are just keeping in touch by phone calls.
 On vacation, we stayed in Hong Kong for three weeks, and my parents were 
happy, but when we came back to New York, I got seriously sick and stayed in the 
hospital for four days. After three weeks, I got a phone call from Hong Kong that 
my mother had died after a surgery. When I heard this news, I didn’t believe it was 
true. I was very sad and self-condemning and asked myself: Why? Why? Why. . . ?
 My father again got sick after his wife died. He couldn’t take care of himself, 
so my younger brother sent him to a nursing home in Hong Kong. I really want to 
return to Hong Kong to visit my father, but my husband disagrees. He said, “You 
went to Hong Kong  in February, and your health was not good; next year, do it.” I’m 
really missing my mother. But I’m afraid to think about it. 

A LETTER I NEVER SENT
Lisa Szeto 

Dear Father,
 I remember I lived in your house for 23 years. There was never much money, 
but your children were healthy growing up.
 Dad, I wanted to tell you how I never really knew you because your expression 
was always stern, and you didn’t smile. When you looked at us, we were very 
afraid. I thought you didn’t love us. But now, I am sure you loved us in your way. But 
I didn’t agree with the strict way you raised us, and I never used your way to teach 
my children.      
 Now, I’ve wanted to tell you I love you, but you never heard it. How you lived 
was how you died. I was in New York, and you were in Hong Kong. The distance 
was many miles, so I couldn’t attend your funeral. I felt very sad and depressed that 
I would not hear your or Mom’s voice again. I couldn’t believe that in one year, total, 
I lost your and Mom’s voice. But I know you are blessing me. 

Your daughter,
Lisa

 
MY ANGELS
Kelly Chen

 On October 22, 2012, I received the best gifts from God—my twin girls (Yaling 
and Yali) were born. Before they were born, I thought of many ways to tell them 
apart. For example, cutting their hair in different styles, putting on different color 
clothes, different shoes, etc. I dreamed about lots of situations with them when I 
was pregnant. 
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 When they were born, I could clearly tell who they were without doing anything 
because they looked totally different. Yaling is the older sister. She has double 
eyelids, big eyes, and her nose has a high bridge. Yali has single eyelids and her 
nose has a low bridge. One looks like me, the other looks like her father. I think it’s 
fair and funny.
 I focused on their every step, their first words, first walk, first time to play on 
the swings and slide. And I paid attention to every emotion they showed by crying, 
laughing, becoming angry, etc. They both love to laugh, play, and ask questions, 
like, Where is the sun? What’s this and that? Which place are we going to? Who is 
the teacher? Sometimes I can’t answer them in a short time. 
 I enjoy playing with them, seeing them laugh together and fight with each other. 
I take good care of them, and I also learn from them. I always think how come they 
can forget things and forgive people so quickly and easily? At one minute they cry 
and are noisy; the next minute, they laugh and go around in a friendly way. I think 
that’s really something. If adults could be like them, there would be fewer problems 
in our lives.
 I appreciate that God gave me two angels. Because of them, my life has 
become beautiful and colorful. 

MY DAUGHTER
Aileen Luo

 My daughter, Sophia, is four and a half years old. She has big brown eyes and 
black hair. She goes to Pre-K. She was born in New York and then moved to China, 
but she came back six months ago. When she was six months old, I sent her to 
China to live with her grandmother until she was four years old. 
 She didn’t know any English when she came back. My husband and I chose 
a school for her that has classes in Chinese and English. When she had school 
for the first two months, she just listened. She didn’t answer any questions. She 
felt nervous, and she was shy. Her teacher asked me, “Is your daughter quiet at 
home?” I said, “No, she is very active all the time. She likes talking and playing with 
her father, friends, and me.”
 I had to teach her English. I was happy to teach her because she was interested 
in learning English. One day she said, “Can you turn on the computer for me? I want 
to learn English by watching English videos. If I know English, I can teach Mom, 
Dad, and Grandmother.” I was surprised. How did she know that her mom, dad, and 
grandmother didn’t know English?
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 I think the problem was bedtime stories. We had bedtime stories before she 
slept. She loved them. She liked to choose a different book each night. The story 
books were in English. I had to read and explain them to her. Sometimes I couldn’t 
explain the words or sentences. When she asked, I needed the dictionary to figure 
out the answer. She has a good memory. She can remember if a teacher says 
something at school.
 My daughter surprises me a lot. One day in school, the teacher gave her a 
paper and a few crayons to draw. She was fast to finish her picture and give it 
back to the teacher. The teacher asked her, “What did you draw in your picture?” 
She said there was a blue mouse, a red mouse, a mouse house, and two birds in 
the sky. Then the teacher asked, “Why is the blue mouse sad and the red mouse 
happy?” Sophia said because they played together, and the blue mouse was the 
loser in the game. “Wow, good job, Sophia,” the teacher said. 
 The next day when I took Sophia to school, I saw her picture with her classmates’ 
pictures on the poster. She was very happy and said, “This is my picture,” and 
jumped up. I learn a lot from her. She makes me happy. Thanks, my dear Sophia. I 
will love you forever.  

MY GREAT AND VALUABLE TREASURES
Elia Cheng

 My treasures are my most valuable and important things that I have in my life. 
Without them, my life would be meaningless and filled with sorrow. They fill my 
life with so much love, happiness, and joy. Also, they give me the strength to keep 
striving to achieve my goals.
 One of my greatest treasures is someone I found in my country. It’s my 
husband, Johnny. He won my heart with his love, honesty, patience, tolerance, 
understanding, and respect. At that time, he lived in Puerto Rico, and I lived in 
Venezuela. We were in a long distance relationship before we got married. Today, 
I can describe my married life as wonderful.
 My second beloved treasure is my older son Ricardo. With his arrival, our lives 
were filled with great joy and happiness. He also brought us a lot of doubts and 
concerns, such as how to take care of him without the help of my mom and my 
mother-in-law. Nowadays, Ricardo is a teenager, a student at Brooklyn Technical 
High School. He is smart, respectful, quiet, polite, and friendly and provides 
tutoring at the Bay Ridge Public Library after school. I am very proud of him for his 
achievements. He is always on the Honor Roll at school. This year, he is a senior 
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and is applying to some colleges. He is interested in technology, physics, chemistry, 
math, and engineering. He will probably become a scientist or an engineer. Do you 
know which is the best college for him? Tell me if you know some of them.
 My third and precious treasure is my daughter, Aile. Her name is the backward 
spelling of my name. She came to our lives and changed everything because she 
is very different from her brother. She is restless, kind, lovely, pretty, intelligent, 
polite, friendly, and obedient, but she is a little disorganized. She is a 10th grader 
at Edward R. Murrow High School. She likes to act, sing and dance. She has been 
acting since she was in the third grade. Also, she loves writing. I’m so proud of her 
for being a good daughter, sister, friend, and an excellent student. She is always on 
the Honor Roll, and she has a smile on her face all the time.
 My last appreciated and loved treasure is my younger son, Victor. He came to 
our lives as a surprise, but he was very well received. With him, my life changed 
completely. After five years since I had my daughter, it was like starting all over 
again. I was trying to remember how to take care and protect a boy, plus take care 
of two children without any help because my husband had to go to work, and my 
mom and my mother-in-law didn’t live near me. It was not easy, but I survived. Now, 
Victor is 10 years old and is in the fifth grade in Delta class, at PS 229 Dyker School.
 He is very polite, kind, lovely, friendly, smart, honest, obedient, and helpful. 
Most of the time, he has a smile on his face, and he never refuses to help you to do 
anything. He likes giving a lot of hugs and kisses to his sister and me. He always 
says: “I love you more than you love me” and “I will miss you the whole day until 
you pick me up after school.” We discuss who loves each other more all the time. 
I’m so proud of him for his achievements, but he needs to change his behavior, like 
talking in class, and start paying attention when the teacher gives instructions. This 
year is his last year in this school. I will apply to middle schools for him. I will be a 
crazy woman to apply to schools and colleges for my two sons.
 Those are my great and valuable treasures that I have and will have for my 
entire life. Without them, my life would be empty. They are always in my heart and 
my mind. But I have even more hidden treasures: my parents (that I love so much), 
my siblings, my nephews, my nieces, my in-laws, and of course, my friends. Each is 
my valuable, precious and wonderful treasure that God put in my life.
 Family and friends are the most important and valuable things that we have, 
and we must care for them as treasures because we will never find anyone like 
them. They are unique. We will take care of them like a plant. Every day, we need 
to pour some water and fertilizer that make the plant stronger. When it grows, its 
roots get stronger. That means we must take care of each person that we love to 
make a stronger relationship. I feel very grateful and blessed for all of my treasures 
that God gives me. Please, God, protect all of them, Amen.
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POMEGRANATE SEED: LEARNING WITH MY KIDS
Qiao Zhuang (Grace) Zhang

 This summer, my kids went to summer school. My daughter’s class got assigned to 
pick a fruit name to represent each of them. I heard them saying, “Good morning, Banana,” 
“See you tomorrow, Watermelon,” “I’ll miss you, Mango,” “Don’t eat me, Pineapple.” 
 But I couldn’t understand my daughter’s name, “Pomegranate Seed.” First, it 
was hard to spell and pronounce. Second, why “seed”? Why wasn’t it just the fruit 
itself? And last, what was a pomegranate? 
  Later, I often looked at the fruit in street fruit stands and in the supermarket. The 
pomegranate looked like a Chinese guava, but with smooth, reddish-color skin. I 
predicted that the two fruits were from the same family, or might be cousins. Every 
time we passed the fruit, my daughter pretended, “Don’t let me see the fruit. Don’t 
eat me! I’ll faint.” I hated that I could never pronounce the name of the fruit well. 
 Finally, one Sunday, I suggested, “How about buying some of them and trying 
them?” My daughter opened her eyes big, but later she agreed. We bought three 
fruits for five dollars.
 That night, we were prepared to kill one pomegranate. My kids were more 
excited than I. One brought a camera and wanted to take some photos; the other 
begged, “Anything I can do to help?” 
 I cut some skin on the top. Immediately, I saw much bloody round pulpy flesh. 
I cut the bottom skin. I cut a little too much. Some round pulp became split and red 
juice splashed out. I carefully cut a few vertical lines on the side skins and broke it 
in two. Now we saw much beautiful ruby-red pulp with some white things mixed in 
between. I tried to pick only pieces of the red pulp in a bowl.  I tasted some pieces of 
the pulp to get to know this fruit. It tasted a little sour and a little sweet. Each section 
of the round pulp had a seed inside it. I inferred that was why my daughter picked 
her name—Pomegranate Seed. My kids were very eager to help. I gave them the 
rest of the picking job. I took the camera instead to record the special moment.
 We later referred to YouTube and made the pulp into pomegranate juice. We 
loved it! I feel grateful that I got to explore something new and had a good time in 
learning things with my kids. 

MOM AND FOOD
Li Lee

 I am a mother. I take care of my family every day. My children told me they don’t 
like to eat the school lunch because the school lunch tastes bad and is boring. So, 
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every day I cook lunch for them to bring to school. Therefore, every night I think 
about what to make for my children. I try to make different varieties of food every 
day, like potato with beef, salmon with fried rice and vegetables, scrambled egg 
with onion, steamed chicken with dry mushroom, lamb chop, hamburger, salad, etc. 
Sometimes I can’t think of anything to make. Then, my daughter gives me an idea. 
 One day, I didn’t have any ideas about what to make for my children. My 
daughter suggested that I make a tuna sandwich, but I had never made it before. 
However, I gave it a try. 
 First, steam the tuna, then add a pinch of salt and a little bit of ginger juice. 
Next, put the tuna into the blender and add 4 oz. of cream cheese. Afterwards, 
blend it all together. When it is all blended together at the end, add some celery, 
and mix that all together to get the final product. Yum!
                                                  

UNIQUE AND INCOMPARABLE
Amy Mei

 Every child is unique. I recall that Billie Holiday once said, “If I’m going to sing 
like someone else, then I don’t need to sing at all.” 
 When my child was little, I took part in many of her school’s field trips. I knew 
many of the kids, and they all had different personalities. I still remember Maria, 
Suba, and Tenzin.
 I first met Maria when she was five or six years old. She was an active girl with 
big brown eyes on her sweet round face. When she smiled, you could see her 
dimples on her adorable face. The interesting thing about her was that she could 
eat very fast. She always asked if there was any food for her to eat. One time she 
brought yogurt to a field trip, but she forgot a spoon, so she ate the yogurt with 
her fingers. Another time when she asked me for something to eat, I offered her a 
piece of bread since it was all I had. She rolled up the piece of bread and ate it in 
one bite. I was so scared that she would choke. Luckily, there was no problem. 
 Suba was her classmate. She enjoyed talking instead of eating. She would tell 
you about everything that happened in her life if she was comfortable around you. 
 Tenzin was a quiet girl and also the tallest in her class. She loved to draw. 
Anywhere she went, she brought a notebook and a pencil.
 As parents we have the most important jobs in the world. We should try to 
understand our children’s characters and never compare them to others because 
each child is unique.



— 54 — FAMILY AND FRIENDS

MY BEST FRIEND, TING LI
Jia (Chloe) Luo

 My best friend is so pretty. She has big eyes and long curly hair. She is outgoing 
and talkative. She is never nervous to talk to strangers and chats a lot. She is 
financially independent. When we were in college, she worked part-time as an 
amateur singer and performed in different kinds of big stores. She made a lot of 
money to pay for her life bills. She is a little unreliable. When I told her some secrets 
about me, she sometimes broke her promise and told her boyfriend. 
 We’ve been friends for about eight years. We met on the bus and talked a lot. 
We knew we were in the same college and had the same major. Surprisingly, we 
were in the same classroom and the same dorm. We naturally became friends. 
 We liked to go shopping together because we liked the same style of clothes. 
We’re the same height and weight so we always switched our clothes. We liked 
singing. We went to KTV every weekend. It cost us only 10 yuan for the whole 
afternoon. We liked the same cuisine. We ate and slept together. We are almost 
the same. But we liked different kinds of boys. She liked boys who were supportive 
and handsome. I liked boys who were considerate and humorous. 
 We are mothers now. We keep up the relationship on WeChat. We talk a lot 
about our sons. I hope we will be lifelong best friends. 

MY INSPIRATION
Fang (Vivian) Tang

 When I first arrived in the United States, for the first few months I was afraid 
to connect with others. I would not leave my comfort zone. I rarely talked. I was 
afraid to talk to people, like the security guard in my apartment, the cashier in the 
supermarket, and my husband’s colleagues. Why was I afraid?
 The reason was always that my English was not good. I didn’t know the culture 
here. I was afraid to make mistakes. I didn’t want to sound stupid. I worried about 
greeting people without responses. I was afraid that people would judge me. I 
worried too much; I was not happy, and I was lonely.
 However, this situation has changed since I met a young girl. She is Lorena. 
The first time we met was at University Settlement registration. We were sitting at 
the long desk waiting for the teacher. I remember I was quiet. She started talking 
to me with a big smile. During the conversation, there were a few times I didn’t 
know how to continue to talk, and sometimes I didn’t understand her. She just kept 
talking, explaining, and asking my opinions. I could feel her kindness. We had a 
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good conversation. Now we are friends.
 Lorena is a very friendly girl; most importantly, she inspired me. Don’t be afraid to 
talk to people. Show your kindness, greet them, and they will respond. Some of them 
will be friendly, and a few of them may like you. Don’t worry; try to enjoy everything.

MINA SAN
Qiao Zhuang (Grace) Zhang

 Mina is Japanese. I call her Mina San because Japanese people add “San” 
after a person’s name to show their respect. I met her in the English class at the 
New York Public Library. We have been classmates since the summer semester.
 This semester, we hung out a lot. We went to lunch after our class. We practiced 
hours of English together and had a good time with each other.
 I remember our first lunch. I brought her to a Chinese ramen restaurant. She 
really enjoyed the noodles. We kept talking to get to know each other. One thing I 
remember clearly now is she said, “I feel when Chinese people know I’m Japanese, 
they’re not friendly to me or don’t want to talk to me.” 
 I tried to explain. “I think old people are more like that. They remember the 
bad history. People of my age get to know the history from old people’s mouths or 
the TV series that Chinese media produce now and then. These arouse people’s 
patriotic sentiments. Some people consider the Japanese our enemies. Younger 
people don’t care so much about the history. They watch Japanese cartoons and 
comic books, use Japanese quality products, eat sushi, and travel to Japan. There 
are good people and bad people in every group.”
 This Tuesday, on our way to lunch, we were talking while walking. We both 
heard a child crying and a woman yelling at the kid. She spoke in my hometown 
tongue, so I knew she yelled to tell the kid to stop crying. I didn’t look at them 
because such noise happens every day, everywhere in the neighborhood. 
 Mina San looked seriously at me and said, “I think she’s abused the child. I see 
bruises on the kid’s face.”
 I tried to explain. “I heard the voice, but I didn’t look back at the kid, so I don’t 
know. Maybe she just fell.” 
 Mina San said, “I used to be a social worker in Japan. I believe the kid has been 
abused. Who’s in charge here if a kid is abused?”
 “If the child goes to school, the teachers will ask about the bruises on her body. 
They will decide on the case. In some neighborhoods, probably someone on the 
street would call 911. But in this neighborhood, people may tolerate it or don’t want 
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to interfere.” I thought of another way of looking at this: “I read in the news that a 
judge approved some physical punishment to discipline kids; he said this is not 
illegal. Some kids today are unruly.”
 We walked around the neighborhood. Someone in the street greeted another 
loudly. Mina San got a stare. I asked if people in Japan suddenly talk loudly in 
public. She answered no. Later, when we stood and waited for a traffic light, a man 
said, “Excuse me!” and passed me to go across the street. Sensitive Mina noticed 
he bumped into me and asked, “He hit you?” 
 “He said ‘Excuse me!’” I answered with a bitter smile. I have to be ignorant 
sometimes. Otherwise, I would be very busy.
 Mina San said sincerely, “Please hang out with me if you have time. I like to 
practice English with you.”
 A Chinese saying goes, “If you drink with a bosom friend, a thousand cups are 
too few.” I like to talk with Mina San, who is kind, polite, curious, and meek.  
              

MY BIRTHDAY 
Li Lee

 This past Monday was a rainy day, but it was a beautiful day because it was my 
birthday. My friends celebrated with me. 
 We went to an Italian restaurant to celebrate my birthday. My friends did 
research before we went to the restaurant. So when we got to the restaurant, we 
ordered quickly. We ordered five different dishes. We shared the delicious dishes. 
We were eating and talking. Finally, my friends ordered two yummy cakes—
tiramisu, that’s my favorite cake. However, one of them had a candle. Everybody 
sang “Happy Birthday” to me. 
 I am so happy. I never imagined making friends when I came to the United 
States, but now I have some friends in my life. Thank you so much, my dear friends. 

MY DOG
Duangjai Ponvisutrakol

 I have two lovely dogs. One is three years old, and the other is 10 years old. 
One has white fur, and the other has beige fur. They both have four small paws. I 
love their ears best, because their ears are long.
 One of my dogs always lies near my lap to sleep. He is friendly and quiet. I 
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never frighten him or pull his small tail. If he he hears me, his bark is happy; he 
knows his owner is back.
 I feed my dogs every day. They usually eat pellets. Their favorite food is meat, 
but not too often, because it is not healthy for dogs.
 I bathe them twice a week. I brush the dogs every day. I take them with me 
when I take my child to school Mondays to Fridays. Also, every day when I meditate, 
my dogs love to sit on my legs. 
 I love my dogs very much. They are my good friends. I will look after them until 
the end.

A SPECIAL SMILE
Qiong (June) Zhou

 In our English class, we have a classmate. Her gentle smile is on her face every 
day, as if there is a kind of sweet happiness that surrounds her.
 One day, I saw her after our movie class, as she assisted a disabled youth to 
cross the road. Seeing me, she smiled and said, “This is my son, I am sending him 
over to class!”
 I suppressed my surprise and asked, smiling, “Why aren’t you in the movie course?”
 She smiled, answering, “I don’t have time. I have two other children, and I need 
to come back home to cook for them first. When your class is over, I then come and 
pick him up.”
 Her voice was so gentle, with no trace of complaint. Her smile was so sincere, 
and she was so comfortable with her flawed life. Her smile opened up my heart and 
moved me.
 I have two healthy children. My daughter is very good, but my son loves to 
play computer games and doesn’t like to do his homework. Every day he gives me 
headaches. I also complain each day, Why do I have such a disobedient son? I was 
very unhappy because I thought my fate was too bad.
 But since I knew the story behind her smile, her story deeply touched me and 
made me understand that I need only a smile to face difficulties and problems. 
People can create happiness for themselves and for others!
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A COLUMBUS DAY WALK
Selina Chong

 It was a beautiful morning on Columbus Day. I took a morning walk to the 
park. A lot of people were already doing different kinds of exercises because they 
had started before eight o’clock. The most common one was Tai Chi, which is a 
good exercise for senior people. On the other side of the park, a group of ladies 
was dancing to a Chinese folk song. Some people played with Tai Chi swords and 
others danced with fans. Some people sat down on benches, reading newspapers. 
A few people passed by City Hall to go to work on the holiday. Traffic was not busy 
at that time. I usually sat down to watch people’s activities or to make a schedule 
for the week. Suddenly a squirrel ran around me, waving its long hairy tail, and 
seemed to say “Good morning.” The children’s playground was crowded because 
of the holiday. They were laughing, shouting, swinging, and chasing each other, 
making the park very noisy. This made me remember my childhood. 
 As I walked along Worth Street, I reached Broadway, which is the longest street 
in New York City. It goes from South Ferry to the Bronx. There are thousands of 
shops along Broadway. The most famous place is SoHo, which is a shopping area 
near Chinatown. Many artists and designers open their workshops in SoHo, to 
exhibit their products.
 As I walked towards Center Street, I liked to see the water fountain in front of 
the courthouse. The sound of the running water was like the music of a song that 
has no full stop. I made a wish before the fountain, hoping that there would be 
peace in the world. After I spent an hour walking, I went home with a peaceful mind. 

HALLOWEEN
Qiao Zhuang (Grace) Zhang

 HALLOWEEN! Do you have trouble spelling it? I see many misspellings. It has 
taken me progressive effort to get to know this word. I checked up “hollow” and 
“hallow” from the dictionary. I think now I can spell it quickly and correctly. 
 Why was it named Halloween? I Googled and found that it’s a contraction 
of All Hallow’s Evening, also known as All Hallow’s Eve or All Saints’ Eve. It was 
shortened to Halloween later. I’ve realized for the first time that All Saints’ Day 
falls on November 1, and Halloween is most often celebrated on the day before, 
October 31. 
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 Where did it originate? Many people, including me, commonly ask such a 
question. I searched a lot before I tried to write something about Halloween. It 
evolved from the ancient Celtic holiday of Samhain, which was celebrated on 
November 1. On the night before Samhain, Celtic people believed that the dead 
would come back as ghosts. They prepared food and wine in front of their doorsteps 
for the ghosts. They dressed in a ghost costume when they needed to go outside 
so that they would be mistaken for fellow ghosts. 
 In the eighth century, the Christian Church turned Samhain into All Saints’ Day, 
and the night before became Halloween. 
 Halloween has kept evolving in the past years. In the 19th century in America, 
Irish and Scottish immigrants revived this old tradition and the result was trick-or-
treating. Since about the year 1950, Halloween has evolved to be family-friendly 
and kid-centered. 
 Nowadays, Halloween is a big business. It’s estimated that people will spend 
$6 billion on costumes and treats. It has become the second most commercial 
holiday after Christmas. 
 My kids’ school will have a parade around their school on Halloween. My friends 
have invited us to go trick-or-treating tomorrow evening. I hesitated at first. While I 
did my research on Halloween, my kids watched with me some spooky costumes 
and DVDs. They were a little scared. My son told me that some of his classmates 
wouldn’t join the parade because they’re Christians. I said, “You shouldn’t go then 
because you’re a Christian, too.” I made another suggestion: “Or don’t say ‘trick-or-
treat,’ say ‘God bless you’ instead.” My son wondered, “Can we say that?” “Yeah! 
American people like to say and hear ‘God bless America.’” I had just listened 
to President Obama’s speech on YouTube. He finished with “May God bless our 
troops, and may God bless the United States of America.” 
 Ha-ha-ha-ha! Happy Halloween! 

HALLOWEEN SURPRISE!
Sze Ying Wong

 This year Halloween was on a Saturday. A lot of children came out to trick or 
treat from 11 a.m. to 4 p.m., but most of them came out in the afternoon. Every year, 
I go out to enjoy this atmosphere in my neighborhood. Kids put on a rich variety of 
costumes, such as alligators, bees, butterflies, clowns, clear plastic masks (a new 
style), Ninja Turtles, pirates, princesses, Superman, Spiderman, and witches with 
brooms. A few years ago, I saw a man dressed like a hospital inpatient with an 
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inpatient gown and an IV pole. Everyone watched him. He flashed our eyes. This 
year, the most special for me was a lady dressed like a prisoner with a number 
board on her chest. Also, I saw a Latino teenager had a Chinese qipao. Many years 
ago, I was working in a factory, and we saw the yellow costume of Big Bird. 
 All the children who lined up outside the store got a lot of candies. Most 
of the stores gave out candies, but I saw a fruit store give pears and packs of 
cookies, a pet store was giving out a small fish with water in a plastic bag, and a 
Chinese restaurant was giving out Fortune cookies. Those kids were so happy. 
The younger children held their parents’ hands and the one-to-two-year-olds sat in 
baby carriages, dressed in costumes, too. 
 I was so exhausted from looking at so much, that I sat on a bench to rest.
 Then I was invited to my rich friend’s Halloween party. It was in Beverly Hills. 
I was very, very busy designing my own costume. I used autumn leaves because 
nowadays the trend is to recycle. When I went in the ballroom, everybody stared at 
me and said, “Wow!” “Oh my gosh!” “You are so special.” “Sze, is that you?” They 
could tell me by my beautiful legs. No one else’s looked like mine. I was walking on 
air. A lot of people called out, “Can you design different costumes for us in 2016? 
You are so creative.” That phenomenon I had never experienced before.
 At the end of the party, I won first prize in the costume competition. 
 Haha! Suddenly I opened my eyes. It was A DREAM!  

SILENT BLESSING 
Nancy Li

 I’m grateful for a lot of people, such as my parents, teachers, brothers, sisters, 
and friends, and other people in my life. 
 Unfortunately, this year I didn’t celebrate Thanksgiving with my parents and 
siblings because my mother wanted to go to temple to pray for everything during 
the holiday. So, we couldn’t eat turkey or any meat for seven days. She said, “This 
year was very special weather; in the summer it wasn’t too hot, in the fall season 
there was no Hurricane Sandy. Now it’s winter time, and it’s still not too bad, aside 
from the big snow in Buffalo, but not in New York.” That’s why she blessed all the 
people who live in New York City. 
 Because of the seven days of vegetarianism in my family, we cancelled the 
Thanksgiving party. However, we didn’t change the meaning of that day in our 
family. We blessed each other from our hearts. My sister said, “That was a silent 
blessing. Silence is golden.”
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BLACK FRIDAY
Li Lee

 “Black Friday,” I heard that term from my friend who lived in China. That means 
every store has a big sale after Thanksgiving. I thought that is a great day. I can buy 
my favorite items at a cheaper price.
 When I moved to New York, I understood the real meaning of Black Friday and 
shopping. I went shopping on Black Friday a few times.
 The first time, it felt so exciting. I woke up early and I arrived at the store. There 
were already a lot of people waiting there to get in.
 Time to shop. I looked around to find what I wanted to buy. After several hours, 
because there were too many people, or I didn’t have any experience shopping on 
Black Friday, I just bought several things for my children.
 Last Black Friday, I went shopping too. I didn’t wake up early. Around 8:30 a.m., 
I got to the store. I was so surprised: there were not a lot of people at the shop. I 
went straight to the heavy coat section. I looked around to find two heavy coats. At 
the shoe department, I got four pairs of boots for my family, my daughter, and me.
 At this time, a lot more people showed up. Every section was messy. Some stuff 
was on the floor. Finally, when I checked out I had to wait half an hour. Even though 
I bought some things at a nice price, not everything had a big sale in the store. 
 This Black Friday is over, but next Black Friday will come.

NEW LIFE
Christine Ng

New Year is coming
Each year we hope to do better
Write down our resolutions
Let’s hold hands
Instead of fighting
Fill the world with love and peace
Enjoy our New Year

Happy 2015!

New Year is coming
Each year we hope to do better
Write down our resolutions
Let’s hold hands
Instead of fighting
Fill the world with love and peace
Enjoy our New Year

Happy 2015!
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MY FAVORITE HOLIDAY
Emily Lu

 My favorite holiday is Chinese New Year in China because I spend time with 
friends and family members. At Chinese New Year, many people have 20 days’ 
holiday. But in New York, we don’t have so many days for Chinese New Year.
 On New Year’s Eve, we need to clean the whole house and the grounds 
surrounding the house. All children will receive new clothes and shoes. All mothers 
will buy a lot of food, candies, and oranges to prepare for the New Year. 
 On the first day of the New Year, the children, wearing new clothes and shoes, 
go to their mom and dad and say, “Happy New Year, and (in Cantonese) kung hei fat 
choy, all wishes come true.” Their parents will give the children red envelopes and 
say some auspicious words. The red envelopes represent good luck for everyone.
 On New Year, all friends can meet all family members. You can meet together. 
Whether primary school students, high school students, or college students, all will 
choose to come to the New Year reunion because all will have free time to party. I 
can see many long-time not-seen friends. So I like Chinese New Year in China. In 
New York, during the Chinese New Year I need to work, so I don’t like it as much.  

CHINESE NEW YEAR
Angela Ng

 The Chinese New Year is celebrated with traditions relating to luck, wealth, 
and food. If you have elderly people in your family, it will probably be more festive 
because the younger generation tends to simplify things.
 First of all, everyone looks for good luck in the new year. If you have planned 
to accomplish something during the new year, then you can move forward easily 
without obstacles. Luck can deal with money, such as winning the lottery. This is 
why there is a lion or dragon dance on the first day of the new year in Chinatown; 
they scare away evil and bring good luck.
 Second of all, wealth is very important to everyone, from the oldest to the 
youngest. On the first day of the New Year, the first words we need to say to each 
other are (in Mandarin) “Gong Xi Fa Cai,” which means “Happy New Year.” Children 
say merry things to their elders, and then they receive red envelopes with money 
in them. 
 Lastly, food can bring good luck too. What you eat on New Year’s Day can help 
bring good health, wealth, and happiness. Steaming a whole fish on New Year will 
make sure good things will keep happening in the next year. Eating dumplings 
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shaped like a piece of gold from the ancient dynasty means your house will be full 
of wealth. 
 During Chinese New Year, there are many traditions that have been passed 
down for a long time. The words you say, the food you eat, and even the clothes 
you wear all have their own meanings.

2016 CHINESE NEW YEAR
Amy Mei

 February 8, 2016 was the Chinese New Year. I woke up as usual. The first thing 
to do was make a phone call to my mom. She has lived by herself since my dad 
passed away last June. She is the oldest person in my family. Therefore, I must call 
her first in the New Year. I want her to be sure that I am always thinking of her. I also 
want to make sure she is okay. 
 In the afternoon, I went to visit my mom with my kid. My mom was very happy 
and gave every visitor a red envelope. She also served me a “golden candy” and 
a hot tea. I brought her a New Year jacket, and I made her wear it right away. I also 
brought her fruit and cake. We took pictures together. I spent more than an hour in 
my mom’s home. 
 I wish to have many more New Years to spend with my mom, and I wish that 
she will always have a healthy, happy New Year.

THE BEAUTY OF EACH SEASON
Lorena Mejia

 One of the things that most thrilled me on coming to New York city was the four 
seasons. It was my dream to experience each one.
 I came to New York from Colombia just four months ago. I arrived when it was 
summer. My city, Cali, is hot too, but when I left the airport, I knew it was extremely 
hot, more than my city, so I didn’t like it too much in the beginning. However, when 
I went to the beach in that weather, I could see the beautiful sun lighting the ocean; 
I felt really happy watching that, and the birds flying, the view. It was amazing. So 
even though I don’t like the hot weather, I loved the summer here.
 A few weeks ago, fall started. I loved this because, in fact, my favorite weather 
is cold. So I was waiting for this season, not just for the cold but because I had 
never seen trees of different colors. It was exciting watching the parks and the 
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view of the mountains with those colors. It was perfect. Sometimes it looks like it’s 
raining, but you see flowers and tree leaves while you are walking. It has been a 
good experience for me.
 Actually, I am happy and waiting for the next season. I know many people here 
don’t like winter, but I think I’ll love it because with the snow, you can do many 
things, like skating, skiing, etc. What I really want to see soon is the snow. In my 
country, I didn’t have the opportunity to see it or catch it because in my country, 
there are two seasons. Especially in the city, it is very hot, so snow is impossible. 
People here are fortunate to enjoy the changes in nature every day. I thank God 
and nature for letting me see that beauty.  

FOUR SEASONS 
Phachara (Noom) Tangsee

 When I was little, since I lived in a tropical country where it’s impossible to 
tell the difference between the seasons, I always dreamed of living in countries 
that have four seasons. The year 2007 was one to remember. It was my first time 
enjoying four seasons: spring, summer, fall, and winter. That incredible year made 
me notice that I am an active person no matter what the weather is. Not only did I 
find myself active, but I also realized that there are so many activities to do for each 
particular season. 
 In summer, I can say that I prefer doing outdoor activities. I like going to beaches. 
There are so many things to do there, like diving, which is one of my favorite things 
to do every summer because it is so interesting, exciting, and challenging to see 
another world under water. I also spend my time playing outside in the spring and 
fall since these two seasons are considered to have the nicest weather of the year. 
Due to comfortable weather in the spring and fall, playing tennis is the only thing I 
will never miss. It becomes even more fun when I ask strangers around the tennis 
court for battles. This way I can improve my skill. Actually, tennis isn’t the only 
sport I play. I also love going bowling in the winter. It’s an indoor game, so freezing 
weather isn’t counted as a problem. 
 Because I have been involved in many such activities, regardless of the 
weather, I have no doubt that I am an active person who likes doing different things 
at different times. 
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BEAUTIFUL SEASONS
Li Lee 

 In the United States, the four seasons are completely different. In the spring, all 
the trees and flowers are beginning to bloom. You can see green leaves sprouting on 
the branches until the summer, when all the flowers will bloom. When you take a stroll 
during the spring and the summer, you feel the like the warm breeze hits you while 
you’re enjoying the colorful flowers. That feels so good. It can make you feel relieved. 
 In the fall, the leaves of the trees change to red, yellow, and brown. When the 
sun sets, it shines through the leaves. It is a whole other beautiful scenery. The 
scenery is so charming.
 When the fall is gone, the winter is coming. During the winter, it is snowing. The 
branches are full of snow. The ground is full of snow. You can play in the snow. You 
can have snowball fights. You can make a snowman with your family and friends. 
You have fun during the winter.
 Different seasons offer different views. They can make you have different 
moods, but all the moods are happy. Enjoy the seasons, and enjoy your life.  

DAFFODILS
Amy Mei

Daffodils bloom in the late winter and early spring
Adding harmony and color to the garden.
The flowers’ colors are white and yellow
That I have seen.
For many years, I have seen them
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze 
Once their seeds have been planted.
To me, daffodils are like trumpets signaling
The beginning of spring.
I gaze at them from far away and nearby.
They have left me remarkable memories
As their blade-shaped leaves
Stretch in the wind.
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HOW WAS MY SUMMER?
Qiao Zhuang (Grace) Zhang

 It’s September 4, 2014, the kids’ first day of school, and I’ll start my writing class 
tomorrow, on Friday. I’m excited and a little nervous. As usual, I start to compose 
my writing on Thursday night. For the last few semesters, I’ve tried to submit an 
article every week so that I can get the best out of myself and the most out of this 
writing class .
 “How was your summer?” I guess this may be ranked as the top question for 
the beginning of school. Now I’m trying to make a summary of this summer. 
 This was the most enjoyable and relaxing summer in my memory. Why was it 
different? I roughly recall myself in childhood as a crazy learning machine, and after 
that, in my 12-year immigration life I’ve been a busy working machine. For the last 
four years, I haven’t worked for money. Instead, I’ve taken care of my heritage from 
God, and I’ve also gone back to school to improve my English and work skills. Even 
in past summer and winter holidays, I rushed here and there in the battle of studying. 
 Finally, this summer, I didn’t have much school. I declined to attend many 
activities in the community. My kids went to summer school for seven weeks, from 
9 a.m. to 5:30 p.m. At first, I couldn’t imagine I had a whole day to spare after 
dropping them off in the morning. 
 Many first-time events happened in this pleasant summer. The weather in New 
York City was amazingly good. For the first time, my husband was not working for 
the whole summer. He drove me and our two kids to Maryland to take a vacation for 
four days. For the first time, we joined the YMCA, and all of us often went swimming 
together. I also got to experience the sauna room that our former classmate, Xing 
Lin, wrote a beautiful article about. For the first time, I started to read some English 
books. I confess that before this summer I hadn’t read any English books, including 
the gifts our teacher gave us to read during the breaks. 
 I found the book The Magical Monkey King: Mischief in Heaven and read 
halfway through it. The Woman Warrior was so difficult it gave me a headache, so 
I decided to save for later.  I read many articles in the past Literacy Reviews. I also 
borrowed from the New York Public Library the book The Battle Hymn of the Tiger 
Mother. I’ve read 136 pages. It’s a magnificent feat for me! 
 There’s a lot about the summer to write about, but I’d better stop here. I wrote 
so slowly, and the Chinese and English grammars fought each other. I’m looking 
forward to another round of stimulation and improvement in our writing class.  
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WELCOME, FALL
Vivien Shin

 Many friends told me that fall in New York is the time for ripe apples and 
pumpkins. Also, the best foliage viewing is in the autumn because the leaves are 
changing color.
 I recommend that to see the fall foliage, you go upstate, and to New England. 
And Bear Mountain is very close to us.
 The beautiful fall leaf colors near some lakes are bright shades of gold, yellow, 
and brown. Here, trees are changing colors to yellow, orange, and red, but many 
still appear to be green.
 Besides the fall foliage and ripe apples, New York has more events to celebrate 
in fall. For example, harvest events, festivals, and Halloween. It’s hard for me to 
choose where to spend time in fall.

THE COLDEST MORNING IN NEW YORK CITY
Amy Mei

 On Sunday morning, February 14, 2016, it was the coldest Valentine’s Day in 
100 years. According to the news, the temperatures in Central Park dipped below 
zero for the first time since 1994, and it was dangerous, cold weather. I have never 
been so cold. I had to bundle myself up from top to bottom. I had to wear the hat 
that covered my ears, a medium-long down coat, another super-lightweight down 
jacket, one wind jacket, and one cashmere sweater. In addition, I wore three layers 
of pants, plus socks covering my feet which I stuffed into real shearling boots. I put 
on this clothing in my home, which made me feel very hot. 
 But when I walked outside of my home, less than three minutes later, I felt cold, 
a very biting cold. I regretted that I did not stay home in this crazy cold weather. 
I could not go back. I had to continue to walk to the subway station. Oh my God, 
almost there. I was running a little, instead of walking. I wished there was someone 
to sell me a hot chocolate. Then I imagined I had a hot chocolate. When I wanted 
to cross the street, I was stopped by a red light. I moved my legs rapidly while I was 
waiting for the red traffic light to turn green. When I reached the subway station, it 
seemed as if I had reached the arctic. It was a little bit difficult to breathe. I looked 
around; just a few people were waiting for the train, and everyone was trying to put 
their heads into their coats. Wherever there was water, it would become ice right 
away. I was afraid that my blood would freeze if I continued to wait for the train. 
 Luckily, the train arrived, and I got on it safely. 
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WEATHER AND MOOD
Elia Cheng

 Will the weather affect the mood of the people? I don’t know if the weather 
can affect the mood of the people, but the truth is that no matter the weather 
conditions, you should always be happy, positive, and think that everything will 
go well throughout the course of the day. But if you start your day in a bad mood, 
then you will be upset, sad, angry, aggressive, and the worst thing is that you could 
mistreat your loved ones or others who are not to blame for your mood. Also, your 
day can end badly because of your actions. When this happens to you, you can 
try to change your bad mood and your evil thoughts for more positive thoughts, 
remembering your happy and pleasant moments that you have had along your life, 
and put aside for a moment all of your problems that worry and depress you, which 
are most often because of your bad mood.        
 Why am I talking about this? I am talking about this because a lady attacked 
and insulted me while I was riding on the bus to come home. I’ll tell you how this 
situation happened and how I survived it. This happened this winter. It was a day 
that started out snowing very hard. The streets were slippery and had not yet been 
cleared by the Sanitation Department. I decided it was too risky to drive in that 
weather because I had to take my son Victor to his school on time. We took the bus 
to go there, and Victor said, “Mommy, today is a snowy day, and I feel so excited to 
play in the snow after school.” 
 I knew he liked playing with the snow, and I said, “You can play in the snow if 
you bring your snow gloves.” 
 He said, “I have my gloves. I put them in my backpack just in case.” 
 We arrived on time to his school, and we said goodbye to each other. I came 
back to the bus stop to take the bus to return home. I had waited about 10 minutes 
when the bus came. I got on the bus and sat on the chair near the back door. While 
I was riding on the bus, I was reading a book on my cellular phone. The weather 
was just as ugly as before, but it changed from snow to hail. When I was one stop 
away from getting off the bus, a woman approached me (she was not young but 
not too old), and we had this small and inconvenient chat. Also, the floor of the bus 
was wet. 
 The woman said, “Move to the other chair, I want to sit on this one,” and I 
answered very nicely, “If you want to sit on the inside, you can do it but I am getting 
off at the next stop.” 
 She refused to sit on the inside, and she began to insult me with very bad 
words. I don’t want to repeat her words because I don’t want to offend anyone. She 
started pushing my shoulder. I told her very politely, “Don’t touch me, please.” But 
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she ignored my advice and continued pushing me. The bus was stopping at the 
bus stop. I was getting up from the chair to get off the bus, and this woman pushed 
me very hard, and I almost fell into the aisle of the bus. At that time, I didn’t think, 
and I lost my control and patience. I pushed her against the chair, and I said, “You’re 
a crazy person,” and “I am not to blame for your bad mood.” I also told her, “God 
gives you twice what you do to me.” 
         When I got off the bus, I wondered, Did the weather affect the mood of this 
crazy woman? I didn’t know the answer, but my son Victor said, “If the day is sunny, 
then it will be a happy day. If the day is cloudy, then it will be a sad day. If the day is 
raining, then God will cry because someone has done something wrong, and God 
cries a lot to relieve his sadness.”
 Before this embarrassing episode of my life, I was happy and fine. After it, I 
didn’t let it affect my mood because I knew that other people were not to blame 
for what happened to me. So I thought a lot of positive things throughout the day 
despite the bad beginning. This day had snowed, hailed, and then turned partly 
cloudy, and the sun appeared for a while. I was still glad for the day when I went 
to pick up Victor at his school. He was playing with his friends in the school’s 
backyard—without snow, but he enjoyed it a lot. 
 Moral: No matter what the weather conditions are, you can find either beauty 
or ugliness during your day. You must always be positive and smile all the time, 
because life is short and you should enjoy every second that passes. You must 
forget all the bad and the ugly things that happen to you.
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A CRAVING FOR GUAVAS
Rosa Garcia

 Once upon a time, back in the Dominican Republic, I had a lot of cravings. 
When I visited my father-in-law, I went to the garden and focused on one guava 
tree. My father-in-law noticed that I was staring at that specific tree. He then offered 
me a guava, and I said yes. 
 After that visit, my father-in-law sent me a bag full of guavas. Even though I had 
many guavas, I still wasn’t satisfied. I wanted the highest guava from the tree, and 
I got it! 
 Finally, I knew why I had so many cravings. One week later, I found out I was pregnant.

I        TEACHER
Sandra Huang

 Last Sunday, my former classmates threw a reunion party in my native city. Due 
to my absence, the lovely representative of the physics course invited me to write 
something in appreciation of our respected English teacher, Ms. Zhou. Memories 
come flooding back. When was the first day I met her? What scenario was in that 
first class? What impressed me most? I definitely believe different classmates have 
different ideas. 
 When I think about my years in school, I remember some teachers more than 
I do the classes or the books. I still carry a few teachers with me today, especially 
Ms. Zhou. I must state that Ms. Zhou is a teacher 24/7, and contributes a brand-new 
definition of the job “teacher.” She brings many virtues—love, empathy, sincerity, 
and perseverance—to the traditionally termed job, making it more like a lifestyle. 
 Many years ago, I didn’t anticipate what kind of teachers I would meet in my new 
situation. Honestly, in my first view, English was only one of the required courses. 
Reading, speaking, writing, and expanding vocabulary were daily monotonous 
tasks. Fortunately, Ms. Zhou made those classes more than classes. One of the 
affecting scenes is when we dragged our fatigued bodies into the classroom 
from our first long-distance running class, and the upcoming English class began. 
She comforted us, instead of forcing us to focus on her lesson. Years later, when 
I mentioned that scene and asked her why she did that, her answer was quite 
simple: “You were so tired. What you needed was relaxing, not class.” The answer 
startled me deeply—an excellent teacher not only good at passing on knowledge 
but also at instilling values. Through her behavior, I learned that understanding 
others is extremely important.
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 Ms. Zhou once said that a teacher considers herself successful when 
her students achieve success in their own lives; for her, the only reward is our 
advancement. I don’t feel surprised to find how well we remember her, even though 
many years have gone by. She has inspired us our whole lives.
 It is my pleasure to use this opportunity to express our heartfelt gratitude and 
appreciation to you, Ms. Zhou. You are our respected teacher; meanwhile, you are 
our forever friend. We all look forward to your being proud of us!

MY FIRST LANDLORD
Sze Ying Wong

 A long time ago, when I was six years old, my grandmother and I emigrated 
from China to Hong Kong. We were living in New Territory (a small village). My 
landlord, whose last name was Lou, had come back from Panama with his wife and 
daughter. However, their son still lived in Panama. He continuously took care of his 
father’s grocery store.
 Lou bought two apartments and rented the ground floor of the apartment to 
tenants for business. The second floor had four rooms: One big bedroom for Lou 
and his family, one for my grandmother and me, and the other one for a couple 
whose last name was Lee. The Lees had come back from Panama, as well. The last 
room was rented to an herb doctor. 
 Mr. Lee and his wife made a lovely couple; they were very nice. But the herb 
doctor cheated them, and they lost a lot of money. I felt sorry for them. Mr. Lee 
bought an apartment, and he moved out. After a while, a rich couple came, also 
from Panama. They wanted to rent temporarily and were looking for a luxury house. 
They ate very expensive food and dressed very elegantly.
 We all shared the kitchen and the bathroom. Everyone else was a senior citizen, 
and I was the only child in this apartment. I recall that one time Mr. Lou escorted me 
to the market. He bought one pound of pork wrapped with paper and seagrass. I 
held it for him, and then he bought a pineapple ice pop for me. I don’t know what 
happened, but by the time we came back home, the pork was lost. After that, Mr. 
Lou never escorted me to the market. I heard that his wife yelled at him.
 Mr. Lou gave me a blackboard to practice writing. All of Lou’s friends said that 
my handwriting was very good. My grandmother was proud of me. After five years, 
Mr. Lou had a tragedy. His son, who was only 44 years old, passed away. Mr. Lou 
kept this as a secret. He didn’t tell his wife and daughter. He was suffering, and his 
tears had gone to his heart (Chinese idiom and song). His health, little by little, got 
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worse, and he also lost a lot of weight. At that time, there wasn’t a trend to see a 
psychiatrist or a psychologist. 
 Finally, Mr. Lou passed away, and his wife found out that their son was dead. 
She had a broken heart, like a thunderstorm. She roared and cried. In this case, I 
thought if Lou had told his wife, they could have comforted each other or visited 
the doctor, so Mr. Lou wouldn’t have suffered to death. He lost his son. It was the 
worst thing in their entire life. 
 One day before I got married, my aunt passed away because of breast cancer. 
When I heard this news, I told my grandma right away. My neighbors said, “Why did 
you tell your grandma?,” but I had learned my lesson from Mr. Lou. I thought I did 
the right thing.
 

KA-NOM-JEEN: THAI SPAGHETTI
Watson (P’Man) Sriboonwong

 Early this week was my first time cooking Thai spaghetti. I had planned to cook 
it for more than a year, but I told myself I had no time. This pleading made me look 
better than the word “lazy.”
 Thai spaghetti, Thais call ka-nom-jeen. This food menu-choice consists of 
three main components, which are: (1) Thai spaghetti; (2) chili sauce made of fish; 
(3) vegetable side dishes.     
 The reason I bring this up is because it is a very healthy dish, and it goes well 
with any vegetables in the world. Ka-nom-jeen is a very popular food in every part of 
Thailand. In the Northern part, they call it kow-sen or ka-nom-sen. In the Northeast, 
they call it kow-poon. In the Southern part, they call it nom jeen, pronouncing the 
nom with the high-tone sound. 
 This food is popular not only in Thailand, but it appears that there are similar foods 
that look like ka-nom-jeen in other countries, such as Laos, Cambodia, and Myanmar. 
 As for the components, Thai spaghetti is a rice spaghetti that is a white color. 
The chili sauce is made of fish; Thais call it nam-ya. It is made from many ingredients, 
but in the present day we can buy it in a can at an Asian food store. And the last 
component is vegetable side dishes. This is the best part because you can choose 
any vegetables, as many as you want to add. In Thailand, we eat a lot of vegetables 
with this dish. The best one—and a “must have,” too—is sour pickle green lettuce. 
 I made it on Monday of this week for my co-workers at my workplace. They 
enjoyed it very much. That gave me the idea to write this essay to introduce another 
good, healthful dish to the world.  



— 77 —MEMORIES

HEALTH SPORTS DAY IN JAPAN 
Yuki Umeda

 October 10th was originally Health Sports Day in Japan. Now, Health Sports 
Day is the second Monday of October. In many schools in Japan, the school sports 
are held on this day. My daughter’s elementary school sports were held in May. 
Recently, some schools changed the day from fall to spring. 
 The school sports day is a busy morning for parents, especially for the mother. 
When my daughter was an elementary school student in Japan, my husband, my 
father-in-law, and I went to her school sports festival every year. I got up at 5:30 that 
morning. I had to prepare special lunch boxes for my family.
 First, I made tamagoyaki. Tamagoyaki is a dish made of eggs that are beaten, 
seasoned, then baked. I made fried chicken, too. It was seasoned with soy sauce 
and mirin. Mirin is a sweet-tasting seasoning. While I fried chicken, I boiled broccoli 
and grilled sausage. I made another Japanese-style boiled dish and cut fruits. Then 
I made a lot of rice balls. 
 Finally, I put the food into a box. I always prepared three or four colors of foods. 
I put green broccoli, yellow eggs, brown chicken, and red tomatoes. While I was 
making the lunch boxes, I prepared our breakfast, too. After breakfast, my husband 
went to school to find a good space. Then, he pitched a small tent. We were ready 
to watch school sports.
 Lunch time was the most pleasurable time because every kid ate lunch with 
their families or neighbors. We spent all day in the schoolyard and enjoyed it. These 
days, to eat lunch with families at the school sports festival is unpopular. There are 
some reasons for this. Some parents can’t go to school sports because of their 
work. Some kids don’t have parents. Neighbors are not close anymore. 
 School sports festival was one of the biggest events for my family, and making 
special lunch boxes is a beautiful and sweet memory for me. 

FAIRS IN CALI, COLOMBIA
Lorena Mejia

 One of the most exciting and important things in my city is the fair. Cali is 
located in Colombia and is known because everybody there loves salsa music, and 
people dance very well. Cali is named “the capital of salsa” for the same reason. 
The weather is very nice. Cali has a nickname, “sky branch office,” because it’s 
known as the city where people go dancing all the time. People in Cali are friendly. 
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We like to celebrate, and people say that women in Cali are very beautiful. 
 The fair of Cali is one of the most important fairs. It’s celebrated every year from 
December 25th to 30th. In that celebration, there are many concerts of salsa where 
citizens choose one song for “The Song of the Year.”  The singer must perform 
this song at the concert. Many people like to go, and it is very popular. In the other 
days of the fair, some people go to the parade. If you pay, you can ride a horse in 
the parade, or you can just see the show and wear a typical hat. I like it so much 
because you can enjoy the show and eat as much food as you want.
 One other beautiful celebration is the “Parade of Vintage Cars.” People who 
have a vintage car can show it in the parade to the public, driving on a big avenue.
 These are some of the events in my city. I think those kinds of parties or 
celebrations bring people closer to each other because those moments bring 
happiness when you spend time with people.

CHRISTMAS IN UKRAINE
Galyna Nyzhnyk

 Winter. It can be quiet and fierce, tearful and snowy, warm and cold. It is 
different. I love winters with snow, frost, and a bottomless blue sky. Did you know 
that the snow is created only when there is frost? 
 Most of all, I love winter Christmas. This is a great holiday in Ukraine and 
prepared according to Him. People clean and decorate their homes. Men prepare 
dishes with meat and fish, and women prepare sweets and other dishes.
 Ukrainians are particularly anxious to cook for the Christmas table. The dishes 
need to be enough for 12 people, and they need to be served fast. The main 
dinner table dish (I would say “queen”) is “kutia.” It is boiled wheat with poppy 
seeds, honey and walnuts. It is yummy! Ukrainians always start dinner with kutia, 
then eat “varenyky,” stuffed cabbage (“holubtsi”), dishes with beans, mushrooms, 
sauerkraut, and more.
 After dinner, people go to church at night for the holiday service, which 
celebrates the birth of Christ. 
 By the way, in Ukraine, we celebrate Christmas on January 6th and 7th. We 
have a family Christmas dinner (in Ukraine, also called Saint Dinner), and from 
January 7th, we celebrate Christmas. For three days, Ukrainians greet each other 
saying, “Christ is born!” (Chrystos narodyvsia!) and “Glorify Him!” (Slavimo Yogo!) 
We visit each other, welcome guests, and eat treats of prepared meat, fish, cakes, 
and pastries. 
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 Ukrainian children and adults sing Christmas carols. One of them you know 
and hear all the time. It was written in 1901, and its creator was a Ukrainian, Mykola 
Leontovych. It is called “Shchedryk, shchedryk.” In English, it is known as “Carol of 
the Bells.”
 I don’t know if you can imagine now, as in Ukraine, a large group of people 
(relatives, friends, neighbors) gathering and singing Christmas carols (“koliadky”) 
everywhere—at home and in the yard, in villages and cities. Koliadky in the whole 
Ukraine. Unfortunately, it was not always like this. For many years, we were unable 
to celebrate, go to church, and baptize children. But. . . today we will not talk about 
sad things!
 Ahead to the celebration of Christ’s birthday! I want to wish you a worthy 
celebration. Also, I wish you good health, happiness, peace, and God’s blessings 
in the New Year.

Merry Christmas!
Happy New Year!

CHRISTMAS IN COLOMBIA 
Lorena Mejia

 For me, Christmas is not just another holiday. Christmas has something special, 
something different. I think it is one of the favorite times and celebrations of people.
 This great holiday is beautiful; everything is decorated, and you can feel the 
emotion of the people who are excited for Christmas. Children write a letter to Santa 
Claus and wait for what they asked for. The children enjoy it for the gifts. And it is 
also a season when they can play with snow, make a snowman, and listen to people 
sing songs about Christmas on the radio.
 What I love about the Christmas season is the fact that on the 24th and 31st of 
December there is a big dinner, and you can invite your neighbors, your friends, 
your family, and eat together while you listen to music, and afterward give gifts to 
the children. It’s amazing to see their faces when they get their presents and they 
say, “Santa Claus brought me this!”
 December 31st is almost the same. Everybody is eating a big dinner with turkey, 
wine, potato salad, fruit salad, beef, pork, rice, desserts, and cookies. And they wait 
together for the new year. 
 I really enjoy this holiday. It reminds me of when I was a child, so I love Christmas. 
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HONG KONG
Angela Ng

 Hong Kong’s lifestyle is very similar to New York City’s because they are both 
cities that never sleep. People in Hong Kong are always busy because a lot of 
their jobs require overtime. Others like to stay out late to party and socialize. And 
no matter how late they party, the transportation runs around the clock. Some 
restaurants are still full of people until midnight, and you have to wait to be seated. 
People in both cities always rush and walk quickly in the morning because they 
want to get to school or work on time, so you can feel the city’s speed and energy.
 Hong Kong attracts all kinds of people because Hong Kong is an industrial city. 
Many people want a chance to start their businesses, and many global corporations 
and companies choose Hong Kong to expand to. Other people go to Hong Kong to 
look for creativity because of the combination of East and West. Hong Kong is not 
only Chinese, but also has other races and nationalities because foreigners often 
choose to work or live abroad in Hong Kong.
 People from around the world come to Hong Kong for the big tourist attractions, 
including The Ten Thousand Buddhas Monastery. The temple is famous for having 
ten thousand statues inside. There is also Ocean Park, Hong Kong’s Disney World. 
I’m proud of Hong Kong’s underwater tunnel connecting Hong Kong Island to 
Kowloon Island. Cross Harbor Tunnel is the first tunnel in Hong Kong and opened 
in 1972. The total length of the tunnel is 1.8 kilometers. It is the busiest tunnel in 
Hong Kong. 
 Even though Hong Kong is very small, it has great architecture, many people 
doing business, multicultural foods, and entertainment. These things all help Hong 
Kong to thrive. The Hong Kong lifestyle is similar to New York’s, so I have not missed 
Hong Kong since coming to America. 

HOME, SWEET HOME
Ennio Polanco

 It is wonderful to move to a new place, town, country, neighborhood, or maybe 
just the house next door. Usually we all begin to compare one place with another, 
finding differences every single day until we get used to the new space we are 
living in.
 Something like that happened to me when I left my country to come to the 
United States of America. I always wanted to be part of this nation and do many 
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things to help not only the society but to encourage myself. One of the simple 
things that really brings some joy to my heart is the snow, which is only part of 
Mother Nature, but means a lot to me because of the greatness of its wonder. I 
used to dream about playing in the snow many times during my childhood. But one 
thing I never took for granted: that I was dreaming of something that seemed far 
beyond my reality and the country where I was born and raised. 
 I don’t have to mention the year that I came, but I will let you know that it was 
a great experience to be able to make my dream come true. I was finally here! I 
was waiting very emotionally for the snow to fall and invite me to come out to play. 
(Reader, stop reading and take a time to imagine this.) I was very young, my hands 
were holding my cheeks, and I was close to the window, looking at the sky—almost 
naked—obviously desperate for the snow to start falling on my window. Crazy, isn’t it?
 Well, the heater was on, so I couldn’t figure out how cold it was outside. I 
thought only about the beauty of the white and the purity that attracts your senses 
and touches your feelings. A very special moment, even more touchable with the 
heart than with the hands.  
       Thinking of this, I started to remember the place where I come from, and then 
everything changed in my mind. It was like opening my eyes and realizing that I 
wasn’t dreaming, but there was also a great past that I was not ready to forget.
        I came to New York in the month of December, before the fall season ended. 
It was very cold. In those days the weather in my country was very warm and 
sometimes hot. It tended to rain a little bit, and that made the humidity come to 
greet everyone, pretending to stay forever. The people were pretty warm too, very 
friendly and happy in most of the cities, probably because that time was even more 
special. There were parties all over the country, and a lot of travelers arrived to 
enjoy the beautiful beaches, wonderful rivers, a great landscape with mountains, 
and blue and green water surrounding the biggest part of the country by the 
Caribbean Sea and the Atlantic Ocean. 
 When I return, I still feel safe on the streets. I can still surprise a love with a nice 
song. Even if I am sad, there will be someone who lends me his or her shoulders 
and lets me lean on them! Someone will invite me to dance or to eat somewhere, 
even if later the bill is on me. That’s how I feel that I am at home, and that is when I 
know it is a very sweet home.
 I know that I am in a country that can give me the same and perhaps even 
more, and I truly feel from the bottom of my heart that everywhere I go in this 
country something will show me a piece of my country, and I will be able to think 
about my place and never forget why I decided to call it the way I do. So please 
allow me to mention it one more time because the bed where I was born is my 
HOME, SWEET HOME!
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RETURN TO CHINA
Wai Ping Chan 

 I went to China with my kids, mom, and brother on July 4th last year. I had 
not gone back to mainland China for 13 years, and I was so excited to visit my 
hometown. I was curious about how China had changed. I missed some places that 
I had fuzzy memories of. I hoped my kids would learn more about Chinese culture. 
 I hoped everyone would be fine during the long airplane flight. Once the plane 
arrived in Fuzhou, we all felt extremely tired. We went into the city to a very nice 
building. We would stay in my mother-in-law’s apartment. We all rested for a few 
days because of jet lag. A week later, once I felt more energized, I began to explore.
 Fuzhou is a developing city, where they are trying to build many new shopping 
malls, apartments, and banks. There are still some very old apartments, and it feels 
unbalanced considering the beautiful buildings and much older buildings. Many 
are next to each other. 
 At 11 p.m., there were still many people walking on the street, and that is very 
different from where I live in Brooklyn. 
 Fuzhou is a city near the Pacific Ocean, which makes outsiders want to find work 
and live there. The population of Fuzhou is much higher than that of New York City. 
Many families aren’t able to buy their own car because there is no space to park. 
 There are also too many motorbikes, and many people don’t have licenses to 
ride them. Anytime I was on the street, I was frightened. That’s the main thing my 
kids hate about China.
 We stayed in China for about two months. I heard my kid complain, “Mommy, 
I want to go back to Brooklyn. I miss my house where I can play in the park all day 
long, unlike here, where there are dangerous motorbikes.” 
  “Honey, we are going back to Brooklyn soon. Just enjoy the time we have,” I 
said gently.
 Anytime I ask, “How about a trip to China for the summer?” my kids shake their 
heads and shout, “No!” 

THE HISTORY OF MY COUNTRY
Galyna Nyzhnyk

 When I was a child, I didn’t understand history. It seemed to be dry and 
uninteresting. I grew up, and I began to wonder about the questions “Who am I?” 
and “Who are the Ukrainians?” “What are the roots of my nation?” I was looking 
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for answers to these questions from books, my grandparents, and the archives. I 
opened the pages of the history of my country, and they impressed me. They made 
me cry and ask the question, “Why?” They changed my mind and attitude towards 
certain things and people. They have shaped me as a person who is very proud to  
be a Ukrainian. 
 My country has more than a thousand years of history. This story is great and 
tragic. Below is just a small paragraph from one page:
  Western Ukraine: The villages aren’t big but are clean and tidy. The 
  families are large and friendly. The people are hardworking and 
  welcoming. Many families have a farm: cow, horse, chickens, geese.
  They have land that needs to be cared for. They are blacksmiths, 
  shoemakers, carpenters, potters. The people are able to work. For 
  this, the Soviet government called them “kulaks.” All their property
  was confiscated and. . . 
 My grandfather’s story: In the year 1947, I was 12 years old, when they came 
for us at dawn. The soldiers loudly knocked on the door and shouted. We followed 
their orders to gather. The children cried because they were afraid and didn’t 
understand. The mother hastily gathered seven children and food. My father 
looked hard at the house, at us. He mentally said goodbye to his forge, garden, 
field. He understood that this was the end. 
 On a cold winter morning, we arrived in the town at the railway station and 
were loaded onto a wagon for cattle. There were many people, full wagons of 
the old, small, crippled, and very young. The train started. We picked up speed 
and rolled into the unknown. The cracks were our world. The cold wind whistled 
through them, the snow flew through them and moonshine pierced through them. 
The people were so many that they slept standing or on the floor alternately. We 
didn’t freeze because we were so many, and we warmed one another. When the 
food was finished, they gave us a soup of rotten vegetables and a small piece of 
black bread. A lot of people didn’t get to the destination. Some tried to escape—
they were overtaken and returned. Some died because they couldn’t withstand the 
inhuman conditions and famine.
 We rode for two months and over nine thousand kilometers (5,450 miles). We 
were brought to the city Blagoveshchensk, then to Khabarorsk, Russia. It was “the 
end of the world” for us. Now we were forced to live there and to work hard in 
mines, farms, and logging. All worked—adults and children. Our father died there. 
Our mother fell ill there. I grew up there.
 After 10 years, we were allowed to return home. We were “rehabilitated.” We 
got only dry words on yellow paper. . . 
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 My nation has had many experiences—enslavement, war, famine, repression, 
totalitarian regime, revolution. She fights now. She is finally freed from the influence 
of Russia. She will win! I believe in it! 

*In 1947 began the massive deportation of Ukrainians to Siberia (Operation “West”). 
Within one day were taken more than 76,000 people from Western Ukraine. During 
the period of this operation, Russia evicted more than 200,000 people.    
     
        

DOMESTIC VIOLENCE IN THE DOMINICAN REPUBLIC
Rosa Garcia      

 Ines was a 17-year-old girl who was married young to her husband, Benjamin. 
They had three sons together. Benjamin was very abusive physically, emotionally, 
and spiritually. He was always putting pressure on his wife, always threatening her, 
and disrespecting her in front of others. One day she couldn’t take it anymore, so 
she left her home and abandoned her children.
 Maria Matos was a 35-year-old woman. She was a victim of her boyfriend’s 
jealousy. Her boyfriend tied her up and locked her in her apartment. He didn’t care 
that she worked at the courthouse and that she was a domestic violence worker. 
 Josephine, a mother of three children, was abandoned by her husband. He 
had her threatened and scared. She told stories of abuse and brutal beatings that 
threatened the survival of her and her children, a five year old and a one year old.
 Juana Martinez was another case of abuse by her husband. I remember being 
10 years old when my parents told us Juana and Daniel beat each other up. Daniel 
looked like a cat scratched his face. His wife was black and blue. Daniel told my 
father that his wife scratched his eyes out because he smacked her, and the kids 
were scared and nervous. Today those kids show trauma; their behavior is troubled. 
You can tell this family has problems. 
 The Dominican Republic has a high death rate because of domestic violence. 
The laws are just like here, but they are not taken as seriously as in the United 
States. Domestic violence should be handed with the same importance as other 
violent crime. The authorities in the Dominican Republic take it lightly. Women and 
children need more protection. I feel that the courts need to protect the victims 
regardless of creed, color, or race. 
 A lot of women go to complain to the courts about their partners, and then later 
the husband goes home and gets even with his wife. Some husbands have killed 
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the whole family. The family unit is the basic unit of our societies. I believe we must 
protect it. 
 I met a woman named Mariana who told me and the proper authorities about 
her situation and had to leave her country because her husband was out to kill her. 
Her husband was very possessive and jealous. He didn’t even let her go visit her 
mother. On August 13, 2008, she decided she had to leave her homeland, and she 
went to the United States. Mariana told me she has not seen her children in six 
years. The day she left, she took her two children to her sister’s house. Because of 
her economic situation, she had to leave her two children behind. She told me it 
was hard getting used to a new country and living without her family. She told me 
she has faith in God that one day she will be reunited with her children. 
 Domestic violence touches everybody, so it should not be taken lightly. It 
affects you in ways that hurt your emotional development. I’m glad that domestic 
violence is taken very seriously here in the United States of America.    

JAPAN’S GREAT EARTHQUAKES
Yuki Umeda

 We are powerless in natural disasters like hurricanes, typhoons, heavy snow, 
and earthquakes, etc. I have experienced two great earthquakes.
 My first experience of a great earthquake was the Hanshin Awagi Great 
Earthquake. It was an early morning on January 17, 1995. I was sleeping in my 
apartment, and suddenly I felt that something pushed up from under my bed. I 
didn’t understand what happened. I got under my blanket, scrunched my body, and 
waited for the bed to stop shaking. All my stuffed toys fell down from the closet. 
Japan is a country with a lot of earthquakes. I had experienced many earthquakes, 
but this was the first time that I was really scared. After the earthquake, I went to 
work as usual. But a few hours later, I saw a tragic scene on TV. It was a massive 
fire and collapsed houses. More than 6,000 people died from this earthquake. 
 My second experience of a great earthquake was the Great East Japan 
Earthquake. It happened on March 11, 2011. At that time, I was on the porch on the 
second floor of my house. I felt the house shake from side to side. I went to the 
first floor, but it was still shaking, so I grabbed my purse and got out of my house. 
I saw our car and the utility pole were still shaking. I felt that this earthquake was 
not usual. It was huge. (This earthquake happened 200 kilometers away from our 
place, but it was so strong.)
 I went to the elementary school to pick up my daughter. After that, the electricity 
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in our area was cut off for one night, and the train stopped running. The next day, I 
saw a tragic scene again on TV. I also heard some very bad news about the nuclear 
power plant.
 Because of the earthquake, a tsunami struck the Sanriku coast. This tsunami 
was awfully big. So many houses, cars, villages, towns, and people were swept 
away. Fukushima Daiichi Nuclear Power Plant was also stuck by this tsunami. This 
nuclear power plant was broken and brought radioactive contamination. More than 
18,000 people died or were missing during this great earthquake.
 Now, we have to think about the impact of the radioactive contamination. This 
Fukushima accident destroyed the environment. We live in a convenient world. We 
use a lot of electricity. We made a nuclear power plant for our convenient lives. Is 
this a good way for our future? I had never thought about how to get electricity, and 
I had never worried about radioactive contamination before I experienced the Great 
East Japan Earthquake. But now, I know our future has many of problems. Our life 
became convenient at the sacrifice of something important.

         We are attacked by natural disasters.
         We defy nature.
         We destroy nature.
         Nature gets angry, and it will break our convenient lives.
         Nature is great.
         We have to learn from nature like our ancestors.

LEFT BEHIND
Nancy Li

 I grew up in a traditional family in China. I have two brothers and one sister. 
When we were children, my parents often taught us how to respect others and how 
to help and love each other in our family. Every time, as we chatted together, it felt 
like we were friends. So our neighbors were envious that we had a healthy and 
united family.
 But life is not easy. In order to live better, our family began to change and we 
had to face separation. My parents decided to take my two brothers to move to the 
United States.
 I remember when they started to leave that day. We packed many bags in our 
backyard. There were five cars stopped there because a lot of my parents’ friends, 
relatives, and neighbors wanted to go to the airport with them.
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 It was cold that day. I was wearing a coat, and my hat was over my face. I 
was standing behind the crowd. That morning, my mind was empty. I pretended I 
couldn’t hear or see anything. I just wanted to hide myself because I couldn’t face it. 
 I don’t know exactly when my mom came to me and told me, “You don’t need 
to go to the airport today. Stay home with your sister; we’ll be back soon.” I didn’t 
respond, but I knew that I’d miss them a lot. After that, my mom went into the first 
car, and my brothers took the bags and put them in the second car. When everyone 
got into the cars, my older brother came to me and made a funny face and said, “Be 
happy, my little sister; we’ll send a lot of money to you. You can play mahjong every 
day,” but I didn’t feel that was funny. Finally, I heard the cars beep, and he was the 
last one to get in the car and drive it away.
 I don’t remember how long I was standing there. I couldn’t help my tears rolling 
down. I felt like I was an abandoned child. I wasn’t happy for a long time.  

A BOY NAMED MANUEL
Rosa Garcia

 The boy was from the Dominican Republic. In a school called Aldia Infantil 
(Children’s Village), I learned his life experience. 
 My oldest sister, Isabel, was a teacher at Aldia Infantil in 1998. One time she 
had to be absent for a month, and she asked me if I could cover for her and be the 
substitute teacher. I said, “Yes, my sister. I will cover for you.” 
 The day came, and I went to school with her teacher’s schedule. When I got to 
the school, the principal introduced me to about 20 students. All of the students 
were five to seven years old. Some of them were orphans who lived in Aldia Infantil, 
and others lived in the community. 
 I have never forgotten the little boy named Manuel. I always gave the class 
homework and expected them to turn it in the next day. Manuel’s homework was 
always dirty and full of grease. When I asked him why his homework was all dirty 
and greasy, he would get mad and have a stone-cold face. He would say, “Why is 
the teacher picking on me? I want to break the teacher’s leg for bothering me.” I 
felt bad for Manuel’s situation, so I went to the family and bought Manuel a new 
notebook. I told him, “It’s for you. Bring your homework in the new notebook.” He 
was very dirty and said, “Okay.” 
 But the next day, Manuel did not come back to school. I notified the principal 
about Manuel’s absences, and she said, “If Manuel does not come back tomorrow, 
we must go to his house.” A week went by, and Manuel did not show up at school, 
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so we decided to go to his house, for which we had a partial address. We located 
the house by the river. It was a small house. We knocked on the door, and Manuel’s 
mother opened it. She explained that Manuel was sick. When I saw the house, I 
understood why he was so dirty and why his clothes and homework were all dirty. 
I felt sad to realize that the orphans had a better life than the poor conditions in 
which Manuel lived. 
 I told my experience to my sister, and she said to me, “Rosa, before God we are 
all equal, but the life of every person is determined by the environment in which he 
develops and the effort that the person puts into what he does.”

AN UNFORTUNATE MOTHER
Selina Chong

 After her divorce, Jade lived with her son, Sam, in the city of Taipei in Taiwan. 
Since she was a single parent, she had to work hard to support both of them. Jade 
wanted Sam to receive a good education. Sam achieved excellent reports in school 
and grew up with love from his mother and compliments from teachers and friends. 
 As time went by, Jade’s health was not so good because of long hours of work 
and stress. When Sam graduated from high school, he wanted to get a job so that his 
mother could retire or reduce her work. But Jade wanted him to further his studies. 
 During summer vacation, Sam was in a bad mood because he could not find a 
job. His mother was weak because of illness, and his girlfriend was preparing to study 
in a foreign country. 
 All these misfortunes were circling around Sam, and he had been struggling in 
his mind. One evening while Jade was waiting for Sam for dinner, her neighbor ran 
in and told her that Sam had jumped down from the roof of the building to commit 
suicide. He had left a letter for Jade that said, “Dear Mother, please forgive me for 
not being a good son, and please take care of yourself.”
 Jade was heartbroken and needed medical attention to assist her to recover. 
Although she received help, care, comfort, and regards from relatives and friends, 
this tragic event will remain in her memory forever and ever. 
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A NIGHTMARE OF WAR 
Nancy Li 

 This weekend I went to my mom’s house. Occasionally, she’ll ask me something 
about my school because she knows the school is my favorite place. When she 
was talking about my school, it quickly reminded me of Khahn’s article about the 
Vietnam War. 
 I was curious about the wars, and I know that war must be cruel. I was wondering 
about my parents, and if they suffered from any wars in their childhood. 
 At the same time, I didn’t answer my mom’s question and turned my head to 
my father and asked him if he suffered any war experiences. When he heard that, 
he put his bowl and chopsticks down and slowly told us a story in a low mood. 
 He said, in 1937, when he was seven years old, there was a war called the “The 
Nanjing Massacre.” It was the most brutal mass murder in the history of China. 
During that time many, many Chinese women and children were killed by the 
Japanese. He told me with great detail how the Japanese killed Chinese people. 
At the time, I felt my heart almost stop beating, but my father didn’t realize my 
feelings and was trying to tell me more about the cruel war, but my mother stopped 
him. Then I tried so hard to calm down, and I closed my eyes and prayed for those 
innocent people. 
 That night, I couldn’t sleep well. I dreamed that I was living in a world war. 
I saw many familiar and unfamiliar faces fighting each other badly. Finally, I was 
awakened from the terrible dream. I served myself a glass of water and realized it 
was a nightmare. 
 The next morning, the sun rose early and was shining on the earth. I opened 
my window, looked at the sun, and said very loudly, “Wow, it’s a beautiful day.” As 
usual, I got dressed and went to work, and I forgot about the nightmare right away. 
 I believe in my life I will never suffer any war, and there will be peace and 
happiness forever. 
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TOWARDS A NEW LIFE
Bettina Ockoumou

I miss the sound of the bells of Notre Dame.
I miss the rainbow of flowers from the Tuileries Garden.
I miss the evening strolls on the Alma Bridge.
I miss the lights of the Champs Elysees.
I miss the view from the top of the Eiffel Tower.
I miss the picnics on the Seine banks.
I miss the afternoons at the Louvre Museum.
I miss Paris.
But I’m not sad
Because in New York I have so many places to discover,
And even more memories to build. 

I miss the sound of the bells of Notre Dame.
I miss the rainbow of flowers from the Tuileries Garden.
I miss the evening strolls on the Alma Bridge.
I miss the lights of the Champs Elysees.
I miss the view from the top of the Eiffel Tower.
I miss the picnics on the Seine banks.
I miss the afternoons at the Louvre Museum.
I miss Paris.
But I’m not sad
Because in New York I have so many places to discover,
And even more memories to build. 
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CHANGING
Kelly Chen

I used to wear a t-shirt and jeans in the fall in China.
Now, I need to wear a light jacket in the fall in New York.

I used to go to the grocery store to buy fresh vegetables and fruits every day after 
work in China.
Now, I need to prepare a whole week of food on the weekend in New York.

I used to meet my friends very often in China.
Now, I need to make an “appointment” with my friends first, and meet once or twice 
a month in 
New York.

I used to chat with my neighbors for a long time in China.
Now, I often stop by and say hi and then shut the door in New York.

Our life is changing everyday. I wish I could change the bad things and keep the 
good things.

I used to wear a t-shirt and jeans in the fall in China.
Now, I need to wear a light jacket in the fall in New York.

I used to go to the grocery store to buy fresh vegetables and 
 fruits every day after work in China.
Now, I need to prepare a whole week of food on the weekend
 in New York.

I used to meet my friends very often in China.
Now, I need to make an “appointment” with my friends first, and 
 meet once or twice a month in New York.

I used to chat with my neighbors for a long time in China.
Now, I often stop by and say hi and then shut the door in New York.

Our life is changing every day. I wish I could change the bad things 
 and keep the good things.
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MY FIRST TIME IN THE USA
Lorena Mejia

 The first time that I came here, I was so excited. I remember that I was sleeping 
when my mom woke me up to tell me that I was going to travel to the United States 
with my younger sister. That was our first time leaving our country.
 That day, I remember that when we were in the airplane, I was so nervous 
because I am scared of heights. But when the airplane was flying, it was amazing. 
I remember that at 5 a.m. I wanted to drink water. The flight attendant asked me if 
my sister and I were twins. Then I laughed. The flight attendant was very friendly to 
my sister and me. He even gave us Oreo cookies and more glasses of water, just 
to us. That was weird because he treated us as if we were friends.
 After that, we arrived in the United States. We had to stay in a long line in the 
airport. I could see many people from different countries. I remember an Indian 
child was crying a lot on the floor, so his mom was trying to take care of him. But he 
continued crying. Some people started to laugh, and she was ashamed. Since the 
beginning, I knew it was going to be an interesting trip. After we waited a long time, 
I saw my aunt and my cousins. It had been many years since I’d last seen them.
 With them, I’ve enjoyed a lot, and I’ve come to know a new and nice country 
with a different and interesting culture.

THEN AND NOW  
Jessica Yunga

 My name is Jessica Yunga. I was born on May 27, 1990. I’m from Cuenco, Ecuador. 
 My country is very wonderful. My language is Spanish. Ecuador has a land area 
of 283,520 kilometers and a population of approximately 15.2 million. Its capital 
city is Quito. My country’s largest city is Guayaquil. Cuenco is called the history 
center by geographers, and it is also surrounded by four streams of fresh, clean, 
cold water. Their names are Tomebamba, Machangara, Tarqui and Yanuncay. My 
country’s currency is the United States dollar. 
 I’ve lived in Corona, Queens for one year. I live with my uncle and my brother; 
my parents are in Ecuador. I like New York, and my goal is to speak English because 
I want to study in college. I’m 24 years old. My hobbies are sleeping and walking. 
My favorite food is chicken legs with beans, and I like to listen to romantic music. 
 I started school on August 28th, and I am determined that I want to make the 
most of learning English. I study at University Settlement, I like to learn new things, 
and I adore my life as it is. 
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MY FRIDAYS
Jesus Gomez

 Time is always important to me. I start my day early. On Fridays, I wake up at 
6:20 a.m. After that, I go to the gym. I have to train one client from 6:30 to 7:30. 
When I finish training my client, I start to train myself from 7:30 to 8.
 I come back to my home at 8:07. I take a shower, and I eat something. At 9, I 
walk to the train station. I feel very happy because I am going to my writing class 
from 10 to 11:37. I try not to miss any class.
 At 11:45, I take the train to 34th Street. The train ride takes me 12 minutes to get 
to my work at a restaurant. I work from noon to 8 p.m. During the day, I call different 
companies. At 2, I call the bread company. At 2:30, I call Sweet Farm. At 3, I call the 
vegetable company. At 3:15, I call the seafood company. At 3:30, I call the meat company. 
At 3:45, I call the laundry company; and finally, at 4:10, I call the ravioli company.
 At 5, I give the checks to the staff, and the restaurant starts to get busy from 5 
to 8 because it is dinnertime.
 At 9, I leave work, and I get home at 9:30. I call family and friends in Mexico for 
around 30 minutes. At 10, I watch TV, and from 11:30 pm to 12:30 a.m., I watch my 
favorite show, The Tonight Show Starring Jimmy Fallon.
 At 1, I go to bed. Finally, I finish my day.

MY NEW EXPERIENCES
Watson (P’Man) Sriboonwong

 My friend and his girlfriend have a restaurant in Maryland, and they do catering 
as an extra job. This month they had two catering jobs in two states, which were Ohio 
and Illinois (in the city of Chicago). This schedule made them short of manpower, so 
they called me for help. I had never visited Chicago before, and that was the only 
reason I took this job.
 First I took a Maryland bus on the afternoon of September 8th to meet them. 
My friend picked me up at Baltimore and brought me to his restaurant, where we 
started to load a lot of stuff into their truck. 
 We left Maryland at 3 p.m. on September 9th. There were four of us on this 
trip: me, my friend, his girlfriend, and a worker. We arrived at our accommodations, 
a motel, around 9 a.m. the next day. After we finished the check-in, unloaded 
our personal stuff and took quick showers, we hit the road again because our 
destination was “Riot Fest” at Douglas Park, which was far away from our motel, 
about an hour’s drive. 
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     Riot Fest in Chicago took place on September 11th through 13th. This festival 
was a very big music concert. It was more than what I expected. There were seven 
stages: Radicals Stage/Rebel Stage/Riot Stage/Rise Stage/Rock Stage/Roots Stage/
Speaks Stage.
 During the festival, I saw a lot of people, most of them wearing black. I also 
saw a lot of punk hairstyles and piercings. People who came to Riot Fest were 
only drinking, singing, and dancing with joy. Some of them became overjoyed and 
passed out. A few of them went too far and got arrested. 
 On this trip, I learned many things and was excited about my new experiences. I 
had to sleep in the truck in the rest area. I saw a lot of people of various generations 
and their lifestyles. I saw Chicago and had lunch in Chinatown. Those were my new 
experiences. 
     
                                                        

VOLUNTEER
Lisa Szeto

 It was early July of 2015 when I volunteered at the senior center. This was a 
very difficult challenge for me. Why? At first, the director of the senior center asked 
me to teach the elder people how to use a computer. When I arrived at the senior 
center, all the elder people didn’t like learning about the computer; they liked to 
use tablets, iPads and iPhones. This was too big a challenge for me. The truth is 
that I have computer skills, but as for a smartphone, I was just learning for myself 
and had no skills.
 I told the director, “I am sorry, but I don’t want to do this.”
 “Why? Why?” the director asked.
 I said, “I just know about computers. As for the smartphones, there are different 
models, and I think I can’t complete this job.”
 The director said, “Lisa, don’t worry. There are not many students, about five or 
six. You can try for one week. If you don’t like it, you can stop. Try! Try!” I considered 
this for a minute then said, “Okay.”
 I remember at the first lesson, I really didn’t know how to teach, and I asked the 
students, “What do you want to learn about tablets?” At that time, they were quiet 
and looked at me. After a few minutes, one elderly lady said, “I want to learn how 
to send pictures.” Another said, “I want to send messages in Chinese.”
 “Oh! I know! You want to learn WeChat.” They said yes. Now they had a lot of 
questions! I felt very happy.
 For each class, I had to prepare and collect information for my 15 students. 
In my smartphone class, the students were 65 to 90 years old. When I taught 
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them something in class, they understood, but by the next class they totally forgot 
everything! They would ask the same questions. I had to be patient, and I loved to 
explain to them. The elderly people always complained about their children, who 
didn’t have the patience to teach them. 
 I have learned so much from them because they have a lot of life experience. 
I am not a teacher, but I love volunteering! It has always been my dream to do 
volunteer service. Volunteering doesn’t only feel good; it can also improve your 
mental health and self-confidence.
          

MY IDEAL LIFE
Jia (Chloe) Luo

 In my ideal life, I am living on the top of the Empire State Building. There are 
eight bedrooms and two living rooms in the apartment. The bigger living room has 
a big French window, so there’s a view. I have a chamberlain who is called Mike 
Tyson. He manages my daily business and protects my life, keeping me safe. I also 
have two chefs. One cooks Chinese food for me and the other cooks French food. 
I hired five servants; they carry out their duties. 
 Right now, I am sitting on the balcony, drinking coffee with Angelina Jolie. 
We’re talking about her new movies and waiting for the sunrise. Then I feel bored. 
I dress up and decide to go shopping. So I hang out with Tom Cruise. He helps me 
carry my shopping bags. We’re talking and laughing. 
  “Chloe, what do you think about this article?” the leader asked loudly. I woke 
up suddenly, and my face turned red. Oh my goodness, I fell asleep in class and 
had a dream.  

MY DREAM HOUSE
Phachara (Noom) Tangsee 

 I honestly believe that all people dream of having their own house, and I am 
not an exception. One of my dreams is to have a good job, earn money, and buy 
a house. My dream house can be identified in two words, cozy and classy. The 
location has to be at one of the most beautiful beaches, where I can see the sunrise 
and sunset every day, fascinate myself with the scenic ocean, and enjoy most of my 
time sunbathing and relaxing on the white sand. 
 The architecture I prefer is a mixture of old and modern style. The house is 
raised above the ground and made of dark polished wood. There are a couple of 
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trees growing in front of my house, whose branches need to be taken care of, so 
they do not block my beach view. On the roof of my house is a swimming pool, 
where gatherings take place for special celebrations. Inside, furnishing the house 
would be easy, as my preference is wooden furniture. Additionally, a Jacuzzi would 
not be missing. I would spend my time after work in the Jacuzzi for relaxation, right 
before getting ready for dinner on the rooftop while watching the sunset.
 Finally, my house stands out because of its location, the view, and the blend of 
old and cutting-edge architecture. 

NO BOUNDARIES
Phachara (Noom) Tangsee 

 I’ve been lucky enough to travel during my teenage years and as a young 
adult, which in turn has enabled me to meet a lot of people from different countries 
and socioeconomic backgrounds. Through some of those acquaintances and 
friendships, I broadened my social skills, and I became more open-minded and 
easy-going. Visiting some of the most impoverished countries in Southeast Asia 
and neighborhoods in Thailand, the country I grew up in, has also inspired me to 
give back something to the community. 
 My first volunteer job was in a hospital on an oncology ward, where I was 
responsible for creating activities for the patients. It was very challenging at first, 
as most patients were not interested in taking part, but thanks to my determination 
after a couple of weeks I managed to get them all involved.
 I have also volunteered in my local youth center, where I taught youth who 
couldn’t afford school but were interested in continuing their education. Then, in 
the summer of 2014, I teamed up with fellow dental students for a social campaign 
that aimed at increasing awareness about oral hygiene in the poor village of Hat 
Yai, where people have limited access to education and healthcare.
 Being a volunteer has not only given me a chance to help some of the most 
poverty-stricken members of my community and bolstered my communication 
skills, but has also made me a better person, more aware of the plight of people 
around me. 
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IF I COULD WISH FOR ANYTHING
Bettina Ockoumou

 

I was an independent working girl. I had a lot of friends, a nice apartment, many 
activities, and most important my family was near me.
Now I’m a student every morning and a housewife every afternoon. I’ve not many 
friends, and my family lives far from me. Most of the activities I used to do are too 
expensive now that I no longer work. 
So, what would I wish to change my life?
I could wish I won the lottery.
Then I could afford all the activities I used to do.
But that would not make sense without my friends.  

I could wish I had an airplane with a pilot.
Then I could take a trip to see my family and friends.
But I can’t be with them seven days a week. They need to go to work, take care of 
their kids or maybe travel.

I could wish I had more friends in New York.
Then I could go out with them and have fun.
But I don’t need a wishing machine to know that in each classmate there is a friend.

I could wish I had a job again.
Then I could be independent and start a new life.
But I started a new life one month and a half ago, and I work every day to improve 
my English to get a job.

Finally, if I could wish for anything to change my life, I would wish to never be 
hopeless. 
Because hope makes me feel alive.  

I was an independent working girl. I had a lot of friends, a nice 
 apartment, many activities, and, most important, my family 
 was near me.

Now I’m a student every morning and a housewife every afternoon. 
I’ve not many friends, and my family lives far from me. Most of the 
 activities I used to do are too expensive now that I no longer work. 

So, what would I wish to change my life?
I could wish I won the lottery.
Then I could afford all the activities I used to do.
But that would not make sense without my friends.  

I could wish I had an airplane with a pilot.
Then I could take a trip to see my family and friends.
But I can’t be with them seven days a week. They need to go to work, 
 take care of their kids or maybe travel.

I could wish I had more friends in New York.
Then I could go out with them and have fun.
But I don’t need a wishing machine to know that in each classmate 
 there is a friend.

I could wish I had a job again.
Then I could be independent and start a new life.
But I started a new life one month and a half ago, and I work every 
 day to improve my English to get a job.

Finally, if I could wish for anything to change my life, I would wish 
 to never be hopeless. 
Because hope makes me feel alive.  
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THE BEST NIGHT EVER
Jesus Gomez

 This night was very special for me. I went to the U2 concert in Madison Square 
Garden with my girlfriend. U2 is one of my favorite bands; I know all their songs. I 
bought the tickets five months before the concert. I felt very excited because my 
girlfriend was coming with me. So I decided to make this night more special.
 I thought it was time to propose marriage to her, and that night, the best time 
to give the ring might be when U2 was singing my favorite song. I had the tickets 
with me, so then I needed to buy the ring. I called the best friend of my girlfriend, 
and I asked if she could help me with the ring because I don’t have experience with 
diamonds or their prices. The only thing I know is that my girlfriend likes Tiffany 
rings. I didn’t care about the price. I love her so much. I bought the Tiffany ring. I 
just needed to wait for the day to give it to her. 
 I had plans to give the ring to my girlfriend at the concert, then I thought it 
would be more romantic after the concert, for example at a dinner in a fancy 
restaurant or renting a limousine. But I had another idea. The building where I 
work in a restaurant has 27 floors. I know the security guard, so I told him, “I want 
to have one dinner with my girlfriend on the roof,” and he told me, “Sure. Let me 
know when.” I was there a few times before and could see a beautiful view in the 
night. Now I had the place, and the food was not a problem because I could order 
whatever she wanted from the restaurant where I work. Two days later, I bought the 
Champagne, so I would have it ready. 
 Finally the day came. I worked this day, but I finished before the concert started. 
I met my girlfriend next to Madison Square Garden. She looked beautiful. I felt 
nervous all day. I had the ring with me, and my girlfriend didn’t suspect anything. 
She went ahead of me on the security line. But when the security guard checked 
me, he asked what I had in my pocket, and I started to sweat. I didn’t say anything, 
I only took the ring out very slowly, and I showed it very quickly and turned around, 
and when I turned around, a few girls behind me saw the box and looked surprised 
and said, “Oooh.” One of them said to me, “Good luck.” I told her thank you. I turned 
back around and closed my hand, and I looked in front of me. My girlfriend was 
waiting for me, so I told her, “Let’s go.” She asked me, “Is everything okay?” I told 
her yes, and I put the ring in my pocket. I asked her, “Where are the tickets?” She 
said, “Here, let’s go.” 
 Before we looked for the seats, I told my girlfriend we needed to buy drinks, 
and when the bartender gave me the drinks I noticed that my hand was shaking. I 
needed to control my emotions because I didn’t want my girlfriend to notice this. The 
concert started, so I only needed to wait for my favorite song, and after a couple of 
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songs U2 sang, I felt more relaxed. I had never imagined proposing to my girlfriend 
at a concert. So many things passed through my mind. But finally, U2 started singing 
the song “One,” and I said to myself, This is the moment. I got down on my knees, 
and I said to my girlfriend, “Would you marry me?” She started to cry, and she said 
yes. I gave her a kiss, and we were both singing the song. I felt very proud and 
very happy. 
 When the concert ended, I told her, “Let’s go. I have a surprise for you.” She 
asked me, “Where are we going?” and I told her she only needed to follow me. 
We went to the building where I work, and she thought we would have dinner 
in the restaurant where I work, but when I said hi to the security guard, I entered 
the elevator, and she asked, “Where are we going?” I answered, “Don’t worry. 
Everything is under control,” and she smiled and told me, “I like it.”
 When we got to the last floor, she asked, “What are we doing here?” I said, 
“The cele-bration continues” and started to open a different door. She asked me, 
“Do you know all about what’s here?” I said, “Yes, Dear. I have been here a few 
times.” When I finally opened the last door, and she saw all the buildings around, 
she said, “Thank you. It’s beautiful.” We enjoyed it.
 I asked her, “What do you want to eat?” She answered, “Did you cook here 
on the roof?” I said, “No, I only need to put in an order for you.” She said, “Sounds 
good.” She gave me the order. She wanted a tomato and mozzarella salad with 
grilled shrimp. I called the place where I work and ordered the food. I only needed 
to pick it up in 10 minutes. I told my girlfriend, “I need to go downstairs to pick up 
the food.” 
 I went downstairs, I picked up the food and Champagne that I had bought, and 
very quickly I went upstairs. When I opened the door, my girlfriend was taking a 
picture of the ring, and she told me, “This ring is beautiful,” and she thanked me. At 
this moment I opened the Champagne, and I said to her, “I love you.” 
 We stayed on the roof for three hours. We enjoyed the night, and we remembered 
all the beautiful moments that we shared. This was the best night ever. I hope when 
I marry her, we will have more beautiful nights that we remember forever.  

MY DAUGHTER’S ERASER
Yuki Umeda

 I always ask my daughter, Ayaka, “How was school?” when she comes back 
from school. She always says, “Nothing special.” But today she talked about her 
eraser before I asked, “How was school?”
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 Ayaka’s classmates often borrow an eraser from her, and every classmate is 
surprised about Ayaka’s eraser because her eraser works well. It can erase very 
smoothly. This eraser is not special and not expensive, but she bought it in Japan. 
She also talked about her mechanical pencil. It is a very simple design, but the 
rubber grip of the pencil is very soft and smooth so when her classmates touched 
this mechanical pencil, they liked it. She bought it in Japan, too.
 I worked for an office supply and stationary wholesale company for seven years. 
I always used the newest office supplies and stationary in my office because I could 
use many samples of new products. I enjoyed using new products. My company 
had very simple and basic products. Sometimes there were big hit products. I 
remember some of the good products: a ballpoint pen that doesn’t make your hand 
tired because of the shape of the pen, and a stapler that is easy to use.
 Those products were designed 25 years ago, and now I know more high tech 
writing utensils: an erasable ballpoint pen, a mechanical pencil that doesn’t need 
to click, an eraser that doesn’t make eraser dust. I like those product ideas.
 I think Japanese people like writing utensils, and we desire products that are 
high-quality and easy to use. Therefore manufacturers (companies that design and 
make writing utensils) develop new products that are full of creative ideas.
 Japanese writing utensils are not only high-quality but also cute. Japanese girls 
and women, especially, like to use and collect them. When I was a child, I collected 
erasers that were fruit-shaped and smelled like fruits. I also used a fragrant ink pen. 
I smelled the fruit eraser and pen, and then I felt happy. I think for Japanese girls 
and women, having cute writing utensils and stationary is very important because 
they feel happy using them when they study or work.
 I realize that Japanese writing utensils are one of many Japanese things I am 
proud of.

WHITE CANVAS SHOES 
Angela Ng

 White canvas shoes are my favorite shoes because they are simple, common, 
and easy to match with clothes. I wore many different colors of canvas shoes when 
I was young, but I found that the white canvas shoes were the best ones for me. I 
have come to see them as characteristic of me.
 I like white canvas shoes because they are simple and plain. They represent me 
because I don’t like complicated things and am not a fussy person. I also do not have 
a lot of requests or demands. When I wear them, I feel casual and not complicated.
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 Another reason I like white canvas shoes is that they are common but 
comfortable. When I walk in them, I don’t feel any weight or pain on my feet, no 
matter how far I walk. I like to live an easygoing life and do not look for fame or 
power. I also do not look for the spotlight. 
 The last reason why canvas shoes are representative of me is because they are 
easily matched with clothes. A pair of white canvas shoes makes a good partner 
with any outfit. Similarly, I like to get along with other people. I also like it when 
everyone works together and makes a good team. 
 I believe that no shoes are more simple and plain than a pair of white canvas 
shoes. The most wonderful thing is that I can wash them when they get dirty, 
because I like to stay clean, as well.

WINTER MELON
Wai Ping Chan

 Yesterday, my father-in-law was holding a huge melon from my backyard. It 
looked green and was a mature fruit. The winter melon is also called “white gourd.” 
In Chinese, it literally means “winter melon” and is eaten as a vegetable when 
mature. The fruit is fuzzy when young. If it has thick white flesh and turns green, it 
means that it is ready to be eaten. 
 Winter melon is native to South Asia and Southeast Asia. The winter melon is 
widely grown throughout Asia. It requires very warm weather to grow but can be 
stored for 12 months before cut.
 Winter melon is a healthy vegetable used to cook and used for medicinal purposes.
 In Asia, winter melon has been cooked in different cuisines. In Vietnamese 
cuisine, it is usually used to make soup or stew. When cooked with pork short 
ribs, the resulting soup is traditionally thought to help produce more milk for 
breastfeeding mothers. In Chinese cuisine, it has been used as the base filling in 
mooncakes for the Moon Festival. In Indian cuisine, it is used to prepare a candy 
called “pertha.” In Southeast Asia, the drink is widely marketed as winter melon tea 
or punch.
 In my family, everyone likes winter melon. We think that it is healthy to add to 
every dish.
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HOMEMADE MOSQUITO REPELLENT
Elia Cheng

 Last summer, my family and I went to Puerto Rico. We enjoyed so many 
different activities outside, like swimming, fishing, hiking, walking around the town, 
and seeing the sunset every day. But after 6 p.m., there were a lot of awful and ugly 
mosquitoes trying to bite us. We always put on Off! as a mosquito repellent. One 
day, we used all the repellent and the supermarket didn’t have more. I tried to find 
some natural repellent that would be less toxic to the skin. Unfortunately, I didn’t 
find one, so I asked the cashier for a natural repellent. She told me that it didn’t 
exist. But an elderly woman behind me told me about her homemade mosquito 
repellent that is easy to make and find the ingredients for. 
 
 These ingredients are:
         —a spray bottle
         —16 oz. of alcohol
         —3.5 oz. of whole cloves (25-30 pieces)
         —12 oz. of baby oil

 How to make or prepare it:
         1.  Put the alcohol into a spray bottle.
         2.  Add the cloves.
         3.  Leave to infuse for four days. Shake every morning and evening. 
         4. After four days, add the oil.
         5.  Shake well before use.

 Now it’s ready to use. Spray it onto your skin, and rub gently. You can put it 
everywhere on your body, like arms, legs, face, etc., before leaving your home.
 When I made it and used it, it worked. The mosquitoes never bit me or my 
children. And the smell is better than Off! I love it! I hope you can try to make it. 
It’s easy and cheap. But I think the most important thing is to protect and prevent 
disease from mosquito bites. 



— 107 —FAVORITE THINGS

MY SPECIAL PLACE
Lisa Szeto

 If you asked me where my special place is, my first choice would be my kitchen. Why?
 It is a place where I have many good memories, and it feels comfortable. My 
kitchen is very simple and not modern. It has one table and four chairs in the corner. 
There is no TV, but there is a radio.
 I remember when my sons were younger they would always do their homework 
and eat snacks at the kitchen table. We would have a special time while we were 
dining. During that time, we talked about school and work and many other things. 
We asked each other a lot of questions. I especially liked to listen to them talk 
about their classmates. We spent a lot of time talking during meals.
 It is a little bit different now. They talk about their jobs while I talk about school 
and the time I spend volunteering at the senior center. We have many topics to 
discuss, and we really enjoy dinnertime.
 When my friends visited me for dinner, they all asked the same question: “Why 
do you and your sons like talking during meals?”
 I said, “You see that my kitchen has no TV. We just enjoy our food and share 
our thinking.”
 In Chinese culture, children don’t speak or ask questions during meals. They 
just eat because talking during a meal is very impolite.
 As a child, if I was talking during a meal, my father would hit my hand or my 
head with chopsticks and stare at me. Afterwards, he would say, “Keep quiet!”
 The truth is I really hate this part of Chinese culture. My parents were not very 
affectionate, and I did not want that to happen in my own family as well. 
 Where is my special place? It is my kitchen. I like to write and read there while 
listening to the radio.

MUSIC PASSION
Watson (P’man) Scriboonwong

 I am just a normal, regular man, not a man with an aesthetic. Since I was young, I 
have never been like Beethoven, Chopin, Mozart, or any world-class classical composer.
 When I was young, I liked to listen to country music because it had a melody 
that made me feel like jumping around to join in.
 Then, when I was a teenager, that period was full of exerting and chasing, so I 
preferred music with a thumping rhythm, like hard rock or heavy metal.
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 But when I became an adult with intelligence and knowledge, I became 
inhibited. I listened to pop or pop-rock, sounds as smooth as a river that still had 
the power of flowing. 
 Recently, I overheard a song from a TV show, and it was touching. The rhythm 
made me feel like I’d never felt before. It was hard to describe that feeling, but I 
was stunned by how beautiful it was. Maybe that was the reason people called it 
“classical music.” From now on, I have to study and listen to more classical music. 
What is your music? 

SOUL OF MUSIC
Nancy Li

 First of all, I have to thank whoever was the first music creator in the world. 
Since I don’t remember when, I can’t live without music. I sing songs every day and 
night. I don’t care if I have a good singing voice because I’m sure that each song 
is coming from the bottom of my heart. Sometimes music can truly express all of 
my emotions; only in music can I find my confidence and “soul conversations,” and 
when I get hurt and upset, music can calm and comfort me.
 I can say music has become the most important part of my life and my soul’s 
confession. While I am singing, it makes my spirits high, and I feel like only the 
music and I fly in the world. This is my true feeling.
 I don’t have better words to express all my gratitude for all the things of the 
world I love, but I hope anyone who has ever heard my song can find that there’s 
some significance.
 Finally, I’ll try my best to sing each song more meaningfully in the future and 
also hope that everyone can find that pleasure and fun in music, just like me.

EXERCISE IS MY LIFE
Jesus Gomez

 When I was a child, I started to do exercise, not only soccer. I tried different 
kinds of sports. For example, when I was nine years old, I practiced kung fu. This 
discipline taught me how to control my body and mind, not only how to fight.
 This was my first sport. I remember I didn’t like it at first, but in a couple of 
weeks I changed my mind. In every class, I learned something new, and I made 
new friends.
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 I practiced kung fu for three years. It was the best experience in my life. After 
that, I ran one marathon when I visited my cousin in the summer. I won this marathon. 
It was amazing, and I won my first medal. 
 Another sport was baseball. I played a couple of times, but I didn’t like it too 
much, so I decided to try something different, and I started to play soccer every 
day. This was my college passion. I had played soccer for a couple of years, but 
one day when I took my test for university, my friend asked me if I liked American 
football. “Not at all, but I will try,” I told him. So I registered for the team, but I needed 
to pass many tests, not only physical, but mental. I passed all the tests, and I won a 
scholarship to study any career in the school I liked, so I felt proud. 
 When I played American football, I needed to work out in the gym every day 
because this sport requires a lot of physical power. But one day I had a problem 
with my knee, so I stopped playing, but I continued working out in the gym.
 One day I decided to stop playing American football. Instead, I would focus on 
the gym workout. In one year, my body changed. One day, somebody asked me, 
“Why don’t you compete in bodybuilding?” I told him I’d think about it. 
 Another day, I went to register to compete. My first time was good: I won a 
trophy. So I decided to compete more times. This was the beginning of my career in 
competing as a professional. 
 After a couple of years, I retired from bodybuilding because I wanted to try 
something different to make me feel better. I started to practice gymnastics, but it 
was more difficult because I had never tried when I was a child. I spent many years 
in gymnastics. I never gave up.
 Now it is my favorite sport because I can connect my body and mind. I feel better 
than I do when playing the other sports. Still, I hope to practice another sport soon.  
     

CAMPING
Angela Ng

 For many reasons, my favorite activity is camping. One thing I like about 
camping is living in the woods, which is exciting, especially when my friends tell 
scary stories at night, even though they scare us half to death.
 One day, we’d play ping-pong or play games around the fire. A group of people 
would come together, talking about funny things and laughing loudly. I enjoy that 
moment because I can see a very important thing in my life: friendship.
 Living in the woods is exciting because I hope to see a black bear or panther. 
If it happens, that would be a great moment in my whole life because I like wild 
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animals, and I don’t see them in the city.
 The next day, we would play a game in which we switch voices when we sing. 
Boys would sing in girls’ voices and girls would sing in boys’ voices. It is so funny. 
If someone loses, someone would be punished. We’d punish him or her by telling 
them to “bark three times like a dog,” or “oink three times like a pig,” etc.
 Lastly, I’d like to talk about friendship and how people get along continuously. It 
is very hard to be in other people’s lives. People should know how to keep in touch 
with each other and how to express concerns for each other by phone calls, letters, 
or emails.
 I want to keep good friends forever because they bring me fun and memories.

THE FUNNIEST PERSON I EVER MET
Sze Ying Wong

 My former co-worker, Karen, had a funny personality and the funniest disposition. 
In my old job, we gave her a nickname, “Whoopi, Whoopi 2.” She had the gift of 
gab. If she could access Hollywood, she could be an accomplished comedian. 
 One Christmas party, in the ballroom of my office, she performed a funny show. 
She could also sing and dance. She was very pretty and active. We were as merry 
as the day was long (idiom from William Shakespeare’s comedy Much Ado about 
Nothing). No doubt, we all have seen and felt it. 
 She always wore a necklace with a pendant and earrings (pure gold). She 
braided her hair and changed her hairstyle at her daughter-in-law’s beauty salon. 
 She was off on Tuesday and Wednesday. Those two days were very quiet. The 
atmosphere was like fog in the morning. We had 25 coworkers. Karen could copy 
how we acted, worked, and talked. She could act exactly like each of us. Other 
department workers walked by our workplace and said, “How come everyone is 
laughing?” She was very intelligent and a hard worker. She was also a kind-hearted 
woman. Every few years, she won “Employee of the Year.”
 Last Thanksgiving, she had a family reunion. During the dinner they all 
gathered at the table, even her eldest daughter’s puppy. She was teasing this 
puppy by holding a yummy fried chicken leg, and giving and taking it away from 
him. She also laughed at the puppy. He tried to get the chicken leg, and you know 
what happened? He bit Karen’s middle finger. It was the middle finger because the 
middle finger is longer than the other fingers on one hand. We all knew this puppy 
bit her by accident. It was not done on purpose. 
 She recalled that when she was young (she had one sister and one brother, 
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but both of them died many years ago), she put a frog in her sister’s bed. It was 
under the blankets as a practical joke, but her sister couldn’t take the joke. She 
was shocked and cried very loudly. Their mother came out from the kitchen to ask, 
“What happened?” When their mom heard what Karen did to her youngest sister, 
she didn’t yell or hit her. She said, “Tonight when you are asleep, I will put a tadpole 
in your mouth.” Karen was scared and had a nightmare. The next morning, her mom 
hugged her and said, “Do not impose on others what you do not want others to 
impose on you. Do not do to others what you do not want others to do to you.”
 As the intelligent daughter of her humorous mom, she definitely had her mom’s 
genes. Today, I am always cracking jokes in class and everywhere. I learned from her. 
She totally changed my personality. Oh, Karen, you are my teacher. I love you immortally. 
 Karen, of course, has influenced me more than any other friends and coworkers. 
Her youngest son got her genes. We always talk on the phone and visit each other 
very often. I’m very lucky to have them. They make my life vivid. Thank you, Karen!

MY IDOL, MARADONA
Jesus Gomez

 Everybody has an idol. For example, mine is Diego Armando Maradona. He 
was born on October 30, 1960 in Buenos Aires, Argentina. Maradona grew up in a 
poor but close-knit household. He received his first soccer ball as a gift at the age 
of three and quickly became devoted to the game.
 I remember when I saw him playing soccer on TV, he motivated me to play 
soccer. I wanted to play like him.
 In 1986, Maradona won the World Cup in Mexico. I didn’t see him play because 
I was five years old, but I saw the videotape of how they played and how he said to 
the news that he would win the cup.
 The most important game for Maradona was played versus England, because 
four years earlier Argentina and England were at war for the Falkland Islands, and 
Argentina lost the war. Maradona looked at this game as something personal. 
 In that game, he also became the most famous player because he scored two 
great goals. The first was a very controversial goal in soccer history because he 
scored with the hand and Maradona called it “The Hand of God.” The other was 
when he received the ball, and he went past five English defenders and scored.
 But not all was perfect. During his career, he was addicted to drugs. The first 
suppression was in 1991 when he played in Napoli, Italy for 15 months. But he never 
gave up. He always came back stronger.
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 In 1994, Maradona played another World Cup with Argentina in the United 
States. Everybody thought that Maradona was over, but he played better. He 
scored one great goal in the second game versus Greece, and he celebrated in 
front of TV.
 After the game, Maradona tested positive for ephedrine and was sent home. 
I remember that day was very sad for me. When I saw him in the news, he said 
the FIFA cut his wings, in other words, cut the legs off him. And also he said, “I am 
human. Everyone makes mistakes.  Nobody is perfect in this world.”
 I want to say to him, “Thank you, Maradona, for all your great moments. You 
always showed the world how to achieve success, no matter how many obstacles 
were in your way. And remember, don’t give up.”
 

TRAVELING AND VISITING
Hung Fei (Steve) Cheng

 Traveling and visiting have become a part of modern life. They not only enrich 
people’s lives, but also increase the knowledge of changes by experiencing more 
variations in every simple aspect of life. I was born in China. My first trip was when 
l was a teenager. Because of the Students’ Big Series of the Chinese Cultural 
Revolution, I visited The 10 Scenes of West Lake in Hangzhou. Then I went up 
north to Shanghai, a big city, to visit the Shanghai Bund, and there was a sea of 
people bustling on the Nanjing Roads. I continued on the Shanghai tour for a few 
days. Ten years later, I moved to Hong Kong to work and live for many years. It’s a 
beautiful, peaceful city in Asia, rich in romance and traditions. Hong Kong is also a 
gourmet paradise and fashion center. It has everything at everyone’s convenience 
and pleasure. Hong Kong’s four seasons are not hot and not cold throughout year. 
On the outskirts of picturesque scenery, people also like restful outings. I love to 
be in Hong Kong, the Pearl of the Orient.
 A few years later, I came to America, seeking a better education and career. 
Life became so busy that taking breaks for vacations was not easy. I went on a tour 
to Orlando, Florida. I visited a few theme parks: Disney World, Future of the World, 
water parks, marine parks, a roller coaster, and a world showcase. I really had fun 
and still retain good memories of this tour. I think traveling, visiting, and wanting to 
go places are among the most exciting experiences in a person’s lifetime. People 
working in a busy metropolis who have a long holiday should consider traveling to 
relax and enjoy themselves. I think it makes life more interesting and significant. 
Young people, in particular, should use their vacations to travel.
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HOT YOGA
Sophia Yuan

 My favorite activity is doing hot yoga. In the hot room, not gulping water, I am 
distracted from my thoughts and focus on flexibility and balance.   
 The first two classes were the toughest because I had no idea how long the 
class was, so I felt trapped.  I was afraid that I might pass out. Many fears came 
to mind. But the teacher said to breathe in through the nose and out through the 
nose. It relaxes the nervous system. 
 I felt terribly inadequate and not in control of my body. But I just kept trying. 
I tried not to compare myself to everyone else. Everyone in the class looked 
amazing, and their bodies were doing exactly what they wanted their bodies to do! 
I told myself that the other people in there were probably not born knowing how to 
do this; they learned and practiced; and I was confident that I could learn, practice, 
and get better and better. 
 Now, I go three times a week. I don’t care what the weather is. It’s unique, 
mentally and physically. It’s an all-season exercise. 
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ALMOST DÉJÀ VU
Watson (P’man) Sriboonwong

 A barley seed will grow to be a barley plant. Identically, all subjects of teaching 
also have their intended target for students. For example, jurisprudence is about law; 
political science is about government; business administration is about marketing; 
economics is about the economy. 
 The graduates of each science are supposed to be fluent and skilled in their 
sciences. However, often they cross over to other jobs because some sciences 
are related to others. For example, a lawyer could develop into a governor, or an 
economist could cross over to become a businessman. But their paths are not full 
of roses. 
 It is not often that they cross over to other jobs by knowledge that has no 
relevance because such opportunities require the right behaviors, many of which 
blend together in a perfect situation.
 Many people think that a millionaire businessman who is splendid and 
admirable in solving problems is such a good choice to be a leader of the country. 
That is a very big mistake because the idea of the businessman is profit-making, 
and the basic idea of the administrator is serving the people. Also, the leader is the 
representative of the country, therefore he or she is supposed to have foresight 
and an impressive personality. 
 A wise Thai monk said, “Faith must include intelligence. Otherwise it will 
become credulity.” Or you may use Thailand as a case study. That country chose a 
millionaire businessman to become prime minister, and later his covetousness led 
the country to disaster, almost to collapse.
 May God bless you. God bless America! 

WHAT IS MONEY?
Rebecca Kong

 What is money? Is it love? Happiness? Good relationships? Is it everything? 
These are hard questions.
 In my childhood, my father always asked me, “Do you have money? Do you 
need money? Here is 10 yuan. Use it carefully” (meaning do not waste money). 
When I was young, I never wasted money; I knew it was not easy for my parents to 
make money. I always saved money to buy books. My parents were hard workers. 
They worked seven days a week. So they just had a few days each year to take us 
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to parks or the countryside. Many weekends, my classmates and I went to the park, 
but many kids came with parents. Sometimes, I felt so sad. Actually, I understood my 
parents; they needed to support three children, two grandmas, and one grandpa. 
To my father, giving me money was love. When I was small, I did not think money 
was important; money does not equal happiness.
 When I was in college, I tried to work some part-time jobs and make some 
money. Then, I found out that making money is not easy. After I finished college, I 
started to work at a company. This was an international company, and I had much 
stress here. I needed to use a computer more than 10 hours a day. My eyes were 
uncomfortable every day. I needed to study how to work and complete every day’s 
work. Then, I could understand my parents more. Life was not easy.
 After some years, I had my own business, and I needed to do many things 
myself. For almost one year, I worked more than 16 hours a day. No weekends and 
no vacations, I had to work after Sunday services. I made money, but I became a 
work machine. I found that this was not a life. My job became my master, and this 
was wrong.
 Now, after becoming a mother, I spend much time with my children, playing in 
the park, reading books in the library, and having vacations in the countryside. I do 
not have much money to give my children, but I use my little money to give them a 
good education, healthy food, love, and life. My children are happy.
 I remember a teacher, Susan, who was an English teacher in my college. She 
was not my teacher in English class, but she was one of my teachers and mothers 
in Christ. Susan was from America. She was very kind, friendly, and a lovely lady. 
She spent more than 10 years of life living in China, and she secretly taught many 
students about the Bible and about Jesus’ love during the nights and weekends. 
She spent most of her money on these students, and she shared her apartment 
with many students. If some students came back to school early before spring or 
fall, and the dormitories were not open, she let students live in her apartment. This 
was a one-bedroom, two living-room house, and six or seven students lived there. 
For an American lady, this was not easy. This is love.
 Many people spend money to give themselves happiness; many people spend 
money to give other people and themselves happiness. I know money is important, 
but I do not believe money is love, happiness, or good relationships. Having a lot of 
money does not equal having love. How you make money and use money is more 
important than having money. “No man can serve two masters.” It does not matter 
if you have money or not; the most important thing is that you do not become 
a servant of money. You will lose the most important things in your life and lose 
yourself. “I have nothing, just money,” are very sad words.
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A GOOD LESSON FOR ME
Kelly Chen

 “Can I ask you a question?” my co-worker Cheng asked me last Monday.
 “Sure,” I answered.
 “Did you give me back the money for the watch that you bought last month 
at Macy’s? I just received last month’s statement from Macy’s Department Store. 
I forgot whether you gave me the money. Can you check our records?” Cheng 
asked me.
 I said, “Oh, I forget. I can’t remember anything about that date, and I don’t 
have any records about my money.” I really had no idea about that moment. I 
tried to remember, but my brain was empty. I asked Cheng to give me a minute 
to remember. After a few minutes, I remembered that we shopped together, and 
ate lunch together, too. I needed to buy a watch for my friend Lily. So we went 
shopping at Macy’s. When I paid at the counter, Cheng told me she could pay for 
me, using her Macy’s card. It could add points to her card. So she paid for me. But 
I couldn’t remember the next step. I said to Cheng, “I can’t remember more now. 
Maybe I didn’t give the money back to you.”
 Cheng said, “Can you try again to remember?” 
 I said, “Sorry. I really have no idea. I want to pay this bill for you.”
 She said, “Okay.” So I gave the cash to her.
 When I had time in the evening, I opened my computer and listened to the 
WeChat record with my friend Lily on the date when I bought the watch. Suddenly, 
I remembered every detail about that date. Here was the story:
 I was in the waiting line to pay for the watch, with my cash in hand. Cheng said 
she could pay for me and use her Macy’s card. I said, “Okay.” And then I gave her 
the cash from my hand. And I said, “This is for my friend. I need to give her the 
receipt.” And I gave it to my friend another day. That’s why I couldn’t remember 
after a month. 
 I met Cheng the next day. I said to her, “I want to tell you something.”
 She also said, “I have something to tell you, too.” 
 I said, “You first.”
 She said, “I found a note about the watch. You paid me already. I’m sorry. I 
forgot.” Then she gave me back the money.
 I said, “It doesn’t matter. I also want to tell you that I remembered something 
about it. It’s the same as you said.”
 This is a very good lesson for me. I think I need to learn something about basic 
financial accounting. A note is preferable to the best memory. 
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THANKS TO TECHNOLOGY
Phachara (Noom) Tangsee

 It has been four months since I came to the U.S. Everything seems new to me: 
complicated subway systems, crowded populations, and massive cars. The cluster of 
skyscrapers situated in close proximity makes me feel smaller and invisible. Actually, 
this is not my first time living away from my family, but it is the first time for my mother 
to use advanced technology to keep in touch with me during our separation. 
 In 2008, at the age of 17, I attended Fremont High School in Michigan for 
one year as an exchange student. It was my first time being apart from my loved 
ones. I remember every single second that I suffered from missing family, but I 
couldn’t do much at that time as the communication technology services were 
extremely limited. The only accessible method to talk to my parents was a phone 
call. However, making an international call was too expensive. It was the largest 
investment I had ever made in my life. Then we mutually agreed that once a week 
was enough, but this caused me to miss them even more and more, time and 
again. I spent most of the time before bed praying and begging God to let Saturday 
come fast, so that I could share, talk, fill the missing piece of my heart, and have the 
courage to face reality.
 And again, in May 2014, I had to leave my family behind to pursue my dream 
in New York, the city to which no place else in the world can compare. Nothing 
feels the same. This time I am not terrified of loneliness or sadness. I don’t have to 
immerse myself in thinking too much about my family in Thailand; it is not because 
I do not miss them, but technology makes the distance shorter. My mother has 
started using technology, like the iPad, ever since I told her that I would be leaving 
for New York. I had taught her how to use it, especially video calling, before I left. 
Now every morning my mother calls me. The two of us sit in front of the camera 
facing one another, and it feels like we are living in the same place. We always have 
a meal talk and cannot identify what it should be called, breakfast talk or dinner 
talk, as we know that it is their dinnertime in Thailand during my breakfast time 
in New York. We enjoy expressing and sharing our jokes over the video calls; we 
laugh so hard. It never fails to put a smile on my face. It makes every day of mine 
here become brighter, like the color of the sky after the rain, and I am sure that 
when they are sleeping, they do not have a reason to cry because I am always their 
sweet dream.     
 Thanks to technology and the ones who created it. 
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TECHNOLOGY
Lorena Mejia

 I wonder how the world will be in the future, when technology advances. Many 
people think that life is better with it, but is it true?
 If you look at what happens, actually everything is easier. When you want to go 
somewhere, you get in a car. When you want to get information, you search on the 
Internet. That saves everybody time in walking and thinking. To do a math problem, it 
is easier than ever with a calculator. I’m not saying it’s not necessary. But if you really 
think about that, a calculator doesn’t let you analyze because you get the answer 
quickly. So what are you going to do if you lose it? My teacher always asks that.
 I really worry about the fact that everything has changed. For example, when 
people have a cell phone in their hands, they begin to ignore others. They don’t 
care what is happening around them because they prefer to chat on their cell 
phones. They walk and chat at the same time. I’ll never forget when I saw a couple 
on a date at a restaurant that I went to. They weren’t talking; they were just using 
their cell phones. Instead, they should’ve been laughing and eating. I thought it 
was a big mistake.
 Even most children have access to technology at an early age, and they prefer 
to just play on the iPad, cell phone or watch TV, instead of playing with toys most 
the time. What they don’t know is that when you play with toys, you are using your 
brain, and it helps you develop and grow.
 Technology makes our lives easier, and it’s important that you know how to use 
it well in the correct moment. But sometimes you have to get away from it. 

THE SOCIAL NETWORK
Jesus Gomez

 In 2008, I started to use Facebook and Instagram. I felt very happy because 
somebody told me that I could find my old friends and family in these networks. I 
started to post my pictures and videos every day. Also, I thought that the applications 
were nice. I could comment on the pictures or the videos. In a couple of weeks, I 
had more than one thousand friends, so every day I wasted more time on it than on 
other activities. 
 So from my own experience, I came to the conclusion that social media can 
be very helpful and unite people that are far away from each other, but at the 
same time they can steal time from us if we don’t know how to balance it. I still use 
Facebook and other websites, but I control the amount of time I spend using them. 
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I BELIEVE
Fang (Vivian) Tang

I believe that one day the rivers will be dried. 
I believe that one day the animals will be dead. 
I believe that one day the forest will disappear.
I believe that one day the ocean will cover the land.
And finally, no more human beings will be on Earth.
Stop abusing the planet.
Start protecting the environment. 

TO MY DEAR EARTH
Lorena Mejia 

To my dear earth
Who I love with all my heart
I want to dedicate these words
I wish that this sounds like a song
Green valleys, a blue sky, cover the beautiful scene
From the highest top I close my eyes and I can feel
I’m fortunate here
When the sky cries, the flowers smile
Because I think they’re feeling alive
Who says it is always sadness’s tears?
The sky was just joking to wet the earth
How can you forget the big oceans when you see a map?
The people think there are many fantastic creatures inside
Let’s take care of our only home
Love the earth as if it was your own child 

I believe that one day the rivers will be dried. 
I believe that one day the animals will be dead. 
I believe that one day the forest will disappear.
I believe that one day the ocean will cover the land.
And finally, no more human beings will be on Earth.
Stop abusing the planet.
Start protecting the environment. 

To my dear earth
Who I love with all my heart
I want to dedicate these words
I wish that this sounds like a song
Green valleys, a blue sky, cover the beautiful scene
From the highest top I close my eyes and I can feel
I’m fortunate here
When the sky cries, the flowers smile
Because I think they’re feeling alive
Who says it is always sadness’s tears?
The sky was just joking to wet the earth
How can you forget the big oceans when you see a map?
The people think there are many fantastic creatures inside
Let’s take care of our only home
Love the earth as if it was your own child
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LIFE NEEDS SUPPORT
Sze Ying Wong

 “A sight for sore eyes.” It is an orchid, my favorite flower, and a pick-me-up. 
 Twenty years ago, my husband and I had gone to the old World Trade Center 
to see the Orchid Show, and until now I had never forgotten the greatest luxury in 
my life. 
 These flowers are not sold in every flower shop. The orchid is a plant grown in 
a greenhouse. Some orchids are sharp, some are bizarre, queer, and strange. But 
all are so lovely. 
 The orchid is beautiful like heaven. They have a variety of colors, but every 
flower needs a wooden stick or iron stick for support to grow up and live. 
 This reminded me that the orchid’s life is like human life. When babies are 
born, they need parents’ and grandparents’ guidance to take care of and support 
them. Children, from five years, need teachers to teach them. After we grow up and 
get married, the married couple helps each other. When we go to work, we are also 
interacting. Our siblings, children, neighbors, and friends are important, too. And 
when people get older or disabled, they need a home attendant to help them out. 
 Throughout our lives, we need somebody to support us, like the orchid needs 
the stick.  
                                                     

TO BELIEVE OR NOT TO BELIEVE 
Jesus Gomez

 When I was a child, my parents thought religion was the most important thing. 
In our house, we had candles with pictures of angels and the Virgin Mary.
 I remember that we went to church every Sunday to give thanks to God for 
food, health, and shelter. I never asked my parents why we were Catholic; I just 
listened to what they said about our religion. 
 A very special day that all Mexicans celebrate is December 12th, the day of the 
Virgin Mary. I liked this day because I would visit my father at work and invite a couple 
of my friends. Every year, we got a lot of food and gifts, and we had a lot of fun.
 When I moved to the United States, I started to think more about religion. In 
Mexico, we don’t have a lot of different religions. I began to compare Catholicism 
with other religions and came to my own conclusions about religion.
 I don’t believe in any religion because I was a member of the Catholic Church 
for years, and it seems as if their only interest is money. The Church charges money 
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for everything. My parents had to pay for their baptisms, others had to pay the 
priest if they wanted to be married or if someone died. We never received anything 
from the Church.
 When the Pope visited Mexico and got paid $10 million in four days, people 
were happy because it was their first time seeing him. The Pope charged $36 a 
minute while Mexican workers earn eight dollars an hour.
 My conclusion is that everyone can believe in something, but religion shouldn’t 
play with peoples’ feelings or charge money for everything. I don’t want to offend 
anyone; I just wrote what I thought.

I CHOOSE TO BELIEVE IN GOD
Qiao Zhuang (Grace) Zhang

 I seldom carefully thought about my beliefs when I lived in China. After I came to 
the United States in 1998, I got to experience Christianity as my belief step by step.
 From some materials I read, I came to know that America was established on 
the foundation of the Holy Bible. There are many churches in the cities and the 
suburbs. There are different names for each church. Although now many people 
choose to stay out of the muddy water of different religions, American culture and 
customs have been steeped and baptized in the Christian religions. Those have 
made America a great and tolerant country. They attract many people all around 
the world to come to the United States for their American dreams. But now we 
see more people just come here for the good resources and benefits. American 
people used to be more friendly and open-minded. Now they are kind of lost 
and have become worldly-wise and play it safe. Many people would rather use 
their votes to support a “crown” president candidate. I think this is because of the 
American people’s restless and dissatisfied emotions.
 My belief was very attracted by the love of American Christians in Kansas. 
They were willing to spend their time with me when I just arrived in America and 
felt so lonely. They drove me to their homes and their churches. They cared about 
my future and tried to get a Chinese Bible for me. Later, in New Jersey, many 
Taiwanese Christians showed great love to me. They took me to their houses 
and let me enjoy the warmth of a family. Once in a while, when I stumbled into 
depression in this uninteresting world, I called them and asked to live in their 
houses to recuperate until I had the strength to face the world. I listened to many 
testimonies of Chinese student leaders of the Tiananmen Square incident. They 
told many detailed and touching stories of how they transformed from Communist 
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fighters to Jesus’ followers. Many of them became pastors later and led millions 
of Chinese to believe in this “American God.” Actually, God is God. He is does 
not belong to the Jews, Europeans, Americans, Latin Americans, Koreans, or the 
Chinese. He is God for the whole world. 

GOD IS WITH US
Qiao Zhuang (Grace) Zhang

 Today a man came into my husband’s and my store and asked about a kind 
of liquor. I showed him a small bottle. He said, “Where’s the biggest one?” I gave 
him a tour of all the sizes. He raised his hand and showed me a plastic container. 
There was a picture on the container. It seemed to be a man’s body, full of blood. Is 
it Jesus? I thought. My husband said, in Chinese, “Ignore this crazy man!” The man 
lowered his hand and acted like he was ready to leave.
 He exited. From the store’s camera, I saw him not leaving, but standing in front 
of the door. He raised his hand again and pointed his container at something on 
the door. I knew there is an ad of a woman model with an alcoholic beverage in 
her hand. I remembered that the woman has a tattoo on one of her arms. It says: 上
帝与你同在. It means God is with you. I remembered I had explained the Chinese 
characters to my children. 
 The man was still there, seriously pointing his container at the paper woman, 
his lips opening and closing. It was like his container had some power over the 
woman. It was weird.
 There was another guy in our store at the same time. He was walking and 
talking near the door. He was from the management of this building. He was 
waiting for an inspector. As the man outside of the door looked more and more 
suspicious and odd to me, I became nervous and grabbed the store phone in my 
hand and wondered if I would need to dial 911 any second. I advised the man from 
management, “Be careful! The guy is so weird.”
 A news story popped into my mind. Recently, in Taiwan, there was a four-year-
old girl who went with her mom to pick up her younger siblings. They were walking 
on a busy street in a city. Suddenly a man grabbed the little girl. Her mom noticed 
and screamed for help. People in the street immediately helped, but everything 
was so sudden and quick. The girl was beheaded by the crazy man with a kitchen 
knife. The girl’s body was lying miserably on the curb of the street.
 Finally, the strange man went away from our store. I was reminded that I hadn’t 
prayed for him and for so many homeless and mentally ill people everywhere on 
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the streets. Does God have any plan for them? Will they have salvation? Will they 
ever get back to normal? 
 I felt thankful that I haven’t become so crazy; I still enjoy taking care of my 
loved ones.  

THE ONE-CHILD POLICY IN CHINA
Angela Ng

 China is an over-populated country. Because there are so many people, the 
government of China established the one-child policy, starting in the 1970s. Even 
though the one-child policy has had many good results, I still do not agree with the 
one-child policy because Chinese families want only boys, to carry on the family 
name, and girls are often aborted. Also, the single child will be lonely. 
 First, the one-child policy supports the Chinese idea of only boys carrying 
on the family name. Many Chinese families will kill their baby girls. However, girls 
deserve a life, too. The killing of baby girls because of their sex is cruel; they did 
not choose to be girls. Also, parents should not kill their own children just because 
the parents did not get what they wanted.
 Secondly, because girls are often killed, many men cannot find wives. If the 
number of men is greater than the number of women, then the population will 
decrease; without women, the next generation cannot exist.
 Third, if couples are restricted to having only one child, they might spoil that 
child, or worse, the single child might be lonely. When the child grows up, he or she 
might not know how to communicate with others and may lack social skills. 
 In conclusion, as the population in China decreases, it will have negative effects 
on single children. It is also very cruel and inhumane to kill your own children. 
Additionally, without women, there won’t be a next generation in China.  

THE TEACHERS
Lorena Mejia

 While we are in high school, sometimes we don’t value our teachers. Or we 
think that they aren’t too important. But we are wrong.
 I’ll never forget my teachers from the last grade of high school. In the beginning, 
a few years ago, before I was about to finish high school, I listened to stories from 
other students about this teacher. I was scared to get to the 11th grade. They used 
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to say things like, “That teacher always makes you fail the subject.” Or “She always 
gives you a low score even if you do your best,” etc. But when we got to the 
11th grade, we saw the opposite from what we’d heard. First, this teacher always 
wanted to celebrate our birthdays. She was also always worried if we were bad in 
other subjects. She even talked with the other teachers to help us out.
 Then, I could understand the stories. She wasn’t a bad person like other people 
said. She was strict in what she thought, but her profession was her passion. I will 
never forget the advice that she used to tell us, like, “Do good in life,” or “Always 
have goals.”
 She made even the worst student able to graduate with her advice. She was 
like a second mother to us, and I know everybody remembers her like that. I didn’t 
know why other students who graduated always came back to visit her, but now 
I know the reason. I’ll always remember my teacher as somebody special. I think 
every teacher is special. They don’t just teach us a subject, sometimes they teach 
us something else that leaves footprints in our heart. 

SEEING  
Sze Ying Wong

 Most people have good, bright, and healthy eyes, but some people do not. 
When they have good sight, many people don’t cherish it. But good vision would be 
cherished by someone born blind or blinded by accident, heredity (from their parents) 
or from diseases such as diabetes or glaucoma, or medicines, or other reasons. 
 When I have walked on the street or taken transportation, I have seen some 
blind people walk with a special stick (red and white color). First, in my mind, I felt 
sorry for them. I thought if I went blind, my life would be terrible, worse than death. 
I remember in my childhood in Hong Kong (New Territory), the blind parents were 
led by their children. Dad’s hand held onto the children’s shoulder. Ma’s hand held 
onto Dad’s shoulder to go everywhere they wanted. The children were very filial 
and helpful.
 In America, I have never seen this scene. Those blind people were always alone 
or with guide dogs. Once in a while, I’ve seen a mom escort her blind son or daughter. 
 Ten years ago, I sat on a bus and a lady sat next to me who had a guide dog. 
We talked to each other. She told me, “When I became blind, I was very frightened, 
helpless, depressed, and anxious, but now I have a guide dog. He is my eyes, 
family, and best friend.” She said, “In New York, they don’t have too many guide 
dogs. Ten years ago, there were only 70 guide dogs. I am lucky to have one. One 
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thing is very important: Strangers can’t feed, play with, or touch the guide dog.”
 In 1992, I knew a blind Chinese pain-management doctor. He cured my pain, 
but we were unlucky. One year later, he was dead from stomach cancer. I also 
knew one blind Chinese lawyer named Siu. He was very intelligent and tough. He 
helped a lot of clients with workmen’s compensation and disability cases. 
 Hopefully, everyone takes good care of their eyes. Like some people wear 
contact lenses, so they must have good hygiene. It is right to wash hands before 
putting the contact lenses in and taking them out before going to sleep. 
 Don’t over-use technology. Limit your time on the computer, TV, and iPhone; 
don’t be an addict and watch overnight. 
 When you are getting old, your eyesight will diminish. Therefore, from 
childhood, everyone should take good care of their eyes, for example, by eating a 
lot of Vitamin A foods, like carrots. Then we can see the vivid world with all its good 
and bad things—blue sky and white clouds, sun, moon, trees, fish, etc. 

SEEING, PART 2
Sze Ying Wong

 This summer I watched a long opera named “Walk with Me” on TVB, a channel 
from Hong Kong. The whole story told about a young lady who was blinded three 
years earlier. She was a bright and optimistic lady named Shun. She got a guide 
dog (yellow ears and beige body, very beautiful). 
 One day she sat on a bench in the park. A guy sat next to her who was tall and 
good-looking. He was a move designer whose name was Mr. Kim. For his movie, 
named “Love Is Omnipotent,” he made a lot of free angel key-chains to give out, 
and Miss Shun got one. Miss Shun’s guide dog kept licking Mr. Kim’s hand and 
angel key-chain. That started the conversation between Miss Shun and Mr. Kim.
 One day they found out they lived in the same building and next to each other. 
Mr. Kim jokes with her: “I’m an ugly, short guy, with a bald head and big belly. Call 
me Big Uncle.” Later on, Kim and Sun were good neighbors.
 A few years later, Miss Shun’s guide dog was very sick, so they brought the 
dog to the animal hospital. The veterinarian said, “This guide dog needs to retire.” 
So Miss Shun sent him back to Korea. She missed this dog so much that she was 
depressed and anxious. But Mr. Kim helped her. He taught her how to take the bus 
to work, he hiked and watched how she took the bus, in case she needed help.
 Both of them were euphoric (very happy); she was lucky to have Mr. Kim.
 One day, Mr. Kim and Miss Shun joined a running marathon as a pair. In this 
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marathon, each pair was one blind person and one sighted person as navigator. 
A whole team was running. Shun and Kim talked to their ex-boyfriends and ex-
girlfriends. Shun finally said, “I can’t believe I can run with you.”
 Blind people can run and talk to each other in this marathon. I know they can do 
a lot of things in their lives. Some of them are very strong and tough. But they need 
and hope to have someone to “walk with them,” such as people or a guide dog.
 This is my opinion. I hope people can volunteer to help them, God willing. 

FAILURE IS THE MOTHER OF SUCCESS
Lian Di Jiang

 All of us experience failure every now and then. Failure or the threat of failure 
is something that we have to live with all our lives.
 Although some people avoid failure at all costs, some people welcome it. 
Failure can be a good teacher. It always teaches us to go the second time around. 
As people say, “The more you try, the more you’ll succeed.”
 There is some wisdom to be learned from failure. If we can learn to turn a 
failure to our advantage, we will have learned another secret to success.

WHAT IS HAPPINESS?
Galyna Nyzhnyk

 When my relatives or friends have birthdays, I always congratulate them and 
wish them happiness. Once, I heard from one man the response “What kind of 
word is ‘happiness’? What does it mean? This kind of abstraction we cannot touch, 
nor see, nor smell, nor taste, nor hear. If it’s not clear, why wish for it? It would be 
better to wish for a lot of money!” 
 I thought about these words and asked myself whether it was really so. But the 
more I thought about it, the more I had the opposite opinion. I continue to think the 
same because I believe that we are the owners of “happiness”; everyone has their 
own “happiness.” Just not everyone understands it like me, so that they don’t even 
notice it, don’t hear, don’t see, and don’t feel it. 
 So, what is “happiness”?
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 This is (probably not complete) my understanding of “happiness.” I know only 
one thing: It consists of our daily life, moments of touches, kisses, looks, smells, 
tastes, words, and the ability to hear, see, and feel it. 
 I’m happy, and I wish you will always be happy.

When you see the eyes of a loved one every day;
When the smell of freshly-brewed coffee wakes you up every morning;
When the rustle of the yellowed leaves under your feet makes you 
 dive into yourself;
When you taste your mom’s pie and thank God that she is still alive;
When you feel a touch, gentle and careful, from which the warmth 
 spreads through the body and envelopes you;
When she hears, “Be my wife!” and he hears, “Yes!”;
When your doctor at the hospital says, “You are healthy!”;
When a child is told at an orphanage, “Gather your things. Mom 
 came for you!”;
When a desperate couple is told, “Congratulations! You will have a baby!”; 
When you do what you really love—work or hobby;
When you have people who are for you in a difficult moment, saying, 
 “I’m with you!”; 
When you are charmed by your baby’s smell, his fingers and touches, 
 his angelic smile, and attachment to the breast;
When you meet old age in the family circle and not in a retirement home;
When you cooked a favorite children’s dish and the children secretly 
 take some pieces and think that you don’t see; 
When your family is all healthy, you know where they are, and no one 
 is in prison;
When your child gives you a map of your home so you find the “heart” 
 which your child painted and wrote, “I love you, Mom”;
When a half-word understands the other half; 
When someone says to you, “Wear a hat! It’s cold!,” and checks whether 
 you took gloves and puts an apple in your bag;
When you come home tired and somebody says, “Relax! I will do it!”
When you know that you would get a star from the sky, that you 
 would go around half the world, to make life incredible for your 
 dear man.
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HAPPINESS IS ALWAYS AROUND YOU
Selina Chong

 One evening my friend called me and told me she was not happy after her 
retirement. She complained that she had nothing to do since she stopped working. 
Every day was boring. Her husband did not help her to clean the house or do the 
laundry and had become lazier than before. I told her that she needed to learn how 
to make herself happy. 
 Actually, there are many things in our daily lives that can make us happy. 
Sometimes when I feel bored, I turn on the CD with my favorite songs. At the same 
time, I sit down on the sofa to have a cup of coffee. Then, I always feel more 
comfortable and relaxed. When I feel blue, I like to open photo albums to look at 
old pictures of my family and friends. We were so young at that time. Those were 
the “good old days. “ Occasionally, I like to have lunch at a restaurant with several 
families. We usually order a few dishes of dim sum (Cantonese dumplings) and 
some special dishes. Of course we also need a pot of hot Chinese tea. While we 
eat, we also talk. We call this our happy hour. At that moment our troubles and 
problems are gone. Sometimes I like to cook a bowl of instant noodles with a few 
drops of sesame oil on top. While I eat, I read a comic book to make me laugh.
 All these unimportant things and little events can make you and me happy. 
Optimistic people are always happy. Satisfied people are always happy. Remember, 
complain less; be more joyful. Happiness is always around you!
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WE ARE SIBLINGS
Qiong (June) Zhou

The world has 197 countries
We have seven billion siblings
They have different colored skins
They have different languages
They have different religions
They have different customs and traditions
But that does not matter
We are brothers and sisters

Although there are many problems in the world
Natural and man-made disasters
Are continually occurring
Under the shadows of war
We lose relatives suddenly
If we don’t have peace in the world
The happier life will fly away
We should try to save a life from extinction

The world is a big family
So many brothers and sisters
Still in the struggle to achieve happiness
Let’s join our hands to strive for peace
Each of us is responsible
To build our own beautiful home
Let us be in a safe world surrounded by happy and healthy growth
Because we are siblings.

The world has 197 countries
We have seven billion siblings
They have different colored skins
They have different languages
They have different religions
They have different customs and traditions
But that does not matter
We are brothers and sisters

Although there are many problems in the world
Natural and man-made disasters
Are continually occurring
Under the shadows of war
We lose relatives suddenly
If we don’t have peace in the world
The happier life will fly away
We should try to save a life from extinction

The world is a big family
So many brothers and sisters
Still in the struggle to achieve happiness
Let’s join our hands to strive for peace
Each of us is responsible
To build our own beautiful home
Let us be in a safe world surrounded by happy and healthy growth
Because we are siblings
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A RAINY, CHILLY, BEAUTIFUL DAY
Jesus Gomez

 It was Wednesday morning, a regular day, but it looked particularly beautiful to 
me. It was raining, and it was a little bit chilly. I took the bus to my work. The bus ran 
on Fifth Avenue next to Central Park. There was a lot of traffic, and the bus moved 
very slowly. I thought it was a bad idea to take the bus because I don’t like to arrive 
late for my work, but when I looked through the window it was beautiful as I saw 
the rain and the leaves on the trees turning different colors. It was amazing that for 
one moment I could forget I was going to work and that I was late for work. 
 I hadn’t felt something like that for a long time. I remember the days growing up 
in Mexico when I played with my friends in the rain. Nobody cared about being wet 
or getting sick. After we finished playing, everybody went home, and my mother 
was very mad. She told me, “If you get sick, don’t tell me. I don’t want to hear that 
you are sick, and you don’t want to go to school.”
 I told my mama, “Don’t worry. I am not going to tell you anything.” After my 
mama finished talking to me, I took a very hot shower. Then my mama made me 
hot chocolate and called me to the kitchen, where I drank my hot chocolate. I went 
to the living room and lay down on the sofa for hours. I felt great. 
 Finally, the bus started moving faster, and I could see a few people walking 
down the street. Everybody had an umbrella. But I saw one old lady with a little kid 
who started playing in the water. He opened his arms and started jumping. I said to 
myself: This is what I’m talking about. Sometimes you need to enjoy the day, and it 
doesn’t matter if it is raining, sunny, or snowing. You can enjoy every moment. This 
was my beautiful day. That was when I felt happy. When I remembered the day in 
Mexico, it motivated me to write this essay.

MY MOM
Xiu Lin*

 My mother’s name is Li Ru Xin. She was born in Taishan, China. My mom and 
my dad came to the United States in 1994. My dad passed away in 2006.
 My mom is short and heavy. She has very short hair, and she still has black hair 
(she doesn’t dye it). My hair is not like my mom’s. I have a lot of white hair. But my 
nose is like my mom’s. We have ugly noses.
 My mom likes to watch TV, but she can’t read the newspaper because she has 
poor vision. She likes to cook. When I go to her home, she keeps calling me to eat. 
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She is very hardworking, and she doesn’t waste money. 
 Every morning she goes to the park to exercise. But she fell down and fractured 
her lower backbone. The doctor told her to have surgery, but she says no because she 
doesn’t believe in surgery. She just stretches her joints, and now she can walk slowly.
 My mom is not fun. In my memory, she did not laugh or smile. I’ve never seen 
her teeth. She has many wrinkles on her face. She worries too much, always feels 
sad, always thinks bad things. I always remind her, “Think good things, you’ll feel 
good.” But it’s very difficult to change her thinking.
 She tells me when she was 12 years old, she was a very happy girl. She had a 
sister and a brother and two parents who loved her so much. In her hometown, her 
parents had a good business. Her family was rich.
 But in the Second World War, the Japanese army entered their town. Her 
parents and her sister all died. There was only her and her brother. She was 12 
years old and her brother was 14 years old. No food, no job, no money. Someone 
sold my mother to a family in another town to work for them in their home.
 She lost a lot of hair, and she became thin. Every day she worked a lot: cooking, 
washing clothes, cleaning the house. At night she cried and cried and cried in her 
bed. She missed her brother. She wanted to go back to her hometown and bring 
her brother to her new town. But she was too young and didn’t know how to go 
back. Later, she heard her brother had starved to death.
 Forty years ago, one day we were at home and we heard a man in the street 
speaking loudly. I saw my mom run out the door, and she followed the man to look 
at his face. I asked my mom, “Do you know him?” My mom said, “I don’t know him. 
I heard his voice, and it is like my brother’s.” Oh, she still misses her brother.
 When she was 65 years old, one day I saw her crying. I asked, “Mom, why are 
you crying?” She said she missed her mom.
 Now my mom is 86 years old. She doesn’t cry anymore. She is trying to relax. 
She is trying to open her mouth to smile.     

*Xiu Lin was a student in Jon Eckblad’s class. 
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NO SPANISH—NO FOOD
Elia Cheng

 My best slogan for my children is “No Spanish—No food.” Why? Because I 
believe when someone immigrates to another country, we must not only learn 
about a new culture, we must keep our culture, language, food, etc., and teach our 
kids where we are from. My father immigrated from Communist China to Venezuela 
in search of a better life for himself and his siblings. My father was 18 years old 
at the time. He had only the clothes that he wore, and he made some friends 
during the trip. My father didn’t know, understand, or speak Spanish, but he and 
his friends got jobs in a small coffee shop. They learned how to speak, write, read, 
and understand by talking with their boss and the customers, listening to the radio 
and watching TV, and the generous and kind boss helped them with reading and 
writing. My father tried to memorize the whole menu, and his boss told him, “If you 
say correctly in Spanish the food that you want to eat, I will give it to you.” This is 
the real reason he leaned a lot of Spanish and also saved money on food. He told 
me, “No Spanish—no food.” 
 My story is similar to my father’s. but I want my children to retain the old 
language as well as learn the new one. I moved from Venezuela to Puerto Rico, 
where my children were born, then to New Jersey, and now to New York, because 
I wanted to have a good education for my kids and a better life for us. In the United 
States, I needed to learn English, which was not easy but not impossible. One way 
to learn English was helping my kids with their homework and talking to them in 
English. Since I had grown up speaking Spanish, and my children spoke Spanish 
in Puerto Rico, I thought they should keep their culture, food, and language. So we 
have an agreement: At least three days a week, we have to speak, read, watch TV 
or movies, and do any activities (playing card games, dominoes, etc.) in Spanish. 
 My youngest child, Victor, didn’t speak, read, or understand Spanish because 
he was only 18 months old when we left Puerto Rico. To help Victor learn Spanish, 
I said, “No Spanish—no food.” For example, Victor said, “Mommy, I want to eat 
something that looks like a white circle with ham inside, a food from Venezuela 
you made for us on the weekend.” Me: “If you want to eat it, you have to say it in 
Spanish. Please say ‘arepa.’  If you don’t say it, you don’t get it. No Spanish—no 
food.” He tried many times to say it, but when he did it sounded a little strange. 
Finally, he said, “Mami, yo quiero comer arepa.” (Mom, I want to eat arepa.) Me: “I 
will make some arepa for you.” 
 Now Victor knows a little Spanish. I’m so proud of him. 
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THE TASTE OF CHILDHOOD
Galyna Nyzhnyk

 We all come from Childhood. It’s a wonderful country and an interesting time 
when we were there. Through our children’s curiosity, spontaneity, and sincerity, 
we questioned the world around us. And Childhood answered us. For some, what 
we saw and heard was quiet and calm, for others interesting and intense. But my 
childhood smells . . . 
 It smells like summer. Every year on summer vacation I went to the village to 
stay with my grandmother. As many as three months of freedom, space, scenery, 
and air! 
 It smells like . . . 

         cool, crisp mornings and dew on the grass, when with my cousin I went 
to herd 
   the cows;
         hot ground and dust on my feet, which playfully ran several miles per 
day;
                  a sandwich—brown bread with lard, onion, and salt—hastily prepared 
and put in 
          my pocket, then somewhere among the grasses consumed with 
pleasure;
                   my bike, which I loved, repaired, and killed, chasing around on it all day;
                   just-torn grass for our little rabbits, who huddled, afraid, with their 
mother;
                           milk, freshly obtained from the cow. It was warm and smelled a 
special way. Every 
   evening, a cup of fresh milk with bread and honey. It was delicious. 
We didn’t 
   need anything else. 
                      summer rain, which refreshed the air and our heads, which washed 
dust from us 
   and the road, which gave life to flowers and greenery and gave us 
breathing 
   space;
                      the books that I “devoured” and read out to the holes, when I was 
sitting on the 
   window sill, which was wet from the rain; 

cool, crisp mornings and dew on the grass, when with my cousin 
 and I went to herd the cows;
hot ground and dust on my feet, which playfully ran several miles 
 per day;
a sandwich—brown bread with lard, onion, and salt—hastily 
 prepared and put in my pocket, then somewhere among the 
 grasses consumed with pleasure;
my bike, which I loved, repaired, and killed, chasing around on it 
 all day;
just-torn grass for our little rabbits, who huddled, afraid, with their mother;
milk, freshly obtained from the cow. It was warm and smelled 
 a special way. Every evening, a cup of fresh milk with bread and 
 honey. It was delicious. We didn’t need anything else. 
summer rain, which refreshed the air and our heads, which washed 
 dust from us and the road, which gave life to flowers and 
 greenery and gave us breathing space;
the books that I “devoured” and read out to the holes, when I was 
 sitting on the window sill, which was wet from the rain; 
donuts, especially with cherries in the middle and sprinkled with 
 powdered sugar, golden on the outside and sweet and plump 
 on the inside—we could not stop eating them; 
my grandmother, who had boundless love for us and forgave us all.  
 She taught and took care of us and asked God for a good fate 
 for us.
my mom and dad, who came for me and took me back to the city to study.
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  I remember everything. I remember all the smells of my childhood. I even feel 
them. They will not change. They are in me.
 And let me tell you, I had a delicious childhood.   
     

MY SECRET NEW YORK
Watson (P’Man) Sriboonwong 

 There are a million ways to deal with pressure, stress, and depression. I have 
many ways to deal with them. One is to go to a place that gives me peace, makes 
me relax and lets my mind blow away. 
 That will bring you to my secret New York. This place has a legendary history 
in our New York City. It is a wonderful place and brings a lot of beautiful memories 
to people from generation to generation. There are so many amazing attractions, 
many sculptures, and much architecture. I am talking about Central Park. 
 My secret spot is located on Bank Rock in the Rambles area. It is “hidden in 
plain sight” on the walkway under the 70th Street transverse. You can see this spot 
from West Drive, just after you head across 79th Street. It’s on the left-hand side. 
 My secret spot has two symbolic trees: a gingko tree and a maple tree. In my 
opinion, they represent two geographies. The gingko is East (Asia) and the maple 
is West (Europe and America). I think it means that no matter where you’re from, 
East or West, we can live under the same roof in peace. 
 There are three benches to sit on in the left edge of the walkway. The first two 
benches are facing Bank Rock Bay, but blocked by a bush on a small hill. The third 
one is beside the gingko tree and directly faces the maple tree. When fall comes, 
the gingko’s leaves will turn a lemon yellow color and the maple’s leaves will be 
bright red. They will create a vivid view, which brings peace. 
 In this atmosphere, I am able to abandon everything and make myself peaceful. 
I can also perform a meditation by focusing on a maple leaf and letting my body 
feel the wind that blows around, feel people walking by and make myself a center 
of the universe, and then lose myself in Mother Nature. 
 I do not go to this spot only in fall; I come here anytime I want. In the other 
seasons, I just sit here under the green gingko leaves and watch the crimson maple 
leaves, waiting for them to change color when fall comes. It’s the same feeling you 
get watching your children grow. It has also given me an understanding of why my 
sister, who lives alone in California, loves to plant flowers. 
 My secret New York spot always makes me calm and relaxed. Even when I am 
bored, I just spend time here to appreciate nature. Do you have a secret New York 
like mine?            
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GOD BLESS YOU!
Qiao Zhuang (Grace) Zhang

 “God bless you!” I’ve been regretting that I didn’t say this out loud in the subway car. 
 That morning, I hurried to run up the stairs and catch the train. I held the subway 
door, shouting (in Chinese) to my two kids, “Hurry up!” 
 “Stupid Chinese b_____!” A harsh voice immediately came into my ears. I was 
stunned. I saw the young lady who had just cursed me standing in front of another 
door. I turned my face, an old lady’s expression in my eyes. A very low-voiced curse 
word slid over my lips.
 The subway moved on. It was quiet. It seemed nothing had happened. However, 
my mind couldn’t stop. I had just done something wrong. I shouldn’t have held the 
door and waited for my kids; I should have waited with them for the next train. It was 
a busy traffic time for all the people. It was unfair to them to be kept waiting.    
 Furthermore, the lady didn’t look in good shape. She must have been 
exhausted and depressed. I was just unlucky to be the last straw that pissed her 
off. The subways of this city have overwhelmed a lot of people. She was just being 
angry then; she didn’t do anything else. She looked pitiful. We all sometimes lose 
our temper. I always try to understand weak people. My spirit reminded me that I 
shouldn’t have cursed her back. I should have burst out, “God bless you!” I was 
comparing how my other response could have made a difference for the people in 
the subway car that morning. 
 May God bless us all!
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     UNIVERSITY SETTLEMENT SOCIETY is one of New York’s most dynamic 
social service institutions, with deep roots on the Lower East Side. Each year University 
Settlement’s diverse programs help over 20,000 low-income and at-risk people build 
better lives for themselves and their families. With an impressive legacy as the first 
settlement house in the United States, University Settlement has been an incubator for 
progressive ideas for 129 years, offering pioneering programs in mental health, early 
childhood education, literacy, and adolescent development that set the standard. Building 
on the strength of this experience, University Settlement now provides services at 21 
locations in lower Manhattan as well as in upper Manhattan and Brooklyn.
     The Adult Literacy Program provides more than 20 ESOL classes, in the daytime, 
evenings, and weekends, including elective classes, such as creative writing and computer, 
to build skills in listening, reading, writing, speaking, and grammar for more than 400 
beginning, intermediate, and advanced adult students. 
     
 For more information: www.universitysettlement.org/us/program/adult_literacy/ 

 THE GALLATIN SCHOOL OF INDIVIDUALIZED STUDY is a small innovative 
school within New York University that began in 1970 and grew out of the educational 
reform movements of the late 1960s. As a small college within a highly regarded research 
institution, Gallatin provides the best of both worlds for its 1,500 undergraduates and 200 
graduate students. In close consultation with faculty academic advisers, students create 
their own curriculum and unique plan for learning, combining Gallatin’s own interdisciplinary 
courses with more traditional courses in various schools of NYU; self-directed education 
through independent studies; and experiential learning through internships at New York 
City’s numerous institutions, businesses, and arts organizations. 
 The Writing Program includes a curriculum of about 35 courses each semester; a Writing 
Center staffed by undergraduate Peer Writing Assistants; several event-series: Global 
Writers, Careers in Writing and Publishing, Writers in Progress, Gallatin Teachers Reading, 
and Students Reading Their Writing; Confluence, an online platform for student writing, art, 
and research; The Gallatin Review, an annual student literary and visual arts magazine; and 
two Civic Engagement Projects: the Literacy Project and Great World Texts. 
 The Literacy Project dates from 2001 and is comprised of a Literacy in Action course that 
combines the study of the adult literacy/ESOL field with volunteer work at several partner 
organizations; a weekly writing class at University Settlement Society; publications of writing 
by adults, including The Literacy Review, Refugee Writing, Changing Every Day, and Where 
I’m From, and the annual all-day Literacy Review Workshops in Teaching Writing to Adults. 
 Great World Texts, which began in fall 2008, consists of a collaboration between Gallatin 
Writing Program faculty and undergraduate mentors with teachers and students at several 
New York City public high schools, which have most recently included the Bronx Academy of 
Letters, Facing History School, and Marta Valle High School. Together, faculty and students 
study a canonical or “contemporary classic” work and create and present writing projects—
including essays, stories, and poems—related to it.


