
                          
Charlottesville, 
March 17th, 2011. 

 

At the Burnley Moran 
Elementary School 
auditorium 211 people 
are attending the 
Voices of Adult Learn-
ers Celebration, one 
of the numerous 
events of the Virginia 
Festival of the Book.  
It’s the 15th edition of 
a writing contest for 
adults involved with 

ESL and GED pro-
grams in this area.  
There are fifteen 
winners of a $25 
prize and a special 
certificate.  There 
are also many 
“runners up”.  They 
are all invited to 
read and share their 
stories.  

 

The celebration be-
gins with a buffet in 
the hall:  everybody 
is talking with each 
other.  There is a 
fullness of joy in the 
air, even if some of 
the readers are get-

ting a little bit nervous.    
Their families, friends, 
teachers, and classmates 
are with them to encour-
age and support them.         

 

At 6:30 p.m., the audito-
rium is full of people:  
the first reader is on the 
stage!  All stories are 
wonderful.  The topics of 
this year are four:  Edu-
cation, Work, Everyday 
Heroes, and Life Can Be 
Funny.  In this way, the 

atmosphere in the audi-
torium  is a mixture of 
emotions:  happiness, 
sadness, surprise, and 
jokes! 

 

The event ends with a 
special drawing for five 
more prizes!  A lot of 
photographers are tak-
ing several pictures of 
the colorful groups of 
new writers:  everybody 
is smiling and thinking, 
“We are treated like 
VIPs!”  What a wonder-
ful experience! 

 

Once again the Voices 
of Adult Learners book 
is edited with 47 new, 
incredible stories, and 
as Susan Erno, Co-Chair 
of the Regional Literacy 
Coordinating Commit-
tee, said, “These stories 
reflect the uncertainty 
of the times.  They take 
us to the great sea with 
its horrors and beauty.” 

 

So, let’s read these sto-
ries and learn something 
special for your life! 

Voices of Adult Learners 2011 
By Elena Pinotti (Italy) 
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Regina Okod: One of the 2011 win-
ners of the Voices of Adult Learners 
Contest.  Photo by Chip King 



waiting for a bus that 
never comes or an ad-
ministration building 
that will not open. 

Several stories ad-
dress the issues and 
concerns, the depres-
sion and self-doubt, of 
having chosen to 
come to the US to ac-
company a spouse.  
Again, resiliency of 
spirit, having the 
courage and persis-
tence to try to learn 
and speak English, 
joining the ALC com-
munity, and the will-
ingness to be open to 
making new friends 
are key to rising out 
of the pit of loneliness 
and loss. 

Another group of sto-
ries remind us of the 
universal interests 
that we all share:  
how to strengthen 
bonds of connected-
ness and love within 
the family; the joy of 
having a new-born 
baby come into one’s 
life; discovering one is 
unexpectedly preg-
nant and how this af-
fects the course of 
one’s future life;    
falling in love; and 

taking the initiative to 
finally propose after 
ten years to one’s soul 
mate. 

We close the issue 
with a story that cele-
brates the successes 
and triumphs of living 
a good life in Char-
lottesville for almost 
two years.  At the 
same time, we leave 
you with a question 
mark.   Why is it so 
difficult for interna-
tionals and Americans 
to become friends?  
Do not the stories in 
this issue fill us with 
admiration and re-
spect for the interna-
tional experience?  
Are we not struck by 
the universality of 
what we all do share 
despite our cultural 
differences?  Do we 
lack a sense of adven-
ture to explore what 
is different and new?  
Can these stories help 
us be a little less 
timid, a little more 
patient, a little more 
curious and kind, a 
little more courageous 
to get to know our 
neighbors?  Can we do 
a little more than just 
say, “Hi”?              

One thing we all can 
do is remember to at-
tend the 8th Annual 
Festival of Cultures on 
May 14, 2011 from 10 
a.m. to 4 p.m. in Lee 
Park.  Also, when you 
shop at Whole Foods 
Market and bring a re-
usable bag to carry 
your groceries, Whole 
Foods will give you a 
nickel, which you can 
contribute to support 
the Festival of Cul-
tures. 

We hope to see you 
there! 

Respectfully,                  
Leslie A. Furlong,   
Editor 

From the Editor: 
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The writing class had a 
really good time this 
term.  Along with the 
usual heart-felt sharing 
of life experiences and 
discussions of global 
concerns, there was a 
lot of laughter, com-
miseration, and support 
for the trials of trying 
to adjust to a new cul-
ture, mistakes made 
and the challenges of 
trying to solve these 
mistakes using a new 
language, and frustra-
tions at being unable to 
accomplish simple tasks 
without help.   

Many of the stories di-
rectly and indirectly try 
to help newcomers 
through cautionary 
tales of what not to do.  
They also demonstrate 
innovative ways of solv-
ing problems once they 
arise, not just resigning 
oneself to the fate of 
“freezing to death” 

© 2011 Charlottesville Adult Educa-
tion.  All Rights Reserved.  The 
entire contents of this publication 
are protected by copyright.  All 
rights reserved.   

This project was funded in part by 
the VA Department of Education 
under the EL/Civics Grant. How-
ever, opinions expressed herein do 
not represent the position or policy 
of the U.S. Department of Educa-
tion, and no official  endorsement 
should be inferred. 

Do you have a story, an opin-
ion, a skill you want to tell 
people about, a recipe, a good 
idea, a complaint, or a re-
sponse to what you learned 
here?  Share it with others!  All 
submissions are considered. 
You don’t have to be part of 
the Newspaper Class to con-
tribute!  To submit material or 
to receive the Multi-Cultural 
Brief, visit us at 935-A Second 
Street S.E., Charlottesville, VA  
22902 or call 434-245-2817. 

Want to Contribute to 
the Multi-Cultural Brief? 



Sometimes ordinary 
things are very com-
plicated to do in a 
new country.  If I 
were in my home 
country, they would 
be stupid mistakes.  
Internationals do not 
understand some 
situations.  I think 
that is because of the 
lack of knowledge and 
cultural differences.  
Here are two of my 
experiences that 
made me feel embar-
rassed. 

Case #1:  I don’t have 
a bank account in 
America.  I don’t 
think I need it for my 
temporary visit.  My 
husband always pays 
with his credit card 
whenever I go out 
with him.  I just 
watch him spend 
money for me with my 
arms crossed.  How-
ever, I sometimes 
stop by a store to buy 
something by myself, 
and I pay cash.  Hon-
estly, I am still con-
fused distinguishing 
American coins, espe-
cially dimes, nickels, 
and pennies.  One 
day, I dropped by a 
grocery store, got 
what I needed, and 
went to the counter.  
The amount I had to 
pay was $7.40.  I 

smiled at the cashier 
and handed him 
money I thought was 
$7.40.  He counted 
the money I gave him 
and stared at me for a 
while.  I kept smiling 
at him, waiting for my 
receipt.  He said, 
“You gave me $7.04.”  
I should have given 
him 7 dollar bills and, 
not 4 pennies, but 4 
dimes.  Suddenly, I 
was aware of my mis-
take.  I said, “I’m 
sorry.”  However, it 
took a long time to 
find the right coins in 
my wallet.  I felt cold 
sweat on my back.  
Finally, the cashier 
picked out 4 dimes 
among the coins I put 
on my hand from my 
wallet.  I felt very 
ashamed while leaving 
the store.  Since then, 
I never use coins when 
I go shopping.  I just 
used dollar bills.  
However, there is the 
side effect that my 
wallet is getting fat 
with coins I have re-
ceived as change. 

Case#2:  I enjoy jog-
ging outside.  Here in 
Charlottesville, I am 
used to running with 
my husband on week-
ends.  I live in student 
housing called Cope-
ley.  There is very 

beautiful scenery all 
around.  Moreover, 
there is Lannigan 
Field track near Cope-
ley.  One day, I went 
out to jog alone while 
my husband was at 
work.  I decided to go 
to Lannigan Field 
track and just circle it 
because I didn’t know 
the route around 
Copeley housing well.  
The air was warm and 
fresh even in winter.  
I entered the track 
humming, hoping that 
I was the only one 
there.  However, I 
was surprised  to see 
a man running just 
wearing very short 
pants without a T-
shirt.  I automatically 
avoided looking at 
him and went back 
home, giving up my 
plan to work out.  I 
thought, “Why is he 
wearing just short 
pants?  It makes me 
feel embarrassed.”  I 
told my husband 
about the half-naked 
man on the track af-
ter he came home.  
According to him, 
there are going to be 
more half-naked men 
as the weather gets 
warm.  It is very com-
mon, and nobody ca-
res in Charlottesville.  
I felt very strange be-
cause I have never 

Embarrassing Moments as an International 
By Mira Jung (South Korea) 

“Why is he 
wearing just 
short pants?  It 
makes me feel 
embarrassed.” 
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“Finally, the 
cashier 
picked out 4 
dimes among 
the coins on 
my hand from 
my wallet.” 

seen people without 
tops on working out 
in public areas in 
South Korea.  When 
in Rome, do as the 
Romans do.   

However, I don’t 
want my husband to 
run wearing a small 
piece of fabric.  Of 
course, neither will 
I.  



I like riding bicycles.  
Before I came here to 
Charlottesville, I en-
joyed mountain biking.  
In back of my apart-
ment, there was a 
mountain, not high, but 
it stretched long enough 
to enjoy a trip.  I rode 
my bicycle and followed 
mountain trails.  When-
ever I breathed fresh 
deep air into my lungs 
without losing speed 
while going up steep 
slopes on the mountain, 
I felt I was becoming 
healthy.  Sometimes I 
went to work, which 
was about 13 km from 
my home, by bicycle. 

The first thing I bought 
in Charlottesville, be-
sides a car, was a road 
bicycle.  I went to UVA 
by bicycle from home, 
which is located near 
Four Seasons Drive.  
While riding my bicycle 
on US29, my mind was 
full of fear.  Cars, driv-
ing at speeds of 45 miles 
per hour, made me feel 
horror of being run over 
by them.  So, I moved 
my lane to the sidewalk.  
It made me feel safe.  
But I wondered whether 
a bike can go on side-
walks because I knew 
that a bicycle was re-
garded as a car accord-
ing to the DMV manual.  
I thought, “A police offi-
cer might give me a 

bicycle safely before I 
came here.  Riding bicy-
cles can make people 
healthy and reduce the 
ever increasing health 
insurance burden.  Fur-
thermore, it can reduce 
production of carbon 
dioxide, which is the 
main gas causing global 
warming.  I would like 
to suggest the establish-
ment of well-organized 
bike lanes to people 
working in the adminis-
trative division of the 
city for the welfare of 
residents living in Char-
lottesville. 

P.S.:  After I wrote this 
essay, I inquired at the 
Police Department of 
Charlottesville about 
riding bicycles on side-
walks.  As it is quite in-
formative, I copy the 
reply here:  “It is now 
legal to ride bicycles on 
sidewalks on Virginia.  
Those who choose to 
ride on sidewalks are 
considered pedestrians 
and must comply with 
pedestrian laws.  For 
example, 

1. Use crossing signals 
(Walk or Don’t 
Walk). 

2. Use crosswalks to 
cross roads when 
allowed. 

Experience of Riding a Bicycle in 
Charlottesville 

By Jong Hoon  Yi (South Korea) 

“I 
wondered  
whether a 

bike can 
go on 

sidewalks 
because I 

knew that 
a bicycle 

was 
regarded 
as a car 

according 
to the 

DMV 
manual.” 
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“While riding 
my bicycle on 

US29, my 
mind was full 

of fear.” 

ticket!”  When it came 
to me, I felt uneasy.  At 
the intersection where 
US 250 meets US29, I 
tried to cross the road 
by walking, holding my 
bike by the handlebars.  
To my surprise, there 
were no marks for a pe-
destrian crossing on the 
roads and no signal 
lights for pedestrians!  I 
have never seen an in-
tersection without 
marks for a pedestrian 
crossing in Korea except 
for expressways.  Here, 
there was only consid-
eration for people in 
cars.  I had to cross the 
road while riding on my 
bike when the light was 
green and cars were 
moving. 

Charlottesville is a 
small town.  Bikes can 
be very useful tools for 
commuters in this place 
if bike lanes are well 
provided.  Later, I 
found that there are 
bike lanes on some 
roads.  However, there 
are not enough lanes, 
and lanes are usually 
disconnected.  In fact, 
bike lanes are not well 
provided in Korea be-
cause our land is small 
and most of the roads 
are narrow.  But Amer-
ica had a huge amount 
of land, and roads are 
usually very wide.  I 
expected I could ride a 

(continued on page 5) 
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3. Avoid darting in and 
out of traffic. 

“If you choose to ride in 
the roadway, you are 
considered a motor vehi-
cle, and all traffic laws 
apply.  All violations are 
the same as if you were 

Experience of Riding a Bicycle ... (continued from page 4) 

“I thought 
I had to do 
something.  
I also 
thought, 
‘If I don’t 
do 
anything, I 
will die 
from 
freezing.” 

“Riding bicycles 
can make peo-
ple healthy and 
reduce the ever 
increasing 
health insurance 
burden.” 

driving a car.  For exam-
ple: 

1. Stop for pedestrians 
when they are cross-
ing roadways. 

2. Obey all lights, signs, 
and signals.” 

I would like to express 
my gratitude to Sgt. 
Durrette of the Traffic 
Unit of the Charlottes-
ville Police Depart-
ment for his kind and 
prompt reply.  

The Happiest Time                                                      
By Hyun Joo Yi (South Korea) 

I have a lot of happy 
days in my life, but one 
Sunday in January was 
my happiest day since 
I’ve lived in Charlottes-
ville.  I’ll tell you why I 
was so happy. 

That day, I went to UVA 
library to study English.  
Everything was good un-
til I left.  Coming back 
to my home from UVA, I 
always get a Number 7 
and then a Number 5 
bus.  The Number 7 bus 
runs from UVA to Bar-
racks Road, and the 
Number 5 bus runs from 
Barracks Road to my 
home.  I missed the 
Number 7 bus once, so I 
missed the Number 5 bus 
also because the Number 
5 bus arrives at Barracks 
Road on the hour and on 
the half hour, but I ar-
rived at the bus stop 6 
minutes late.  I had to 
wait for the Number 5 
bus in the bitter cold 
outside.  But I was okay 

because I could enjoy 
window shopping and 
reading a book.   

However, I missed an-
other Number 5 bus 
again!  I thought it might 
have passed while I was 
enjoying the window 
shopping.  I waited 
again.  But another Num-
ber 5 bus didn’t come.  I 
suddenly realized that 
maybe the Number 5 bus 
usually doesn’t run on 
Sundays.  Unfortunately, 
there was no way to go 
home except by getting 
a bus, so I waited for a 
bus again, without hope.  
Of course, the bus didn’t 
come. 

I thought I had to do 
something.  I also 
thought, “If I don’t do 
anything, I will die from 
freezing.”  So I borrowed 
a cell phone from a very 
kind person who stood 
beside me, and called a 
taxi.  Actually, that was 
my first time to call a 

taxi, so I was so nervous 
that I had to say, 
“Could you say that one 
more time again?”  a 
number of times.  Fi-
nally, I got a taxi suc-
cessfully, but I couldn’t 
understand what the 
taxi driver said because 
he spoke so fast with 
unclear pronunciation.  
I was able to arrive 
home anyway.  But I did 
not have enough 
money.  So I had to ask 
permission from the 
driver to go inside and 
bring money back.  He 
said, yes, so I could pay 
the fare.  But I forgot to 
give a tip. 

Finally, when I put my 
feet inside my home, I 
was so happy.  It was 
the happiest time since 
I’ve lived in Charlottes-
ville.  I almost died be-
fore, but I’m still alive.  
You might not guess 
how happy and relieved 
I was.  I made up my 

mind to never again 
go to UVA library on 
Sundays, never. 



About three months 
ago, I was sleeping very 
well when suddenly, my 
husband woke me up at 
about 8:30 a.m.  We 
live in a condominium 
near UVA.  We have just 
one car for both of us, 
and, on this morning, it 
was snowing.  I use the 
car every day, and my 
husband rides his bicy-
cle because UVA Law 
School is near our 
house.  But that day, 
my husband woke me 
up to ask me to take 
him to UVA.  I was 
sleepy, and I thought, 
“Well, given that UVA is 
near my house, I don’t 
have to change my 
clothes.  I can take him 
quickly, about 5 min-
utes, and I will come 
back to sleep.  I will go 
in my pajamas.”  So I 
got up, put my flip flops 
on, and took only the 
keys to the car.  It was 
very cold.  My feet were 
freezing, but the run 
was quick.  “Just leave 
him in front of UVA.”  I 
prayed not to meet any 
neighbors because my 
looks were not good. 

Well, I left him, and I 
arrived back in front of 
my home.  Then, I re-
membered that I forgot 
my house key.  Besides, 
I didn’t have my cell 
phone.  I thought again, 

“What will I do?  
Should I go after my 
husband at UVA?  But 
I’m wearing paja-
mas.”  I was desper-
ate.  It was about 
8:50 a.m., and I re-
membered the ad-
ministration office.  It 
opens at 9 a.m.  But I 
saw the lights in the 
office were on, so I 
went there, and 
knocked on the door.  
I could see that there 
was someone there in 
the office.  But, no 
one answered me.  
Again I knocked on 
the door.  I knocked 
on the door about 5 
times because I knew 
that someone was 
there.  Meanwhile, my 
neighbors saw me 
wearing pajamas on 
the street. 

Suddenly, the woman 
opened the door and 
shouted at me, “You 
didn’t see that the 
office opens at 9 
a.m.!?”  But, yet, it 
was 8:56 a.m., I 
thought to myself.    
The lady shouted at 
me, and I didn’t un-
derstand anything.  I 
was sleepy, and I was 
wearing pajamas.  I 
tried to explain what 
had happened, but 
she was very angry 
because I had knocked 

on the door 4 minutes 
before the office 
opens. 

After that, she 
shouted at me and 
asked me if she could 
see my passport.  And 
I said to her, “I forgot 
everything inside my 
house.”  And she said 
to me, “How will I 
know that you live 
there?”  At this mo-
ment, I almost cried, 
and she noticed it.  
And she said to me, “I 
will leave my office.  I 
will go to your house, 
and, when I arrive 
there, I will want to 
see your passport.”  
And I answered that it 
was ok, that I would 
show it to her. 

After 30 minutes, she 
went to my house.  
She opened the door.  
I entered, took my 
passport and showed 
it to her.  She looked 
at it and went back to 
her office.  I began to 
cry alone because I 
was depressed by her 
rudeness.  After that, 
I was better.  I took a 
shower and went to 
English class because 
if I could have spoken 
English better, I would 
have answered her 
rudeness. 

My Old Pajamas and Me 
By Fernanda  Pontes (Brazil) 

“Suddenly, 
the woman 

opened 
the door 

and 
shouted at 

me, “You 
didn’t see 

that the 
office 

opens at 9 
a.m.!?” 

“I can take 
him quickly, 

about 5 min-
utes, and I 
will come 

back to sleep.  
I will go in my 

pajamas.” 
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It has been 4 months 
since I came here to 
Charlottesville.  Life 
in the USA is very 
different from life in 
Korea in many as-
pects.  First of all, in 
Charlottesville driv-
ing a car is essential 
for daily life, which 
includes grocery 
shopping, picking up 
and dropping off my 
child, and going any-
where.  But in Korea, 
most people can live 
every day only using 
public transporta-
tion. 

Anyway, for my daily 
life, I had to get a 
driver’s license is-
sued from Char-
lottesville, VA.  I 

have a Korean driver’s 
license, but it is not 
accepted in Char-
lottesville.  So I had to 
take an exam, which 
consists of a knowl-
edge exam 
and a road 
skills test.  
It is the test 
where I 
have to 
drive with a 
DMV inspec-
tor sitting in 
the passenger seat.  I 
was like a cat on hot 
bricks before my driv-
ing test.  I was afraid 
that I wouldn’t be able 
to understand the in-
spector’s speaking or 
that I would have a 
mistake in driving.  I 
had a mistake because 

of excessive tension, 
and as a result of 
that, I failed the 
exam.  I was very dis-
appointed.  Further-
more, they give only 

3 chances to 
take the 
exam.  If I 
did not pass 
in three 
times, I 
would have 
to go to driv-
ing school, 

and I heard that the 
cost is very expen-
sive.  Because I was 
so worried, I again 
failed the second 
exam.  And then I re-
alized it is important 
that I relax when I 
drive a car during a 
test.  After two 

Try to Relax 
By Sun Young Moon (South Korea) 
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“I was like a 
cat on hot 
bricks before 
my driving 
test.” 

Two Valuable Proverbs 
By Jong Hoon Yi (South Korea) 

When I came home one 
day from outdoor exer-
cise, my wife looked 
embarrassed.  My 14-
year-old son acciden-
tally had participated 
in a survey on the 
google.com homepage.  
He followed the direc-
tions because the sur-
vey lured him into a 
lottery which gives 
valuable products such 
as a laptop as a prize.  

Following the directions 
on the homepage, he 
typed in his mother’s 
mobile phone num-       
ber on the homepage 
and typed in certified 
numbers transmitted to 
the mobile phone. Al-
though he typed in the 
correct numbers, error 
signs appeared that 
urged him to type in 
again and again. 

As my wife was using a 
pre-paid mobile phone, 
which she bought at 
Wal-Mart, there was a 
deposit.  It was not long 
until my wife noticed 
that there was no de-
posit on the phone left.  
I once heard news that 
warned of such kind of 
scam.  I doubted a well-
known website would 
do that and asked him 
to show me again.  

(Continued on page 8) 

What happened was 
that he mistyped  the 
webpage address as 
goggle.com!  When he 
typed the address 
again, the following 
message appeared on 
the webpage:  “You’ve 
been selected to par-
ticipate in our annual 
visitor survey.  Com-
plete this 30-second 
questionnaire, and, to 

months, I took the 
exam a third time 
while relaxing.  Fi-
nally, I passed the 
exam and got my 
driver’s license.  I 
was very pleased. 

It is difficult for 
someone to adapt to 
new situations, which 
maybe comes from 
worry, fear, and ten-
sion about unfamiliar 
surroundings.  To 
adapt well to a new 
environment, first we 
need to abandon 
hastiness and have a 
relaxed manner.  My 
adaptation to Char-
lottesville still keeps 
going, and I’m trying 
to relax. 

(Continued on page 8) 



I got a ticket two 
weeks ago.  What is the ticket I 
got?  Maybe you will be curious 
what type of ticket it is.  There 
are many kinds of tickets:  
some are for shows, movie 
tickets, lottery tickets; there 
are also parking tickets, speed-
ing tickets, and other tickets 
against traffic laws.  If I got a 
show or movie ticket, I would 
be very pleased.  But I got a 
parking ticket. 

I parked my car in the wrong 
place.  In spite of parking for 
less than one hour, the fine 
was for $25.  I was surprised 
and embarrassed to see the 
Parking Violation Notice be-
cause I thought that I had 
parked in the right place.  Be-
fore I parked my car, I saw the 
sign that was written by the 
Permit Parking Area.  I un-

doubtedly trusted that this was 
the place I could park.  But that 
place is the wrong place to park.  
That was my mistake.  I didn’t 
look carefully.  On closer inspec-
tion, I saw that the sign said, 
“Permit Parking, Permit Re-
quired”. A “Permit Required” 
parking zone is where only an ap-
proved person can park.  The ap-
proved person means someone 
who has a parking permit that the 
city issued.  I should have looked 
at the words, “Permit Required”, 
more carefully.   Actually, there 
were roadsides where I could 
have parked for two hours in an-
other place close by.  There were 
two signs:  “No Parking Permit-
ted” and “2 Hour Parking” zones.  
But I was confused by the direc-
tion of the arrows on the signs.  
These signs were unfamiliar to 
me.  So I arbitrarily parked in a 

“Permit Parking” (permit required) 
zone without carefulness.   

To be honest with you, I was upset 
to see the Parking Violation Notice, 
and the fine of $25 was very ex-
pensive for me to pay.  And I felt it 
was unfair and was depressed for a 
while.  But after thinking more, I 
was able to change my mind.  I had 
a good experience and learned 
some things through this experi-
ence.  I learned about parking signs 
of several types.   I will not make 
the same mistake in the future.  In 
addition, I need to pay close atten-
tion before acting, whatever I do.  
Many things in Charlottesville are 
different from those in my country.  
Sometimes, I’d like to go back to 
my home country, but I know that I 
have to adapt to here.  I am in 
learning steps now.  I hope that as 
time goes by, I will be better than 
now. 

Have You Ever Gotten a Ticket? 
By Sun Young Moon (South Korea) 
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Two Valuable Proverbs (continued from page 7) 

say “thank you”, we’ll offer a 
choice of 3 exclusive prizes.  
This offer is available today 
only.”  That was the start of 
the lure. 

Many people often mistype and 
browse the wrong websites.  
They don’t notice it before 
something bad happens.  It is 
safer to click addresses saved 
in a folder, “My Favorites”.  
Some malicious attackers even 
change addresses saved in “My 
Favorites” secretly.  Home-
pages of banks are usual tar-
gets of counterfeiters.  Home 
banking on such scam sites 

leaks victims’ passwords and ac-
count information.  Because the 
scam webpage has a design very 
similar to the original, one should 
be careful. 

My son thought he could get a 
laptop easily by answering about 
10 easy questions.  If someone 
offers some valuable things for 
free or for a very cheap price, 
there is always something hidden.  
As well expressed in a famous 
proverb, “there is no free lunch”.  
As he didn’t know that, he be-
came a victim of the scam. 

Although he was depressed about 
it, my son learned from this a 

very important lesson.  I believe he 
became a wiser and more careful 
boy after this.  Although this is a 
bad experience, it could protect 
him from a more severe loss that 
might happen from a similar scam 
later.  When a lesson learned from 
something bad protects one from 
more severe damage, it can be-
come a blessing, as expressed well 
in a proverb, “An evil may some-
times turn out to be a blessing in 
disguise.”  There are many prov-
erbs which give deep wisdom.  
Among them, I often think that the 
two above mentioned proverbs are 
the most valuable truths of life. 



I went to New York City 
around New Year’s last year 
for winter vacation.  I spent 
4 days in New York.  My 
friend took me there by car.  
She drove 10 hours because 
the highway had a lot of 
traffic, and from New Jersey 
to New York had a lot of 
snow.  We went there step 
by step.  We left at 7 
o’clock in the morning from 
Charlottesville.  We arrived 
in New York at 6 p.m. in the 
evening.  My friend dropped 
me off in Korea Town, 
where I met another friend 
and her husband, who live 
on Staten Island.  We had a 
big dinner at a Korean res-
taurant.  We ate very fresh 
sashimi and some Korean 
food, too.  When we fin-
ished dinner, we went to 
their house.  My friend has 
two children, both of them 
daughters.  I gave some pre-
sents to her family for New 
Year’s. 
 
I was so tired, I went to 
sleep early.  The next day, I 
woke up at 10 a.m. in the 
morning, but I wanted to 
sleep more, so I went back 
to sleep again.  In the after-
noon, my friend and I went 
to a beauty center on Staten 
Island, and there we 
changed our hairstyles.  
When we finished, we went 
to Macy’s Shopping Mall, and 
I looked around to buy some 
clothes and shoes.  Macy’s 
had a lot of commodities.  I 
didn’t buy anything because 
I wanted to go to the Macy’s 
in Manhattan.  So I got some 
information from the news-

paper, and I called and regis-
tered for a one-day bus trip to 
visit Manhattan.  For my trip I 
had to go to Walsh Bank in Man-
hattan.  We had to meet there at 
8:30 a.m.   
 
The next day, I got the bus to 
Manhattan by myself.  Actually, I 
didn’t know exactly how to go to 
Manhattan.  My friend told me 
that I had to take train Number 
“R” and then change to another 
train.  I missed a lot of informa-
tion from my friend.  She told 
me, “You have to get off the bus 
at the first bus stop after Brook-
lyn Bridge.  You will see the sub-
way station, and then you can 
get train Number “R”.    When I 
got off the bus, I saw the subway 
station, but I didn’t find the 
train Number “R”, so I asked 
some people, but my English was 
not helping me.  When I asked 
them, they didn’t understand, so 
I almost lost my way.  There 
were many different train lines, 
so I was very confused.  I got lost 
and wandered around for min-
utes.  I realized I couldn’t get to 
the bus trip on time.  My trip was 
canceled, so I decided to make 
another trip by myself.   
 
I walked outside.  I got a taxi 
phone number from the newspa-
per.  I tried to call, but it didn’t 
work, and outside was very cold, 
too.  I got a map of the subway, 
and I found train Number “R”.  
The map showed me I needed to 
pass 6 subway station stops to 
get to my stop.  I took the train 
to Manhattan, but it was very 
confusing because there were no 
signs to tell people where they 
were.  How could people know?  I 
watched the people’s faces and 

wondered.  Unfortunately, while I did 
this, I passed more than 6 station 
stops.  Finally, I got off and walked 
across the hallway to take another 
train to go back.  Five minutes later 
the train came.   I took the train, and I 
tried to count how many station stops 
we passed, but I couldn’t.  I was very 
upset with myself.  I got off the train.  
I walked outside, and then I got at 
taxi.  “I want to go to Korea Town,”  I 
said to the taxi driver. 
 
I got out of the taxi at Korea Town, 
and I walked to the Empire State 
Building, which was close by.  I visited 
the Empire State Building.  There were 
so many people waiting to go inside, 
but at last I saw the Empire State 
Building.  It was amazing!  I waited in 
line, but someone asked me if I had a 
ticket.  I said, “No, I don’t have one.”  
Then I bought the ticket, but it was 
very expensive because I didn’t buy it 
online.  I paid $45. 
 
Most of the people looked like family 
members and international visitors, 
but I and someone else were each 
alone.  He came from England.  First, 
we watched a movie about the city of 
Manhattan.  The room had a big TV 
and many chairs.  The chairs moved 
and jolted us around.  We watched the 
movie about New York City, and we 
had a lot of fun because, while we 
were watching the ocean, we felt like 
we were there.  After that, we went 
upstairs and saw all the city from 
there.  I took pictures, and everybody 
did the same thing.  It was so windy 
and cold, too.  I finished.  Then I went 
outside the building.   I was hungry, so 
I decided to go to a Korean restaurant 
close by.  I ate some noodles.  They 
were so good.  Finally, I found Manhat-
tan’s Macy’s.  It was so big it had six 
floors.  I visited 
every single 

My Winter Vacation in New York City 
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floor.  It took me about four 
hours to finish it.  The 
checkout line was so long I 
had to wait about 20 min-
utes till I got my turn to 
pay.  
 
I finished shopping, and I 
met with my friends again.  
Then, we went to another 
Korean restaurant together.  

We ate dinner.  After that, we 
tried to go to Times Square, but 
we couldn’t because there was 
so much traffic.  We saw the 
fireworks on the way home.  
They were beautiful.  And then, 
we came back to my friend’s 
house. 
 
When I came home to Charlottes-
ville, I was thinking that I didn’t 

enjoy my trip because I was by myself.  
It was not really interesting.  I had 
fun, but I could have had more fun if I 
had gone with someone else.   
 
I decided not to make a trip by myself 
again…. 

My Winter Vacation in New York  (Continued from page 9) 
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Tag Your Carry-On                                   
By Fernanda Pontes (Brazil) 

Well, I 
was very 
excited 
about 
our vaca-
tion to 
Califor-
nia.  I 

planned our trip two 
months in advance.  My 
husband allowed me to 
plan everything.  I de-
cided how long we would 
stay in each city, which 
cities I would like to 
visit, and what we would 
do in each city.  I really 
organized everything.  
The first place that we 
were going to visit was 
San Diego.  So, our flight 
left from Charlottesville 
to Washington, D.C., and 
afterwards, we got an-
other flight to San Diego.  
But the problem that I 
will describe below hap-
pened before we even 
left Charlottesville. 

We arrived at the Char-
lottesville airport very 

early in the morning, about 
5:30 a.m., because the flight 
would take off at 6:22 a.m.  
We checked in, and I dis-
patched one suitcase, and my 
husband another one.  I also 
had a blue carry-on handbag 
and my purse to carry with 
me.  You should be aware 
that if your flight is a domes-
tic one, the majority of the 
companies charge for each 
suitcase you check, which is 
not included in the price of 
the airline ticket.  Be pre-
pared to pay more money at 
the check-in counter.  We 
paid $25 for each suitcase. 

There were few people in the 
hall of the airport.  While we 
were waiting in the hall for 
the flight, I saw that there 
was a company employee  
looking at the carry-on hand-
bags of all passengers.  For 
some of them, she gave a tag 
to identify the bag.  I was 
sleepy at that moment be-
cause it was very early.  I no-
ticed that she looked at my 
blue carry-on handbag, and 

she didn’t give me a tag.  In that 
moment, I didn’t understand why 
she didn’t give me a tag.   

The flight was late.  Finally, it was 
ready to take off, and I was very 
worried because the other flight 
would take off from Washington at 
8:20 a.m., and it was already 7:30 
a.m.  So, they called us to depart.  
The airplane was small.  There 
wasn’t a platform to enter the air-
craft, only stairs. 

We were outside the waiting room 
when I saw on the ground a cart 
with shelves on it, and I thought, “I 
will drop my blue carry-on handbag 
here, and when I arrive in Washing-
ton, I will pick it up.”  So I left my 
bag there.  Many people dropped 
their bags there, and I did the 
same.    I didn’t want to carry the 
blue bag with me because, as you 
know, any woman’s bag has many 
things, and mine was not different 
(It was very heavy, indeed.). 

When we arrived in D.C., it was 
about 8:00 a.m.  The airport is 
very big, and we had to run in or-
der to catch the other flight to San 
Diego.  And (Continued on page 11) 



                                    

again, I thought, “We 
have to leave the airplane 
quickly.  I will take my 
blue carry-on bag, but I 
need to wait until they 
put all the carry-on bags 
on the shelf again.”  We 
were waiting in the hall 
while they put all the 
bags on the shelf, when 
suddenly I noticed that 
they were looking at my 
blue bag and searching for 
a tag.  But there was not 
any tag at all because I 
didn’t know that I needed 
to identify it, and the 
woman didn’t give me a 
tag.   Now I realized that 
she thought that I would 

carry my bag by myself.  She 
didn’t guess that I put my bag 
on the shelf because it was 
small. 

So, I said to my husband, “Go 
there and explain that this is 
my blue bag.”  We went 
there, and he talked to an 
employee of the airline com-
pany.  She said to us, “I am so 
sorry, but I can’t give it to you 
because there is no tag.”  She 
said that my bag would be 
sent to the baggage claim, 
and there we could take it.  I 
thought to myself, “It would 
be easier if she gave me my 
blue bag because it’s mine, 
and I can tell her what’s in-

side my bag.”  My husband told her 
that we were late for the next 
flight, but she didn’t allow us to 
take my blue bag. 

In conclusion, we missed the flight 
to San Diego, and my plans went 
out the window for that day.  I 
cried because it was my fault.  We 
waited for the next flight for 4 
hours.  We took off from D.C. at 
noon and arrived in San Diego just 
after 6 p.m.  We took a shower, 
and we went to eat dinner because 
we were starving. 

From this experience, I learned 
that I always have to identify my 
carry-on bag.  If you don’t want to 
identify it, carry it with you always. 

Tag Your Carry-On (Continued from page 9) 
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To Live Here as a Beginner                                    
By Chul Kim(South Korea) 

I don't know why I made 
up my mind to live here.  
No matter what the rea-
son may be, three years 
have passed.  Now, what 
is the use of knowing it?  
It’s useless regretting 
about that.  I thought 
family has to live to-
gether, not separate.  
But when I think about 
that again, that may be 
old fashioned.  Before 
coming here, I had to 
think like that.  Anyway, 
because of my persis-
tence, my family lives 
together.  In fact, I’m 
happy to see my kids who 
are happy in a family. 

Because my eldest daughter is 
10, my wife began to study 
very late.  Who told her that 
nobody is too old to learn?  My 
wife is an old graduate stu-
dent compared with her col-
leagues who entered the same 
year.  Perhaps I think she is 
one of the oldest among 
graduate students.  Our life is 
exceptional compared with 
normal people in several as-
pects.  Sometimes it’s very 
interesting, and sometimes it 
is funny or even imprudent. 

As is usual with everyone, on 
the second day we were here,  
we also went to shop to buy 
food at Kroger, which some-
one recommended.  Our life 
began like that. 

Many people went back to their 
mother countries, and many sea-
sons have passed.  We took several 
long trips and visited many cities 
and met many people.  When we 
came back home from Wisconsin, I 
was very surprised that the Appala-
chians were so very long and huge 
with so many well-made roads in 
it.  It made me feel their grandeur.  
When I talked to my friend about 
it, he told me if I could see the 
Rocky Mountains, I would feel the 
Appalachians were nothing.  I can’t 
imagine the Rocky Mountains.  One 
of the best places where we trav-
eled was to Outer Banks in North 
Carolina.  It took 13 hours by car.  
We stayed in a tent beside a sand 
wall, and we could see really 
bright stars in 

(Continued on page 12) 



the sky.  It felt like I was 
in my 20s.  But so many 
mosquitoes made us leave 
there.  I envied young 
guys who were single. 

Peaceful lakes, lawns 
properly arranged, pretty 
buildings, historic Down-
town, all these things, 
which are gorgeous in 
Charlottesville, make me 
stable.  Eating out is good 
when Downtown espe-
cially if you use discount 
coupons on Saturday 
night.  But, because we 
also had to struggle to 
adapt here, I didn’t feel 
these emotions in the be-
ginning. 

My “guys” grow up well; they 
can do their work by them-
selves.  So, finally, I can get 
times just for me.  Now I can 
understand housewives and 
my mother raising “guys”.  
Parents’ ways are not easy.  
Almost every night after hav-
ing dinner and checking my 
kids’ homework, I go to the 
library with my daughter 
whenever she wants to go 
there.  There is my resting 
place from my little boy. 
When I am at my desk, he 
never lets me alone.  A little 
while ago, he put his name on 
my computer, making me not 
move, and then he ran away 
to his mom.  Cute boy! 

There is something which I feel 
these days.  American society does-
n’t recognize a foreigner’s social 
career, but only academic level.  
So somebody who wants to live 
here needs to enter college or uni-
versity or graduate school and 
make sure to take any training for 
jobs.  It may be a logical reason.  
Whether I go back to my home or 
not, I want to do English very well. 

I am trying to enter graduate 
school.  But there are so many 
problems to carry out my plan.  
Endless rides for my children … Why 
do they demand so many things?  
After raising my children, I will 
surely take all their income!  I 
wrote the above with fun. 

To Live Here as a Beginner  (Continued from page 11) 
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A Newcomer’s Story                                         
By Dilber Boyaci (Turkey) 

In Turkey, I was a certi-
fied public accountant 
(CPA) and worked very 
hard for an international 
company.  I came here to 
support my husband dur-
ing his education period 
at Darden School of Busi-
ness.  My husband regis-
tered me at the Interna-
tional Center because we 
didn’t know about other 
courses.  I went there for 
a while.  The people at 
the International Center 
spoke at a very high 
level, and I didn’t under-
stand them much.  I gen-

erally had headaches, and I 
began to dislike it.  Later, I 
stopped going to the Interna-
tional Center. 

After a while, I began to feel 
alone because my husband 
was very busy, and he didn’t 
have enough time to spend 
with me.  So I called my fam-
ily a lot, and I missed them all 
the time.  The more I talked 
with them, the worse I felt.  
Sometimes I wanted to go 
shopping, but I didn’t under-
stand sales people.  I had to 
ask my husband to take me 
there, and we spent only a 
very little time in shopping 

centers.  I realized that I needed 
to learn English as fast as possible.  
My husband gave me some DVDs to 
study English by myself, and I stud-
ied all the DVDs. 

Later, we searched for some 
courses, but it was summertime, 
and most of the courses were 
closed.  But during the summer, I 
learned about Literacy Volunteers, 
Charlottesville-Albemarle (LVCA).  
I went there and registered at 
LVCA.  I studied some DVDs for one 
month, and later I had a tutor.  
She talked with me once a week 
for two hours.  The people at LVCA 
gave us information about the 
Adult Learning (Continued on page 13) 



                              

Center (ALC).  I registered 
for a course at ALC, and I 
went to Dialogue Café 
every week.   

I began to feel better 
when I started to go to 
ALC.  I made some friends 
there.  I liked the teach-
ers a lot because they 
were helpful and patient.  
Dialogue Café was a good 
social environment  in 
which to talk to other 
people.  I learned a lot of 
things about other coun-
tries and cultures.  The 
more I learned English, 
the more I liked it.  Then, 
I realized that there were 
enough courses in Char-
lottesville to learn Eng-
lish.  Also, there are many 
volunteers to teach Eng-
lish.  They also help you 

outside of class.  When I have 
a question, I ask my teachers 
and other volunteers for help.  
They are always friendly and 
helpful.  Now I am used to liv-
ing here, and I think I will 
miss it when I return to my 
country. 

Legally, I am not allowed to 
work in the USA.  So I have a 
lot of time to study, and I like 
to learn English a lot.  I think 
people like me should not 
waste their time and find 
good courses quickly because 
people begin to feel better 
when they communicate with 
others.  When I learned some 
English, I began to make 
friends with other people, and 
I was happier.  Having friends 
has made learning more en-
joyable because I began to 
share a lot of things with my 

friends.   Now I can go to shopping 
centers alone, and I can understand 
other people.  Sometimes I feel 
very funny when I try to talk with 
other people.  Here are my recom-
mendations for other students to 
learn English quickly and pleas-
antly: 

• Attend every class of your 
course. 

• Go to Dialogue Café at ALC to 
communicate with others. 

• Read a book to develop your 
reading skills. 

• Do your homework. 

• Talk with volunteers. 

• Make friends. 

• Watch the news on TV or mov-
ies. 

A Newcomer’s Story (Continued from page 12) 
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How I Became a Friend of Nancy Drew                           
By Mira Jung (South Korea) 

Have you ever 
heard of Nancy 
Drew?  Who is 
Nancy Drew?  

Let’s find out how I met 
her and how Nancy Drew 
and I became friends. 

My husband and I have 
lived separately after 
marriage because we 
each want to pursue our 
own career.  I live in 
Seoul, South Korea, while 

my husband lives in Charlottes-
ville, VA.  For more than 2 
years of separation, we have 
missed each other so much.  
Thus, I just decided to take a 
vacation and visit my husband.  
Before arriving in Charlottes-
ville, I dreamed of enjoying a 
fantastic American life with 
him.  However, instead, the 
only things I could do here 
were housekeeping, watching 
TV (even with captions), and 
waiting for my husband. 

I started looking for things to do 
alone for a foreign woman who is 
not good at English in Charlottes-
ville.  At that time, I met Nancy 
Drew in the library.  How lucky I 
am!! A friend of mine informed me 
about the Jefferson Madison Re-
gional Library.  It has 8 branches 
and lends books, DVDs, and Music 
CDs to anyone who lives in the 
Charlottesville area.  I can stay at 
the library during library business 
hours and also borrow books, DVDs, 
and CDs with a (Continued on page 14) 



membership card which is 
issued to certified resi-
dents for free. 

Now, as you are guessing, 
Nancy Drew is not real 
but the main character in 
a series of novels, “Nancy 
Drew Mystery Stories”.  
She is a girl sleuth, 18 
years old, solving a lot of 
mystery cases around her 
and her friends.  Nancy 
Drew Mystery Stories are 
a kind of juvenile novel, 
published over 60 years 

ago, with over 60 volumes 
dealing with different cases, 
usually not for an adult.  How-
ever, I like Nancy Drew Mys-
teries because they are really 
fun and easy to read.  Even 
more, I get into the mysteries 
once I begin reading them, so 
I feel suspicious about one guy 
as a thief when she does, I am 
scared when she is kidnapped 
by a bad person, and also I 
feel catharsis when the mys-
tery is solved. 

To be honest with you, I first chose 
Nancy Drew Mysteries  because 
they were easy to read.  It is still 
hard for me to read the newspaper 
or an adult novel, even magazines, 
in English.  Now, I am more serious 
about Nancy Drew Mysteries wher-
ever they take me.  Once I start 
reading Nancy’s mystery cases, I 
never stop until the end of the 
story.  So far, I have read 10 nov-
els, and I have 50 more to go.   

Let’s go to the library and make 
friends!  

How I Became Friends with Nancy Drew  (Continued from page 11) 
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The Spaceship to the Moon                               
By Hyun Joo Yi (South Korea) 

During winter 
vacation, our 
family visited 

the Kennedy Space Cen-
ter in Orlando, Florida.  
That is the first place to 
launch a spaceship with 
humans to the moon.  
Although almost 40 years 
have passed, it has never 
happened in other coun-
tries yet because launch-
ing a spaceship to the 
moon costs a great deal 
and requires a very high 
level of technology. 

In fact, South Korea tried 
to launch several artifi-
cial satellites, but all of 
them failed.  I don’t 
know why they failed, or 
how we will eventually 

do it.  At first, I thought that 
we failed just because Korean 
scientists are a little bit in-
competent.  But after I saw 
the show at the Kennedy 
Space Center, which de-
scribed how they made the 
spaceship and how they could 
make it work, I changed my 
opinion.  The spaceship is 
separated from propellants 
three times after launching 
from the Earth, and each 
separation is a very delicate 
process.  Even if just one mil-
limeter goes wrong, all of it 
will fail because it gains its 
speed from the separations 
from the propellant.  Further-
more, America also experi-
enced a lot of failures of 
launching its spaceships (or 
satellites) into space.  So, I 

could realize that all of the fail-
ures are just a process to success.   

When I walked through the Ken-
nedy Space Center, I saw the flags 
of the countries (US, Russia, Ja-
pan, China, India, UK, etc.) which 
have launched satellites to the 
moon successfully.  Of course, Ko-
rea’s flag was not there.  But I 
hope some day Korea’s flag will be 
there. 

Sending a spaceship to the moon 
isn’t just technological success.  
It’s like “Dreams come true”.  
Haven’t people always dreamed 
about going to the moon?  It will be 
a start.  In the future, we will be 
able to do everything that we have 
dreamed of since thousands of 
years ago.  Besides, our offspring 
will learn that dreams actually can 
come true! 



                                                                                                

Mile, lb., fluid ounce, … 
These are English units, 
which we encounter every 
day.   

My second daughter 
hoped to monitor her 
weight in the USA as she 
did in Korea.  However, 
our newly bought scale 
displayed only lb units, 
and she had to exchange 
it for a more expensive 
scale which provided met-
ric as well as English 
units.   

In usual life, we feel the 
unit by experience.  When 
I gain weight by 1 kg, I 
think I possibly had too 
much food yesterday.  
When it is 3 kg, I consider 
having physical exercise.  
When it changes more 
than 5 kg, I doubt my 
health or lifestyle.  When 
the scale has only lb 
units, I have to multiply 
0.454 by the measured 
value each time so as to 
feel the meaning of the 

weight by heart.   

When I went to the DMV for a 
driver’s license, I had to fill in 
my weight and height in Eng-
lish units.  To convert meters 
to feet, one has to divide 
height in meters by 0.0245 
and then divide by 12 again!  I 
would like to introduce sev-
eral approximations which can 
give quick conversion without 
a calculator for your conven-
ience. 

1. Miles to km:  mile = 
km+km/2.  As an example, 
30 miles = 
30km+30/2km=45km. 

2. Kg to lb (pound):  lb=2xkg.  
Want more precision?  Just 
add 10% to the result.  Ex-
ample: 60kg=2x60x0.1=132 
lb. 

3. Fluid oz. (ounce) to cc:  
cc=oz.x30.  Example:  8oz 
= 8x30cc=240cc. 

4. Meter to ft (foot):  
ft=meterx3.  If you add 
10%, it will become more 
accurate.  Example:  
1.7m=1.7x3 + 1.7x3x0.1 = 
5 ft. 6 inches. 

5. Acre to square meter (SQ):  
SQ= acrex4000.  Example:  
4 acres =16,000SQ. 

6. Fahrenheit (F) to Celsius (C): 
C=F/2-16.  For more accurate 
results, just add 10% of previous 
result.  Example:  40F/2—16= 
4C.  If you add 0.4 (=0.1x40) to 
4 degrees C, you can get the 
more accurate result of 4.4 de-
grees C. 

Remember, these are only approxi-
mations with errors of less than 
10%.  For exact values, please visit 
homepage:  http://
en.wikipedia.org/wiki/
Customary_units. 

Although I selected the most fre-
quently used units among hundreds 
of English units, memorizing these 
formulas can be very cumbersome.  
When Americans go abroad, they 
must feel the same kind of diffi-
culty as I have here.  In 1999, an 
unmanned space probe, which was 
worth $125,000,000, crashed on 
Mars’ surface because the manipu-
lation team at NASA used metric 
units, and the space probe maker 
used English units.  After England 
gave up English units in 2000, the 
USA became the only country which 
uses English units in general.  I 
think that conversion to metric 
units is the direction to go for the 
most scientifically advanced coun-
try, even though it may demand a 
huge amount of money and a long 
bothersome time. 

Getting Accustomed to English Units                 
By Jong Hoon Yi (South Korea) 
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How to Make a Family Closer                                   
By Insook Lee (South Korea) 

My family likes to make 
Mandu.  Mandu is a Ko-
rean Dumpling dish.  The 
reason I love to make 
Mandu is that it’s very 
delicious, and we can 
have a nice conversation 
with my family at the 
same time.  We also 
might look at each 
other’s Mandu and laugh, 
and that makes us happy.  
And most of all, Mandu is 
a favorite food for Kore-
ans.   

There are a lot of ingre-
dients that are inside a 
Mandu Dumpling.  One of 
them that Koreans espe-
cially love is Kimchi 
Mandu with Kimchi in-
side.   

Mandu is not to be made 
alone.  It is important to 
make the family sit 
around the table. 

So now, I will introduce 
how to make simple 
Mandu.  We need to pre-
pare materials as fol-
lows.   

Ingredients:  2 cups of 
ground pork; 1 cup of 
chopped kimchi; 1 cup of 
chopped boo chu (Asian 
chives); half an onion; 
half a package of tofu; 3 

cloves of minced garlic; salt; 
sesame oil; 1 egg; and Mandu 
dough.  And the most impor-
tant point of making good 
Mandu is to squeeze all the 
ingredients completely to-
gether as much as possible.   

Just follow these steps:   

1. Place 2 cups of ground 
pork into a big bowl.  Add 
salt, sesame oil, ground 
pepper, and mix it. 

2. Squeeze tofu using paper 
towels, and put it into a 
small bowl.  Then, add a 
pinch of salt. 

3. Squeeze kimchi. 

4. In the big bowl, mix all the 
ingredients by hand 
(kimchi, pork, tofu, 
chives, chopped onion).  
Add cloves of minced gar-
lic and sesame oil.   

5. Place one piece of Mandu 
dough on your left hand, 
put some filling mixture in 

the center of the dough. 

6. On half of the edge of dough, 
put a little cold water with your 
fingertips. 

7. Fold the dough in half over the 
filling, and press the edges to-
gether to make a half-moon 
shape. 

At last it is all done.  And then, if 
you fry it with a little bit of vege-
table oil, you will get “Gun 
Mandu”.  And, if you steam it, 
that’s “Jjin Mandu.”  If you follow 
all the directions above, you will 
end up making a delicious Mandu 
dish. 

Finally, take a look around at your 
family.  Your family obviously will 
be closer together.  Besides, the 
room will be filled with laughter 
and warmth.  After that, let’s 
share some Mandu with our 
neighbors. 

“Mandu is not to be 
made alone.  It is impor-
tant to make the family 
sit around the table. 



                    

I was born in Chiavari, It-
aly on May 11, 1978.  I’m 
the oldest of three sis-
ters.  When I was a child, 
I used to spend a lot of 
time playing with houses 
and adding furniture to 
these houses … but they 
were only dolls’ houses!   

So, when I finished high 
school, I had no doubt … I 
wanted to be an archi-
tect! 

After almost two years, a 
very important event 
changed my student life. 
… I became pregnant. … 

In Italy, it is very uncom-
mon to get pregnant when 
you are still a student.  In 
Italian culture, before you 
become a parent, you 
need to study, to get a 
job, then, to have enough 
money to buy or rent a 
house.  If you are lucky, 
you can have your first 
baby when you are almost 
33 or 35 years old! 

Thankfully, without hesi-
tation, my future hus-
band, Filippo, decided 
immediately that he 
wanted to marry me.  Ob-
viously, our parents were 

shocked, but they asked us for 
only one important thing:  to 
continue our studies at the 
university. 

I was so happy.  After three 
months, Sofia was born.  My 

life changed completely.  It 
was hard  because I was a 
mom, and I was still a student 
with three more years of stud-
ies.  However, I found the 
time for studying every day 
except for the weekend!  My 
exams and my scores were 
very high! 

After less than 2 years, Let-
izia, my second daughter, was 
born.  I still hadn’t graduated. 

But after 2 years of intensive life, I 
did graduate.  I will never forget 
the beautiful smiles of my two 
daughters, my new big family 
around me.  They were very proud 
of me, or better, very proud of me 
and my husband together!   

After less than 1 month, I got a job 
near my home as an architect … I 
was so excited.  To celebrate that 
fantastic time, I got pregnant with 
my third daughter, Ginevra. 

Meanwhile, my husband was work-
ing far away.  Letizia became very 
seriously sick … she couldn’t go to 
her preschool. 

I decided to quit my job and stay at 
home to look after her and Gi-
nevra.  However, I continued to 
study.  I obtained my license as an 
architect and received special 
training on safety on construction 
sites. 

After 4 years, I followed my hus-
band on a new and different adven-
ture.  Live in the United States, 
with three kids, far away from our 
relatives and friends! 

It’s another hard and beautiful ex-
perience, but now I know that 
nothing is impossible! 

Life Can Be Wonderful If You Love It                             
By Elena Pinotti (Italy) 
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Elena Pinotti and her family at the 2011 
Voices Celebration:  From left to right:  
Filippo, Ginevra, Letizia, Elena, and Sophia.  
Photo by Leslie Furlong 
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When I met 
my husband (Leonardo), I 
was in middle school.  We 
were 12 years old.  At 
that time, we were very 
much children, and what 
we felt for each other was 
“teenager love”.  We did-
n’t study in the same 
class, but we were in the 
same degree.  I can re-
member sharply as if it 
were today.  He used to 
wear a cap, school uni-
form, and his soccer shoes 
to play soccer in physical 
education classes.  I was 
taller than he was, and I 
used wear a school uni-
form with colorful head-
bands. 

There was a kind of candy 
that when you opened the 
wrap, there were love 
messages, and during the 
break between classes, 
we used to exchange 
those messages.  After 
classes, I went home, and 
waited anxiously for his 
call.  We talked to each 
other on the phone for 
many hours.  My father 
didn’t like telephones, 
mainly when a boy 
wanted to talk to his 
youngest daughter, and 

many times when Leonardo 
called me, my father an-
swered the phone, and he 
asked Leonardo why he 
wanted to talk to his youngest 
daughter.   My future husband 
was very embarrassed. 

I remember that we got the 
same Christmas presents, a 
video game.  I can remember 
also that he loved soccer since 
that time.  When we had a 
party, he brought his ball to 
play with the other guys in-
stead of dancing with the 
girls. 

We studied in the same school 
for one year.  After that, he 
moved to another school, and 
I continued until I finished 
high school.  So, we no longer 
talked to each other after he 
moved.  Our lives were taking 
different ways. 

There passed a long time, 
about 10 years.  During this 
time, we fell in love with 
other people, and I knew that 
he dated a girl who studied in 
my school.  One day, a mutual 
friend made a barbeque at his 
house, and after 10 years, we 
saw each other again.  I would 
have talked to him, but his 
exgirlfriend didn’t leave space 
for it.  She was at the barbe-

que, too.  So I had a brilliant idea.  
My best friend was with me, and 
she was studying law, and Leo, too.  
I asked her, “Please, can you talk 
to Leonardo about law school and 
get his telephone number because 
his ex-girlfriend doesn’t leave him 
alone.”  Unhesitatingly, she talked 
to him and got Leo’s phone num-
ber.  I was very happy, mainly be-
cause we exchanged some looks.  
After 2 months, I was drinking some 
beers at home with a friend, and 
when I was a little drunk, I decided 
to call Leonardo.  It is funny be-
cause, when I drink, I don’t have 
shame.   

Then, I called him, and we spent 
long hours talking on the phone.  In 
the end, he invited me to go to the 
cinema.  This was the first time 
that I took the initiative.  If I had-
n’t called him, maybe the future 
would have been different.  Our 
first meeting happened on Decem-
ber 28, 2000.  From this date, we 
dated until July 24, 2010, when my 
second initiative happened. 

He visited his brother in France in 
November 2009, and I stayed in 
Brazil because I needed to work.  
At that time, we decided to live in 
the USA for 2 years, but we didn’t 
talk about getting married.  So I 
stayed alone in Brazil.  I began to 
budget the prices for a wedding.  
One day he 

Taking Initiatives                                     
By Fernanda Pontes (Brazil) 
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My First Day after I Met My Husband                                
By Dilber Boyaci (Turkey) 

When I first 
saw my hus-

band, it was love at first 
sight.  I loved him very 
much, and my heart be-
gan to beat very fast.  I 
felt very happy, and I 
talked with him for a 
very long time.  We were 
sitting in a café, and we 
didn’t realize that it was 
almost night.  The time 
passed so fast that the 
café manager told us 
that they would close the 
café.  Then my future 
husband drove me to my 
home.  My mother asked 
if I wanted to eat some-
thing, but I didn’t want 
to eat anything, and I 
went to bed.  But I 
couldn’t sleep for hours. 

Every morning, one of my 
friends picked me up and 
drove me to work.  Next 
morning, my mind was 

busy, and instead of getting 
into my friend’s car, I got into 
someone else’s car and shut 
the door.  The owner of the 
car was very surprised to see 
me.  Suddenly, I realized that 
I was in the wrong car when I 
saw my friend with his car.  I 
apologized, left the wrong 
car, and got into the correct 
one.  My friend laughed at 
me, and he even joked and 
said, “Are you in love?”  Then, 
he drove me to work. 

At my workplace, there was a 
little kitchen.  I walked into 
the kitchen, and the cook pre-
pared breakfast for me.  My 
boss and a few friends were 
eating breakfast in the 
kitchen.  I took my toast and 
sat down to eat it.  I wanted 
to add some salt, but instead 
of salt, I poured my hot tea 
over my toast, and my clothes 
got wet.  My boss and my 
friends were surprised, and 

they laughed at 
me.  They said, 
“Is everything 
okay?”  I said, “Of course.”  All 
that week long, I felt so well, and I 
realized that I was treating people 
better than I did before. 

A few days later, my father got 
sick.  He needed to stay in the hos-
pital for a few days.  On Sunday 
morning, my future husband and I 
met at one of the big shopping 
centers in Istanbul.  He bought a 
lot of flowers for me.  These were 
the first flowers my future husband 
bought for me.  We spent a very 
good time together.  After we left 
the shopping center, I went to the 
hospital to visit my father.  When 
my father saw me with flowers, he 
said, “My dear daughter, are those 
flowers for me?”   I couldn’t say 
no.  I gave my first flowers to my 
father.  He was happy.  So my fu-
ture husband made me and my fa-
ther happy with a bunch of flow-
ers. 
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Taking Initiatives (Continued from page 18) 

called me from France, 
and I said, “My darling, I 
searched the place and 
the prices to get mar-
ried.”  He was silent.  
Maybe the best sentence 
is he was shocked. 

In my mind it was clear that 
after 10 years together, it was 
time to get married.  But for 
him it wasn’t very clear. 

Although scared, when he 
came back to Brazil he liked 
my ideas, and on July 24, 

2010, we got married.  I’m too 
happy because I got married to my 
soul mate.  My conclusion is, some-
times you need to be brave to take 
some actions, and when you be-
lieve that this is the best way, you 
must believe in yourself and strive 
for your goals. 
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I Was Looking Around Me                                      
By Elena Pinotti  (Italy) 

I was looking around me, 
and I was counting:  two 
girls from South Korea, one 
girl from Japan, one from 
Colombia, one from Russia, 
one from Brazil, and … 
“wow,” I was thinking, one 

girl from America!  She was 
the second American per-
son who stepped inside my 
house (except for the re-
pair person!) in almost two 
years.  It’s pretty weird 
that only two US citizens 
have come to my house.  
I’m still wondering why. 

We are leaving in three 
months to go back to Italy, 
and several times I ask my-
self, “How was my experi-
ence here?  What did I 
learn?  What will I never 
forget?  What did I expect 
that I didn’t find?” 

I’m very proud of all the 
life I have spent here in 
Charlottesville:  I tried to 
be friendly with everybody.  
Even if in the beginning I 
was very shy and worried 
about new relationships, I 
found the strength and the 

willingness in myself to make 
new friends.  How hard it was!  
Every time I met somebody, I 
was so nervous … I didn’t even 
find simple words to say. 

In spite of everything, I perse-
vered, and I forced myself to 
not be afraid to speak English. 

After taking a few English 
classes, I started to have some 
friends to invite and to share in 
my new adventure.  I remember 
last year my new friends were 
from Japan and South Korea.  
Our first meeting outside our 

comfort zone, English class, was 
at my house:  we were so brave.  
None of us could speak great 
English.  We also had different 
accents.  But, with a mixture of 
PATIENCE, COMPREHENSION, 
SMILES, and a huge desire to 
communicate with each other, 
we did it! 

When a new family came to stay 
next door, I was excited.  It was 
an American family with two 
kids!  I dreamed of dinners 
shared together, afternoons 
spent at the playground, sharing 
our cultures, and practicing my 
English with them.   

They were only dreams. … After 
one year, we just share a timid, 
“How are you?” or “Hi.”  That is 
all! 

We cannot communicate with 
each other … but what is the 
problem?  Is my English too bad 
for them?  Of course it is.  But 

still, I don’t get the point. 

Here is the number of friends that I’ve 
already invited to my house: 30!  I in-
vited them several times, they invited 
me.  When I tried to celebrate each of 
my daughters’ birthdays, no American 
guests came.  Moreover, my daughters 
have never been invited to an Ameri-
can birthday party. 

Maybe I missed something? 

When I go back to Italy, I will remem-
ber forever people from all over the 
world:  from Japan, from Korea, from 
Argentina, from Ecuador, from Chile, 
from Bulgaria, from Albania, from Bra-
zil, from Turkey, and more. 

But even though I have been living in 
the USA, I will carry in my heart few 
American people:  my wonderful 
teachers at ALC!  Every volunteer at 
ALC, and every person who works at 
ALC! 

As an Italian proverb says:  “Meglio 
poco ma buono!”, which means: “To 
have a few good things is best!” 

“Our first meeting 
outside our comfort 
zone, English class, 
was at my house:  
we were so brave.” 

“I dreamed of     
dinners shared    
together, after-
noons spent at the 
playground,     
sharing cultures, 
and practicing my 
English with them.” 
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Mark Your Calendars: 
8th Annual 

Festival of Cultures 
May 14, 2011 

10 a.m.- 4 p.m. in Lee 
Park 

www.festivalofcultures.org 
 

New This Year... 
Fiber arts demonstration and weaving crafts — come visit the angora rabbits! 
Global Creations — ESL students sell handcrafted items 
CHS Chorus singing a welcome song — don’t be late! 
 
And Returning… 
Reader’s Theater with elementary ESL students 
UVA Klemzer Ensemble and African Drumming with Darrel Rose 
Many cultural exhibits — travel the world in Lee Park 
 
Whole Foods Nickels:   
During the month of April, please use your nickels from Whole Foods (when you bring a reusable 
bag to shop) to support the Charlottesville Adult Learning Center’s Festival of Cultures.  With 
thanks and great appreciation to Whole Foods Market and all those who contribute their nickels! 

                            

Poems                                                                                             

By Zarina Isakova (Russia) 

My Baby 

He is a little boy and happy, too.                          
He is graceful and smart, and loves to play a lot.                                                                 
I love to show him what is good and bad.                  
I love to spend my time and play with him a lot.    
When I go out, I miss him.                                            
When I get back home, he runs to me and gives a 
hug.                                                                            
It makes me a happy mother, and I enjoy all of it.                                                                      

Belong to You My Baby 

My life was so-so before you came to it.                 
And there was no one to be sharing with, my secret. 
I always prayed to God to send me an angel.             
And after nine months, I folded my arms around 
you, my baby.                                                                     
Your charming look makes me feel good.                   
Today, I am happy and saying, “Thank you, God, for 
everything.” 



The Multi-Cultural Brief is an ESL newsletter cre-
ated by students who want to improve their English 
and is produced as part of a newspaper class offered 
through the Charlottesville Adult Education pro-
gram.  Its purpose is to provide students with an op-
portunity to: 

• share their experiences of being from another 
country, 

• offer multicultural perspectives on life in Char-
lottesville, 

• help inform people who are new to Charlottes-
ville of issues and opportunities around town, 

• build a bridge of communication between the 
ESL population and Americans living in the Char-
lottesville community. 

Mission Statement of the Multi-Cultural 
Brief 

Calendar Dates to Remember 

Every Monday evening and Friday after-
noon:  Dialogue Café at ALC.  Conversation 
in an informal setting.  Free.  Mondays:  
6:30-8 p.m.  Fridays:  12:30-2:30 p.m.             
May 14:  Eighth Annual Festival of Cultures 
in Lee Park, Charlottesville, 10 a.m. to 4 
p.m.  Great entertainment for the whole 
family.  Free.                                               
May 30:  Memorial Day.  No school at ALC.                                              
June 23:  Potluck Volunteer Appreciation 
at ALC, 11:30-1 p.m. and 6-7:30 p.m.                                  
June 30:  Last day of classes of Spring Term 
at ALC.                                                        
July 5-28:  Summer Classes at ALC.                                               
Inclement Weather:  In case of inclement 
weather (storms or snow), call 434-245-
2401 to see if school is canceled! 

ADULT LEARNING CENTER             
Charlottesville City Schools             
Adult ESL Program                            
935-A Second Street, SE                  
Charlottesville, VA  22902               
(434)245-2817                              
http://www.adultslearn.org 


