
My name is Ghulam 
Mohammad.  I was 
born in Kunar Prov-
ince in Afghanistan.  

I completed my secon-
dary education at a 
military academy in 
Kabul.  While I was 
serving in the army, I 
was promoted to the 
rank of Major.  

I went to the USSR in 
1980 in pursuit of 
higher education in 
the field of military 
logistics.  I studied in 
the USSR for a period 
of four years.  As a 
result, I obtained a 
master’s degree, and 
in 1984 I returned to 
Afghanistan.  

From 1984 to 1992, I 
was appointed to dif-
ferent jobs.  My duties 
in the army included 
food supply, clothing, 
oil, construction ma-
terial, furniture, and 
medical supplies.  I 
have 20 years of ex-
perience in the field 

of military logistics.

Unfortunately, due to 
the increasing political 
instability in Afghani-
stan, in 1994 I had to 
leave my homeland.  I 
moved to Russia where 
I remained until Octo-
ber of 2008.  On the 
20th of that month, my 
family and I came to 
the United States of 
America.

By the time I came to 
this country, I could 
speak, read, and write 
in three languages 
which are Pashto, Dari, 
and Russian.  I was an 
interpreter, and I have 
an advanced degree.  

It was extremely hard 
to adapt to American 
life.  I didn’t speak any 
English when we first 
came.  I did not even 
know the alphabet.  

The first day of English 
class was very hard for 
all of us.  I asked our 
teacher to teach us the 
English alphabet, and 

she said okay.  Since 
October 23, 2008, I 
have been studying 
English every single 
day.  

Throughout these two 
years, I have learned 
enough English to 
shop, go to the hospi-
tal, etc., on my own 
without having any-
body’s help translat-
ing for me.  I hope 
that after a couple of 
years, I will be able to 
speak fluently and 
solve my problems 
without any difficul-
ties with language.  
This is all because I go 
to school four days a 
week, and I also par-
ticipate in Dialogue 
Café.  I also spend 
time watching TV for 
2-3 hours every day 
and listen to English 
lessons on my MP3 
player.

Changes occur in eve-
rybody’s life; but, for 
each of us, there are 
unique and special 
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your home country —
like washing your own 
dishes!  

Many of us who have the 
opportunity to travel 
have idealized dreams  
about the place we are 
going to visit.  Yet, 
when we arrive, even 
the simplest things sud-
denly become difficult, 
like crossing a busy 
street (My First Trip to 
India), going to the 
movies (How to Watch 
Movies in Charlottes-
ville), driving a car, or 
finding a satisfactory 
place to eat (Our 
Dreamed-for Second 
Honeymoon). There are 
always surprises that 
call into question our 
understanding of the 
world; some are delight-
ful, some make us feel 
uncomfortable, some 
leave us feeling even a 
little unhinged.  We 
have a choice at that 
point to either dispar-
age the culture that 
does not live up to our 
dreams or to open our-
selves to a new under-
standing of (or at least 
respect for) the world 
we have entered… and 
hopefully with a little 
humor as well, at least 
in retrospect.

Doing the work of living 
in a new country, grow-

ing a family, and relying 
on the services of the 
new country can lead to 
even deeper questioning 
of what we know (My 
Homework).  What are
the rules for success; 
are they universal?  How 
much are we really will-
ing or able to change in 
order to adapt to and 
thrive in the new cul-
ture?  Everyone wants 
the very best for their 
children; but, as our 
children grow and are 
influenced by a culture 
we do  not know, how 
best can we guide and 
support them?  To what 
extent should we pass 
on the values and cus-
toms we bring from our 
home country, and to 
what extent can we 
trust this new culture 
with our children’s fu-
ture?  What will 
“success” in this new 
culture really look like?  
What do we like and 
admire about this new 
culture, and what may 
we secretly not like at 
all?  How do we adapt?

There comes a time af-
ter living in a new place 
for an extended period 
of time when something 
happens and we must 
rely on this new culture 
for our very survival (My 
Experiences with 

Healthcare in the US).  
Many people in the 
world admire the health 
care system in the US 
for its technical exper-
tise.  They welcome and 
are able to trust this 
expertise especially dur-
ing emergencies.  As we 
all know, however, the 
US health care system 
has its challenges —
challenges that perhaps 
would not arise in one’s 
home country.  Recog-
nizing what some of 
these differences are 
from the perspective of 
the patient is important 
for newcomers to know 
and also can contribute 
to the dialogue of help-
ing the US continue to 
improve its efforts to 
serve.

Finally, living in a new 
world can stretch our 
imaginations to the lim-
its.  We reach a point 
where we wonder, not 
what is possible, but 
what is not possible?  
Why Can’t Elephants 
Fly? is a playful romp 
into the fantastical, 
where elephants nest in 
trees and wait for 
feathers and wings or 
just bigger and better 
ears by which to fly. We 
hope you enjoy

Respectfully,                  

From the Editor:
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Happy New Year to all!  
As we begin the new 
year, it is a time to think 
back over the past and 
reflect on how much we 
have grown and changed, 
and also to consider ways 
in which we hope to grow 
and change in the future.  

The articles in this issue 
all address the theme of 
change and growth that 
inevitably occur as we 
begin life in a new coun-
try.  For some of us 
(Time Is Flying), begin-
ning life again in Char-
lottesville comes after 
beginning life again at 
least one other time in 
another new culture, a 
long professional career, 
many moves, many lan-
guages learned, many 
hard adjustments grap-
pled with.  And yet, de-
spite hardship, there is 
continued optimism, en-
thusiasm, and determina-
tion to succeed.  

Others of us (How Fast 
Things Can Change), by 
contrast, are just setting 
out in life.     Who cannot 
relate to the first experi-
ences of jet lag; of feel-
ing alone in a new place 
that is in many ways fa-
miliar, but somehow one 
does not fit in; of learn-
ing to do things for your-
self in a way you never 
thought about before in 



The flight arrived at 
7:30 p.m. on September 
4th at Washington Dulles 
Airport.  Close to one 
hour after that, as I 
stepped outside, I felt 
my lungs fill with fresh 
American air.  

I had decided earlier 
this year that I should 
move to a country 
where the English lan-
guage was used daily.  
My main idea with this 
move was to improve 
my English, or at least 
try.  The only way to 
succeed was to speak 
English, live English, 
breathe English, and 
also think English.

I remember that day, 
September 4th.  The sun 
was hiding behind the 
clouds, and the airport 
was really crowded.  I 
saw lots of people run-
ning back and forth, and 
in the middle of it all, I 
saw myself standing 
there trying to meet up 
with my aunt.

My first days in the US 
went pretty slowly.  I 
must admit that it was a 
huge culture shock for 
me, and trying to adapt 
to America was not an 
easy task.  I did not 
know anyone apart from 
my aunt’s and uncle’s 
various families.  During 

my first days, I mostly 
tried to recover from 
my long travel; it took 
me close to 19 hours to 
come to the US from 
Sweden.  Apart from 
that, I struggled a lot 
trying to get used to the 
big time difference, 6 
hours.

After one week, every-
thing started to settle 
down.  I found some-
thing to do during the 
day.  Every day was an 
adventure because I did 
not know the place or 
the surroundings.  This 
forced me to ask people 
about everything.  Being 
completely new to a 
place made me feel 
powerless, but it also 
helped me to grow.  I 
love challenges, and 
America was definitely a 
big challenge that 
awaited me.

Days flew by.  I started 
taking some English 
classes, met new peo-
ple, and began to feel 
like a normal resident in 
America.  

I have to admit that my 
first opinions about the 
US have really changed 
over time.  In the begin-
ning, this wasn’t a place 
that I valued so much, 
but I guess it had to do 
with the fact that I did 

not know anyone.  When 
you are by yourself, you 
feel alone.  I had high 
expectations of Amer-
ica, and when I came 
here, it wasn’t like I 
thought it would be.  
Now I’m actually start-
ing to like it.  The peo-
ple are kind and subtle.

I have been in America 
for exactly nine weeks, 
and when I look back 
over my time here, I see 
lots of changes in my-
self.  I have gone from 
being dependent on 
people to actually being 
able to take care of my-
self. 

It’s not like I couldn’t 
manage myself before, 
but I have developed as 
a person.  For example, 
I would never imagine 
myself cooking, clean-
ing, and washing dishes.  
I did that before, but 
very rarely.  So I came 
here with one primary 
attribute to improve but 
ended up improving lots 
of other things in my-
self.  

It’s amazing how only 
three months can not 
only change your life 
but also your way of 
thinking and acting.

How Fast Things Can Change
By Flamur Krasnici (Sweden)

“I have been 
in America 
for exactly 

nine weeks, 
and when I 
look back 

over my 
time here, I 
see lots of 

changes in 
myself.”
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“The only way 
to succeed was 
to speak Eng-
lish, live Eng-
lish, breathe 
English, and 
also think    
English.”



“My dear Elena…,” my 
husband said. “… Are 
you ready for a sec-
ond honey moon!?  We 
can leave in a month, 
and our grandparents 
will look after our 
daughters … finally we 
have the opportunity 
to spend about 19 
days alone after 10 
years of marriage, at 
least!”

I was excited, even if 
with some doubts …, 
but on April 23rd we 
left Italy to reach the 
dreamed for USA!

Obviously, it was not 
only a vacation but an 
“exploration” for liv-
ing in the US, in Char-
lottesville exactly, for 
two years! Here was 
the trap! My husband 
has decided, after nu-
merous family fights, 
to do an MBA here in 
the US.

We touched American 
land (for me it was 
the first time) after 
almost 20 hours, at 
10.00 p.m., techni-
cally 6 a.m. for us 
poor Italians!

Our first hour and an 
half in the US (Dulles 
Airport) was spent
standing in line: we 
were very happy … 

fixed…  “Why didn’t 
you check for the 
right state????”

Meanwhile, my hus-
band was trying to 
turn on the engine of 
the car… but nothing 
… again …nothing … .
I was exhausted.  
“Why aren’t you able 
to drive a car…?  It’s 
so easy!!!”

Ask again something 
to  somebody in the 
middle of the night, in 
a dark parking lot, in 
a different language… 
how can we drive a 
car…?!

Ok, it was only the 
beginning …now we 
were driving safely … 
but why are the traf-
fic lights on the other 
side of the intersec-
tion?  In Italy, traffic 
lights are before the 
intersection …   Ok, 
we made it through; 
maybe it was green 
for us … who knows!

Finally, we took the 
DC beltway, and at 
the end of that we 
found a stop where 
we needed to pay… 80 
cents… .  My husband 
said, “And now…?  We 
only have 100 dollar 

Our Dreamed-for Second Honeymoon
By Elena Pinotti (Italy)

“And now…?
We only 

have 100 
dollar bills 

… and there 
is nobody to 

ask for
change…!”
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“Ask something 
to somebody in 

the middle of 
the night, in a 

dark parking 
lot, in a differ-
ent language!”

but first of all …  we 
needed sleep!

Our comfortable hotel 
room was waiting for 
us, but instead of  
catching the shuttle, 
my husband had a 
brilliant idea. “Why 
don’t we rent a car
Immediately?  It’s so 
easy to drive in the 
US?!”

I was wondering if he 
was crazy … but too 
late. We were follow-
ing the directions to        
“Rent a Car”!

After one hour we 
were in a big car (too 
big for me…) checking 
for the directions to 
our dream hotel. 
Oops the GPS didn’t 
have the address …
and now?  Ask some-
thing to somebody in 
the middle of the 
night, in a dark park-
ing lot, in a different 
language!

After a few minutes 
the problem was (continued on page 5)
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bills … and there is no-
body to ask for
change…!”

Ok , a car behind us 
was beeping at us, and 
we went ahead …
Suddenly a flash took a 
picture! Good job … 
our first ticket!

The next day, we woke 
up to a rainy day, and 
after a good breakfast 
we left Washington for 
Charlottesville!

Our travel was a little 
bit nerve-wracking be-
cause “my lovely hus-
band” forgot, many 
times, that he was 
driving an automatic 
car, and he would
push the brake instead 
of the non-existent 
clutch!!!

The first thing to visit 
in Charlottesville was 
the school for our
daughters.  Everybody 
knows that American 
schools are fantastic!

A Mexican Darden stu-
dent recommended to 
us a particular school 
in the city… and… we 
reached the school…, 
we visited the school…, 
we left the school… 
saying : “Our daughters 
will never go to a 
school like this!”  The 

Our Dreamed-for Second Honeymoon (continued from page 4)

“In Italy, I 
never saw  
Little 

People, or 
maybe just 
one, and I 

was so 
surprised  
to see so 

many, all 
together.  I 
didn’t know 

what to do 
or what to 
say.”

“’my lovely hus-
band’ forgot, 
many times, 
that he was 
driving an auto-
matic car, and 
he would
push the brake 
instead of the 
non-existent 
clutch!!!”

structure of the build-
ing was very old, the 
smell inside was very 
strange, the play-
ground was too small.

Ok , “Don’t worry, 
maybe it’s better if we 
eat something before 
having  other sur-
prises,” said my wise 
husband!

We ate a terrible 
sandwich in a fast food 

restaurant … and 
again…  this strange
smell of carpet… the 
tables were dirty… I 
began to cry … .

Ok, it ‘s time to go to 
our new hotel and 
take time to think and
relax …but another 
surprise was waiting 
for us:  “Why are 
there so many step 
stools around the ho-
tel?  In Italy,  kids are 
not allowed to take 
the lift alone!”  And 
then, “ Why is there a 
sign with huge writing 
saying, “WELCOME LIT-
TLE PEOPLE”?  Maybe 

it’s a very good hotel 
for kids… .

I was wrong … in 
fact, with surprise , I 
saw one hundred Lit-
tle People all to-
gether…!(Now I know 
what “Little People” 
means!)  In Italy, I 
never saw  Little 
People, or maybe 
just one, and I was 
so surprised  to see 
so many, all to-
gether.  I didn’t 
know what to do or 
what to say.  I was 
embarrassed…I did-
n’t know the world 
enough to be a good 
traveler!

Everything was dif-
ferent in my imagi-
nation, and the real-
ity was completely 
different…my soul 
was so sad, like the 
rainy weather.  I 
needed sun, strong 
sun everywhere!  

It was time for “plan 
number  two”… 
leave Charlottesville 
for Berkley’s Univer-
sity, San  Francisco, 
California….  Sounds 
good!   But our ad-
venture continues … 
maybe our second 
honey moon will fi-
nally start… who 
knows!



From a very young age I 
had had the dream of 
going to India.  I do not 
remember why.  I think 
the first contact I had 
with India was at age 7.  
My parents had gone on 
a trip with my older 
brothers while on holi-
day.  At 7 years old, I 
had to stay home.  
When they returned, 
they brought several 
gifts.  I remember my 
parents gave me a sari 
full of rich, bright, and 
cheerful colors.  I think I 
now understand what I 
liked.  Perhaps it was 
the smell of those gifts, 
the variety of colors of 
those clothes, or per-
haps those landscapes 
that I first met in the 
photos were what really 
fascinated me.

Twenty-five years later I 
went to India with my 
boyfriend, Pedro.  I 
would like to talk about 
everything I experi-
enced and saw there, 
but I would need count-
less numbers of pages to 
do that.  For now, I will 
just write about three 
things:  the “most ro-
mantic place in India”, 
the “funniest place in 
India”, and the “most 
striking place in India”.

The “most romantic 
place in India” is in 
Agra.  I am talking 

about the Taj Mahal.  
Built on the banks of the 
Yamuna River, it was a 
declaration of love by 
the king, Shah Jahan, 
for his wife, Mumtaz 
Mahajan, following her 

sudden death.  He of-
fered her the palace 
that she never had in 
life.  But also, without 
knowing it, he gave her 
immortality.  I had al-
ways seen the Taj Mahal 
in photos, but when I 
saw it in person, it fas-
cinated me.  It was a 
mausoleum of white 
marble, jade, turquoise, 
lapis lazuli, agate, sap-
phire, amethyst, coral, 
malachite, quartz, dia-
monds, and amber.  
Even with all this gran-
deur, everything was 
little compared to what 
had been the great love 
of his life.

The “funniest place in 
India” are the streets in 
Jaipur.  We went there 
to see the Palace of the 
Winds.  There were sev-

eral shops typical of In-
dia.  But quickly I no-
ticed the traffic.  There 
were no traffic lights, 
but in the streets there 
coexisted trucks, buses, 
cars, motorcycles, 
bikes, dogs, cats, cam-
els, monkeys, and rick-
shaws.  We even saw an 
elephant.  We had never 
seen anything like it.  
When we finally got 
across the street, we 
realized that it had 
taken us ten minutes to 
do so.

And the “most striking 
place in India” is Vara-
nasi.  There we sent to 
see the Ganges, the 
most sacred river in In-
dia.  This place pro-
duced a very strong 
sense of culture shock in 
me.  As we sailed in a 
small boat on the 
Ganges, we could see 
families cremating their 
dead, and later they 
threw the ashes into the 
river.  In the river we 
also saw Indian people 
praying and diving into 
the water to atone for 
their sins.  All these 
things we were seeing 
from a Western cultural 
perspective and were 
very difficult to under-
stand.  However, the 
attitude of the people 
forced us to give them 
our respect.

My First Trip to India
By Carmen Fajardo Casajus (Spain)

“Even with 
all this 

grandeur, 

everything 
was little 

compared to 

what had 
been the 

great love 

of his life .”

“Perhaps it was 
the smell of 

those gifts, the 
variety of col-

ors of those 
clothes, or per-

haps those land-
scapes that first 

I first met in 
those photos 

were what 
really fasci-
nated me.”
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I have four kids.  My 
children have grown 
five years in Amer-
ica.  My oldest son is 
a freshman in high 
school.  I feel it is 
much harder to raise 
him since he has be-
come a teenager.  
He lives in his own 
little world.  He 
wants to do just 
what he wants and 
likes with his friends.  
He seems to have his 
own value system.  
My oldest son no 
longer does what we 
wish the way he did 
when he was a little 
child.

I have talked with 
American parents 
about teenagers be-
fore.  American par-
ents also complain 
that their teenage 
children are hard to 
manage.  

However, I think it is 
more difficult to 
raise a teenager for 
us because we were 
born in Korea, and 
we were educated in 
Korea, and we are 
still in the Korean 
way of thinking.  So I 
feel a gap when I 

have a talk with my 
kids, who were edu-
cated in America.

As you know, we Kore-
ans train our kids the 
way we received edu-
cation in Korea, but 
our children treat us 
with American think-
ing.  

That said, I have had 
experiences where I 
am not able to under-
stand my son within 
the framework of my 
traditional values.  Be-
cause my kids received 
different values, it is 
hard to explain that 
what we did is some-
thing different.  I 
don’t know for sure, 
but I think that many 
different ethnic groups 
also have these prob-
lems.

In fact, I feel envious 
that my kids are re-
ceiving an education in 
a good environment.  
For example, I devoted 
all my time solely to 
studying just to get 
into college when I was 
in high school.  In Ko-
rea, it was so and now 
still is.  

But my son’s case is 
different.  He enjoys 
school life in the US.  
He plays soccer, goes 
to parties, plays an 
instrument, and also 
studies.  He has a 
very different school 
life that cannot be 
compared to my 
school life.  But I al-
ways said, if you 
study as hard as you 
play soccer, you will 
be the top student in 
school.  In other 
words, that means my 
thinking is still the 
Korean style.  

Nevertheless, my son 
and I are now accus-
tomed to American 
school life and fully 
enjoy it.

In conclusion, my 
homework is to nar-
row the gap between 
our values and THAT 
is the problem that 
must be solved.

My Homework
By Insook Lee (South Korea)
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“My oldest son 
no longer does 
what we wish 
the way he did 
when he was a 
little child.”

“I always 
said, if you 
study as 

hard as you 
play soccer, 
you will be 

the top 
student in 
school.”



If you want to watch movies 
in Charlottesville, how will 
you do it? If you are Korean 
or other nation’s people who 
are used to watching movies 
like in Korea, you may be 
surprised when you want to 
watch movies here.  

In South Korea and maybe 
your countries, there are 
several movie theaters and 
each theater have various 
movies. Wherever you go, 
you can find the movie 
which you want to watch. 
But in Charlottesville, you 
can’t.

In Charlottesville, of course, 
there are several movie 
theaters in town, but each 
movie theater has totally 
different movies which are 
playing. If you aren’t famil-
iar with this movie theater 
system and you really don’t 
know what you have to do to 
watch movies, I’ll give infor-
mation.

First, you need to go to a 
search site (I recommend 
Google). Second, you have 
to enter the movie’s name 
which you want to watch 
and then, also enter the 
city’s name where you are 
living.  Then you can see a 
lot of search results. 

Generally, the first search re-
sult is the proper web site, but 
if you find more proper web-
sites, then click those sites.  
When you click the website, 
you can see the time when it 
will be playing and the exact 
location of the movie theater.

If you don’t know what movies 
you want to see, then you’d 
better go to this following site: 
www.cvillemovies.com

When you enter this site, you 
can see all the movie theaters 
in the Charlottesville area, and 
you  can also see all the mov-
ies which are showing now. 
When you move your mouse 
cursor to the movie’s name, 
you will be able to see the plot 
about the movie. Besides, you 
can see the votes about the 
movies.  It also shows the 
prices.  So, you don’t have to 
worry about your budget.

After finding all you want, 
then you’d better go to the 

movie theater early. I recom-
mend  going there 30 minutes 
before the movie starts. Not 
usually, but sometimes there 
are lots of people who are wait-
ing to buy movie tickets, espe-
cially when the movie is very 
popular or when on holidays.  
For example, there were long 
lines when “Harry Potter” and 
“Tangled” opened, and when it 
was the Thanksgiving holidays.

But what are you supposed to do 
when the movies you want to 
see are not showing in the 
movie theaters? (I mean the old 
movies.) Then, you can find 
movies maybe in ‘Red Box’ or 
‘Sneak Reviews’! Red Boxes are 
in the every WalMart, Giant and 
other big stores. But, you have 
to bring your credit card to bor-
row the DVDs or Blue rays. Bor-
rowing costs about 1 dollar per 
day. And you can return it at 
any Red Box. 

Contrary to this, ‘Sneak Re-
views’ is a kind of store. You 
will be able to borrow DVDs or 
videos when you go there. The 
borrowing costs about one dol-
lar per several days. They have 
more various movies than red 
box, but less convenient than 
that.

Above are all my tips. Please 
enjoy your movies in Charlottes-
ville!

How to Watch Movies in Charlottesville
By Hyun Joo Yi (South Korea)
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At the beginning of 2010, I 
got pregnant: it should have 
been our fourth baby. Un-
fortunately, God had a dif-
ferent plan for us. After two 
months I started bleeding.  
At that time, I was in New 
York for a family trip. I was 
so scared. I didn’t know 
what to do.  I called my gy-
necologist in Italy. He told 
me that the pregnancy was 
terminated.

The next day, I made an ap-
pointment with a doctor’s 
office in Charlottesville to 
understand better what was 
going on.  After taking a 
blood test and an ultra-
sound, I came back home 
knowing nothing.

“The doctor will call you at 
home” said the nurse. 

After two hours they called 
me and said, “Can you come 
here as soon as possible? 
There is something strange!  
You are still pregnant, but 
there is nothing in your 
uterus.”

In fact, they found that I 
was having an ectopic preg-
nancy, the worse kind of 
pregnancy.

The healthcare system was 
very fast and easy to follow.  
In fact, less than one hour 
after diagnosis, I was at 
Martha Jefferson Hospital 
taking  strong medication in 
order to terminate the preg-
nancy.

Everything was so fast and effi-
cient. I don’t know if in Italy it 
would be the same.

For a month, almost twice a 
week , I received a call from my 
American doctor checking up on 
the situation and my pain levels. 
Because of my poor English, it 
was very hard to receive and un-
derstand those calls!  But I did it! 
I think very well, too!

Unfortunately, the first medica-
tion didn’t work. The second one 
didn’t work, either.  So, after 
one more month, I was still preg-
nant. I was in a bad way.

Suddenly one Sunday, I began to 
have some very strong cramps.  I 
called the doctor, and he imme-
diately sent me to the emer-
gency room.  I was too scared to 
call the ambulance because I 
didn’t know how much money it 
would cost, so a friend took me 
there!

Once in the emergency room, 
while I was having some terrible 
cramps and before they  checked 
me, they asked if I had insur-
ance, which I did, and then they 
asked for my credit card!

I was so frustrated. I was in a 
dangerous situation, and the first
thing they asked of me was my  
credit card.  Then, after two 

long hours, they told me that my tube 
was broken and I was having internal  
bleeding, a hemorrhage. I needed sur-
gery immediately.  When they told me 
that I needed surgery, my first thought 
was, “How much will I have to pay for  
this?!”     

I had two hours of surgery with, of 
course, total anesthesia.  I woke up at 
3.00 a.m. in a beautiful room:  “Is this 
a hotel room?” I thought.  No, I was 
still in the hospital, and my husband 
was in the bed nearby.
At first,  I was so “happy”. My night-
mare had ended even if in the worst 
way.  I was still alive.

After five hours, a doctor came to visit 
me. He told me that I was ready to go 
back home.  I was surprised. I could 
barely reach the toilet because I was 
so tired!

So, only eight hours after surgery, I 
was in my car ready to spend one week 
in bed.  I was so angry. We were going 
to spend a lot of money to pay for my 
surgery, and they treated me  for only 
twelve hours!

In my country, Italy, you pay much less 
for surgery of that kind. Then you re-
main under observation for two or 
three days.

I was very sad: for a week after the 
surgery, I  had new problems every day 
due to the surgery.  But because of my 
poor English I could not speak with any 
doctor. I could just call and ask for 
information by telephone.  It was very 
hard.  Furthermore, when a mom 
comes home, she can’t afford to relax 
a lot!  So, this was my experience with 
the US healthcare system.

My Experience with the Health Care System in the US
By Elena Pinotti (Italy)
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(Continued on page 10)

“When they told me I 
needed surgery, my first 
thought was, ’How much 
will I have to pay for 
this?’” 



The surgery was perfect 
(this is the most important 
thing), so I can’t complain.  
Every doctor I met was very 
qualified and very nice. The 
hospital looked like a hotel.  
The breakfast was delicious, 
too.

However, I still wonder if 
when a person is sick, the 

most important thing is, “Can 
she afford the surgery or medica-
tion?” And why are the hospitals 
so luxurious and beautiful?

When they told me that I needed 
surgery, my first thought was not 
about how much pain I would 
have, but my main doubt was, 
“How much I will have to pay for 
this?”

Editor’s note:  In the US, it is impor-
tant to distinguish between a public 
and a private hospital.  Public hospi-
tals cannot refuse treatment due to 
your financial situation.  In Charlottes-
ville, Martha Jefferson Hospital is a 
private hospital.  The UVA Medical 
Center is a public, teaching hospital.

My Experience with the Health Care System in the US (Continued from page 9)
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Why Can’t Elephants Fly?                                                                                                        

By Carmen Fajardo Casajus (Spain)

Perhaps many of us have 
wondered why birds fly.  
But perhaps we have 
never asked ourselves 
whether elephants can 
fly.

I don’t think, therefore, 
that there are many 
studies about this issue.  
It is not worth a Nobel 
Prize, and, for this rea-
son, we aren’t wasting 
our time checking inter-
net websites, asking for 
an answer that I just 
think we will not find.

Here I will explain my 
theory.  

When I asked myself this 
question the first time, 
the image of Newton un-
der the tree came to my 
mind.  All of us are 
aware of the great 
weight and size of ele-
phants.  That “little 
aerodynamic body” 
makes us think that the 
elephant may not be able 
to get off the ground.  

The force with which gravity 
pulls an elephant is a clear 
example that Newton was 
right.  What would have hap-
pened with Newton if, instead 
of an apple, an elephant had 
fallen?  Newton’s theory says 
to us, “elephants cannot fly.”

But could an elephant make a 
nest at the top of a tree?  And 
more important, why would 
an elephant make a nest at 
the top of a tree?  No, I think 
it wouldn’t be a good idea.  
Besides, elephants don’t live 
in nests.

Of course, we have to rule out 
the idea of a hidden identity 
of Superman as an elephant.  
It’s clear elephants don’t fit 
into a phone booth.

Now, we need to pay attend 
to birds.  These animals can 
fly.  Birds have wings and 
feathers.  However, elephants 
lack both.  It’s a simple rule 
of logic:  no wings and no 
feathers means you cannot 
fly.

It’s good there 
are these pow-
erful reasons 
that lead us to the conclusion that 
elephants cannot fly.  But now I 
have another question because we 
have to move ahead.  We wonder, 
“Can any of us tell for sure 
whether any elephant has tried to 
fly?”   I think we cannot say for 
sure.

And now you will tell me this thing 
that all of us have in our mind, 
“Little Dumbo was able to fly.”  
Okay, it’s good, but now another 
question for us is, “Has anyone of 
us met Dumbo, or is it only a short 
story for children?”

However, this nice story takes us 
to one of the largest mysteries 
about this nice pachyderm:  “Why 
do elephants have such big ears?  
Perhaps Mother Nature gave them 
to elephants so they could fly?”  
Then why have we never seen an 
elephant fly?

Here are these questions.  You can 
make your own conclusions, and 
you can ask these questions your-
self.
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Voices of Adult Learners
15th Annual Voices of Adult Learners
A Virginia Festival of the Book Event

Share your stories! 
This is a Writing Contest and Event.  
Fifteen writers will win $25 each.  

There will be one best writer’s award in the amount of $75.

Who may participate:  Adults in Literacy and Adult Education Programs in 
Charlottesville City and Albemarle, Fluvanna, Greene, Louisa, and Nelson 
counties.

Topics to Write about:
 Education:  Why is it important to you?  What valuable lessons have you 

learned?  How do you encourage others to learn?
 Life Can Be Funny:  Do you have a funny story to share?  Did you see or do 

something that made you and others laugh?  The story must be true.
 Everyday Heroes:  There are many heroes in our lives.  Do you know one?  
 Work:  What is your job?  What do you do well?  Why is it important?  What do 

you like best about your job?  Tell a story about a day at work; maybe it was 
your first day; maybe it was your best day.

Submit writings to:  Susan Erno, CCS Adult Learning Center, 935-A 2nd St. , SE, 
Charlottesville, VA 22902, fax: 434-245-2601; or Deanne Foerster, LV-C/A, 418 
7th St., NE, Charlottesville, VA  22902, fax: 434-979-7846.  Writings and entry 
forms may also be e-mailed to susan.erno@ccs.k12.va.us.

Deadline for Entries is February 4, 2011!

Awards Presentation:  Thursday, March 17, 2011 at 6 p.m. at Burnley-Moran 
Elementary School, Charlottesville.  All writers, their families, and friends are 
invited to attend.  All writers will receive a copy of Voices 2011. 

Go to http://adulted.avenue.org for details and entry form.



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.             
January 17:  No classes at ALC in honor of 

Martin Luther King Day.                         
February 4:  Deadline to submit stories to 
VOICES of Adult Learners Contest.        
March 17:  Voices of Adult Learners Cele-
bration, Burnley-Moran Elementary School, 
6-8 p.m.                                              
March 31:  Potluck at ALC, 11:30-1 p.m. 
and 6-7:30 p.m.                                  
March 31:  Last day of classes of Winter 
Term at ALC.                                      
SNOW DAYS:  In case of inclement weather, 
call 434-245-2401 to see if school is can-
celed!

ADULT LEARNING CENTER

Charlottesville City Schools

Adult ESL Program

935-A Second Street, SE

Charlottesville, VA  22902

(434)245-2817

http://www.adultslearn.org


