
On Tuesday, February 18th, the eve-
ning ESL classes at the Adult Learn-
ing Center (ALC) learned about local 
government, and then walked to 
City Hall to experience a City Coun-
cil meeting.  About 80 students, vol-
unteers and teachers quietly filled 
the council chambers between 8 
p.m. and 9 p.m. Mayor Satyendra 
Huja and council warmly welcomed 
the students.  On the agenda was a   
proposal to support the Festival of 
Cultures celebration on May 10, 
2014.  This is the first year the     
organizers have asked for support 
from city government, and the     
response was very positive.  At 10:30 
p.m., after a brief presentation from 
the Festival co-coordinator, Zakira 
Beasley, the council voted        
unanimously to provide $2,000 to 

help pay for expenses.  The     
organizers were also invited to 
apply for additional funds in the 

future.  

It was reported in the City   
Council minutes that            
Councilmember Fenwick said that 
"’...the Festival of Cultures is one 
of the most fun and energetic 
festivals the City hosts. It is a  
remarkable way for the         
community to introduce       
themselves to different areas,’ 
and he encouraged citizens to 

attend." 

Hello, Democracy!        

By Daejin Kim (South Korea) 

On Feb 18, 2014, the evening ESL 
classes at ALC took a fieldtrip to 
Charlottesville City Hall. Some  
students went by car and the   
others went on foot because City 
Hall is not so far from ALC. I was 
looking forward to visiting it and 
meeting the city council members. 
The fieldtrip met all my            
expectations. 
 
Almost all evening ALC students 
filled the city council chamber 
very quickly.  There were five city 
council members and many        
citizens and 
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ESL students from the Adult Learning Center attend a City 

Council meeting on February 18, 2014. 



stories touched our own lives.  I myself will never 
be able to hear the words, “Move that bus!” or “I 
am sorry, I don’t know” in the same way again.  I 
will remember that money and wealth are no 
substitute for education, that what it takes to be 
a “mother” or a “father” may not be simple or 
easy, that no matter what work we do, we      
deserve to be  treated with respect and kindness 
and the rewards will be beyond measure, that 
our grandparents and their 
stories are important in 
shaping who we are today, 
and that horses, like all of 
us, are richly diverse if you 
take the time to get to 

know them. 

Two of the winning stories 
of the Voices Contest are       
featured here in the Multi-
Cultural Brief, but if you 
would like to read all of 
these wonderful stories 
online, you can go to 

adulted.avenue.org. 

From the Editor: 
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It was an evening of storytelling not to be missed!  
The 18th Annual Celebration of Voices of Adult 
Learners was held on March 20, 2014, at Buford   
Middle School Auditorium as one of Charlottesville’s 
Festival of the Book events.  This year began with 
awards for excellent performance being handed out 
to students in adult education region-wide.  Then, 
the stories began.  Winners of the Voices Writing 
Contest stepped forward to share their experiences 
on a variety of topics:  work, education, family, and 
ways in which life can be funny.  Stemming from all 
corners of the globe, the writers took the audience 
to places they might not have been able to easily 

imagine, yet, as        
moderator Cherry Stewart 
reminded us again and 
again, while these life 
experiences may be 
unique to particular    
circumstances and      
conditions, deep themes 
of commonality drew us 
together:  we laughed 
and cried and sometimes 
sighed as these powerful 
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VOICES of Adult Learners Celebration               
By Leslie Furlong                                

We at the Multi-Cultural Brief are glad to be back after 

a brief hiatus due to funding cuts.  Thank you, once 

again, to Susan Erno, for making this reinstatement    

possible! 

As always, the Writing Class has produced a rich  array of 

articles to share.  Very often, as we begin to write in a 

new language, and especially when at the same time we 

immerse ourselves in a new culture, childhood or other 

pivotal memories rise to the surface.  The first several 

articles of this issue describe key moments in writers’ 

lives that they had never talked about before even in 

their first language. 

Then, there comes a point when after we have been  

living in the new culture a while, a greater sense of   

perspective emerges.  We begin to look out the window 

of our lives and wonder about the people who surround 

us every day.  We begin to develop a sense of           

community, a sense that we are part of the fabric of 

the new world in which we are living, not just distant 

observers.  One group of ESL students from ALC took a 

fieldtrip to City Hall to see how people pay taxes.  

They also visited the “Freedom Wall” on the Downtown 

Mall where they could see freedom of speech on      

display and even join the process by writing their own 

words for others to read.    

One wonderful opportunity that arose for the ESL    

students at the ALC this term was a chance to take a 

fieldtrip to a city council meeting.  They saw           

democracy in action.  By their very presence in the city 

council chambers, they began to experience a sense of 

participation in the democratic process and a          

realization that they are an integral, important part of 

this richly diverse, beautiful city.  

Leslie Furlong, Editor 
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Thirteen years 
ago, I was 
working in a    
bakery in  
Santo Ângelo, 
in South    
Brazil, my 
hometown. 
The bakery 
was old with a 
tradition of 

making bread.  

At that time, I had good colleagues, very 
nice co-workers.   I worked during the night 
with one other co-worker to make freshly 
baked bread. When my boss arrived in the 
morning, my  co-worker and I could go 

home. 

One day, as usually happened, we were 
ending our job when my boss arrived at 7 
a.m. after our night shift work. As always, 
we were very tired because we had worked 
hard all night. Our boss was in an angry 

mood because he had argued with his wife. 

Upon arrival, he opened the cabinet door 
where the bread was stored and looked at 
the bread. He said bad words about our 
work, and he picked up a radio that was on 
the table. We listened to that radio every 
night to keep awake.  The man threw the 
radio against the wall. I felt bad because 
we gave the man wealth and in return     
received this slight, this disrespect, this   

insult.  

Because of that, I finished my work and 
went to tell him that I quit. I realized that 
day that I needed to keep studying, because 

if I didn’t, my life would be like this for 
the rest of my days. Then, I went home 
and thought about my life. I decided to 
study for a test to start university law. I 

took the test and I passed.  

The Brazilian Government helped me to 
pay for the university through loans. And 

so I started to study at the university.  

 For five years, I studied law and took 
English and Spanish courses. I wanted to 
get a master’s degree after university. 
When my degree 
was almost finished, 
I took the bar exam 
to become a        
licensed lawyer. I 
was approved      
before finishing  

university. 

Today I am a lawyer 
and university     
professor, but I still 
remember that day 
in the bakery when, 
because of a rude act by my ex-boss, I 
woke up to life. If this hadn’t happened, I 

don’t know if I would be who I am now.      

Always when I go to a bakery, I remember 
the smell of bread and that important 

moment. 

The Smell of Bread 
 By Giancarlo Ghisleni (Brazil), VOICES Winner 

“I realized 
that day that I 
needed to keep 
studying,     
because if I 
didn’t, my life 
would be like 
this for the 
rest of my 
days.” 
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There are many people and moments that 

marked my childhood in Brazil. I remember 

especially a little unprotected girl. Maybe she 

doesn’t know, but her simple presence taught 

me important things, and I still have her 

presence in my life. 

I still can see her image in front of me as if 

we were children today. Her name was     

Cleonice, and she was 7 or maybe 8 years 

old. In her face, it was possible to see she 

was quite indigenous, with her darker skin 

and brown eyes. She had short hair.  

In Brazil, indigenous people 

were and still are              

marginalized, but in this time 

I didn’t realize this. I didn’t 

have contact with their       

reality. My world was not   

bigger than the yard of my   

parents’ house, and I was 

there when I saw Cleonice for the first time.  

She stood in front of the gate and asked for 

my mother. She didn’t have a confident as-

pect. She seemed to be shy and afraid.  

When my mother arrived at the gate, the   

little girl said she was poor and her parents 

didn’t have work. She said she was hungry 

and didn’t have anything to eat at home. She 

asked for some food or work to get some 

money. 

My mother invited her to come in, gave her 

food and said she could come every day to 

eat at our home. For months, I saw Cleonice 

every day at home, eating in the kitchen. I 

remember it like it was today how she was at 

the time, shy and happy to have things to 

A Little Girl                                                                                    
By Luciene Dal Ri (Brazil), VOICES Winner 

eat.   She was a good girl, quiet and sweet, 

like other eight-year-old girls, but we never 

played together. It was strange — like she was 

there, but at the same time she wasn’t part of 

my reality. Maybe because of this, whenever I 

saw her, I became quite paralyzed.  

My mother told me Cleonice’s story, and I    

became worried. I have this feeling still now, 

and it is continuous in my life. I didn’t realize 

exactly, in that moment, why we had such   

different lives. Why weren’t we treated in the 

same way if we were both little girls?  Why 

weren’t her parents taking care 

of her?  Why did she have to 

take care of herself if she was 

so little? Why was she           

unprotected? 

Care and protection, these are 

the words!  

Her fragility was not from poverty! The way 

she was afraid, her short hair, the hunger, 

sometimes she was dirty… All these things 

were so different from my reality. At this 

time, I realized how I had, just like a gift, the 

important things in my life. I didn’t do         

anything to have that. I wasn’t different from 

Cleonice. I could be her. I was just born in a 

family that took care of and protected me. 

One day, Cleonice didn’t come to our home, 

and I asked my parents about her. My mother 

told me that her family moved to another city. 

Never more I have had news about her, but she 

is in my life. When I think about her, I want to 

hug her. I know to hug someone is not enough, 

but it’s a way to  express how I would like to 

take care of and protect that little girl. 

“Why weren’t we 

treated in the same 

way if we were both 

little girls?  …  Why 

was she unprotected?” 
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I had a friend who 
attended the same 
elementary and middle 
school as I did. We 
shared many experiences 
together when we were 
young.  I think that was 
our best time together.  
 
After that, we went to 
different high schools 
and universities. We lost 
contact.  Then, I didn’t 
think about him very 
often.  I got married and 
had two kids. I became a 
medical doctor.  

 
One day, my friend visited my clinic office 
unexpectedly. I was so surprised and excited 
by his visit. I immediately recalled our 
childhood which we had spent together, and 
now we were meeting each other again after 
we had grown up.  
 
We talked about our childhood life and shared 
many good feelings. That night, I had dinner 
with him. He told me, “I got married and had 
one kid. I got stomach cancer and had to have 
surgery. But I got over the cancer.”  I thought 
the story was strange because he was so 
young, but the worst had not happened 
because he had recovered. 
 
Later, we met several times and had good 
times.  
 
Maybe one or two years later, he told me that 
his cancer had recurred. I could feel the 
disappointment in his voice and the sadness in 
his face. I was embarrassed and angry. I could 
not accept that situation. Why should he 
suffer for a long time?  Why should he not 
have the opportunity to live a healthy life?  

How would his family live, especially his young 
child? It drove me into a huge sense of chaos 
and confusion.  
 
After the recurrence of his disease, I visited 
him, his wife and his child in the hospital. It 
was not easy to talk with him and console his 
family.  They were suffering and were in pain 
due to the inevitable disaster coming to their 
family member. His health condition got 
worse. It was not easy to see him, and I did 
not meet with him very often.  
 
One day, I received a text about his death 
from his wife. It made me cry.  I was 
depressed and could not do anything.  I did 
not to want to believe it. I went to his funeral. 
I saw his picture for the last time there.  I  
said to him, “You have been my best friend.” 
 
I still miss him. 

I Miss You 
 By Daejin Kim (South Korea) 

Are You Thinking of Attending PVCC? 

Do you have questions about choosing a career, 
applying to PVCC, or applying for financial         

assistance?     

Lynda Smethurst 

Adult Career Coach 

VA Workforce Center 

Adjunct Instructor, Student Development 

Piedmont Virginia Community College 

434-293-8901; lsmethurst@pvcc.edu 

Will be available in the Adult Learning Center     

Resource Room: 

Tuesdays, April 8-June 24 

From 11:30-2:30 p.m.  

No appointment needed. 
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Hi.  My name is Ozan.  I am from Turkey. I have 

one brother.  He is ten months older than me.  So 

we are almost like twins.  

My brother is very lucky. He has never worked 

very hard. He likes to spend money.  He has been 

able to live with my parents all his life. He went 

to university, and now has a steady job with the 

Turkish government. He became engaged three 

months ago and will get married sometime in 

March.  Only after that will he find his own place 

to live. 

I went to elementary school, middle school, and 

high school in Turkey. After that, I really wanted 

to go to a university. That's why I     

studied very hard.  My family,      

however, didn't have enough money 

to send both sons to a university.  

Nevertheless, my father always     

encouraged me and told me that 

somehow there would be a way for 

me to attend a university.  

If you want to go to university in   

Turkey, you need to pass some tests. 

I took these tests and passed.  After I 

passed the exams, I learned I was accepted into 

the public relations department. The university, 

however, was in Cyprus, an island in the        

Mediterranean Sea, south of Turkey.  

There are many private universities in Cyprus. My 

university, The Near East University, was a       

private university, but I didn't have to pay any 

money because my test scores were very good. I 

was very happy at that time. 

Before starting the university, I had to look for an 

apartment. I found one close to the university. 

But rent was more expensive than in Turkey     

because Cyprus uses the British pound.  My     

family's economic situation was not good at that 

time because my brother was studying at a      

different university at the same time as me so I 

knew they could not help me.  For this reason, I 

really needed to find a job to financially support 

myself and my family.  I sent job applications to 

many workplaces.  After two weeks,  I found a 

job in a grocery store.  I worked part time   

stocking cola shelves. They paid me very well. I 

remember my first pay check. It was a big 

amount for a student. When I got it, I paid my 

rent by myself.  After that, I opened a bank     

account.  I put the rest of the money there. I sent 

money to my mom regularly every month.  I felt 

myself to be very happy even though I didn't    

receive any money from my family for four years. 

The grocery store was close to the  

university. All my teachers came to 

the grocery store to buy something.  

That way, I met with them and they 

came to know me.  After that, they 

wanted to help me with everything.  

Throughout my life, people have been 

kind to me because I work very hard.   

For example, one time I was working 

very hard at the grocery store and 

couldn't go to school, so the teachers 

gave me the notes from class to study so I could 

study for the exam. 

I remember one day I took the exam with 1000 

other people. All the teachers came into the class 

before the exam.  One professor came through 

the class and put a mark on a few students’     

exams. I asked about it. He said everything was 

okay, just take the exam. I realized the mark 

meant that he wanted make sure I passed        

because he understood how hard I was working.  I 

still remember how kind he was to me. 

My father always told me. '' You are a lucky guy.  

In every situation, you have done things for   

yourself.'' 

A Lucky Guy 

By Ozan Mavruk (Turkey) 

“My father       

always told me, 

‘You are a lucky 

guy.  In every   

situation, you 

have done things 

for yourself.’” 
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My father retired from 
the government in 
2004. While he 
was working, we went 
to the beach for       
vacation in the     
southern part of     
Turkey  every summer 

for fifteen days. 

 

My mother is a housewife. She didn't want to 
work for the government.  She took care of me 
and my brother.  My father didn't want her to 

work. 

 

I still remember twelve years 
ago. We went to Yumurtalik 
Beach on the Mediterranean 
coast. It was a wonderful place. 
I was eighteen years old. 
The houses were  summer    
bungalows on a hill made of wood.           

There were big trees around our house. 

 

Our house had only two bedrooms and two 
bathrooms. It didn't have a kitchen because 
cooking was not allowed. There was, however, 
a great restaurant near our house. People who 

stayed there had to eat in that restaurant. 

 

There was a long staircase made of wood to go 
to the beach. You needed to walk down 200 
steps to get to the beach. The Mediterranean 
Sea was turquoise in color, and the sand was 

very fine and golden.   

 

I really enjoyed those times with my family.  

One day, I went to the beach with my mom. 
My brother and my father were not with us. 
They went to the downtown to go shopping. 
The weather was so nice that day. The sea 
was very deep. My mom was learning to swim 

at that time so I watched her while she swam. 

 

I watched her swimming further and further 
away. When she was very away from 
the coast, she wanted to touch the ground 
with her feet, but she couldn't.  She suddenly 
panicked. I noticed this, so I started to swim 

towards her.  

 

My mother was sinking slowly in 
the water. When I swam over to 
her and reached her, I held her 
arm and pulled her to my side. 

She was still breathing. 

 

That day was very stressful day for me and for 
my mom. Thank God I was able to save her 
that day. It was not a great memory from that 
summer.  I still remember that after that    

incident she couldn't swim for two months. 

Summer Vacation 
By Ozan Mavruk (Turkey) 

“The Mediterranean 

Sea was turquoise in 

color, and the sand 

was very fine and 

golden.” 
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I am a South Korean. I am not very old. I did not 
experience the Korean War, which occurred  in 
1950 when North Korea invaded South Korea. 
The United Nations Army, which consisted of 
soldiers from many nations, joined my country 
to fight the invasion.  The war was a disaster 
and a hell.  Many family members, including 
small children, became separated from each 
other at that time and did not know where the 
others lived.  
 
Time, like a river, went through several       
decades. Then, in 1983,there was a special TV 
program which helped separated family     
members  find and meet each other. The     
separated family members introduced their  
stories on TV.  They held up signs that told their 
stories.   As many as possible told their stories 
until the program finished.  Also, many        

separated family members attached their 
signs to the constructed columns  in front of 
the broadcast center.  Almost all Koreans 
watched that program and listened to many 
touching stories. The TV  studio was full of 
much crying when family members realized 
their relative was alive and they could meet 
again.  Actually, many family members went 
to meet each other in person. 
 
At ten years old, I did not have a family  
member separated from me, but I was struck 
by how powerful family was.   Even today, I 
cannot forget that moment which gave us the 
meaning and importance of family.  
 
War was a tragedy. But I saw that family was 
amazing and great. 

Amazing Family 
By Daejin Kim (South Korea) 

Work was over for the day, and I opened my   
bedroom window and viewed a car coming into 
the parking lot.  At the same time, I began to 
wonder what might be happening with the driver. 
 
I Imagined that the driver was arriving home after 
a normal day at work and would gather his family 
into his arms as if it were the last time in his life 
that he would be able to do so. Maybe, as a     
father, he would play basketball with his kids, 
then watch a movie with his wife and put his kids 
to bed after reading them a story. 
 
Maybe he was a single man and, after arriving  
home, would have the particular lifestyle of    
single people including parties, studies, fast food, 
and friends who play video games, pool, or like 
sports. 
 
He also could be a researcher at UVA and, tired 
after work, was arriving back to a house where he 

Open Your Windows 
 By Giancarlo Ghisleni (Brazil) 

lived by himself.  Sometimes he might go to 
friends’ homes to discuss work or talk about    
common interests and football. 
 
I think also the man could be a bad boy, similar to 
my neighbors who smoke cannabis and waste their 
time with rude acts 
like making noise 
during the night, and 
maybe this man who 
was arriving home 
also would be hated 
by his neighbors. 
 
But all things that I 
imagine must be only 
imagination because 
beyond the door, my           
imagination cannot 
see. 
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At Dialogue Café, I heard that the furnace 
in Mr. Potts’ house broke the night       
before.  He must have been cold all night. 
 
I remember the day a few years ago when 
my  furnace went off.  The fire in the  
furnace went out.  It had snowed heavily 
that day.  I shoveled the snow down off 
the deck into a pile.  And I didn’t realize 
that the snow now covered the gas meter. 
  
I called a handyman to ask him to repair 
the furnace.  After he came and looked at 
it, he told me that he couldn’t repair it.   
He said, “You’d better call the furnace 
company to get their service.”  He also 
told me I should pay him $60 because, if I 
called him to ask him to repair something, 
it meant I understood I should pay him 
$60 for his visit even if he couldn’t repair  
anything.  He told me that it’s a rule of 
thumb in the U.S.  So I paid him $60 for 
his visit. 
 
I then called the furnace company to ask 
them  to repair it.  The repairman tried to 
make a fire in the furnace with a torch, 

but he couldn’t do it.  He told me he 
couldn’t do it, so he could send another 
guy to try.  I didn’t have to pay him $60 
because the furnace was still under      
warranty. 
 
By that night, the furnace still wasn’t  
working and it was very cold, so we turned 
on the space heaters.  The next morning 
early, I went out to the backyard to see 
what had happened.  It was then that I saw 
that the gas meter was covered by snow 
that I had shoveled down on to it from the 
deck the day before.  Therefore, I blew 
heat on the icy snow with my hair dryer 
and cracked the ice with a screwdriver.  
After I removed the snow, the furnace 
worked. 
 
All set! 
 
I realized that snow piled on top of the gas 
meter can cause a furnace to go off. 

I Paid $60 for a Piece of Knowledge                        
By Byung Jun (South Korea) 

“I saw that the gas 

meter was covered 

by snow that I had 

shoveled down on 

to it from the deck 

the day before.” 
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“Education 
is the third 
eye of       
human      
beings.” 

Hopeful                                                                   
By Daejin Kim (South Korea) 

It is not easy to live in the USA. My family 

and I moved here from South Korea to    

Charlottesville last August.  

At first, we felt uncomfortable interacting 

with different  people, particularly with   

regard to language and culture. Even 

though many Americans treated us      

generously, there were many 

obstacles. For example, it was 

not easy to buy a car, get a 

driver’s license, or obtain    

insurance for the car.  It also 

was not easy to buy traditional 

Korean food that I was used to. 

Even now, my listening      

comprehension and speaking 

are still not perfect even 

though I have attended many 

ESL classes. Sometimes, I envy my six-

year-old son who has picked up English 

more quickly than I.   

On the other hand, now that we have 

been here a while, I find that I am really 

proud of my son even though he speaks 

some sentences which I do not              

understand.  I have much pleasure when I 

feel my son is improving so well.  

Furthermore, we used to have rice three 

times a day, but now that is not possible    

because of my schedule, and when I go to 

work, rice is not available in the          

cafeteria.  Now we eat several different 

types of food.  I cannot help changing my 

lifestyle, and I do not want to avoid it. I 

actually want to enjoy the variety. 

I have many good teachers who teach me  

correct English, and tell me many moving 

and beautiful stories.  Also, I have many              

international and American friends who 

share good feelings with me, talk about 

many diverse subjects and help 

each other. 

My teacher spoke some words 

that struck me in my heart. She 

said, “Do not say that you   

cannot do it, but always      

continue to try every time and 

anywhere.”  She asked us to 

consider whether “satisfaction” 

is a good word or not.  She said 

that sometimes it is foolish and stupid to 

feel satisfied too early. You may not try 

anymore and not make efforts if you are 

satisfied already. If I had not been open to 

change, if I had been satisfied with just 

my own traditions, I would not have gotten 

to the place where I am today. 

Being open to change gives us much hope, 

pleasure and freedom. It was my choice 

that I came to the USA. It is up to me now.  

I am  experiencing and enjoying attractive 

Charlottesville and the USA. 

“If I had not been 

open to change, if I 

had been satisfied 

with just my own            

traditions, I would 

not have gotten to 

the place where I 

am today.” 
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A long time ago I had dreams. Included in my 
dreams was to know America. But I didn’t 
believe that it would happen. But in          
December of last year I found myself here.  I 
was on Seventh Avenue in New York City, the 
most famous avenue in the world, at least in 
my world.  It was the avenue that I had seen 
many times in the news and in famous    
movies.  I never imagined I would be walking 
there. In that moment, I realized that the 
world is big and small at the same time     
because, just as I had never imagined myself 
walking in New York, I think it is the same 
thought everybody has who visits New York. I 
really liked that city. 
 
But then I had the opportunity to get to know 
Charlottesville, a small city that is at the 
same time cosmopolitan.  It is a little bit 
smaller than New York, but very likeable. 
Many  people around the world come to           
Charlottesville looking for the American 
dream by living here.  And this city gave me 
more than I expected: it gave me affection, 
the opportunity to improve myself as a     
person, the opportunity to know realities 
from Afghanistan, South Korea, Congo,     
Turkey, Kenya, Bhutan, China, Iraq and     
especially America. I think everybody        
receives these things here from Americans. 
 
While I stayed in Charlottesville, I worked in 
Alderman Library at the University of        
Virginia, and there the people were very 
helpful and loving with me.  The Adult  
Learning Center was the same. The Adult 
Learning Center gave me friendships and 
teachers that I will keep for a long time in 
my memories. I never will forget them. 
 
With them I realized that Americans are   
lovable, and they try to help you and give 
you more than you hoped for from them. By    

living here, I managed to imagine why          
everybody is looking for the “American dream”. 
It Is because America really is a model to follow 
in many things. 
 
Charlottesville also gave me other wonderful 
experiences. The window of my room gave me a 
beautiful view every morning. And I had the   
opportunity to get to know squirrels. They really 
are gentle and friendly.  They also are beautiful 
animals. Three days ago, I had a dream where 
one of them came to me and I stroked it.  
 
Charlottesville also gave me wonderful meals 
from China, India, Afghanistan, and Vietnam. I 
really didn’t hope for such different and        
delicious foods in America. 
 
Almost at the end my stay, I had a nice          
experience in a big snow storm with            
temperatures 10 degrees below zero Celsius.  
My wife and I built a snowman together, and we 
lay in the snow.  
 
These little things were big experiences I will 
take with me from here. I will leave with the 
certainty that I changed a lot with all the things 
that America gave me. Thank you for           
everything, America! 

I Had a Dream                                                          
By Giancarlo Ghisleni (Brazil) 
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A Cosmopolitan City                                                
By Luciene Dal Ri (Brazil) 

My husband and I are Brazilians and love to 

travel. We usually travel during our vacation 

from work to learn about different countries 

and cultures. We are convinced that the best 

way to know a country and its culture is being 

there.  

When we live in a different place, we can meet 

people, make friends and learn many things. It’s 

not just to learn about others. It is to learn with 

other people and share our culture and have the 

opportunity to improve ourselves. In this      

context, living two months in the 

United States was good to       

improve our English, get rid of          

stereotypes, and to value people 

in their different jobs and social 

roles.   

Some weeks in another place can 

be also a good opportunity to 

discover quotidian challenges 

like feeling illiterate in the new 

language and having to speak the 

new language in the process of 

renting an apartment. Finalizing a contract 

which you can’t understand and having to base 

your decisions just on trusting people you don’t 

know can be irresponsible and yet your only 

choice. These situations can be a good          

opportunity also to feel vulnerable and see how 

the people are honest, kind and helpful.  

Being in a vulnerable situation will help us in 

Brazil to see the facts and situations from     

different perspectives, have empathy and be 

closer to people from different social classes. It 

helps us also to remember the importance of 

words like “thanks”, “excuse me” and “sorry”. 

Based on these convictions, my husband and I 

decided to have our vacation from work in the 

USA. We wanted learn about and with the    

people and improve our English. Then, we  

asked ourselves where we will go. The USA is 

very big, and so different. What kind of USA did 

we want?   

We chose to travel to places directly involved in 

history and traditions. We decided to do an  

itinerary from Boston, to New York, to         

Philadelphia, to Washington, to Charlottesville.  

We chose to stay more time in 

Virginia because it had not only a 

long history from being a colony 

to being a state, but it is also the 

origin of “the Bill of Rights of the 

good people of Virginia” (1776). 

While Virginia was still a        

territory, people drew up and 

defended the right to have a Bill 

of Rights added to the Federal 

Constitution. At the same time, 

Charlottesville has an important 

and historic university.  We heard that Virginia 

is a beautiful state, and  usually has a warm 

winter.   

Finally, we chose Charlottesville because it is a 

small city.  In a small city the people usually 

are kinder and more helpful, less stressed and 

with a good quality of life. We are from a small 

city, and we like small cities. But we never        

imagined that a small city like Charlottesville 

could be so cosmopolitan. 

When we found lodgings here, we had the first 

surprise. We discovered that our housemates 

are from China and from 

“We chose to spend 

more time in Virginia 

because it not only 

had a long history … 

but it is also the ori-

gin of ‘the Bill of 

Rights of the good 

people of Virginia.’” 

(Continued on page 13) 
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Syria. Now, our dinner together is a great   

moment to exchange experiences and          

information about different cultures. We are 

from such different places, and yet we are   

also equals. We can understand perfectly the 

different happiness and problems each one has 

in his culture. 

Beginning to study at the Adult Learning    

Center, we had another surprise.  We met 

many kind and helpful Americans, but not only 

that. We met many people from many         

different countries: South Korea, Turkey,    

Colombia, Congo, Kenya, Germany, the     

Netherlands, India, Mexico, China,              

Afghanistan, Bhutan,  Nepal, Cuba, Japan… 

Wow! 

With so many people from different cultures  

in a small city, we could think that there 

might be much discrimination, prejudice and        

violence… but no, thank goodness!  These   

people from different cultures live here      

quietly and happily together. 

When we chose Charlottesville, we just     

wanted to know about American people and 

American culture, but this small city gave us 

much more than that.  We met many people 

from many cultures.  We had wonderful        

exchanges with amazing people, and we had 

very good moments together making a     

snowman or walking quietly holding hands.  

All these gifts from Charlottesville            

consolidated in us the feeling about the good 

quality of life here and that all cultures can 

be together quiet and happy in this small and 

cosmopolitan city. 

A Cosmopolitan City (Continued from page 12) 

Can you match these idioms to their meanings? 

____ 1.  under the weather                                                                                                                                                 a.   permanently, forever 

____  2.  for good                                                                                                                                                                                                      b.  elated, very happy 

____  3.  on top of the world                                                                                                                                            c.  not feeling well, sick 

____  4.  all along                                                                                                                                                                                                     d.  modern, current 

____  5.  first-rate                                                                                                                                                                                                   e.  excellent, superb 

____  6.  on purpose                                                                                                                                                                                          f.  very soon, immediately 

____  7.  so far                                                                                                                                                                                                                      g.  until now 

____  8.  ill at ease                                                                                                                                                                                                h.  from the beginning 

____  9.  right away                                                                                                                                                                                            i.  uncomfortable, worried 

____10. up to date                                                                                                                                                                                                 j.  for a reason, deliberately 

Answers on page 15. 
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Every year every adult who lives in           

Charlottesville and has a car pays taxes (in 

June and December) to the City of           

Charlottesville.  Taxes are a little of our   

money that we pay to the city government.  

The city government uses that money to pay 

for things that help all the people who live in 

our city. 

On a cool fall morning in December, the ESL 

100 a.m. class walked to the Downtown Mall.  

We went to visit City Hall to see our teacher 

pay her city tax. 

As we walked on the Mall, the first thing we 

saw was a very large tree.  The tree was on, 

not growing in, the bricks on the ground.  

Workers put the tree there, and they were 

putting beautiful, colorful balls and “toys” and 

many, many small lights on the tree.  This tree 

is a community Christmas tree.  We walked on 

the Mall and saw many shops.  We walked to 

City Hall.  Surprise!  We met our friends and 

classmates, Man and Sancha — they were at 

City Hall to pay their taxes, too. 

We went inside — they said, “Welcome to City 

Hall” and showed us a sign (with pictures) to 

help us understand 

what they paid for 

with “our” tax 

money.  Our 

teacher paid her 

tax and they gave 

her a receipt. 

When we left City 

Hall, we looked at 

the statues of 

three men —   

Madison, Monroe, 

and Jefferson.  

They were      

presidents of the 

United States, and they came from Virginia, 

near our city, Charlottesville. 

We walked back to ALC.  On the way, we 

walked past “The Freedom Wall” on the Mall.  

This wall is a blackboard, and there are pieces 

of chalk there.  All people who walk by the 

wall are free 

and invited to 

write any 

thought that 

they have to 

share.  Indra  

Tamang wrote 

to tell anyone 

who read the 

words on the 

Wall that our 

class had visited        

Charlottesville 

Downtown Mall.  

We had a very 

nice trip. 

Fieldtrip, December 2013                                                         
By Kate Steers and the ESL 100 Class at ALC 

The  ESL 100 class visits City Hall in December 2013. 

Christmas Tree on the Downtown 

Mall, December 2013. 

Indra Tamang writes on the Freedom 

Wall on the Downtown Mall, December 

2013. 
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cameras. It was so impressive to see a mayor 
who wore a turban on his head.  The mayor 
introduced our group to the public. Our    
presence was so impressive to the city council 
members. We showed them the importance of 
multi-culturalism in Charlottesville.  
 

During the 
meeting, I saw 
that everyone,    
including     
foreigners, 
could express 
and appeal 
their ideas. 
The city    
council     
members      
listened to,   
discussed and 

then voted on many topics important to   
Charlottesville. They decided whether a      
suggestion was accepted or not. I could see 
democracy at work. It convinced me that this 
was a good way to govern a city. 
 
We could not stay for a long time, however, 
because we had to leave around 9 o'clock, but 
the meeting continued after we left.  I heard 
they went on to discuss whether or not to  
support the Festival of Cultures event, which 
will be held on May 10th.  They decided to  
support it. Thanks. 
 
One ALC student, who is a U.S citizen, said, “I 
have lived in this city for a long time, but I did 
not know about city council meetings. Now I 
know better where to go if I have problems.” 
Other students said: “I learned that everyone 
who lives in Charlottesville has the right to go 
and speak”; “In Bhutan, we would not have a 
meeting like this and the opportunity to      
attend”; “I never saw the mayor or president 
in my country”; “It was interesting that the 

city council members stayed so late listening 
to people’s problems. We admired that.  We 
liked how much people talked and listened.” 
 
There is a similar city government and council 
in my country, South Korea. But my country's 
citizens, including me, are not accustomed to 
attending government meetings and           
discussing many problems in public. I have 
now changed my idea about participating in 
those kinds of meetings. Because we pay   
taxes, we have rights and responsibilities to 
our city.  We are the hosts of our city and can 
nourish the city very well. We need to take 
part in a democracy which we can join and 
share. 
 
The city where I am living now is             
Charlottesville. It is a charming, attractive 
and democratic city. 

The Festival of Cultures Receives Funding —                    

Hello, Democracy! (Continued from page 1) 

Mayor Satyendra Huja (right) and local      

Charlottesville resident during the Festival 

of Cultures 2013. 

Answers for idioms on page 13:                   

1 — c; 2 — a; 3 — b; 4 — h; 5 — e; 6 — j;        

7 — g; 8 — i; 9 —  f; 10 — d. 

Cherry Stewart, ESL instructor at ALC, takes a 

selfie of herself and other students at the city 

council meeting on February 18, 2014. 



The Multi-Cultural Brief is an ESL newsletter      

created by students who want to improve their   

English and is produced as part of a newspaper class 

offered through the Charlottesville Adult Education 

program.  Its purpose is to provide students with an 

opportunity to: 

share their experiences of being from another 

country, 

offer multicultural perspectives on life in    

Charlottesville, 

help inform people who are new to             

Charlottesville of issues and opportunities 

around town, 

build a bridge of communication between the 

ESL population and Americans living in the    

Charlottesville community. 

Mission Statement of the Multi-Cultural 

Brief Calendar Dates to Remember 
 
Dialogue Café:  Every Friday at ALC from 12:00 
noon to 2:00 p.m.  Free.                         
Wednesdays:  Ongoing Assessments for classes 
at ALC, 10:00-12:00 p.m.  Please be on time.  
Call 434-245-2817 for details.                     
March 27: Pot Luck at ALC and last day of    
classes for Winter Term.                              
April 2 &3:  Assessments for Spring Term.  10:00 
a.m. to 12:00 p.m. and 6:00 –8:00 p.m.  Please 
be on time.                                                 
April 7:  Classes for Spring Term begin.  
May 10:  Festival of Cultures at Lee Park.  Free.  
10:00 a.m.—4:00 p.m.                                          
May 26:  No classes at ALC, Memorial Day.    
June 26:  Spring Pot Luck & Volunteer           
Appreciation at ALC.  11:30-1:00 p.m. and 6:00-
7:30 p.m.                                                   
June 27:  Classes for Spring Term end.                                                  

ADULT LEARNING CENTER             
Charlottesville City Schools             
Adult ESL Program                            
935-A Second Street, SE                  
Charlottesville, VA  22902               
(434)245-2817                              

http://www.adultslearn.org 


