
The 11th     
annual Festival 
of Cultures was 
held at Lee 
Park in    
downtown            
Charlottesville 
on Saturday, 

May 10th, from 10:00 a.m. to 4:00 p.m.  
Despite the rainy day, it was a wonder-
ful opportunity to communicate with   
citizens and immigrants from many 
countries of the world and learn about 
the diversity of cultures.  The space 
was like a garden of humans:  ladies 
and girls were dressed beautifully,   
multi-colored like spring flowers, and 
the park contained many tents, each 
one representing a culture or an    
agency.  Students from the Writing 
Class at the Adult Learning Center 
(ALC) attended the event and wrote 
their experiences of what they saw and 
learned there. 

Feng Shi:  My family and I arrived at 
9:50, and almost all of the organizers 
but few visitors were there.  Several 
minutes later, the performances began. 
I watched three of them: Albemarle 
Morris Men, India “Kuchipudi” Dance 
and Thai Dance. The first one had    
several dancers, the last two were    
solos. The dancers all wore traditional 
dresses, which were amazing, and    
performed traditional dances. They 

were awesome.  My family liked them 
very much. 

We also visited some booths.  My  
daughter got candy from the ALC 
booth, a purple balloon from Hiromi 
Tai Chi (which introduced a Tai Chi 
program from China), and a bubble 
blower, and then she drew a picture of a 
flag. She was very excited and ran all the 
time.  Meanwhile, I met the lady who 
managed the booth from China.  She 
had come to Charlottesville just a short 
time ago.  Although she couldn’t speak 
English very well, she actually did a 
good job. And she asked a student who 
could speak English fluently to help her 
answer questions from visitors. She had 
made artificial models of Chinese food 
(dumplings, 
moon cakes 
and so on).  
They looked 
like works of 
art. She said it 
was the first 
time she had 
attended the festival, and she hoped it 
would be successful.  Some other staff 
at the display presented other traditions 
of China. 

I also saw the booth of Bangladesh. The 
manager was a young gentleman who 
came to the U.S. with his parents when 
he was little. He has 
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There was a problem with his work. The director 
refused to give him vacation. After many attempts, 
he quit his job and said, "I am choosing my brother 
over my job."  Everyone said it was a crazy idea.  

After the treatment period, they returned to their 
family. But the younger brother remained 
without a job. His brother didn't leave him 
alone. He helped in the care of his family and 
teaching of his kids. He also helped him to buy 
a truck so he could begin a trucking business.  

Now, the younger brother is a successful  busi-
nessman. He has had a beautiful life in spite of 
the death of his older brother and  almost 
eighteen year of extreme sadness for the loss 
of his loved one. 

This story is about my father and uncle. I lived 
part of the story and was told the rest of it.  

Now, I have found the answer to a question which 
was running in my mind. Every month until my un-
cle died, he gave me $2,000 and asked me to give the 
money to my father to pay for gasoline for his truck, 
something which only cost fifteen dollars. 

From the Editor: 
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In my country, Saudi Arabia, we have a famous saying, 
“If my brother dies, I cannot get another brother.”  A 
woman said this when a bad person tried to kill two 
members of her family and asked her to choose one not 
to be killed, either her son or her husband or her    
brother.  She chose her brother.  Everyone grew up on 
this statement so we know brotherhood is      
priceless.              

Thirty-one year ago, there were two brothers. 
They had a beautiful life, good education, and 
good jobs at that time. The older brother was the 
director of a school. The younger one worked in 
Intelligence Affairs. Their relationship wasn't just 
as brothers but as friends at the same time.  

As part of his job, the younger brother travelled to   
London to complete his education.  He returned 
home after three years. He was so happy to     
graduate, and he yearned to see his family.  He was in 
shock when he found his brother extremely sick. At that 
time, everything had changed. He realized that he didn't 
have much time to arrange help for his loved one. The 
only treatment available was outside the country, and 
somebody should accompany him during the treatment 
period.  

My Life Is My Brother                                                  
By Fatmah Alghamdi (Saudi Arabia)  

Ticks and bears and babies and more … so many 

things to learn about living here in Charlottesville and 

beyond!  Some of these things are frightening because 

they demonstrate how little we may know about our 

environment and even our own bodies.  But they also 

can be exciting … or at least interesting, especially if we 

educate ourselves and become informed.   

In this issue, students from the Writing Class also take 

us on adventures from close to home here at the IX 

Art Park, to our own backyards, to weekend trips to 

southeastern Virginia and Washington, D.C., to     

Montreal, Canada, and, of course to Charlottesville’s 

annual Festival of Cultures. 

Another theme that the writers emphasize is the       

importance of family — brothers and sisters, mothers 

and fathers, daughters and uncles.  The stories have a 

touch of familiarity, reminding us of the universality 

of this kind of love, and at the same time, they speak 

to qualities that are unique: flavors of relationship that 

inform these family bonds and teach us about the 

depth and pervasiveness of cultural values.  

We hope you have a wonderful summer, and we look  

forward to seeing everyone again in the fall. 

Leslie Furlong, Editor 

“’If  my 

brother 

dies, I 

cannot 

get      

another 

brother.’” 
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Two months after I 
was born in 1979, 
the one-child police 
in China began.  As 
a result, most of my 
friends have no      
siblings.             
Fortunately, I have 
a sister who is five 
years older than 
me.  I really love 
her. 

When I was young, 
I was always proud 
of my sister        

because she was one of the best students in school, 
and after she graduated from high school, she went 
to one of the best universities in China. The city 
where the university is located is nearly 600 miles 
away from my hometown. I think it was a hard 
time for her to go there and live a life by herself 
that first year for  several reasons: at that time  
transportation and communication were not     
convenient in my country, my family was not rich 
enough to offer her sufficient money to live on, 
and she was just sixteen years old.  

After she went to university, we had little time to 
live together. I missed her when she was in another 
city. When she came back home for the holiday, I 
always was happy and excited because I could play 
with her, chat with her, and receive a gift from her 
city. Although these were happy times, sometimes 
when we were together, we quarreled just like other 
siblings even though we loved each other. 

When I finished high school, I chose to apply to a    
university in the same city as my sister, and I was 
accepted. But when I came there, my sister         
received a job opportunity in the U.S. After      
consideration, she came to the U.S. which is a    

totally different country from ours. I always      
worried about her those years because, actually, 
sometimes she needed to be cared for by me 
when she was at home even though she was  
older than me.  I was not sure if she had a good 
life in a completely unknown country. 

My sister has lived in the U.S. for about 18 years 
now.  And she has a good family, a good       
husband, a pretty daughter, a smart son, and a 
good job as well. This January, I visited the city 
where she and her family live. I saw her life. 
Everything is fine except sometimes she misses 
her hometown and relatives. I believe it will be 
better and better because we have more        
convenient transportation and a better           
relationship between the two countries. 

I hope she has a good life in this country. 

 
 

My Sister 
 By Betty Shi (China) 

“I always worried 
about her those 
years because,      
actually, sometimes 
she needed to be 
cared for by me 
when she was at 
home even though 
she was older than 
me.” 

 

Answers for idioms on page 13:                   

1 — d; 2 — a; 3 — e; 4 — c; 5 — b 
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My uncle, who is in his late thirties, is a strict,       

serious, and imposing person. He wears a frown all 

the time and seldom laughs.  His grave face alone can 

scare people away, not to mention his personality. 

You can definitely tell from his appearance that he is 

not a delicate and fragile person. Indeed, he is   

strong-minded, persevering, and a man of his word. 

However, he is easily provoked and loses his temper 

easily. It seems that he has just developed this      

authority by nature, which does not allow anyone to 

challenge and question. This kind of character makes 

him unpopular among surrounding people, even 

though he is quite handsome. He is such an          

impressive person that his newborn son was         

immediately scared to tears when 

he first heard his voice or saw his 

frown.  

My uncle is also pretty loving and 

affectionate to his family.  He is 

not good at expressing his love, but it is easy to feel it 

because he always understands your situation and  

quietly does lots of things for you. He never says 

sweet words to anyone in his family. However, he 

secretly cares about everyone’s needs. He even takes 

on responsibilities of the whole extended family, and 

therefore he has to be successful in order to  support 

his family.  He is quite respected among his peers 

because he gives himself such great burdens to carry, 

even if there is no need for him to carry them. He 

always surprises you by doing you a favor or just  

asking what’s going on. It feels like you are always 

under his protection and support. Whenever you are 

in trouble, he is always there to help. 

My uncle acts like a father to me although he is only 

ten years older than me. His standards are very high, 

and he demands a lot. I can’t make mistakes. I still 

remember the first time he disciplined me when I 

was 9. One day when I was in second grade, I didn’t 

go to school, because I knew there would be a        

An Ordinary but Extraordinary Character                              
By Cathy (China) 

dictation and recitation test on the multiplication table 

and Chinese characters. No matter how hard I tried, I 

just couldn’t remember all that stuff, and it made me 

feel ashamed and stupid.  Actually, I wished I could 

quit school right then and be free to accompany my 

mother and sister to visit my grandparents and play 

with my cousins. But things are not always what you 

think. When my uncle found that I was still at home in 

the late morning, he asked angrily why I didn’t go to 

school that day. After he learned about the whole   

situation, he became furious. Even though he was only 

19 years old at that time, he had already developed his 

personality exactly the same as what it is today. It was 

hard to describe how scared I was at that moment 

when like a monster he yelled at and 

furiously scolded me. I even thought 

he might kick and beat me. I had no 

idea how I survived the rest of that 

day. I was scared to death for the very 

first time. The only thing engraved in my heart is that I 

should never randomly challenge him.  

He loves and worries about me in a secret way. When I 

told him I would go to Changsha to attend graduate 

school, he was silent for a while. Then gently told me 

it was a distant city, and he said nothing else. When I 

told him I would go to Nanning to work after my 

graduation, he was again silent for a while.  Then he 

calmly asked me, “Do you know how far away it is 

from our home?”  When I told him I would come to 

America, he was speechless. Then he told me to resort 

to him for help whenever I needed to.  As a family, we 

are all emotionally attached to each other. He expects 

me to settle down close to him so that he will know 

immediately how I am every day. He just wants to   

witness every stage of my life, like the progress I make, 

and hard times I go through. Perhaps this is the      

simplest and most valuable family tie I have.  

This is my beloved uncle, a simple but great person. 

“It feels like you are       

always under his          

protection and support.” 
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For a person who 
is proud of having 
values, one of the 
most valuable 
treasures is the 
family, and in this 
specific case I will 
refer to my 

immediate family, my wife and my children, which is 
one of the greatest gifts God has given me. 

I have a beautiful family, and it is formed by my wife, 
Lourdes, my three daughters, Karol, Andrea, and 
Nicole, and a son, Nathan.  We have had many 
adventures together.  In June of 2010, once again as in 
previous years, we took a vacation.  This time,  we 
decided to come to the U.S.  The trip included short 
visits to the following cities: Chicago, IL, Cleveland, 
OH, Buffalo, NY, Manhattan, NY, Rockville, MD, 
and Washington, D.C. We left our native country, 
Honduras, from the city of San Pedro Sula, and 
arrived first in the city of Chicago. After one week in 
Chicago, we went to the other cities. 

It is common that girls are more affectionate with 
their fathers, and my youngerst daughter, Nicole, is no 
exception. During the week we spent in Chicago, we 
enjoyed using public transportation, which included 
daily use of the train, bus, and walking in the city and 
visiting the various sites of interest to most visitors, 
being the beautiful city that it is. 

Every day, we left early in the morning after breakfast. 
We jumped on the train, and our family adventure 
started.  It was exciting every day.  Nicole always took 
my hand so that I could look out for her better and 
for her to be safer, too.  By the way, she is great at 
taking family photographs. 

Field trips included visits to the museums, one of the 
Great Lakes, parks, plazas, landmark buildings (Willis 
Tower), the aquarium, etc., but as with all children, 
when the family walked together, it was common to 
have laughter, little fights, and instructions almost 
constantly to tidy things.  There was a statement that 
was always said:  “If at any time any of you lose sight 
of us, find a nearby authority.  You know English.  

Just explain to them.  Give them my phone number.  I 
will call back.” 

At the end of each day whenever we returned on train 
to the hotel it took about an hour, but on the last day 
of our stay in Chicago, it was busier than usual as we 
tried to visit many places, and at the end of the day, 
we were very late.  We luckily were able to get on the 
last train.   The problem was that it was a Friday, and 
that particular day was when the week ended and all 
people were desperate to get home. The train was 
incredibly crowded. 

When my daughter got on the train,  as she always did, 
she ran for a seat for her and me, but only found one 
seat available on the second level of the train.  I told 
her I was fine to stay below.  I would watch her from 
afar, keeping eye contact.  As the trip continued, 
tiredness overcame her and she fell asleep.  
Meanwhile, a lot of passengers were pushing us 
farther and farther back into the train. I thought, “No 
problem.  As time goes by, passengers will go out, and 
I can return to find Nicole before she wakes up, and 
everything will be fine.” 

Approximately forty minutes passed, and everything 
was okay.  My other family members and I were 
chatting during the trip.  Suddenly, I heard through 
the speaker of the train someone saying,  “Mr. 
Nectali ......”  I did not pay much attention to the 
noise.  Then, “Sr. Nectali Reyes ....”  Suddenly I was 
curious and thought someone else was named 
“Nectali” as well as myself.  And then a third time 
more… dramatically,  “Mr. Rudi Nectali Reyes 
Avelar.”  I desperately yelled, “They are talking about 
me!” and ran back to the main car.  People started to 
see me run and understood it was me who they called. 
They all stood to the sides to let me go through. 
Eventually I saw my daughter, Nicole, who was 
standing right next to the principal officer crying.  She 
said, “I followed your instructions and looked for a 
responsible person to call you.”  I hugged her very 
tenderly and said, “Do not worry.  We are all okay.  I 
had not forgotten about you.”  Everyone applauded 
us, and it was very exciting . Today this is a family 
story that we have much joy recalling. 

The Adventures of  a Girl and Her Father 
 By Rudi Reyes (Honduras) 
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I want to put a sticker on my 

stomach which says, "I am not 

a fat lady. I am just expecting." 

"You are fat" is people's first 

response to me right now.   

Although I really care about 

others’ opinions, all I can do is 

ignore them. However, I enjoy 

sticking pictures of my belly in 

my baby journal.  It has been a 

total surprise and an             

unbelievable journey for me. 

I came to live in Charlottesville 

last August. Since it was my 

first time being abroad, I was 

fascinated with all kinds of   

culture shock. Dating back to last December, I     

suddenly realized I had missed my period after an 

exhausting and tightly scheduled journey.  Since my 

period is pretty regular, I knew immediately there was 

something wrong.  My husband and I didn’t intend to 

have a baby right now because he has to concentrate 

on his research to graduate with his PhD degree in 

two or three years. So I kept doing a home pregnancy 

tests day by day. For the first several days, the home 

tests were negative.  However, I got especially     

nervous and kept praying that I was not pregnant. 

Then, the tests began to indicate positive results.   

Finally my pregnancy was confirmed officially by a 

nurse at UVA Medical Center. Still, I couldn't accept 

the truth even though my doctor expressed her    

congratulations and kept telling me how to take care 

of myself during the pregnancy.  It was hard to     

believe because my husband and I were particularly 

careful about birth control.  It was a miracle, sort of 

like the Virgin Mary. 

I saw the heartbeat during my first ultrasound when I 

was 7 weeks' pregnant.  Only then did I gradually 

begin to accept my pregnancy.  Then during the   

journey of first trimester, I felt like I was ill.  I was 

tired and lazy, out of breath when walking a long  

distance, and lacked energy to do anything.       

Sometimes I felt queasy, but I didn’t vomit.          

Although I suffered from diarrhea for more than 4 

months, the symptoms were normal and it was OK 

for me.  However, I have really become picky about 

food after becoming pregnant even if I can eat as 

much and as normally as before.  Besides diarrhea, 

insomnia has been another problem.  Expecting 

moms always feel sleepy.  However, I was quite the 

opposite.  I just couldn’t sleep. Perhaps I worried too 

much about whether I could carry my pregnancy to 

term and the safety and health of my little one.     

Anyway, I survived the first trimester.  All in all, I 

feel very lucky.  I didn't suffer much from early  

pregnancy symptoms compared with other new 

moms. 

I have felt quite well in the second trimester.        

Although there are new worries and challenges   

waiting for me, it is well worth it because I am     

convinced babies bring more happiness to a family. 

Of course, there are several prenatal visits. The    

doctors in Family Medicine at the UVA Medical 

Center group are nice and helpful.  I am in good 

hands. Since I am young and have no family history, 

everything is OK.  

A friend told me her life never started until her baby 

came. It will take years for me to understand her 

words. But I can tell immediately I love my baby 

more than I can say. The new journey is worth all the 

efforts. 

 

A New Journey 
By Cathy (China) 

“… I am convinced   

babies bring more   

happiness to a family.” 
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Life differs between people and regions. Villagers adopt a 
harder living than townspeople. Their priorities consist of 
safety and food.  Only then do they think about health  
except in emergency, and they have fewer opportunities for 
education at school.  
 
In my hometown, in Algeria there is a main hospital which 
contains several departments, such as surgery, internal  
medicine, pediatrics and gynecology-obstetrics. There are 
also many health care centers and a lot of private medical 
offices. 
       
For twelve years, I worked as a private general practitioner 
in my own office. I focused on gynecology-obstetrics.  
The world of my work day was remarkable, filled with   
energy, hard thinking, helping hands and assistance. It   
concerned mainly seeing patients in my office, rarely going 
outside for additional help.  It also became a way to     
compare the relationship between patients and different 
doctors who became involved in their cases.  A typical day 
was from 8:30 a.m. to 5:00 p.m. with a half hour break.  
 
One busy morning in June 2005, there was no obstetrician 
care available at my clinic. Emergencies were handled by 
the surgeon on call or evacuated to another city located 
sixty kilometers away.   On this day, at my office, the    
waiting room was filled with patients mostly from       
neighboring villages. I started the physical exams. The 
fourth patient was 36 weeks pregnant. She hadn't come for 
checkups at the regular times. Poor women who lived in 
rural areas came only twice during their pregnancies:  first, 
to know the fetus’ age and then at the delivery time.  After 
examination, while I was scanning her abdomen using a 
probe, she felt she had a humid back.  Maybe her water sac 
broke. The exam-room was dark to help me better watch 
the ultrasound screen. I turned on the light.  The patient 
was bleeding. This sudden unexpected bleeding shocked 
not only my heart but also my mind to react immediately.  
At once I left the office and ran to the hospital, which was 
located 100 meters away. I entered the emergency room 
and requested a stretcher. One of the  personnel said, “You 
need to ask the responsible person.” I said loudly, “The 
patient will die!  There is no time!”  We ran back to my  
office.  The patient was not suffering yet. We took her   
directly to the labor room in the obstetrics department. The 
doctor, the midwife, the nurses, all did their best.  The mid-
wife stopped the bleeding, one nurse put an intravenous 
line in her right arm, and the other nurse put a blood   
transfusion in her left arm. Suddenly, the patient became 
pale with deep breathing, eyes buried, unconscious. Then 

she was in a dying state. The doctor applied cardiac      
massage three times. Behind them, I was frozen, upset, 
immersed in the situation, and attentive for the result. 
 
Fortunately, the patient woke up, and she survived.  Her 
unborn baby was all right, and his heart beat quickly.  She 
required a cesarean section immediately. The medical team 
prepared to evacuate her to another hospital soon. I didn't 
leave her until the ambulance picked her up accompanied 
by the midwife. It took a half hour to reach the other    
hospital. 
 
I returned to my office stressed by thinking. After a half 
hour, I called.  Finally, the patient arrived safe, and I called 
again after another half hour.  The baby was born by C-
Section.  My breath returned to normal for the rest of the 
long journey for that woman and her baby.  I restarted my 
job by giving a checkup to my fifth patient, who was     
accompanied by her husband. She was also pregnant but at 
term.  She just needed to be scanned for delivery.  Her   
ultrasound exam didn't have any sign of risk. 
 
The next day, her husband came to my office wanting 
some information about her case.  She had developed  
complications during the night, but only in the early   
morning at sunrise was she evacuated to the other hospital.  
In the afternoon, he informed me that she had died. 
 
Now, I was really shocked and perplexed by this            
unfortunate irony: “The patient who was in a dying state 
was saved, while the one who was in seemingly perfect and 
safe condition actually died.”  The preciousness of life can 
never be over-valued; it can be taken without warning.   
Anybody at any time in any state can be taken away.     
Nevertheless, we should take care of others with dedication 
until the last breath.  
                                                                                                                             
Being pregnant is a very important time in a woman’s life. 
Happily, mothers and babies who get prenatal care are 
highly unlikely to have any problems. Doctors can detect 
issues early enough when they see pregnant patients      
regularly. Early treatment can prevent problems from   
happening.                                                                                                               

Despite its difficulty and stressfulness, this job that took 
me out of the office was the worthiest experience that can 
never be forgotten. It taught us that to save someone    
depends on how to manage stress, time, and vigilance: 
“The earlier and more effectively you react, the safer and 
more bravely you will succeed.” 

The Worthiest Time 
By Hafidha Bouzidi (Algeria) 
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I read last month on the Global Press Release that    
currently, 7.6 million people die from cancer worldwide 
every year.  It is unbelievable.  In Canada alone, the     
number of new cancer cases continued to rise to 
187,600 last year.  Specifically, I remember a shocking 
number that every 26 minutes, one person in Québec 
dies from cancer.  Before 1997, it never occurred to me 
to read about cancer or to worry about it. 
 
The day I will never forget was August 27th, 1997.  I 
heard the most painful news of my life.  I can still see 
her in the kitchen, sitting in the same chair 
with her coffee.  She was there, beautiful, 
perfect, and calm.  Suddenly, she told me to 
sit beside her.  I knew something was wrong.  
I felt it. 
 
My heart was pumping fast and my blood 
pressure was probably high. She told me with 
detachment her news. My mother said to me 
that her doctor had diagnosed her with lung 
cancer. I knew she had had some abdominal 
pain a few months before, but the doctors 
were not able to see anything.  It took a few 
weeks for my mother's family doctor to    
decide to send her to a bigger hospital. By 
then, it was too late as the cancer mass on 
her lungs was already not curable. I was not 
able to hold my tears back, and I  started  
crying and crying. She came beside me and hugged me 
without saying anything for a few minutes, and then she 
told me to not be worried.  She promised me everything 
would be fine. 
 
I did not know anything about cancer, but the only 
thing I knew was that some cancers can kill people. On 
the other hand, you can cure some types of cancer. I 
decided to read more about it. In a short time, I realized 
after reading some books that lung cancer is a hard one 
to survive. So I began to look for specialist doctors and 
treatment options that may help my mother. I was 
thinking about her words every night, "Everything will 
be fine."  Seriously, I was only in my early twenties. Life 
was not fair for I was too young to be losing my    
mother. 

Only one month after the news, she went to the   
hospital just to ask for some painkillers.                 
Unfortunately, the doctor decided to keep her at the 
hospital. They did a scan of her lungs, and they said 
her cancer had gotten worse and she needed to stay 
there. I visited her almost every day to see how she 
was.  Unfortunately, she was losing weight incredibly 
fast and she asked for morphine. 
 
I knew that morphine was helping her pain, but it was 
very hard for me to see her when she started to     

hallucinate. She saw angels, spiders, and 
bugs sometimes in her room. I always held 
her hand to comfort her.  Sometimes it 
made me cry, but she told me to stay 
strong.  Rapidly, she stopped eating and 
talking.  She became like a vegetable as if 
she were in a coma with a lack of       
awareness and wakefulness. At this point I 
did not have any hope. I was miserable 
with or without being surrounding by the 
rest of my family and friends. 
 
Three months later to the day I heard the 
news. On November 27th at 7:00 in the 
morning my mother died.  My aunt called 
me and just told me to come to the       
hospital. I knew it. I can't explain the    
feeling of how painful it was for me even 

though I understood she was now relieved from her 
pain.  I don't remember driving my car the morning 
of the 27th.  Since then, I have never stopped asking 
myself why this happened to me. I also keep telling 
myself to stay strong whatever happens in my life.  I 
still thank her for everything she gave to me,         
especially her strength. 
 
Mother you are my angel. 
Love you, 
Katy M. Jones 

Why You? 
By Katy Jones (Québec, Canada) 

“I can still see 

her in the 

kitchen, sitting 

in the same 

chair with her 

coffee.  She 

was there, 

beautiful,    

perfect, and 

calm.” 
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It was Friday, after a long week, some time at the end 
of August two years ago. We live in a nice            
subdivision in Charlottesville.  My husband and I 
were in the kitchen, sitting, drinking coffee, and  
chatting about our jobs, our chores, and things we 
had to do regarding our family responsibilities here 
and in Europe. We also were enjoying the nice sunny 
pleasant day after 5 p.m. 

Our yard is nice, mainly organic and placed between 
us and our neighbor’s house. That day, as usual, we 
enjoyed watching a duo of beautiful red cardinals  
sitting together on a branch, noisy blue jays flying, a 
hawk sitting on the highest branch cleaning himself 
and never worried about his own safety. Many other 
birds were there.  We didn’t know their names.  
Squirrels were jumping up and down, business as 
usual.  Mother, father and two children of a    
groundhog’s family were just walking in.  My cat,  
Samson, was faking at being a big hunter.  Where 
were the deer?  The neighborhood children were 
playing in the middle of the subdivision. Everyone 
had their own space. 

The next moment, I saw something moving fast 
across the yard. Maybe it was some gardener who 
was late and wanted to go home to his family. Maybe 
my glasses were too old. Better to go buy new ones 
some time. 

Then … this wasn’t a man walking fast.  I asked my 
husband, half screaming, if it was a bear. He said no, 
no. But it was big, a big bear with black shiny fur and 
a big head.  My husband said, “Go and send the   
children to their homes quietly.” Despite my    
pounding heart, I did this successfully. The bear was     
looking at me and decided to go further behind  a 
second neighbor’s house, and I was able to return to 
my house safely.  

We had this bear for the next 24 hours, and we were 
stuck in our homes.  The bear had found a 10-pound 
bag of peanuts. He ate, then climbed onto a tree, 
then again down to eat, and again all night long. The 
family of the owner of the peanuts couldn’t sleep.  In 
the morning, the police arrived along with a          

representative from wild animal control and an animal 
expert from the circus. The bear was too big to be 
tranquilized.  He could be injured if he fell from the 
tree. After he ate all the peanuts, he just walked away.  
The owner of the bag of peanuts was called before a 
judge and punished with a high fee.  

Later, we received an official letter from the city with 
information to help us learn from this situation.  Big 
bears don’t usually come down to the city. They may 
do this in years when there are not enough berries or 
fruit to eat. As a preventative measure, we mustn’t 
keep large bags of bird food outside the house.  If we 
do leave food outside and a bear finds it, after the bear 
leaves, the place where the food was placed should be 
covered with a new fresh coat of cement to cover the 
smell of this food. A bear can remember the very 
place where food was kept for up to 10 days and come 
back to the same place to check for more food. 

We were happy that the bear was removed from our   
subdivision and that nobody was injured.  

On summer days, I still check to make sure my way to 
the house door is bear free.  

We are learning always. 

Bear in My Yard                                                       
By Branka Saric (Bosnia-Herzegovina) 
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“Education 
is the third 
eye of       
human      
beings.” 

A Frightening Experience                                                                   
By Yoko Nakano (Japan) 

It was a sudden unexpected experience for my husband 
and me.  
 
One Friday evening, my husband noticed that there was a 
spot which was black and about 0.1 inch on his right calf. 
We got worried about it because he hadn’t had any moles 
before that point and it is generally said that spots which 
appear suddenly have the possibility of being skin cancer 
or some other serious disease. Having been deeply tanned 
since he came to Charlottesville because of its strong       
sunshine made us more nervous. 
 
We thought he should go to see a doctor just in case, but 
the consultation hours for outpatients at UVA Medical 
Center had already ended, so we decided to go there at 
the beginning of the next week. And then he thought of 
an idea.  He decided to ask two of his friends who are 
dermatologists about his spot because he couldn’t wait 
two more days to see a doctor. So he sent an e-mail with 
pictures of his spot to them.  
 
After a while, one of them replied. “I can’t tell for certain 
because I saw only pictures, but from what I saw, I think 
you don’t have to see a   doctor immediately. If the spot 
grows larger, you should go to see a doctor,” was the  
reply. It rather relieved us. After that, the other friend also 
replied. He taught my husband how to distinguish       
malignant tumors such as cancer from mere spots. At the 
end of his e-mail, he added,  “It’s a rare case, but      
sometimes a tick stays on the surface of human skin, and 
it looks like a mole.”  Although my husband and I had 
never seen a tick, we didn’t think it was a tick at all      
because it never moved and was connected with my    
husband’s skin firmly. 
 
After reading these e-mails, we decided to keep our plan 
to go to see a doctor at the beginning of the next week 
just in case. 
 
The next day was Saturday.  My husband went to watch a 
soccer game with his friends. After coming back home, he 
told me, while observing his spot, that he came to think 
that it might be an insect. Although I didn’t believe it, I 
touched his spot carefully with a cotton bud. The next  
moment, I saw some parts that looked like legs of an   
insect move very slightly!  
 
We remembered the e-mail which my husband had       
received the day before, so we searched for some        
information about ticks on the Internet right away. At this 

time, I had poor knowledge about ticks. I only learned that 
being bitten by ticks is dangerous because some people 
who were bitten by ticks in Japan had died. And then, 
when we saw the pictures of ticks on the Internet, our 
doubt almost changed to conviction. They were so similar 
to my husband’s spot!  
 
We also found other information about ticks. First of all, 
some ticks have the ‘SFTS’ virus. Although I’m not sure 
about this virus, people who are bitten by ticks who carry it 
could die in the worst case.  Actually, according to some 
articles, about half the people in Japan who were infected 
with this virus died. Second, ticks suck blood for several 
days, and it’s important to remove them as soon as       
possible. We  shouldn’t remove them by ourselves,      
however.  Ticks bite human skin so strongly, if we try to 
remove them by force, parts of their mouths might be torn 
off from their bodies and the parts which are left under 
human skin can cause inflammation. 
 
This information was enough to make us be in fear of my 
husband’s life. Therefore, we went to the Emergency 
Room of UVA Medical Center in a hurry.  At first sight, 
the   doctor said to us, “This is definitely a tick.” And then 
he removed it carefully with tweezers. My husband asked 
him if he was in danger. The doctor told us that we didn’t 
have to worry about it now, but if a red circle appeared 
around the tick bite, my husband should go to see a doctor 
because it’s a distinctive symptom of Lyme disease. He 
also told us it’s not rare to be bitten by ticks in the U.S.  
Actually, he added, he also was bitten by a tick two weeks 
ago. We were so relieved after hearing that. 
 
Fortunately, nothing has happened to my husband until 
now,  but it was a frightening experience for us. I think it’s 
so risky that we don’t have enough knowledge about the 
dangers around us. Actually, we don’t even know when or 
where my husband was bitten by the tick. 
 
Anyway, beware of ticks!� 
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I like to  

travel, and I 

have visited 

many       

different  

cities in Asia,  

Europe and Australia already. Traveling has given 

me new experiences and many good memories.  

I came to the U.S. last August for the first time, and 

my family and I made a plan to live here for one 

year.  Charlottesville is a good place to live, but it can 

be fun to explore different places nearby.  I searched 

online for some cities which I did not know very 

well but were good to visit near Charlottesville.  I 

found some cities which were not familiar to me 

when I lived in my country. My family visited    

Richmond, Williamsburg, and Virginia Beach.  Each 

place is different, and each has specific               

characteristics.  

First, in Richmond, we went to the Museum of the 

Confederacy (www.moc.org) and the house of     

Jefferson Davis, the president of the Confederacy.  It 

was called the White House of the Confederacy. 

There we saw many interesting stories and exhibits 

about the Civil War.  It helped us understand the 

Civil War, but it was difficult to understand it clearly 

because we were  foreigners and not good at      

English.  Also, we visited the State Capitol.  That 

building has great architecture.  It has a rotunda and 

many beautiful rooms for congressional meetings. 

Visiting it was a good opportunity to better          

understand U.S. democracy.  

Then we visited Colonial Williamsburg 

(www.visitwilliamsburg.com), which is a re-creation 

of the old British colonial period in the beginning of 

the U.S. in Williamsburg.  We saw and met many 

people who wore traditional clothes and did their 

jobs the way they were done in colonial times.  They  

explained to us about their life.  Also, we could talk to 

each other and ask them some questions.  We saw some 

“colonial people” declare independence from England 

just as they had done in 1776.  It reminded me of similar 

traditional folk villages in my country. 

The final city we visited was Virginia Beach. That was 

the first time 

we saw and 

enjoyed the 

Atlantic 

Ocean. The 

coastline was 

straight. It 

was           

impressive 

and  different 

from my 

country. There was an airplane which showed us       

advertising.  My children liked to play in the sand on the 

beach very much. Virginia Beach was my children’s   

favorite city among the cities which we visited at that 

time.  We stayed at a waterfront hotel where we could 

see beautiful scenery of the ocean. Also, we visited the    

Virginia Aquarium and Museum Science Center where 

there were many sea animals.  

I recommend that you go southeast of Charlottesville 

like I did.   

Are you ready to leave and enjoy attractive cities near 

Charlottesville?  

Leave                                                                      
By Daejin Kim (South Korea) 

Women dressed in colonial clothes in Colonial    

Williamsburg. 

The straight shoreline of Virginia Beach 

along the Atlantic Ocean. 
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Japan I Saw in Washington, D.C.                                        
By Yoko Nakano (Japan) 

On Saturday 

and Sunday, 

April 12-13th, 

I took a trip 

to Washing-

ton, D.C., 

with my    

husband. The 

main purpose 

of this trip 

was to see the  cherry blossoms, which were given to 

the U.S. by Japan about 100 years ago as a symbol of 

friendship.       

We Japanese call cherry blossoms 

Sakura.  They are  special flowers 

for Japanese.  Sakura are at their 

best for only about one week in 

March or April.  In Japan, we 

have cherry blossom viewing   

parties with close people such as 

friends,  family, and colleagues.  

We enjoy drinking and eating on 

picnic tarps which are laid under 

the cherry blossom trees.  Some people also enjoy 

singing.  

We Japanese, however, sometimes get sentimental 

when we see Sakura. I guess it’s because the       

blossoms fall very fast and they remind us of parting.  

In Japan, the new school and business year starts in 

April and ends in March, so Sakura season is also a 

time of parting. 

When we visited Washington, D.C., this April, the 

cherry blossom trees were in full bloom.  They were 

beautiful!  There were as many people watching 

them as in Japan. I was glad to know that cherry      

blossoms are also loved in the U.S. so far from    

Japan. 

 

Sakura Matsuri, which is the Japanese Cherry Blossom 

Festival, also was held on April 12th in Washington, 

D.C.  Japanese culture and food were introduced there.  

As for culture, performances included dance, Samisen 

(Japanese stringed instrument), Taiko (Japanese drum), 

and calligraphy.  As for food, there were many food 

stands which sold Japanese food such as sushi, Udon 

(Japanese wheat noodles), Yakisba (Japanese fried    

noodles), Takoyaki (octopus dumplings), and       

Kashiwamochi (Japanese sweets)!  There were long lines in 

front of each of the food stands. 

To my surprise, not only Japanese but also many               

non-Japanese people had come there. Some of them 

were dressed in Yukata, a kind of   

Kimono which is a Japanese traditional 

costume. What caught my eye more,      

however, were the many non-Japanese 

“Cosplayers”, people dressed in     

costumes of characters who appear in       

Japanese cartoons or animation, who 

had joined the festival.  I was so     

surprised because I had not known 

that Cosplay was widely popular with 

non-Japanese people.  Not many people enjoy Cosplay 

in Japan.  It was extremely interesting! 

Seen from overseas, Japan might have other attractions 

I didn’t notice when I lived in Japan. 

Non-Japanese dressed as “Cosplayers” at the Cherry Blossom 

Festival in Washington, D.C., 2014. 

Cherry Blossoms in Washington, D.C., 2014. 

“In Japan, we have cherry 

blossom viewing parties 

…We enjoy drinking and 

eating on picnic tarps 

which are laid under the 

cherry  blossom trees.” 
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I grew up in Québec City, 
and I passed 30 years of  
my life in this beautiful 
province of  Canada. 

When I moved to Virginia, I realized quickly that not a 
lot of  people knew things about Québec City.  I did 
not believe it, but the lack of  education in the U.S. 
about Québec and curiosity about the world is a big 
problem. 

Patiently, I have taught friends, colleagues and people 
around me about Québec City.  Primarily, I explain 
that Québec is not a country.  It is one of  the       
provinces of  Canada.  Canada has ten provinces and 
three territories.  The ten provinces are Alberta,    
British Columbia, Manitoba, New Brunswick,      
Newfoundland and Labrador, Nova Scotia, Ontario, 
Prince Edward Island, Québec, and Saskatchewan. 
The three territories are Northwest Territories,       
Nunavut, and Yukon.  Québec is the only province 
where people speak French as the primary language.  I 
always surprise people about this fact.  We currently 
have more and more people living in Québec who 
speak only English. This fact makes me sad because I 
believe one day Québec will become mostly an     
English-speaking province. 

I enjoy sharing my French Québec recipes with my 
friends. I am an epicurean, and I love cooking. When I 
tell my friends that French Canadians are inspired a lot 
by French food, they are surprised. My mother used to 
cook Coquilles Saint-Jacques (scallops), escargots (snails), 

baked Camembert, crepes, and soupe a l'oignon (onion 
soup). My favorite is the pot au feu. This is beef  and 
vegetable stew.  It is the ultimate French winter dish. 
You’ll have a hard time finding anything more heart-
warming and comforting than food from your    
country. The funny thing is in Québec all these     
recipes are from France, but the majority of         
Québeckers have French, English, Scottish, Welsh, 
and Irish ancestors. 

Also, I like to tell people that Québec is a wonderful 
and safe place to take vacations. Summertime is the 
best season for traveling. My favorite place is located 
in the heart of  Old Québec City.  It is a resort called 
Le Chateau  Frontenac and provides a breathtaking view 
of  the St. Lawrence River and the architecture of  the 
old fortified city.  I like walking on the Plains of  
Abraham just beside the castle. It is the most       
prestigious urban park in the world with its 12.6 km 
of  trails.  Québec City has a beautiful waterfall called 
La Chute-Montmorency.  It is a few minutes from the 
big city. The waterfall is 83 meters high. It is one and 
a half  times higher than Niagara Falls. 

Each country's location, each city, each culture, each 
food, everybody is different.  Whatever you know 
about Québec, the U.S., China,....you know they are 
all different but all of  them have something special. 
Traveling makes people grow, makes people learn, 
makes people appreciate the differences among     
cultures. Hopefully, you are learning something about 
Québec City. 

What Do You Know about Québec City?   
By Katy Jones (Québec, Canada) 

Can you match these idioms to their meanings? 

____ 1.  once and for all                                                                                                                                                                       a.  hopeless situation 

____  2.  lost cause                                                                                                                                                                                                  b.  compromise, cooperation 

____  3.  all in all                                                                                                                                                                                                           c.  clearly, by a great margin 

____  4.  by far                                                                                                                                                                                                                      d.  finally, absolutely 

____  5.  give and take                                                                                                                                                                                e.  considering everything 

Answers on page 3. 

Le Chateau Fronenac, Québec City. 



Page 14 Volume 15, Issue 2 

On Friday, May 23, 2014, the ESL 100A 

class voted on these questions:  “Do you 

like living in Charlottesville?”  “Do you 

think Charlottesville is a nice or beautiful 

place?” 

We talked about why we like living here.  

We talked about what makes              

Charlottesville a nice (or not nice) place to 

live.   

What students like:  

• The trees, peace, and quiet.  

• The green grass in the field outside.  

• The friendly people.   

• English classes.   

What students do not like: 

• It is hard to find work.   

• Many new large houses.  One student 

said there are not enough less           

expensive small houses and apartments. 

Debbie, the teacher, said that sometimes  

people want to make a place nicer and 

they work together to make that happen.  

We then went for a walk outside to see the 

changes in the grass field at IX.  We saw 

new plants that will attract birds and    

butterflies.  We saw sculptures and art.  

We saw painted picnic tables.  We saw 

people building a place for swings.        

Volunteers are doing the artwork and 

planting. 

Students had different ideas about the art.  

But all agreed that it is nice to have   

beautiful plants and art.  Many students 

said they want to help plant and paint.   

More art and more plants are coming!  

Keep watching the changes!  And enjoy the 

new IX Art Park. 

IX Art Park Visit                                                             
By Debbie Tuler (Instructor at ALC) 

The  ESL 100A class visits the Piano Keyboard at IX Art Park on May 23, 2014. 

American Flag picnic table at the IX Art Park . 
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lived in the U.S more than 20 years 
and has stayed in           Char-
lottesville for ten years. He likes 
not only the life here but also the 
culture of Bangladesh. 

At noon, my daughter felt a little 
tired and wanted to go home, so 
we left. The performances were 
still going on.  I felt so sorry that I 

had to leave. What a great day! 

Branka Saric:  I visited the  Native American Cultural    
Exhibit.  This was an opportunity to communicate 
verbally and non-verbally with a culture totally        
different from my everyday life.  I met a young lady 
name Emily K.  She said, “I’m half native, half      
Cherokee tribe.”  We spoke about Native American 
music and dance.  Emily is a promoter of  Native 
American culture through dance.  At 2:25 p.m., I    
attended the performance of Native  American Dance.  
Emily was the only dancer. The costumes she wore 
were traditional Native American dresses made from 
natural animal skin with two natural, very well        
balanced accessories of hawk feathers. She performed 
two dances:  Butterfly Dance and Double Beat.  Emily 
introduced the first story to the audience. Butterfly 
Dance was about two sisters who liked the same hand-
some young man. They tried to impress him with  
dance to help him to choose one of them to marry.  
We didn’t know which sister won in the story. That 
day, Emily was one of sisters.  Can you  imagine the 
beauty of a colorful butterfly flying as if dancing or 
playing above a beautiful summer flower?  The second 
dance was Double Beat. It was drum music too, a 
combination of modern and  classical elements of 
dancing style.  According to the website, 
www.Manataka.org/page46html, “The Indian drums 
have two beats — single beat represents   Mother 
Earth and double beat stands for humans.”  The    
purpose of this dance music is to combine              
celebrations of love, myth, and great energy, and to 
meet, dance and socialize like we did that very day at 
the festival. Drum sounds and rhythm made me feel 
good. Double beats brought positive energy to my 
body.  It wasn’t easy to perform those dances. They 
required a sense of rhythm, knowledge, concentration 

and huge amounts of energy.  Do you know that the 
drum represents the heartbeat of people? 

Hafidha Bouzidi:  I visited several tents. The one 
from Peru displayed clothing.  The representative 
from the China display explained T’ai Chi.  According 
to a website on the Internet, T’ai Chi is “a martial art 
characterized by soft slow flowing movements of the 
torso and arms coordinated with weight shifts and 
steps.  The system teaches how to promote health 
benefits.”  I also visited the teacher, Jean Kollar, who 
represented Literacy Volunteers.  She showed me a 
review of “The Joy of  Writing 2014.”  She also     
explained to me that Americans speak more softly in 
Virginia than in other places in the South or in New 
York, for example.  Then, I visited the Bengali tent, 
which displayed policies about land, trees, flowers 
and animals, and the culture, including mosques and 
religion.  At the end, I took a break with my friend 
who represented Turkey and displayed Turkish food.  
She had made cookies and healthy juice. 

Branka Saric said that the website for the festival 
(www.festivalofcultures.org)was excellent as it was 
very helpful and reliable.  Hafidha Bouzidi suggested 
that in the future the website could include a way for  
people to write down their suggestions which the  
organizers could then consider.  For example, the 
space might be extended in order to have more tents, 
more people, and more cultures.  They could arrange 
the area to permit older people and families to settle 
in spaces to pass more time so they can enjoy the  
entertainment all day.       

Why was it good to go and visit this Festival of     
Cultures?  We met many people we knew, many 
classmates and teachers from ALC.  We recognized 
and learned about many different 
cultures, and we communicated 
with good vibrations.  We thank 
Zakira Beasley, co-coordinator of 
the festival.  Her welcome was 
full of warmth.  Thank you very 
much to all who organized,     
supported, and helped in all    
possible ways this festival.  It was 
a success!  We love Charlottesville 
and its love for cultural events. 

The Festival of Cultures 2014 (Continued from page 1) 



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 from 12:00 
noon to 2:00 p.m.  Location TBA. Free.                         
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.              
September 15:  First day of Fall Term.  For 
more information, call 434-245-2817.                                                
Bad Weather:  In case of bad weather, 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 


