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Multi-Cultural Brief 

Charlottesvi l le  City  Schools  
Adult  Engl ish as  a  Second Language Program 

Do you want to 
learn English?  If 
you want, you can 
take part in the 
Cha r lo t t e sv i l l e 
ESL Program at 
Jefferson School.  

This is a good place to learn English for 
many reasons. 
 
The first reason it is a good place to 
learn is because there are many levels.  
We can start from the beginning level 
in this program, and then we can 
change our level as our English im-
proves.  Or we can take a test and start 
in the appropriate level, such as inter-
mediate or advanced. 
 
The second reason is there are a lot of 

materials for learning English in this 
classroom.  For example, computers, 
books, maps, etc.  These help us to 
learn English easily. 
 
The third reason is that the physical 
space is in good condition.  Specifi-
cally, the room is large and light with 
big windows.  There is no parking 
problem.  Public transportation is also 
easy and convenient. 
 
Fourth, the school has a nursery and a 
preschool.  If you have young children, 
they can take care of your children 
while you go to class during the day. 
 
In conclusion, this is a good place to 
learn English.  Try it!  We welcome 
you. 
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You Are Living in Charlottesville 
By Miao Liu 

To live in a small city or in a big me-
tropolis, which would you choose? 
 
Being brought up in a big 
urban environment and 
working in an interna-
tional city, I used to lead 
a life in a building for-
est.  I didn’t even know how 
azure the sky can be, how lim-
pid the air can be, how cheer-
ful the chirping of birds can be, or how 
lovely nature can be. 

During my first days in Charlottes-
ville, I felt everything was so boring.  

I couldn’t go shopping every 
day, chat with my friends, 
watch the latest movies, or 

dance at night on the 
weekends. 

 
However, I changed my mind 
last week when my husband 

and I visited New York City.  
Of course, I was very excited to come 
Continued on page 11 
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There Is Intelligent Life in Other Countries 
By Ana Maria S. Assereuy 

Since the time I arrived in the United 
States a year ago as a research fellow, 
I have had to get used to language 
describ- ing persons like myself as 
"a l iens" and sometimes "non-resident 
a l i e n s ” . Although the word “alien” is 
u s e d in modern English dictionaries 
t o designate visitors from one 

country to another, the word 
sounds as cold as it is unin-
viting to people from abroad. 
I have yet to meet an "alien" 
who likes to be described as 
such. For, as in fiction mov-
ies, where imaginary beings 

from outer space visit worlds 
i n which they are themselves to-
t a l ly unfamiliar, aliens are most 

likely to cause grave misun-
derstanding, hatred, and 

fear. 
 
Yet, nowadays, the world has become so linked by 
developments in technology that people have been 
experiencing many wonderful and positive ex-
changes of cultural ideas and knowledge systems. 
Because of this, it is difficult for some of us to ac-
cept the classification of people traveling around a 
world filled with fellow Homo sapiens as aliens on 
account of their nationality. The modern world is 
creating close links between people in different 
countries through the media, travel, international 
law, global understanding of human rights, trade, Contributors 
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and so on.  There is much about our humanity that 
unites rather than divides people. One may be from 
South America, Africa, Europe, or Asia.  The fact 
that it is possible to cross boarders expecting some 
understanding by those whom one visits calls for the 
use of a language that connotes greater sharing than 
the word "alien" does. 
 
As an "alien", I cannot help feeling that I am not 
welcome, nor do I find it easy to determine whether 
I have any rights abroad, despite my own good will. 
Which expression fits better? “From overseas”?  
This does not apply to all situations, but it is cer-
tainly a more neutral term where applicable. What 
about “foreigner”? That sounds almost as bad as 
“alien”, but perhaps less offensive. I think the best 
way to describe a non-resident person who is living 
temporarily in another country would be 
“international”. 
 
Let's face it, we are all at one time or another having 
to adjust to new environments in terms of exercising 
social skills and sometimes religious and cultural 
practices. It is to be expected of humans to use their 
intelligence to adapt to different environments and 
communicate with each other.  
 
If the idea of alien is taken to its logical conclusion, 
we are all aliens, and we may as well start thinking 
of better ways of naming each other. 
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• Sept. 4: Fall classes begin at Jefferson School. 
• Every Tues.: Book Group. Intermediate Reading 

and Discussion of American Literature. Interna-
tional Center. 10-11:30 am.  Call 924-7983. 

• Every Wed.: Latin Nightclub Dancing, New 
Dance Space on Downtown Mall, 105 N. 1st St., 
8:45 to 10:00 p.m., $10/person. Contact: Edwin 
O. Roa (804)295-7103, edwinart@yahoo.com. 

Calendar News 

Hospitality in My Home Town 
By ShiPing Peng 

Now you know China is a big country.  Customs are different in all the Chinese provinces.  I have some 
tips from the culture in our town, which is Xing Ning in South Gaungdong 
Province of China.   
 
Xing Ning is a small town where we live, and the people there are friendly.  If 
you invite them, they will come into your house and take off their shoes.  They 
will buy many foods and fruits to bring to the visit.  Before they come, you will p r e -
pare special foods and soup and wait for them.  After lunch, they will leave y o u r 
house.  You must give them some different cooked foods or a present for them.  F o r 
example, do not return anything that they gave you.  If you do, they will consider t h i s 
impolite, and they will never like your family again. 
 
Sometimes we have a big party in every house in our town.  We all take tables and seats to sit in the front 
room, the living room for the ancestors in every house in our town.  This is always in November.  It is a 
party with the matriarchs and patriarchs at the head of the table.  

Summer Olympics 
 
The first Summer Olympics, held at McIntyre Park on July 27th for ESL and GED students at Jefferson 
School, was a success! 
 
Students, teachers, tutors, and staff from both programs came together for an afternoon of fun.  
Games included horseshoes, a balloon toss race, a three-legged race, an egg-and-spoon race, a 
tennis ball on-the-head race, and, perhaps most popular of all, a water balloon contest.  Every-
one competed or cheered, and, happily, everyone won.  Jim Gordon played guitar while others 
sang along.  People brought snacks, and everyone talked.   
 
We had so much fun that we hope to hold a similar event in the Fall. 

Tutors wanted to assist ESL and GED classroom instructors in the Charlottesville 
Adult Education Program.  For information, call 245-2825. 

Beginning with the Fall 2001 session, Charlottesville City Schools Adult Education Program 
will charge tuition fees for all classes except the Multicultural Brief.  Fees are needed so that 
we may continue to provide quality classes and meet the demand of the community for adult 
education, GED, and ESL classes.  Scholarships are available. 
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It was a bright and limpid early Spring day in 1979 
in a small village in southern China.  Lili was 10 
years old, almost 11.  She was a thin girl.  She 
loved so much this fresh air in the beautiful Spring.  
There was no indication that something was hap-
pening to her.  Until the day her mom left her. 

 
That day, her mom tearfully 
went to the city where Lili’s 
father lived.  Lili stood quietly 
in front of their house watching 
her mother leave.  Her nose felt 
sour for a while.  Her mom 
went farther and farther away.  
For a while, Lili wanted to cry.  
Suddenly, she turned around 
and ran fast in the open air. 

 
She did not even think about why her mom had left 
her alone or how long her mom would be gone.  
She only knew well that, from now on, nobody 
would scold or hit her when she did something 
wrong or was lazy.  Moreover, her mom had sold 
the pig and the chickens.  She had also asked vil-
lagers to help Lili with most of the private fields.  
Lili only needed to water the vegetables and to 
carry drinking water from the well and to cook 
meals for herself every day.  All this was easy for 
her.  She didn’t need to do as much work as before.  
She felt like a bird, free and excited. 
 
But all of those wonderful feelings disappeared 
when the sun set down on the other side of the 
mountain.  She had heard so many stories of ghosts 
from the villagers.  The ghosts would come out 
from tombs at night and go everywhere.  Although 
there were some relatives living in this building, the 
house was too big.  There was no electricity in the 
house.  People only used kerosene lamps for light-
ing.  It was too dark.  Fear crawled up into Lili’s 
body and occupied all her heart.  Being scared 
made her feel so frail.  Her nose felt a little sour 
again.  She cooked some simple dinner and ate it in 
the kitchen. 
 
Lili knew that she would have to get up before sun-

So Small.  Alone at Home. 
By Xihui Lai 

rise to go to early morning classes at school, and when 
she did, she would have to go through that big dark 
hall to the kitchen.  This made her so scared.  So she 
tried to find a little oven with some wood.  She 
brought them into the bedroom, so when the dawn 
came, she could cook there. 
 
In the village, the night was so quiet.  Before Lili went 
to bed, she carried a lamp and bent her waist to see if 
there were some ghosts under the bed or in other 
places of the room.  Then she blew out the lamp and 
went to bed quickly.  She rolled up her body under the 
quilt.  With fear she slept. 
 
In the early morning, Lili opened her eyes.  It was still 
a little dark.  She got out of bed quietly and lit the 
lamp.  She looked everywhere to see if there were 
ghosts.  After she was sure that there were no ghosts, 
she began to light the wood to cook meals for the 
whole day in the small oven.  Smoke filled all the 
room.  This made her tearful and also scared.  When 
the morning sun peeked over the horizon, Lili’s bud-
dies came to call Lili to go to school.  How delightful, 
daytime had started.  Lili felt so cheerful.  Her voice 
spread everywhere. 
 
After school, Lili watered the vegetables in her own 
field.  Sometimes she forgot to water them.  When she 
remembered this, she found that the vegetables were 
frail.   
 
Day after day, fear always followed her during the 
night.  Occasionally, Lili asked Mai (Lili’s 9-year-old 
cousin) to accompany her at night. 
 
Once, Lili’s grandma (her mother’s mom) came to see 
her for a couple of days from another village far away.  
Lili was so excited.  Fear went away.  Her grandma 
loved to drink white wine.  Using the money that her 
mom had left her, Lili walked one and a half hours to 
buy a bottle of wine for her grandma from a store far 
away. 
 
Sitting at the table, Lili watched her grandma eating 
dinner while sipping the wine with satisfaction.  Lili 
Continued on page 5 
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felt like she was in a dream or in a fairy tale.  It was 
so wonderful and warm. 
 
“Oh, you are so small.  Alone at 
home,” her grandma said with 
a low voice. It seemed like she 
was just talking to her- self. 
 
“Grandma….,”  Lili d r oppe d 
her head.  Her fingers r u b b e d 
hard on the table. 
 
When her grandma was leaving, Lili saw there was a 
teardrop on her grandma’s face. 
 
Hui (Lili’s cousin, who was five years older than 
she) often helped Lili.  He was the closest person to 
her.  She felt so nice that he was near her.  One day, 
Hui said, “Lili, your private field should be planted 
with sweet potatoes.  On Saturday, I will help you.” 
 
On Saturday, when Lili went to the field with many 
sweet potato vines, Hui was already there.  He was 
plowing the field with a cow.  A little later, some vil-
lagers also came to help.  Lili’s nose felt sour again.  
There were two teardrops in her eyes.  That day she 
worked very hard. 
 
Time passed, day by day.  One day when Lili was in 
school, her cousin, who was a teacher in that school, 
told her that her elder brother had come back from 
the big city.  Lili had not seen her elder brother for at 
least three years since he had gone to school in the 
big city.  Lili could not wait until after school.  She 
left immediately and ran back home out of breath.  
When she saw her elder brother come from far away, 
tears were in her eyes. 
 
“Brother!” Lili called timidly but excitedly in a low 
voice.  All happiness burned in her eyes. 
 
“Who let you come back from class?  You must 
study hard!  Go back to school!”  Her brother was 
very, very angry because she had escaped from class.  
In her brother’s mind, studying was so important that 
nothing could replace it. 
 

So Small.  Alone at Home 
Continued from page 4 

Massage @ Home 
J.W. Gordon  

823-6152 

Swaleview@worldnet.att.net 
 

Swedish and Deep Tissue Massage in your home or in 
mine. Call for details or ask Jim at the Jefferson 
School. 

That was not what she was expecting.  Tears ran down 
her face.  Finally, because she was crying, her brother 
did not make her go back to school.  Lili was so sad.  
She hid out behind that big house.  She was crying 
there alone.  After some days, her brother left home 
and went back to the big city.  Lili did not remember 
how or when her brother left.  She only knew her 
brother had come back to their village just to take the 
university entrance exam. 
 
The days became the same.  Every night with fear, Lili 
went to sleep.  In the early morning, she ate some sim-
ple food, then went to school excitedly. 
 
In the early Fall, Lili’s father came back with Lili’s 
youngest brother from the big city.  Lili had seldom 
seen her father for most of her life.  She was scared to 
call him “Daddy”.  In the city, her brother had gone to 
kindergarten.  Now he dressed like a city kid.  Lili felt 
there was a distance laying between them.  He was not 
the same boy whom she used to carry on her back.  He 
could even speak a few English words to her now.  
She did not understand.  Lili was so excited.  But she 
was so timid.  She stood a little away, watching her 
brother with admiration.  She felt she was so foolish 
and so ignorant. 
 
Lili’s father stayed at home for a few days.  Then on a 
quiet morning, Lili sat in a train timidly with her father 
and her youngest brother.  She just knew at this mo-
ment that she was leaving the village.  She did not say 
bye-bye to her friends and her buddies of her child-
hood.  She had had no chance. 
 
I am that child, Lili. 
 
[Reprinted from Sacred Bearings Vol. 2, Number 1.] 
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A Survivor’s Story 
By Chiana Garcia 

PAGE 6 

I first met Joe at the school where I was taking English classes.  He seemed 
friendly, so we introduced ourselves to each other.  Then I learned that the country 

where he came from was a place where millions of people were fighting for survival and dying during a 
five-year period (or even more), while back in my country I used to enjoy life and hang out with my friends.  
I had never learned about this conflict until that moment, and I was shocked. 
 
Time passed, and we became acquainted with each other.  He was my true and beautiful friend with a diffi-
cult past.  During those five years in the war, he had to struggle day by day to get a piece of bread.  Some-
times he would spend days without food, or sometimes he would have to walk 30 miles in the snow in order 
to get some lunch.  He lived in a basement where his only companions were 46 mice and rats.  The tiny 
ones would wake him up while he covered his face with a blanket.  Throughout the night, sounds of detona-
tions could be heard in the surrounding area, but in a blank state of mind he would pretend he wasn’t listen-
ing.  There was no electricity during the cold winter nights.  Nevertheless, he was very creative.  He put 
some oil in a can. Then he rolled up a piece of shirt and placed it in the can.  After that, he had a lamp. 
 
These are only a few examples among thousands, where everybody had only a slight chance of survival.  
Brutal actions were taken against civilian people without mercy regardless of age and gender. 
 
After this period, he finally came here with a big emotional scar, feeling lost and alienated from his roots.  
Even if he may not recover the dreams and joy that every one of us can have, he is very lucky to be alive. 
 
He is here now, in America, and he knows he is never turning back.  One day, he may go back to visit his 
country and remember his former life and dreams, just to hold and grasp this place in a moment of grace. 

Have you ever felt lost?  Many times I do when I 
can’t get in contact with my former self.  I left it a 
thousand miles away, at home.  I left my roots be-
hind, where my parents still hold them. 
 
When a tree is growing up, its roots grow long while 
being firmly held under the ground.  I thought those 
roots were unimportant, futile, but I deceived myself 
again. I hold in my hands so many mementos of my 
former life, trying to grasp a sense of belonging that 
evanesces in less than a second.  But at the same 
time, they make me more homesick, and the roots 
become stronger. 
 
When you get to a new place, it is like you are a new 
person.  You discover your face, you walk straight 
and feel so secure.  You leave all your feelings be-

My Former Self 
By Chiana Garcia 

hind.  You are direct 
and honest because you are not 
trying to show a disguise of yourself.  You feel 
the most true to yourself. It’s in this state that you 
are in your rawest, most outspoken and creative 
state of mind.  You are waiting for revival 
through the fountain of life.  You are reborn. 
 
This state of mind is not permanent.  After a few 
months, you miss your former self, and your 
roots become fainter and fainter – that’s how you 
feel it – and it’s that sense of loss overwhelming 
you again.  You die again and again, in a restless 
cycle. 
 
While in a dying process, I am waiting for re-
newal.  Life goes on, and I am still seeking and 
finding those tiny bits of my former self. 
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I don’t like graffiti that taggers (graffiti writers) spray paint on buildings.  But I like murals that have good 
messages or good scenery. 
 
There is lots of dust and noise where people are constructing buildings.  So builders make walls that surround 
the dangerous places, and they draw and paint beautiful scenery, like trees, flowers, and happy people.  
Sometimes the mural tells a story from fables. 
 
Look at the pictures when you pass by.  It feels better than the sight of construction.  Nowadays, graffiti is 
spray painted many places in the city where there are banks, walls, and fences.  Sometimes it is spray painted 
in public places and personal places. 
 
We have lots of historic remains of graffiti in Korea.  We found graffiti in tombs that have rooms with 
painted walls.  These were for kings or rich men.  The pictures tell us about them, how they lived and what 
they wore.  We can suppose lots of historic things about their customs, clothes, property, and power.  We can 
also find many relics. 
 
So graffiti is very important to prehistoric times.  Because of that graffiti, we can know the roots of history. 

Graffiti in Korea 
By Kathy BonKyung Koo 

Do you have a story, an opinion, a skill you want to 
tell people about, a recipe, a good idea, a complaint, 
response to what you learned here? 

Share it with others! 

All submissions are considered. You don’t have to 
be part of the Newspaper Class to contribute! Next 
deadline is September 26, 2001. 

There are still openings in the Newspaper Class! 
Classes meet every Wednesday from 9:30 to 12:00 
and one other day TBA. 

If interested, call 245-2817, or e-mail: 
erno@esinet.net. 

Want to Contribute to the  
Multicultural Brief? 

To receive the Multicultural Brief, visit Jef-
ferson School, Room 215A or call (804) 
245-2817. 

Let me introduce you to the master of Latin American 
authors, the one who will wake up the inner spark in 
your conscience while you read his work:  Jorge Luis 
Borges. 
He was born in Argentina but raised in Europe, a fact 
that allowed him to write in Spanish and English in a 
perfect style.  He grasped the universal soul in every 
one of us, regardless of any cultural differences.  He 
wrote poems, essays, and short stories, but his 
strength radiates in the last ones, where he reached a 
metaphysical level.  He was obsessed with the mythi-
cal — and mystical, too — forms of the labyrinth and 
mirrors.  During his lifetime, he became gradually 
blind due to a hereditary disease, so it was his wife 
who helped him to continue reading and writing until 
he died.  But he has not died in the memory of all the 
lecturers and admirers where he still radiates. 
For books in English or Spanish about this author, 
you can go to Alderman Library at the University of 
Virginia.  You can also go to public libraries where 
you will find plenty of choices. 
I am just an admirer, not even able to give him an 
adequate homage, but while you flick through some 
of his books, you may discover some great truths 
about yourself. 

An Exceptional Literary Writer 
By Chiana Garcia 
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Roaming in Kyoto 
By Xihui Lai 

Kyoto is one of the ancient capitals of Japan.  It is 
beautiful.  That beauty is delicate, but gorgeous.  It 
has a kind of softness and sincerity like that of 
young girls, and the gentleness and grace of adult 
women. 
 
People in Kyoto are very particular about the view.  
They are particular about borrowing the scenery.  
Even around a simple pond, you can see clear water, 
happy fish, a little bridge, and green trees.  Raising 
your eyes, you can see there is a mountain 
not so far away.  All of these form a com-
plete beautiful picture.  Even more, they 
trim each tree along the streets, around the 
yards, the temples or parks.  People do 
their best to make this city beautiful. 
 
In Kyoto, there is lots of cultural heritage of 
the world, such as Ginkakuji, Kingakuji, Ry-
ouanji, and Heianjingu.  The Temple Kinga-
kuji is really gorgeous.  The whole surface of this 
temple is covered with gold.  The landscape here is 
also very beautiful.  Temple Ryouanji is an amazing 
place.  In this temple, there is a small yard covered 
by sand.  Several stones of different shapes and sizes 
are set in it.  People have made the sand striped so 
that it looks like waves in the sea, and the stones are 
islands in it.  All of this seems very simple, but from 
any side, any angle, you cannot see all of the stones 
in the sand.  There are always some stones hiding 
behind some others.  It is said if people sit there 
looking at this yard, they will realize the truth of 
Zen.  So many tourists sit there looking at this amaz-
ing place.  I was afraid that I could not realize the 
philosophy of life from there.  Monks should use all 
of their lifetimes sitting there to awaken it.  Much 
less, I am only a little woman.  I quickly escaped 
from there.  However, when I close my eyes to recall 
that yard, that kind of tranquility, peace, and width 
always appear in front of me.  I feel like I am in an-
other world. 
 
There are two kinds of rivers flowing through both 
sides of the city of Kyoto.  One is the Kamogawa 
River.  The water in this river is very shallow and 
clear.  It was near my home.  Walking along this 

river was my family’s favorite thing to do.  The view 
here is very beautiful for the whole year.  There are 
some different kinds of wild birds and wild ducks in 
the river.  I like Spring here the most.  While the ori-
ental cherry trees blossomed on the bank, they 
looked like colorful clouds floating around us.  On 
weekends, we often went there.  Sometimes my hus-
band, Zhao, and I just sat beside the bank, watching 
my daughter as she played in the river with other 
kids, looking at the white clouds in the blue sky.  

Spring breeze wafted across our faces and hair 
with the scent of flowers.  I thought I was 
drunk. 

 
At this time, many Japanese women dress 
in beautiful Kimonos.  This is a special 
landscape in itself.  This is the unique and 

special beauty of Japan.  Sunlight is full every-
where.  Various oriental cherry trees blossom at 

every corner.  Flower lovers raise their cameras only 
to catch the moment of beauty of one flower.  At that 
moment, I think they have already forgotten all the 
world except for that flower. 
 
There are many wonderful places for people to enjoy 
the sight of oriental cherry trees in Kyoto.  On 
Mount Arashiyama, the Kamogawa River flows 
down the mountain.  People can sit in a boat, enjoy-
ing the view while rowing.  Blue sky, green water, 
varied oriental cherry trees … a beautiful mountain.  
You really cannot stop your high praise.  On Phi-
losopher’s Road, there is another kind of view.  
Along the whole long road there are two lines of ori-
ental cherry trees, separated only by a narrow 
stream.  After people walk the length of this entire 
road, they may feel a little tired but happy.   
 
I mostly liked to enjoy the oriental cherry trees in 
Maruyama Park.  That is really another amazing 
place.  This park is below a mountain.  I liked roam-
ing in this park, hand in hand with Zhao, hearing my 
daughter laughing in front of us, watching the water 
running slowly in the sinuous stream, seeing ducks 
swimming and fish jumping in the pond, and the 
beautiful oriental cherry trees around us.  I saw  
Continued on page 9 
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The Multicultural Brief is an ESL newsletter created by 
students who want to improve their English and is pro-
duced 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 Charlottes-

ville 
• 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 Charlottes-
ville community. 

Mission Statement 

Some of us prefer work or activities that mainly in-
volve work- ing with people.  It is com-
mon for them to think so and do so, 
but I would prefer work or ac-
tivities that mainly involve work-
i n g with objects or machines. 
 

Why?  The answer to this 
problem in- volves many factors.  First, a 
machine is more patient than people.  You can ask it 
any question any time you want without worrying 
about bothering it.  According to my own experi-

ence, I found this to be true.  For example, I didn’t 
know very well how to deposit and withdraw money 
when I first went to a foreign country, Singapore.  So 
I practiced the process on an ATM over and over un-
til I got to know it very well.  I didn’t even dare to 
imagine what would have happened if I had done the 
same thing to a cashier, a person! 
 
Second, a machine is quicker, more comfortable, con-
venient, and less erroneous than a person.  A good 
case in point is when you look for a book in a library.  
If you know the book’s exact title, the writer, the 
publisher, and so on, everything is easy for you.  You 
can get the book directly.  Otherwise, you have two 
options to get the book.  One option is to look it up 
on the computer.  When you input everything you 
know about the book, the machine will tell you about 
one or several books that match your request.  The 
other option is to ask an assistant for help.  It is not 
surprising that no one can remember every book in a 
library.  The assistant can check it by many means, 
but the direct one is through the machine – the com-
puter.  At last, a machine helps you find the book. 
 
In short, I prefer work or activities that 
mainly involve working with objects or 
machines because they are patient, 
quick, comfortable, convenient, and 
less erroneous.  This preference of 
mine is a result of my own experiences. 

PAGE 9 

People or Machines:  Which Do You Prefer? 
By Miao Liu 

Roaming in Kyoto 
Continued from page 8 

women walking slowly in Kimonos.  Under the   
beautiful clouds of the oriental cherry trees, they bent 
their backs slightly with their hands on their knees; 
soft and sweet smiles were on their faces, in their 
eyes.  Gentle voices floated out from their soft 
mouths.  What a graceful carriage they had!  This 
beauty was just like whipping cherries – lovely and 
charming. 
 
I was so excited.  I wanted to speak out loudly to ex-
press all my admiration.  But I was afraid to disturb 
this beauty, to disturb the sweet dreams of flowers.  I 
thought the women in Kimonos must all have had 
beautiful stories.  A smile was hung on my face.  But 
my heart longed to burst from my eyes.  All of my 
feeling spread to Zhao from our hands, our eyes.  
Zhao always knew me quite well.  He knew that I 
could not keep my soft smile all alone for long.  He 
knew that I needed to laugh freely.  So one day he 
took me with my daughter to climb Mount Okiyama.  
Near the top of this mountain there is a big character, 
“Oki”, so it is called “Okiyama”.  Standing on the top 
of this mountain, we saw the whole beautiful city of 
Kyoto laying before our eyes.  I stretched both my 
arms out straight.  The spring breeze wafted to me. 
 
“Heiii … heiii…,” my happy voice flew into the blue 
sky.  Oh, how can I forget all the beauty of Kyoto?  
How can I forget all those days I roamed through 
Kyoto? 
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All of us have taken many classes.  Some people 
learn best when a classroom lesson is presented in a 
serious and formal way.  Other people, like me, pre-
fer the class to be taught in an entertaining and en-
joyable way. 
 
It is obvi- ous that in 
an enter- taining and 
enjoyable c l a s s , 
every stu- dent is ab-
sorbed by the class 
i t s e l f .  They think 
about and discuss the 
contents fo l l owing 
t h e teacher’s guide.  
But in a seri- ous and formal 
class, students may be “lost” to themselves if only 
because they are exhausted.  They chat, daydream, or 
do something else.  This is the first reason why I pre-
fer the enjoyable class. 
 
The second reason is that the enjoyable class can be 
stored in our brains longer and can be recalled more 
easily.  A good case in point is a biology class I took 
ten years ago.  My teacher wanted to tell us some-
thing about the nuclear membrane’s function.  He 
closed all the doors and windows and told us we 
were nucleoli.  Of course, the walls were the nuclear 
membrane.  We flowed freely in the nuclear mem-
brane, and it could protect us nucleoli.  This enjoy-
able class impressed me so much that I grasped the 
lesson very well and kept it in my mind for a very 
long time. 
 
The importance of a class taught in a serious and for-
mal way cannot be denied.  In my opinion, a teacher 
should teach different students in different ways. 
 
In short, I don’t object to the serious class, but I pre-
fer more the enjoyable class because it is easier to be 
received, grasped, and recalled. 

In What Kind of Class-
room Do You Learn Best? 

By Miao Liu 

When I arrived in Charlottesville, I saw everything 
around me in a very dark and confused way, but 
now I am very happy to be here.  I am from Vene-
zuela, and I came here with my husband in order to 
improve our way of life.  My husband has a nice 
job at UVA, and I hope get a job very soon, too. 
 
I think that the first week was very challenging for 
me because we had to share an apartment with a 
man we did not know.  Through Venezuelan 
friends we found a beautiful basement apartment 
for us. 
 
Then it was very difficult to hook up all the neces-
sary services, like the telephone, the computer, 
Internet access, bank accounts, etc. Well, in my 
mind it was very difficult, but in reality it was not.  
For example, I got a little anxious because we did 
not have phone service for a month, and I desper-
ately wanted to talk with my family.  I used public 
phones to call them, but it was very expensive. 
 
My husband is a very patient man, and his patience 
was contagious.  If I had tried to obtain the same 
services in my country, it possibly would have 
taken a much longer time than here.  Realizing this 
helped me to go ahead and forget my worries.   
 
Nowadays, I have everything than I want, and I see 
Charlottesville in 
a totally different 
way, like a nice 
small city with a 
lot of opportuni-
ties for a good liv-
ing.  So I needed 
just a little pa-
tience to see 
things clearly.  

You Have To Have Just a 
Little Patience 
By Valeria Vasquez 
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You Are Living in Charlottesville 
Continued from page 1 

When a foreign student is studying in America, I 
think that it is wise and valuable for him or her to 
live with an American family.  If I were single, 
maybe I myself would choose to live with an Ameri-
can family. 
 
First of all, a foreign student comes here to learn not 
only something written in a textbook, but also some-
thing about music, literature, drawing -- in a word, 
this culture.  This is especially important for students 
whose native language is not English.  When a stu-
dent lives with an American family, he or she should 
talk with them in English instead of the native lan-
guage.  Day after day, this helps him or her to grasp 
English rapidly and understand his or her major 
more easily and deeply. 
 
This is but one of the reasons.  The other more valu-
able reason is friendship, in my opinion.  A foreign 
student has left his or her family and friends and 
lives alone in America.  What he or she needs most 
is friendship.  One can live alone without feeling 
lonely, but psychologists tell us everyone wants to 
be noticed, wants to be loved, wants to be missed, 
wants to be cared for.  If no one even notices your 
existence, you will feel very deeply lost.  For exam-
ple, when one of my friends, Lily, went to England 
to study literature, she lived alone.  One day I called 
her.  What surprised me most was that she was so 
depressed.  She told me she had no one to talk with 
and had not even spoken to anyone in two days.  I 
worried about her very much.  If she had lived with 
an English family, all this might have been avoided.  
A warm family can give foreign students friendship 
and comfort them when they meet something unfair, 
just like in their own families. 
 
Although I agree that there may be a couple of dis-
advantages in living with an American family, I feel 
that the advantages are obvious.  By living with a 
family, a foreign student can learn much from life, 
not only from textbooks.  A warm and friendly fam-
ily can offer the foreign student not only material 
conveniences but also mental well-being. 

back to a metropolis.  We visited the famous build-
ings, went shopping, enjoyed delicious food, even the 
opera.  But walking on the noisy Manhattan streets, 
being besieged by people, annoying noise, gray build-
ings, and unconcerned people, I began to miss some-
thing in my heart – quiet. 
 
Frankly, what impressed me most in New York City is 
its Central Park.  It is something like my dear Char-
lottesville.  People can get rid of resentments and re-
turn to their Mother Nature for a little while there.  
Breathing the non-synthetic air, walking on the real 
soft soil may be very joyful for urban people.  How 
lucky for me and other people who live in a quiet, 
beautiful small city like Charlottesville. 
 
It can’t be denied that by living in a big city people 
can get many more job opportunities, challenges, and 
experience a more rapid city pace.  At the same time, 
they lose something more precious than they have.  
That is nature and quiet.  If I hadn’t 
been in Charlottesville, I could-
n’t have gotten to know the 
situation that an old poem de-
scribed:  “have your windows 
opposite the endless mountains” 
and “use the forest wind to be 
your pillow.”  If I hadn’t been in 
Charlottesville, I would never 
have gotten to know the joyful 
moment of catching a live fish, and I wouldn’t have 
met so many nice people.  What’s more, I wouldn’t 
have gotten to know Mother Nature. 

Live With an American 
Family 
By Miao Liu 

Tutoring 
 
Do you need a tutor in English?  Are you hav-
ing trouble finding classes that suit your 
schedule? Is transportation a problem? The 
Blue Ridge ESL Council provides free tutor-
ing services to address your individual needs.  
Tutors can meet you at your home, the library, 
or in the work place.  Call 977-7988. 
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Freedom looks like flowers. 
Freedom tastes like the food in a great restaurant. 
Freedom feels like listening to music. 
Freedom smells like perfume. 
Freedom sounds like the birds are singing. 
When I am free, I go traveling. 

— ShiPing Peng (China) 
 
 
Freedom looks like water for every adult, normal 

people. 
Freedom tastes like sweet 
chocolate in the mouth of chil-
dren. 
Freedom feels like deep inspira-
tion of fresh air in the morning. 
Freedom smells like flowers. 
Freedom sounds like bird 
sounds in the early morning. 
When I am free, I do what I 

need to do (with boundaries). 
— Yomna Ibrahim Ali (Egypt) 

 
 

Freedom looks like a peaceful farmhouse. 
Freedom tastes like a cup of dark coffee. 
Freedom feels like the wind of a spring night. 
Freedom smells like Mom's scent. 
Freedom sounds like my voice from inside. 
When I am free, I travel around the world. 

— Kathy BonKyung Koo (Korea) 
 
 
Freedom looks like a bird that does not stay 
in the cage. 

Freedom tastes like ice 
cream, vanilla and choco-

late. 
Freedom feels like happiness 
and fun. 

Freedom sounds like music. 
When I am free, I want to do what I 
want.  I am an outgoing woman. 

—  Chananya Coughlin (Thailand) 
 
 
 

Freedom looks like a 
deep ocean. 
Freedom tastes like a 
nutella. 
Freedom feels like a 
warm bath. 
Freedom smells like 
sea water. 
Freedom sounds like Beethoven's Fifth Symphony. 
When I am free, I am myself. 

  — Valeria Vasquez (Venezuela) 
 

 
Freedom looks like animals. 
Freedom tastes like ice cream. 
Freedom feels like a good day. 
Freedom smells like flowers. 
Freedom sounds like the beach. 
When I am free, I feel good. 

  — Julio Cordero (Venezuela) 
 

 
Freedom looks like running by myself. 
Freedom tastes like eating candy. 
Freedom feels like loving. 
Freedom smells like flowers. 
Freedom sounds like listening to music. 
When I am free, I can have lots of things and be 
happy. 

   — Berrak Erenoglu (Turkey) 
 
 

Freedom looks like a garden. 
Freedom tastes like cold water after thirst. 
Freedom feels like 
peace. 
Freedom smells like 
perfume. 
Freedom sounds like 
music. 
When I am free, I do 
and say what I want 
but with limits.  If 
there are no limits, it is bad. 

   — Anaclet Katina (Congo) 
 
Continued on page 13 

Freedom 
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Freedom looks like a man walk-
ing alone in the dark quiet woods. 
Freedom tastes like drinking cold 
icy juice when thirsty. 
Freedom feels like a chill, as if 
being cold. 
Freedom smells like a beautiful 
red rose. 

Freedom sounds like listening to Mozart in a quiet 
room. 

— Mehmet Tanyuksel (Turkey) 
 
 

Freedom looks like children growing with happiness. 
Freedom tastes like a good pasta with sea food. 
Freedom feels like a kiss with friends. 
Freedom smells like the flowers in Spring. 
Freedom sounds like opera. 
When I am free, I'm safe to be a good person and do 
good things. 

— Katia J. Cruz (Brazil) 
 
 
Freedom looks like the blue sky. 
Freedom tastes like grapes, sweet and acid. 
Freedom feels like the way birds fly in the sky. 
Freedom smells like air after it rains. 
Freedom sounds like the voice of Beethoven's piano 
sonata, "Moonlight." 
When I am free, I will think about conceiving a baby 
again. 

— Lihung Jiang (China) 
 

 
Freedom looks like having 
liberty to act or think. 
Freedom tastes like snow. 
Freedom feels like doing 
anything you want to do. 

Freedom smells like the scent you can feel from the 
top of a mountain without hurry. 
Freedom sounds like a child sleeping. 
When I am free, I love to spend my time doing sim-
ple things. 

— Ana Maria S. Assereuy (Brazil) 

Freedom looks like a bird flying in the blue sky. 
Freedom tastes like natural water. 
Freedom feels like peace and smiling. 
Freedom smells like Mama's smell. 
Freedom sounds like comfortable music. 
When I am free, I go out to the beautiful beach. 

— Kaori Sugawara (Japan) 
 

 
Freedom looks like a bird that is able to 
fly from a cage. 
Freedom tastes very sweet, just like 
eating after dinner. 
Freedom feels like being com-
fortable to be helpful to 
those who need help. 
Freedom smells like perfume that I like. 
Freedom sounds like the sound of my favorite mu-
sic. 
When I am free, I can do what I want, for example, 
work in some place as a volunteer. 

— Minoo Nikpey (Iran) 
 
 

Freedom looks like a bird in the sky. 
Freedom tastes like sarma 
(rolled sour cabbage 
stuffed with minced meat 
and rice). 
Freedom feels like air after 
a thunderstorm. 
Freedom smells like an old 
wine. 
Freedom sounds like good music, like the Rolling 
Stones. 
When I am free, I will tell you. 

— Nevenko Cetic (Bosnia) 

Freedom 
Continued from page 12 
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See You, Charlottesville 
By Xihui Lai 

It is time to say good-bye.  I went to the Blue Ridge Mountains again.  I wanted to catch all 
their beauty into my eyes.  I wanted to see the whole of this Charlottesville again.  I wanted 
to say good-bye. 
 
It is time to say good-bye.  My heart is a little sad.  This place holds so many of my memories.  Here I began 
to study English again.  Here I started to hold onto my pen to write stories in English.  Here there are so many 
people and things that I cannot forget. 
 
It is time to say good-bye.  I know my leaving will be like dirt leaving the ground – it cannot leave even a 
mark.  Maybe you never saw it.  I’m a tiny, wild and thin purple flower in the deep grass.  It has opened here. 
 
It is time to say good-bye.  Maybe one day I will sit beside a beautiful lake and throw a little stone into it.  Let 
my messages spread to you through the ripple, but perhaps you will never receive them.  Facing the ripple, I 
will remember here.  I will remember the hills and the water. 
 
It is time to say good-bye.  Thank you for all I have been here!  Good-bye! Charlottesville, take care! 

 
********** 

 
From all of us to you, Xihui.  We will miss you.  It is difficult to say good-bye for now to such a gifted and 
giving participant in the Charlottesville community.  We wish you well.  We hope you will continue to write 
and share with us your experiences and dreams about the world. 

 


