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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 multi-cultural 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 
A m e r i c a n s  l i v i n g  i n  t h e 
Charlottesville community. 

Mission Statement Food 

After arriving in the United States, the first question I was 
interested in was, “Are Americans’ stomachs made up of hu-
man tissue?” No, maybe steel!  You can find all Americans 
love cold drinks or water anywhere anytime. No matter what 
they drink, they always put some ice in it. When I watch TV 
and see Americans take drink from the refrigerator, open and 
drink it directly, I always feel pain in my stomach. It’s incon-
ceivable for me.  But for Americans it is so natural. Some-
times, they even can’t accept warm or hot water. I once 
asked one of my American friends, “Why do you never drink 
warm or hot water?” He answered, “I just like iced water. If 
it is warm, I can hardly drink it.” This is the American stom-
ach, it’s amazing! 
 
Chinese peoples’ stomachs and Americans’ stomachs are dif-
ferent. We are used to hot or warm food, not only water.  
For example, when we have meals, we usually don’t have 
anything to drink, but there is always a bowl of hot soup, es-
pecially in winter.  

(Continued on page 5) 
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The food was delicious but I felt there was 
something missing at the table. “Is everything 
O.K?” the waiter asked us. I said, “Yes,” but I 
wished I had Kimchi, a fermented vegetable side 
dish of Korean food. I said to myself, “You ate 
Kimchi at lunch. It was just a few hours ago. 
Forget about Kimchi and enjoy your meal!” 
However, my body was still shouting, “Kimchi is 
my power!”  When I go out and have a meal, this 
situation always comes up. I eat Kimchi at every 
meal. You can think Kimchi is so addictive. That’s 
right. It is a necessary part of every Korean meal.  
Most Koreans love Kimchi.  If I don’t eat Kimchi 
for two days, I look and feel terrible. 
 
Before I came to the U.S.A, I had never made 
Kimchi. I just got it from my mother, my sister, 
and my mother-in-law and brought to my home.  
The only thing I had to do was to put the Kimchi 
in the “special Kimchi refrigerator.”  Here, I have 
to make Kimchi by myself without help.  Making 
Kimchi is a very hard job and stressful for me. 
 
Kimchi’s taste depends on the quality of the 
cabbage, the amount of time preserving it with 
salt, salted anchovies, garlic, ginger, etc. So the 
taste differs with every wife.  My Kimchi’s tastes 
are different every time. Sometimes it is very 
good, sometimes it is bad. The best result is 
known only from practicing.  I pray my Kimchi 
will be delicious every time. 
When Kimchi is running out, I feel a lot of stress. 

Once I bought three big whole cabbages, but I was 
too tired to make Kimchi.  I postponed making it 
for a day.  And I delayed another day and another 
day ….  After a week, I found all the cabbages 
were wilted. I couldn’t make Kimchi with the 
wilted cabbages.  How lazy I was!  I decided I will 
not do this again.  
 
Now, my refrigerator has a big container full of 
Kimchi.  I don’t need to worry about making 
Kimchi for a while.  I am very pleased with the 
container.  When I see the container, I smile 
without realizing it.  I can’t wait for my Kimchi to 
become seasoned.  The delicious Kimchi makes me 
happy.  

Kimchi Is My Power 
By Younghee Kim (South Korea) 

On April 19th the UVA 
International Center organized 
a trip to Washington D.C.  
When we arrived there, it was 
11:20 a.m. The UVA shuttle bus 
dropped us in front of the Air 

and Space Museum. We would 
depart at 6:00 p.m.  My 
husband and I decided to go to 
China Town after we visited the 
museum. 
 

 At 12:30 we asked the 
information desk about the 
location of China Town.  It was 
only several blocks north of the 
Air and Space Museum. 

(Continued on page 4) 

Eating in China Town 
By Wanxia Wang (China) 

You can learn more about Kimchi on this 
website:  
http://www.kimchi.or.kr 
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Eating in China Town 

(Continued from page 3) 
Walking downtown felt different from riding in a 
car.  And the rhythm seemed slower than sitting in 
an automobile. We could relax, enjoying the 
scenery.  On the right side was Capitol Hill. There 
was a big lawn with a lot of trees in front of the 
Capitol. Some people were sitting there reading 
newspapers or lying on the grass. Some kids 
chased each other. On the left side was the 
Washington Monument. We took pictures on the 
way to China Town. The weather was wonderful. 
Life was so happy under the sunshine. 
 

When we saw traditional Chinese architecture 
over the entrance of the street, we thought this 
must be China Town. We had visited China Town 
in New York. There Hong Kong food made a 
deep impression on us. We even wanted to go 
back to NY just for the miraculous food. When we 
heard Washington D.C. had a China Town, we 
decided to look for the same style of food there. 
Finally, at 619 H Street, we found it – Tony 
Cheng’s Seafood Restaurant. It was located on the 
second floor of the building.  Another restaurant, 
Mongolian Buffet, was on the first floor. The 
senior waiter welcomed us. He asked us if we ate 
Dim Sum or needed a menu. I didn’t know what 
“Dim Sum” was. So I said I needed a menu. 
 
After we ordered a lobster and a vegetable, then 
we saw two waitresses pull a cart, which was full 
of lovely food. All these small dishes on the cart 
were called Dim Sum. We called it Dian Xin on the 
mainland. And it was only served from 11:00 a.m. 
to 3:00 p.m. We were lucky we caught it. Now I 
understand what the senior waiter had asked. Dim 
Sum is my favorite. (China has eight kinds of 

cooking systems. Dim Sum belongs to the Yue 
system. ) So we  chose Steamed Shrimp Ball and 
Spare Ribs in black bean sauce, a Roast  Pork Rice 
Noodle Crepe, and a Shrimp Rice Noodle Crepe. 
 
While we tasted Dim Sum, I looked around the 
restaurant.  Some Chinese art was hung on the 
wall. I saw on my right side a lovely couple using 
an extra long straw to drink a special drink from a 
replica bowl. They drank, kissed, and smiled.  
From the way they were eating, they looked as 
though they were having a lot of fun.  In front of 
us were three foreigners (neither Chinese nor 
American). But they could use Cantonese to order 
food.  They were familiar with this restaurant. The 
big table behind us had been reserved for a family 
celebrating their grandma’s birthday. After they 
came in, they ordered the Party Menu. They were 
familiar with this place, too. They made jokes 
with the waiter. He talked humorously with 
customers with careful and quick service. When 
the lobster was carried to our table, it was all 
ready to eat.  It was cut nicely and conveniently. 
The waiter brought more napkins and two lobster 
shell crackers in case we needed them. I envied his 
ability to speak Cantonese, Mandarin and fluent 
English! 
 
While we were eating, I thought I would bring my 
parents to this restaurant if they can visit America. 
I wanted them to meet the senior waiter and taste 
the original Hong Kong way to cook sea food. 
 
After lunch we went to the banks of the Potomac 
River to look at the cherry blossoms.   

“…then we saw two waitresses 
pull a cart, which was full of  
lovely food. All these small 
dishes on the cart were called 
Dim Sum. ”  
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“We Have Different Stomachs!” 

(Continued from  page 1) 
We think a bowl of hot soup is the most important 
and delicious dish in the world because it makes 
our stomachs warm. In our opinions, making our 
stomachs warm is helpful for the health of the 
stomach.  Drinking too much iced water make our 
stomachs cold. If we drink cold water for a long 
time, our stomachs will be hurt. This is my experi-
ence. Most Chinese people have a painful experi-
ence when they drink too much cold water. 
 

Last time, my teacher felt uncomfortable with her 
throat. When she was coughing, we worried about 
her and asked her if she needed some water. “Yes 
I have some,” my teacher answered and took out 
a bottle of Cola.  I was so surprised at that. In my 
opinion, she should have a cup of hot water. Be-
cause I think cold Cola would stimulate the 
throat, not help it but only make her throat worse.  
 

There is another thing I think is shocking. In 
America, when an American woman gives birth to 
a child, she can drink iced water immediately. We 
can’t imagine that.  For Chinese people, taking 
good care of the postnatal woman during the first 
month after childbirth is most important for her 
future health. We call that “Zuo yuezi”, which 
means a postnatal woman lies in for a whole 
month.  During this month, she can’t touch even a 
little cold water, not only for drinking, but also for 
washing something. This is a traditional custom in 
China. In the traditional Chinese medicine view-
point, as a postnatal woman, she becomes very 
weak and the joints of her bones are open after  
labor. Cold water will make the “cold” come into 
the joints.  In the future or when she is old, she 
will suffer from rheumatoid arthritis or other dis-
eases. 
 
I think this is the typical dietary difference be-
tween Chinese and Americans.  I have to say to 
Americans, “We have different stomachs!” 

“Are Americans’ stomachs 
made up of  human tissue?” 
No, maybe steel!   

Activities 
Singing in an American Folk Choir 

By Shannon C. Sun (China) 

I like music, and I have sung in one or another 
amateur choir since I was a little girl.  I enjoy do-
ing harmony with singing partners. However, be-
fore I came to America, I seldom sang a song in 
English. For quite a long period, it seemed to me 
singing a foreign song was as easy as singing a 
Chinese song because someone else had already 
translated the song lyrics into Chinese. 
  
When I came to America several years ago, I lived 
in another state. After I happened to find a local 
American folk choir, I soon went to visit it.  Un-
derstanding my interest, the choir leader kindly 

asked me to sing a song as a test. At that moment, 
I noticed most choir members were staring at me 
with critical eyes. They were reasonable, I 
thought, because I was a newcomer. After I sang a 
song in English, the choir members became cheer-
ful. “Beautiful voice!” they shouted, and then 
asked me to sing another song. This time I sang 
“Old Folks at Home” in Chinese because I didn’t 
remember its English lyrics. Doubtless, they felt 
very strange because they had never heard anyone 
sing an American song in Chinese, and I felt very 
embarrassed. Though the choir accepted me, I re-
alized I had to try to 

(Continued on page 6) 
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sing every American song in 
English.  
 
There were thirty members or so 
in that choir, and all of them 
were Americans, except me. The 
eldest was almost eighty, but the 
youngest was only twenty. Al-

most all of them could sing hundreds of American 
folk songs. I like those songs, and I consider most 
of them to be beautiful. The choir often did volun-
teer performances. We went to schools, places in 
the community, and convalescent hospitals to per-
form. The choir members treated me well. They 
answered my every question about song lyrics, 
and within half a year I had sung several dozen 
American songs together with them. 
 
At the beginning, I did only chorus in that choir, 
but soon after a member, Norma, asked me to do 
duets with her. Norma was considered the best 
singer in this choir. She had often done solos and 
used to be a lead singer, and I was glad to sing to-
gether with her. Our cooperation was very effi-
cient. In a short time, we had done duets on 
“Beautiful Dreamer”, ” Isle of Capri”, “Harbor 
Lights”, “God Bless America”, “America the 
Beautiful”, and so on. Our duets always won 
warm applause and good comments.  
 
Besides Norma, there were three members who 
also invited me to do duets or trios together with 
them.  They even said it would be an honor to 
sing with me. Though I felt it hard to refuse them, 
I didn’t really want to join them. At that time I 
preferred doing duets only with Norma, and then 
mostly doing chorus. I had two reasons. First, 
Norma’s voice was much nicer than theirs, and 
her voice and mine could reach harmonies easily. 
Second, chorus would be easier to do. In fact, 
while we were doing chorus, I was allowed to 
bring a song sheet with me. However, to do a duet 
or a trio, every partner must remember the lyrics 
of every song well, and it was not always an easy 
thing for me to do.  
 
One thing left a deep impression on me, and I 
learned a real truth from it.  It was just before 

Christmas of that year, while we were practicing 
for an important performance. The choir leader 
asked me to do harmony together with two elderly 
members on the song “Blue Christmas”. She told 
me that those people were both over seventy and 
both of their spouses had passed away that year. 
She said she was afraid their voices were not in a 
good status, so she asked me for help. I liked the 
music of that song, and I considered its  lyrics to 
be easy to remember. What was more important, I 
thought I must not refuse to help them, so I told 
her I would like to do it. To my surprise, those 
two people simply refused to let me join. They 
didn’t think I could do harmony well with them.  
 
At first, I was shocked by that reply, but I believed 
they were absolutely right after I saw their per-
formance at last. Their program was wonderful 
indeed. While they were singing: “I’ll have a blue 
Christmas without you. I’ll be so blue thinking 
about you…“ their eyes were tearful. Though their 
voices were not very loud, they could be heard 
very clearly because every audience member was 
holding their breath to listen. Though their voices 
were rather husky and trembled, they showed 
their full confidence and strong characters. The 
artistic appeal of their singing was so powerful 
that I felt the singing was coming from the bot-
toms of their hearts, and was penetrating through 
the heart of every listener. I was deeply moved by 
the wonderful singing, and it made me realize that 
if I had participated with them, the performance 
would surely not have been so successful. They 
understood not only the song itself, but also real 
human life much more thoroughly than I did.  
 
This event told me a very important truth. That is 
“To sing a song well, a deep understanding of the 
song and of its related things will be much more 
important than just a nice voice.”  
 
It has been quite a long time since I moved and 
left that choir, but many vivid scenes of its activi-
ties still often come clearly into view. I do treasure 
my experience to sing in that choir. I miss and am 
grateful to all my singer friends there, especially 
those two elderly singers because they made me 
understand an important truth.  
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Beat a Drum; Listen to My Dream 
By May Jang (South Korea) 

1-ee & ah 2-ee & ah read-y,  
go ! 
This is the count of beating a 
drum. Nowadays, I have been 
learning to play a drum in Char-
lottesville. I’m not sure I have 
musical talent, but I know I like 
music. The drum is one of my 
favorite musical instruments. 
Why? Just the sound of a drum 
is so exciting. So, I wanted to 
play the drum as an amateur.  I 
tried to take drumming lesson 
before I came here, but it was 
difficult for me to make time 
because I was so busy at my job. 
Sitting on my chair, working 
and working, I used to listen to 
the sound of them instead of 
beating my own drum. Further-
more, at that time, I had so 
much stress. That is the second 
reason why I really like to play 
a drum. And also, as time has 
passed, my hope for playing the 
drums has grown so much. Beat 
a drum, May! 
 
1-ee & ah 2-ee & ah there you 
go ! 
Do I have musical talent? It 
doesn’t matter if I have it or not. 
I listened to the beat of my 
heart, and I grabbed at the 
chance to learn as soon as I 
came here. What an exciting 
chance!  It has been just two 
months since I have begun to 
learn to drum. Basically, a drum 
set has some different drums. 
The most basic drums are a 
snare drum and a bass drum. In 
addition, there are crash cym-
bals, ride cymbals, a hi-hat, a 

floor tom and a tomtom.  
A drum set is so gorgeous. But I 
haven’t played the whole set 
yet, because I’m just a beginner. 
I don’t know how well I’m do-
ing, but Joe, my drum teacher, 
always says, “Good job, May.” 
To tell the truth, I always make 
so many mistakes. But I think a 
mistake is a great teacher, and, 
also, practice is the best teacher. 
Nowadays, every time I sit on a 
chair, I tap my knees like this — 
R L R R L L, R L R R L L; 
Para Diddle Diddle. Play a 
drum, to be a drummer! 
 
Dung, Dung-Duck, Kung-
Duck, bless you ! 
Come to think of it, I used to 
beat the Korean traditional 
drum at university in 1989. 
Twenty-five years ago, begin-
ning around 1980, in Korea, 
there was a movement called 
“Restore the National Democ-
ratic Cultures for the People”. 
Most universities had a commu-
nity of playing traditional 
drums. It is called amulnoli, 
which means “playing with four 
beating instruments.”  Many 
students could learn and play. I 
was one of them. Amulnoli is 
composed of a Geungguari, a 
Jing, a Jang-go and a Buk. A Ge-
ungguari and a Jing are made of 
brass, and they are considered 
to make sounds of heaven. A 
Jang-go and a Buk are made of 
wood and leather, and they are 
considered to make the sounds 
of the earth. Together they 
make harmony of heaven and 

earth. In the middle of playing 
amulnoli, they play “the impro-
vised session.” The improvised 
session is my favorite part. The 
Geungguari player as the leader 
gives a sign to another player, 
and then each player plays 
alone. Besides this, the special 
feature is that amulnoli is played 
to give a blessing. What beauti-
ful music! Bless you to take 
care, bless you to love each 
other, bless you to have a baby, 
Dung, DungDuck, KungDuck, 
bless you to succeed, bless a so-
ciety to democratize, Dung, 
DungDuck, KungDuck some-
thing like that. Amulnoli is a 
kind of a messenger to recall our 
hopes. 
Anyhow, to play the drums 
makes it easy for me to recall 
the past years and also what I 
wanted. Beat a drum and be 
sure to live your dream (hopes)! 
 
1-ee & ah 2-ee & ah, I am alive ! 
I think my body is like a big 
drum. Laying my hand on my 
chest, I can hear the beat of my 
own heart. Listen, Ku-Kung, 
Ku-Kung, I am alive, Ku-Kung, 
Ku-Kung, Be what you want! 
Beat a drum; up comes your 
dream! 
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Fishing with My Daughter 
By Wenxian Ji (China) 

Last Sunday, my friends invited my family to go 
fishing. There was a small pond beyond my 
friend’s backyard. We could fish in the pond, 
which had some sunfish. We were so excited 
that we could go fishing, but my seven-year-old 
daughter didn’t want to go because she knew 
nothing about fishing. I encouraged her to try. 

 
At 5: 30 p.m., we 
arrived at the small 
pond. Green trees and 
bushes were around 
the pond. The warm 
sun hung quietly 
above the trees.  Two 
wild ducks were flying 
over the water and 
chasing each other. 
What beautiful 
scenery! We enjoyed 

the scenery and forgot fishing. My friend 
reminded us that it was time to fish. 
  
We started to prepare. We put a worm on the 
fishhook. My friend showed my daughter how to 
hold the fishing rod and how to whip the line 
into the pond. She learned fast. She tried to whip 
the line with a small red buoy into the pond by 

herself. Then she stared at the small buoy over 
the water, kept her body forward, opened her 
mouth wide, and held the fishing rod tightly. She 
looked like a statue.  We laughed, and told her to 
relax. She still carefully stared at the buoy. One 
minute, two minutes, five minutes, eight 
minutes, and ten minutes passed. The small red 
buoy was still over the water. I stood beside her, 
and I worried that she would lose patience. But 
her eyes still focused on the buoy. Fifteen 
minutes passed.  The red buoy sank slightly into 
the water. She immediately found it, and softly 
told me that a fish ate the hook. She spoke so 
softly that she seemed to worry that the loud 
sound would scare the fish. I hurried to help her 
pull the hook back to the bank. We got a 5-inch 
long sunfish. I was so proud of my daughter that 
she could keep her attention on fishing. Fishing 
is a good activity that can train people’s patience 
and concentration.  Two hours later, my 
daughter had caught 12 sunfish.  
 
On the way home, my daughter was eager to ask 
to fish again.  I knew that she began to love 
fishing. I told her, “If you don’t try a new thing, 
how do you know whether you are interested in 
the new thing? Please keep trying new things, 
accumulate experiences and find your interests.” 

I’m very interested in fishing.  
You can experience the feeling of 
excitement when you catch a fish. 
You can learn to be patient when 
you are waiting for the fish to 
bite. No matter how many fish I 
catch, no matter how much time 
it takes, I enjoy the process of 
fishing. When I was in China, I 
liked to go fishing with my friends 
on weekends. When I came to 

America, I was eager to look for 
any opportunity to go fishing. 
 
One day, my friend invited my 
family and other Chinese friends 
to go fishing. This was the first 
time I went fishing in America. 
My friend led us to a park; I can’t 
remember the name, which was a 
one-and-a-half hour drive from 
Charlottesville. On the way to the 

park, we stopped at a super Wal-
Mart. We rushed into the store 
and bought fishing stuff in a hurry 
because we wanted to save the 
time for fishing. We bought fish-
ing rods, hooks, and a box of 
worms, plastic fish and a net on a 
rod. The worms and plastic fish 
were bait. The net on the rod was 
a useful tool for catching the fish. 

(Continued on page 12) 

Fishing in Virginia 
By  Wenxian Ji (China) 
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Have You Gone Hiking Before? 
By Jing Xu (China) 

Have you gone hiking before?  
Was it fun?  In fact, I haven’t 
hiked in the U.S. until today.   
 
When we talk about hiking, the 
definition is different between 
China and the U.S.  Almost all 
the mountains in China have 
thousands of steps from the 
foot to the top, such as Mount 
Huang (Yellow Mountain) and 
Taishan Mountain, but there 
are just trails on the mountains 
of the U.S.  It was so amazing 
when I first saw those trails.  
As far as I know, some trails 
cross states, and people spend 
several months hiking without 
stop.  I wonder if I will have 
the chance to hike for such a 
long journey, but I still enjoyed 
the hiking I tried today. 
 
Today is October 15th, a sunny 
and warm Saturday, and the 
perfect weather infected us 
with the perfect mood.  I went 
hiking in Shenandoah National 
Park with some friends.  We 
hiked two trails that are called 
Black Rock and Boyles River, 
respectively.  Black Rock Trail 

is quite short, but the scenery 
was fabulous.  It took us just 10 
minutes to get to the top.  
There were so many huge and 
rugged rocks on the top, so we 
stepped carefully to avoid 
falling down.  The leaves of the 
big trees were turning red.  
Some of them were yellow, 
and some of them were still 
green.  It seemed that we were 
walking on a colorful carpet.  I 
took some pictures of the 
lovely leaf-carpeted ground.  
When we reached the rocky 
top, everything was just 
gorgeous.  The blue sky with 
some silky clouds was so near 
to us, the grand mountains 
surrounded us, and the rocks 
were under our feet.  I could 
not help stretching my arms 
just like a flying eagle.  The 
great view totally shocked me.  
I enjoyed the scenery while I 
thought about the magic of 
nature.  Then we had a small 
meal at the top, and we talked 
to each other and enjoyed 
ourselves very much. 
 
After that, we drove to the next 
trail, which ends with a 
waterfall.  This trail is a little 
longer than the rock trail, and 
there is a cabin by the trail.  
One of my 
friends stayed 
here for one 
night last year, 
and she told me 
that there are 
three big beds in 
the cabin, which 

can be occupied by at least 
nine people.  But the door was 
locked today, so I could just 
peer inside from an aperture 
between the door and the 
outside wall.  Actually, I 
hadn’t seen a cabin before, so it 
made me more curious.  When 
we kept on hiking, we could 
hear the singing of the brook 
near our trail, and finally, there 
was the waterfall.  Obviously, 
it’s not as spectacular as 
Niagara Falls, but we still 
enjoyed it pretty much.  The 
waterfall has two layers.  It 
looked like someone had cut it 
off from the middle part with a 
sharp axe.  I took off my shoes 
and put my feet into the water.  
The water was cold, but it 
made me feel cool. 
When I came back, my legs 
were sore and my feet were 
heavy, but I still felt great.  I 
had enjoyed the natural beauty 
and relaxed both my body and 
mind.  It was really an 
awesome day, and I look 
forward to hiking other 
mountains around 
Charlottesville. 

SNOW DAYS 
For information about 

whether classes are canceled 
due to inclement weather, 

call 245-2401, or watch 
Channel 29 News. 
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Magic Yoga 
By Jing Xu (China) 

During the past two weeks, I took a Yoga class 
that met four times.  I learned a lot during the 
study and practice of Yoga.  Yoga is a way of 
living.  It is the way in which you can transcend 
basic biological nature and acquire superior 
states of consciousness, and it covers the ethical, 
spiritual, mental, and physical aspects of human 

life. 
 

The class was 
designed to bring 
about certain 
concepts in Yoga 
that cover all our 
basic factors of 
living.  The 
teacher, Damini 
Dalal, is from 
India.  She 

earned an M.A. in philosophy at the University 
of Mumbai, and she has taught at the Yoga 
Institute in Mumbai since 1991. 
 
The class for the first day was called Vihar, 
which means rest, relaxation, and recreation  
because the very important thing of Yoga is to 
control your breath.  She did not want us to feel 
too tired to give up Yoga study, so she taught us 
several easy postures with “breathe in” and 
“breathe out.”  And she reminded us to pay 
attention to the breath while doing the postures. 
 
The name of the next class was Ahar.  It means 
food philosophy.  We practiced the postures, 
which were a little bit difficult for us, and we had 
to balance our breath during the actions.  
Although I felt sore in my muscles when I 
stretched them, I still felt so relaxed after 
practice, not only physically but also mentally. 
 
The class for the next day was called Achar. The 
meaning is discipline and routines of life.  I think 
the discipline mentioned here means 
“pleasantness” which guides you to the joy of life 

and the abandoning of negative thoughts.  The 
teacher told us that we have to understand the 
essence of Yoga on an individual basis because 
the consideration of every individual is totally 
different.  Everyone has their own eye and own 
understanding.  The postures were getting harder 
and harder, and I developed a better balance 
between my breath and actions. 
 
The class of the last day, Vichar, focused on 
positive thinking.  It enhanced to a higher level 
the mental field.  It said that if we keep on 
thinking negatively, the impression will get 
worse and then become a strong force and finally 
let us down.  On the contrary, positive thoughts 
enable us to use effective tools to get over 
difficult times. 
 
After the training, I learned to correct my 
thinking of Yoga, which I thought was easy and 
simple before, and I did not understand the 
theory of Yoga either.  I considered that it was 
just a kind of physical exercise.  Now, I learned 
that it has become a physical and mental culture.  
It has been considered as a tool toward fitness, as 
a therapy for relaxing the mind and body.  And 
maybe that is the very reason why Yoga has 
become especially popular all around the world. 
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The Importance of Sports 
By Shannon C. Sun (China) 

I consider playing sports to be 
important for almost everyone.  
Children play sports for fun, 
and adults play sports for exer-
cise.  To many athletes, sports 
are more than just fun or exer-
cise, but also a job. 
 
Badminton and table tennis are 
my favorite sports, for I feel 
them enjoyable, and they did 
play a good role for my health 
in the past.  However, they need 
special equipment and a rival, 
so they are not convenient for 
me right now.  Nowadays, I 
mainly do jogging, walking, and 
Tai Chi. 
 
Along with getting older, I un-
derstand the importance of 
sports more and more deeply.  
Following are what I have real-
ized about this topic. 
 
First, sports can enhance our 
strength.  As we are doing 
sports, we have to use our mus-
cles against resistance.  As long 
as we often do so, we will have 
our strength increased.  In daily 
life, we need enough strength to 
do things.  For example, during 
a trip we may carry heavy lug-
gage.  If we don’t have sufficient 
strength, we will feel very tired.  
 
Second, sports can improve our 
stamina.  As we do sports for a 
proper length of time, we make 
our lungs work harder and our 
hearts pump faster and more 
efficiently.  In this way, we get 
our stamina training.  This 
training is very important, for it 

helps protect our hearts from 
heart disease. 
 
Third, sports can keep us psy-
chologically healthy.  While we 
are doing sports, we always 
have to make our efforts to do 

our best, so sports are a process 
in which our potentialities may 
be roused up to our limit.  
When we realize our potential 
ability, our feelings of self-worth 
and self-confidence in turn in-
crease, avoiding depression and 
bringing joy. 
 
The importance of sports is re-
flected in my daily life.  When I 
was a little girl, I often took cold 
and was continually absent 
from class.  After entering high 
school,  the school trained stu-
dents rather seriously, so I had 
to do sports much more than 
before.  Under the guidance of 
teachers I began to be interested 
in sports, especially badminton 
and table tennis, and I gradually 
got stronger. 
 
However, I was still not a con-
scientious sports player.  After I 
graduated from university and 

attended work, for quite a long 
period I didn’t insist on doing 
sports at all.  I was so busy, I 
thought, and I always forgave 
myself.  However, diseases 
never forgave me.  While I was 
busy doing a research task, ill-
ness ran into me.  Neurasthenia 
was diagnosed.  Though not a 
vital disease, it was troublesome 
enough.  I couldn’t sleep well at 
night.  Again and again, I 
counted one, two, three …, try-
ing to help myself fall asleep, 
but my mind persisted in roam-
ing from one direction to an-
other.  I seldom slept more than 
three hours a whole night.  
Whenever I was working during 
the daytime, a bad headache 
would be waiting for me.  Con-
sequently, I didn’t have appetite 
to eat and wasn’t able to brace 
myself for almost anything.  I 
had tried some medicines, in-
cluding Chinese herbs, but none 
of them worked.   
 
At last, my childhood experi-
ence reminded me and encour-
aged me to attempt doing 
sports.  I began to try to learn 
Tai Chi and tried to do other 
sports regularly, and then, 
gradually, the symptoms were 
driven far far away from me.  In 
this way, I have profited from 
sports again and again.   
 
From now on, sports have be-
come absolutely indispensable 
to me.  I realized their impor-
tance, not only philosophically, 
but from personal experiences, 
also. 
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Vineyards and Fruit-picking in and around Charlottesville 
Compiled by Myung Jin Oh (South Korea) 

Vineyard Tours and Tastings:  
http://
www.monticellowinetrail.org  
has maps and information about 
the 19 different vineyards and 

wine-tasting tours in the Charlottesville area.  The 
vineyards are grouped into 5 different regions, so 
you can visit several vineyards at a time if you 
like. 
 
Picking Fruit:  Strawberries, Cherries, Peaches, 
and Apples:   
Chiles Peach Orchard:  Hours:  Mon-Sat 9am to 

6pm; Sun 12 to 6pm May 7 to Labor Day 2005.  
434-823-1583.  From Charlottesville take Route 
250 West to Crozet.  Turn right at stoplight onto 
Crozet Avenue (Route 240).  Go 1 mile, turn left 
on Jarman Gap Road (Route 691).  Go 2.7 miles.  
Chiles Peach Orchard is on the left. 
 
Carter Mountain Orchard:  July to Thanksgiving, 
7 days-a-week from 9am to 6pm.  434-977-1833.  
From Charlottesville, take I-64 East to Exit 121A.  
Go ½ mile on Route 20 South.  Turn left onto 
VA-53.  Go ¾ mile, turn right at the Carter 
Mountain Orchard sign. 

We thought that we had bought 
all the necessary items for fishing. 
But my friend, who had lived in 
America for a long time, reminded 
us to buy a license for fishing. We 
were so surprised because we 
never needed a license for fishing 
in China. Each of us had to pay 
$12 to buy a Virginia fishing li-
cense. We believed that we were 
finally ready for fishing. 
 
When we arrived at the park, 
some American people were busy 
fishing. One of them told us that 
there were many trout in the river 
and that they had already caught 
some. We loved trout more than 
any other fish. We hurried to whip 
our lines into the river, stared at 
the buoys and hoped to quickly 
catch some trout. Five minutes, 
ten minutes passed.  The buoys 
were still floating on the water. 
One of my friends relaxed, sat 

down on the ground, and talked to 
his neighbor, an American man, 
who had caught two trout. The 
man told him lots of things about 
the park, the river and the trout. 
Suddenly the man asked my 
friend, “Do you have licenses for 
trout fishing?” My friend, smiling, 
told him, “Yes, I have a Virginia 
fishing license.” The man smiled 
and shook his head. “There 
should be three licenses for trout 
fishing in the park. One is a Vir-
ginia fishing license, one is the 
park fishing license, and the other 
one is a trout fishing license.” All 
of us were so surprised that we 
needed three licenses for trout fish-
ing.  We had to put our fishing 
rods back into our car trunks. We 
also had to change our plan. The 
activity of fishing had to be 
changed to a picnic. 
 
That was my first time to fish in 
America. That was the shortest 

time for fishing in my life. I didn’t 
catch any fish, but I understood 
why I couldn’t catch any trout or 
other good fish in China. Ameri-
cans intentionally protect their 
natural resources through fishing 
licenses, etc. My first fishing ex-
perience in America gave me a 
good lesson. When we enjoy shar-
ing natural resources, we mustn’t 
forget to protect them. Our chil-
dren, grandchildren and great 
grandchildren can catch fish in the 
same river as ours. 

(Continued from page 8) 

Fishing in Virginia 
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Living in the U.S. 

My First American Wedding 
By Jing Xu (China) 

On October 1st, I attended a wedding in a church 
called Charlottesville First Assembly Church, and 
that was my first American wedding.  I’ve been to 
a church before, but just for visiting. 
 

The wedding began at 2:30 p.m.  After a short 
prelude, we watched several pictures projected 
onto a screen showing the growing up process of 
the bride and the groom.  Some of the pictures 
were very meaningful; some were funny or inter-
esting, especially the childhood ones.  The bride, 
named Michelle, works as an instructor at the 
adult learning center in Williamsburg.  The 
groom, named Anthony, is bright, diligent, and 
kind-hearted.  I had not met Michelle before, but 
just seen her in photos, and she looked very grace-
ful, so I looked forward to seeing her in person. 
 
After that, there were some performances, such as 
songs and dances.  At around 3:30 p.m., the pas-
tor and the groom walked onto the platform and 
stood at the center. 
 
The next part, which was very exciting, was the 
presentation of the bride.  Nine bridesmaids and 
nine groomsmen stepped forward to the platform, 
and then the bride on her father’s arm stepped to 
the center.  She was so elegant that all the people 
were turning back to look at her, and all the 
flashbulbs were shining.  When she reached the 
center, groom Anthony held her hands tightly, 

and they smiled at each other happily.  Next there 
came the declaration of intent and exchange of 
vows and rings.  Finally, they lit the unity candle 
and declared their marriage. 
 
After the ceremony we were invited to the recep-
tion at Monticello Conference Center.  We all said 
congratulations to the new joyous couple, and 
they accepted our blessings.  People were dancing 
crazily, including Michelle and Anthony.  We 
talked to other people and shared the happiness 
with each other. 
 
It was a wonderful and fabulous day, and I was 
impressed by the different wedding customs in the 
U.S.  I experienced the grandeur and dignity of 
the ceremony, and the enthusiasm and hospitality 
of the people at the reception.  That was so amaz-
ing and unforgettable – my first American wed-
ding. 

“Nine bridesmaids and nine 
groomsmen stepped forward to the 
platform, and then the bride on her 
father’s arm stepped to the center.”  
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Who Is the Invader? 
By Myungjin Oh (Korea) 

One peaceful 
morning, I 
woke up to a 
bird singing. I 
opened a bal-
cony window as 
usual to freshen 

the air in my home. What is 
that?! I was frightened because 
there were bird droppings on 
the balcony floor! I could en-
dure the birds until then. 
 
The next day and the next day, 
I had to wake up to the birds 
singing. “Goo-Goo.” It was 
very near. Why do they sing 
near my house everyday? 
 
After those times, I could see 
gray birds on my balcony hand-
rail very often (I didn’t know 
they were mourning doves at 
that time).  
 
Actually, I don’t like any birds 
because I’m afraid of them. Fur-
thermore, this bird was not only 
small, but the color was not at-
tractive. Ooh, it was scary 
enough! 
 
Since I first noticed their visit-
ing, several weeks passed. One 
day, when I opened the balcony 
window, I was frightened again! 
The gray bird flew away from 
the backside of the air condi-
tioner. (It was very near me.)  
And I felt something strange on 
the air conditioner so, I checked 
there. I was surprised because 
there was a small nest! I called 
my husband, and he threw it 

away. We thought if we left the 
nest there, obviously, it would 
make some problems. In addi-
tion, there was a gap between 
the air conditioner and the wall. 
So we covered the gap with 
boards.  

 
After that time, we had peaceful 
days again. But it wasn’t for 
very long. Because of the 
weather, my husband turned the 
air conditioner on, and some 
cracking sounds were heard 
from inside of it. What was 
that? 
 
My husband went to the bal-
cony to check it and I followed 
him. There was a nest again! 
 
He threw it away again without 
any hesitation. And he put the 
air conditioner down on the 
floor. Inside the air conditioner, 
there were so many small 
branches. It was enough to 
make us upset. He cleaned 
away all of them and put the air 
conditioner back inside the wall. 
And he covered the gap with 
boards again. 
 
All the work was finished. We 
put our minds at ease about that 

and went out. 
 
When we came back home, I 
yelled to my husband. “The 
bird!” She was sitting on the air 
conditioner without the board. 
She was almost inside our 
home! Immediately, he shooed 
her away. What happened 
there? Did she remove the 
board? Unbelievable! Why does 
she bother us?  
 
My husband went to the bal-
cony to re-cover the board on 
the wall. Suddenly, he called me 
and said, “An egg was broken 
here!” 
 
We guessed because the bird 
lost her nest, she removed the 
board and laid her egg on the air 
conditioner urgently. And the 
surface of the air conditioner 
was slippery, so she lost the egg 
or when my husband shooed 
her, it rolled off. 
 
Anyway, the reason was not 
important. We couldn’t say any 
word for a moment.  
 
I felt ashamed and very uncom-
fortable. Before the accident 
happened, I thought she was 
invading my house. But after 
this event I realized I was the 
real invader.  
 
I called to her, “I’m so sorry.” 
But it couldn’t reverse the situa-
tion. 
 
I am really sorry.  

“Goo-Goo.” It was 
very near. Why do 
they sing near my 
house every day? 
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Swedish and Deep Tissue Massage in your home or 
in mine. Call for details. 

Massage @ Home 

J.W. Gordon  

823-6152 

 

My house is an apartment and it has three 
floors including a basement.  I live on the  
first floor. 
 
One day last September, I woke up early in 
the morning as usual.  When I drew a curtain 
aside, my eyes were attracted by something 
on the balcony. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

“What is that?” 
 
It was a branch, a rose branch! 
 
“Where is it from?” 
 
Actually, there was not any plant on my  
balcony. 
Then, what on earth is it?   
 
It came from a small yard of the basement 
apartment.  In fact, I knew there were several 
trees in the yard below my balcony.  One of 
their branches came up through the crack of 
balcony floor.  My balcony floor is made of 
wood board, and there are cracks between the 
board. 
What a fabulous surprise it was! 
 
And a few days later, it came into blossom. 
It looked as if I put the rose pot on the bal-
cony on purpose.  It was really strange but 
very beautiful! 
 
It still is blooming and whenever I see the pre-
cious pink rose, I feel joy and happiness. 
 
That is a wonderful gift that no one can imag-
ine! 

A Wonderful Gift 
By Soo-Yeon Lee (South Korea) 
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Why Do Cats Have to Make Efforts  
to Know about Dogs? 

By Eunkyung Heo (South Korea) 

Several years ago, I 
read an interesting 
article.  As far as I 
remember, the 
writer's point was 
that cats and dogs 

never become friends, because they are defi-
nitely different.  If they are angry, cats will 
raise their tails, but dogs 
will put theirs down.  
And if they are joyful, 
cats will put their tails 
down, but dogs will 
raise theirs up. 
 
Since then, I've been thinking about that.  I 
almost agree with the writer, but it isn't per-
fect.  It is true; cats and dogs are really differ-
ent.  Their expressions are definitely different.  
But how about their feelings?  Are their feel-
ings also definitely different?  We know it isn't 
true, but we often forget it. 
 
Let's suppose a happy dog is here.  If a cat sees 
the happy dog, the cat doesn't know why the 
dog raises its tail.  Probably the cat would 
think, “Look at the dog's raised tail!  Why is 
the dog angry at me?  I didn't do anything.”  
So, the cat becomes angry and raises its tail.  
But the dog doesn't understand.  Probably the 
dog would think, “It's a strange cat! Why is 
the odd cat growling at me with a joyful raised 
tail?”  Finally, they would blame each other 
and fight because they didn’t know the true 

reason for each other’s behavior.  It is a terri-
ble comedy. 
 
How do the dog and the cat know the tails' 
real meaning without making efforts to know 
about each other?  If they tried to know about 
each other, the cat would ask the dog, "What 
makes you happy?" before firmly raising its 

tail.  Also, the dog would 
ask the cat, "Why do you 
growl at me with a joyful 
raised tail?"  Who 
knows? Maybe the dog 
could get a special cat 
friend. 

  
Making efforts to know, 
for whom do we do 
this?  Do we do it only 
out of consideration for 
others?  No, it is for eve-
ryone.  Actually it is al-
most for oneself.  If we 
make efforts to know 
others, we can get some-
thing special.  What is 
it?  We already know 
what it is.  But it is hard 
to practice what we know. 
 
 

Finally, they would blame each other 
and fight because they didn’t know the 
true reason for each other’s behavior.  
It is a terrible comedy. 
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A sign is a 
promise to 
communi-
cate with 
someone. If 
we didn’t 
have many 
sign sys-
tems, such 
as alphabets 

and traffic signs, we couldn’t communicate with 
each other, and also we couldn’t live together in 
the world.  
 
Therefore, to understand 
signs is one of the best ways 
to understand different cul-
tures.  Every time I drive a 
car and I take a walk, I en-
joy looking at signs and at 
pedestrians who use a lot of body expressions.  
 
When I arrived here, I was surprised at a moving 
stop sign. It was on the school bus. What a great 
idea! Every time a school bus stops, all of the cars 
around it should stop until the students get off.  
 
Of course I had seen U.S. school buses in movies 
before I came here, but at that time I couldn’t 
have realized what a terrific idea it was. I didn’t 
know why it is yellow, and also I didn’t know 
why all of the school buses are the same.  
 
Yellow means a kind of traffic sign (meaning 
“caution”) and also can get more attention.  
When we are on the street, yellow makes it easy 
for us to distinguish between a school bus and 
other forms of transportation. So, we can protect 
children from danger.  
 
Besides, the school bus has a movable stop sign; 
wherever it goes (and comes out to face traffic), 
other transportation has to stop. It is such a good 
sign system. I don’t know who came up with this 

idea, but I am really proud of someone. And I 
love this school bus. 
 
In my country, of course most  schools are close 
to students’ homes. So, most students can go to 
school by foot. If many students need a ride to go 
to school, the county will operate a public school 
bus.  
 
However, there are so many private institute 
buses. In Korea also, when drivers see a school 
bus, they have to stop and not move until the 
school bus moves even though they are so busy. 
But each bus design is different, and buses move 

without a movable stop sign. 
So, sometimes drivers don’t 
know whether the bus is for 
school or not, because the bus 
designs are not distinctive. 
Therefore, I think that all 

school buses need to be redesigned so people no-
tice “school bus.” 
 
Anyway, the movable stop sign has made a big 
impression on me. That is nice. After I observed 
the school buses, I thought we could apply this 
sign to a wheelchair for handicapped people.  
 
And also I 
think this 
system is 
applicable 
to our life. 
Every time 
we meet a 
school bus, 
we should stop and think about what we design 
for humans. 

What a Great Movable Stop Sign! 
By May Jang (South Korea) 

Every time we meet a school bus, 
we should stop and think about 
what we design for humans. 
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Learning to Drive in Charlottesville 
By Yan Li (China) 

I have never driven in China.  
But in Charlottesville, living 
without a car seems like walk-
ing without feet.  So it is impor-
tant for me to learn to drive.  
Anyone who needs a driver’s 
license should pass two exams; 
one is the knowledge exam; the 
other is the road skill test.  I 
would like to share my experi-
ence with you though I haven’t 
gotten the driver’s license yet. 
 
First, I went to the DMV 
(Department of Motor Vehicles) 
to take the knowledge exam.  
It’s a computer-based multiple-
choice exam.  It is easy to pass, 
but it is very important for all of 
us to obtain the knowledge be-
yond the test on traffic signs, 
vehicle laws, and safe driving 
techniques.  The DMV provides 
people with some sample com-
puter-based exams online.  The 

better you grasp the material in 
the driver’s manual, the more 
safety you can enjoy. 
 
Then, you will need to take the 
road test.  According to my ex-
perience, I have two suggestions 
for novices.  First, if you want 
to find a teacher, remember not 

to turn to your husband, be-
cause you will get more com-
plaints and more grumbling 
from your husband than other 
teachers.  Plus, the husband 
teacher will be more nervous 
while you are driving in his 
company.  It is sometimes detri-

mental to your relationship.  
Second, do not buy a manual 
car, especially for ladies, as 
there are a lot of slopes in Char-
lottesville.  It is very hard to do 
the following things alterna-
tively and frequently:  switch 
gears, turn the wheel, step on 
the clutch, add the gas, and 
brake. 
 
Unfortunately, I have both of 
them:  a husband teacher and a 
manual car.  It is going to be a 
real challenge – for me, for my 
husband, and for our car.  How-
ever, my husband encourages 
me to take these challenges.  He 
says he likes manual cars be-
cause they are fun to drive.  Be-
sides, back in China, most cars 
are manual. 
 
I will try my best to get my 
driver’s license. 

 My country is small.  There are 
many people and many cars 
there.  So some beginning drivers 
are afraid of driving on crowded 
roads.  They use signs to show 
about their condition to other 
drivers.  If other drivers see the 
sign, they will pay more attention 
to the car.  It is sign for people to 
help each other.  The sign says, 
“Beginning Driver.” 
 
That is very simple and gentle.  

But some people make their own 
signs by themselves.  I have seen 
a variety of special beginning 
driver's signs.  Some show a pic-
ture of a chicken.  Some say the 
phrase, “Remember, your tadpole 
times.”  Some are humorous 
warnings or extremely flattering, 
for example, “Don't Kiss Me.” 
One that made a great impression 
on me seemed like the work of a 
master.  It was written with thick 
black calligraphy on white 

ground.  It said, “The First Day” 
– brief and short but strong.  He 
or she drove back and forth many 
times on the street in back of my 
house with that attached serious 
sign.  I remember him or her 
whenever I meet beginning 
driver's 
cars – 
like 
today. 

The First Day 
By Eunkyung Heo (South Korea) 
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“Ouch!” 
 
I could not bear it any more.  
“There is something wrong in 
my gum.” 
 
About a month ago, I had dental 
treatments in Korea.  I had two 
wisdom teeth pulled out and five 
teeth treated which had first 
been treated when I was in ele-
mentary school.  So, the doctor 
recommended that I change fill-
ings.  He told me that probably 
there was a cavity under the fill-
ings.  So, I decided to change 
them.  I was treated for three 
weeks, and the left-side wisdom 
tooth was the last one.  The next 
day I took the airplane to the 
U.S. 
 
I felt so much pain in the left 
side of my jaw, but I thought it 
was the usual pain after pulling 
out a wisdom tooth.  However,  
I worried about my symptom,  
so I called my Korean neighbor, 
who had been a dentist in Ko-
rea.  She wasn’t sure what the 
problem was, so she recom-
mended just a mouthwash and 
hot pack for jaw-joint pain. 
 
About a week later, I couldn’t 
stand it any more.  The gum, 
which is beside the two treated 
teeth, was swollen up so much!  
It looked like it was going to 
blow up!  I telephoned my den-
tist neighbor again.  “Press out 
the pus if you can and take some 
medicine for inflammation.” 
 

I called my husband and told 
him, “Come back home in a 
hurry!” 
 
I pricked it with the sharp end of 
my tooth flosser, and, right after 
that, yellow pus popped out!  
“Yucky!”  It overflowed for sev-
eral minutes. 
 
I thought I needed some treat-
ment, but it was around 5 
o’clock on Friday.  I called my 
brother’s old friend, who is a 
dentist near Washington, D.C., 
but he didn’t respond, so I left a 
message with an urgent voice. 
 
About 30 minutes later, my hus-
band came back home.  We 
went to Prompt Care Center on 
Route 29 North.  However, they 
are physicians, not dentists.  We 
moved to CVS and asked 
a pharmacist to sug-
gest OTC medicine.  
She recommended a 
kind of “Ibuprofen.”  
I bought Advil and took 
it.  My pain was relieved, 
but pus still came out. 
 
Around midnight, the telephone 
rang.  “Are you okay?”  It was 
my brother’s friend.  I put my 
mind at ease only then, and I 
sighed. 
 
He said that I needed antibiotic 
medicine and then asked the 
phone number of the nearest 
CVS.  Five minutes later, he 
called me back.  “I gave them 
the prescription for you.  Take 

the medicine and come to my 
office on Thursday.  Don’t 
worry and eat well!” 
 
I almost cried, and I could relax.   
 
On Thursday, I went to his of-
fice where he checked my teeth 
and gum.  He said that there was 
no problem with my teeth and 
bone, but I needed to take the 
medicine more. 
 
Now, I’m okay.  I just need to 
check with him one more time.  
The dental cost in the U.S. is 
very expensive, but he offered 
his services for free.  I really ap-
preciate him so much! 
 
I think I was so lucky because I 
could get medical help in proper 
time.   I realized again that there 

are a lot of really good peo-
ple around me and that 

they are the most valuable 
part of my life.  It 

makes me feel so warm 
and happy.  Thank you so 
much! 
 

I know what to do when I 
meet a difficult situation in Ko-
rea, especially regarding a health 
problem.  However, it is not easy 
to know what to do in a foreign 
country because the health sys-
tem is different in every nation.  
I have now had one more special 
experience here in the U.S.  It 
could be valuable in the future. 

One More Adventure 
By Myungjin Oh (South Korea) 
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Reading and Learning English 

I have been to some libraries in 
Charlottesville.  All libraries are 
good.  The librarians are so kind 
and helpful.  I like those librar-
ies. 
 
I especially like to go to Gordon 
Avenue Library.  There are 
some reasons for this.  If you 
have ever been to Gordon Ave-
nue Library, you would already 
know how gorgeous it is.  It is 
located on a residential street, 
and it looks like a magnificent 
mansion.  Because of this, at 
first, I nearly went past the li-
brary by mistake.  The library is 
calm inside and out.  It looks 
like a personal library in some-
one’s house.  When I first saw 
the library, I thought, “It is well 
suited for rereading some favor-
ite books.” 
 
Moreover, she is there.  Who is 
she?  I don’t even know her 
name.  One day I borrowed The 
Secret Garden from the library.  I 
had read it in Korean when I 
was a child.  It had special 
meaning for me.  I decided to 
try to read it again in English.  
But it was too hard for me.  It 
was thick and had many adjec-
tives that seemed almost the 
same to me, new vocabulary, 
and dialects.  So I couldn’t fin-
ish the book. 
 
I borrowed another version of 

The Secret Garden.  At that time, 
I was looking for a “digest” ver-
sion of the book, but I couldn’t 
find it.  The second book was 
bigger and thinner than the pre-
vious one.  I couldn’t finish that 
book either.  I decided to give 
up on reading The Secret Garden.  
I felt unwell when I put the 
book in the return box. 
 
Right after that, I made up my 
mind to borrow two other books 
– Heidi and Manga.  Heidi was 
also one of my favorite books.  I 
asked a librarian, “Where can I 
find Manga and Heidi?  The li-
brarian searched the computer 
and told me they didn’t have 
Manga, but if I wanted the book, 
they would inform me by mail 
when they got the book. 
 
And she took me to the book-
shelf to find Heidi.  She showed 
Heidi to me.  But it was thick.  
(Actually, I already knew where 
Heidi was.  I wanted another 
thinner version.  That was why 
I asked her.)  The “thick Heidi” 
made my mind heavy as the 
“thick The Secret Garden” had 
done.  I was thankful for her 
help, but I was disappointed in 
the “thick Heidi.”  I sighed auto-
matically.  She gazed at me.  So 
I said, “It seems very hard for 
me” in a low voice. 
 
Thereupon she pulled a book 

from another bookshelf and 
said, “This is also a popular 
book in America.”  It was a 
“digest” version of – The Secret 
Garden!  Of course, she didn’t 
know my stories about the 
“thick The Secret Garden.”  It 
was a marvelous experience for 
me.  She didn’t know what she 
gave me. 
 
I had borrowed the same titled 
book three times, but I could 
succeed to read for the first time 
by her kind influence. 
 
This summer, my children and I 
will go to Gordon Avenue Li-
brary.  I want them to have an-
other marvelous experience 
there. 
 
Probably their books will be 
hard for me.  And the hard 
times will make me appreciate 
my language and my Hangul 
(the name of the Korean alpha-
bet).  But I can also dream I will 
be able to sense the taste of Eng-
lish in the intervals between the 
hard times. 
 
The Gordon Avenue Library is 
one of the branches of the Jef-
ferson-Madison Regional Li-
brary.  It is located at 1500 
Gordon Avenue, Charlottes-
ville, VA 22901.  Call them at 
(434) 296-5544 or find more in-
formation at www.jmrl.org.  

Gordon Avenue Library – She Is There 
By Eunkyung Heo (South Korea) 
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I have been told many times that 
reading is a very effective way to 
improve English.  Thus, I gave it 
a try.  However, it is very diffi-
cult to find the right 
book and rarely did I 
finish reading half a 
book. 
 
Being a lazy student 
with very limited vo-
cabulary, I somehow 
still have the hope to 
improve my English.  
Many people shared 
with me that one of 
their strategies is reading a lot of 
romantic novels or fiction.  I let 
my eagerness fight with my lazi-
ness many times, and finally I 
decided to read.   
 
My first try was a famous ro-
mantic novel, The Village, which 
I got from a friend.  Flipping 
through some pages, I hardly 
imagined how my friend could 
enjoy that 280 page, single-
spaced, book.  I wanted to give 
up the idea of reading right 
away, but, at the same time, I 
did not want to disappoint my 
friend.   
 
After finishing the first 20 pages, 
I decided to give myself a rest by 
putting the book aside.  Last 
week, as my husband happened 
to look at that book, he was ex-
tremely happy to think that his 
wife has been reading a book 
because there was a bookmark 
inside.  Nobody but I knows that 

the bookmark has been there for 
two years.   
 
As a bookmark collector, I can 

hardly remember how 
many bookmarks I 
have and where they 
are.  I am pretty much 
sure that they must be 
in page 15, 20, or at 
most in the middle of 
my books.  I feel so 
badly that I couldn’t 
finish reading even a 
single book.  To say 
the least of it, I have 

no patience, and I am too lazy. 
 
Last week, little did I imagine 
that I would finish reading a 
book named A Child Called “It”.  
Unlike in the past, I picked the 
book by myself, at random, this 
time from a not well-known 
place, the ALC library-cart.  At 
first, I was under the impression 
that it was about children, and I 
hoped that I might be able to 
pick up some children’s words to 
learn.  Other than that, I did not 
get the slightest idea what the 
“It” in the title meant.   
 
As usual, I flipped through the 
book and noted that it had about 
180 pages.  My reasoning indi-
cated that it should take me 
about three days to read.  To my 
surprise, as I read the book, I 
couldn’t put it down, and I fin-
ished it in three hours without 
ignoring or skipping any sen-
tences.  It was not just because 
the book is about one of the 

most severe child abuse cases in 
California history.   More impor-
tantly, it was the simple writing 
style that deeply described all the 
daily struggles as well as feelings 
that child had to suffer.   
 
As I read the book, I learned lots 
of words and daily expressions 
as the author shared his feelings 
from the eyes of a kindergartner 
to a fifth grade student.  I think a 
foreigner would hardly experi-
ence these kinds of expressions 
without physically living with 
the children in this country for 
quite a long time.   
 
Even though I read the book last 
week, my mind is still full of 
new and interesting words and 
phrases that the author used. 
 
I am encouraged by the fact that 
I finally was able to finish and 
enjoy reading my very first book.  
Now, I have got reasons to hope 
that I will be patient enough to 
read more books and discover 
many interesting stories.  In fact, 
I found the right book and have 
had a good start. 
 

Random Picking 
By Anh Luu (Vietnam) 
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Do you have a story, an opinion, 
a skill you want to tell people 
about, a recipe, a good idea, a 
complaint, or a 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!  

To submit material or to receive 
the Multi-Cultural Brief, visit us at 
1000 Preston Avenue, Suite D, 
Charlottesville, VA  22903 or call 
434-245-2817. 

Want to Contribute to the  
Multi-Cultural Brief ? 

Someone might shrug off about it:  “Everything 
learned is contained in books.”  There are so many 
cases about knowledge gained from experience, but 
in due course the saying might be right.  Virtually, 
life itself is a vivid book.   
 
First, the ancients gained knowledge from practice 
and then bequeathed this knowledge to us through 
books.  Sometimes this knowledge was one-sided 
or even the opposite of the truth.  It needed more 
experience to correct and confirm it. 
 
Second, some knowledge can’t really be grasped 
without practice.  For instance, we can’t learn 
swimming only by reading books.  Keeping on 
reading is useless for learning to drive.  Plus, from 
experience, we get new ideas and knowledge.  So 
many interesting things exist around the world and 
wait for us to explore. 
 
However, life is limited and knowledge is bound-
less.  Reading is more efficient than experience.  In 
evidence, the more books you read, the more 
knowledge you grasp.  And the more knowledge 
you grasp, the fewer mistakes you make.  By gain-
ing knowledge only from experience, you must 
spend more time face to face with frustration than 
you would gaining knowledge from books. 
 
Different books give different kinds of knowledge.  
We could realize we are in the same boat with oth-
ers because of reading.   
 
Of course, it is impossible for anyone to read all the 
books in the world, even if he spends his whole life 
reading. 
 
Looking back over thousands of years, it is hard to 
imagine that everything learned is contained in 
books.  Books are one of the biggest heritages of the 
world.   
 
 

Reading and Experience 
By Yan Li (China) 
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“What grade are you in?”  Or, 
“How old are you?” 
These are very common ques-
tions in Korea.  We use these 
words when adults want to en-
courage children.  But as we 
know, some words have defi-
nitely different meanings de-
pending on the situation and the 
tone. 
 
I have a sad, funny story about 
these words.  When I was begin-
ning the fourth grade, I had my 
first watercolor painting class.  
At that time, by mistake, I didn’t 
prepare any painting materials.  
But my really good partner said, 
“I will be able to share mine 
with you.”  She gave me paper 
and a brush. 
 
That day’s theme was “A For-
est.”  I just sketched a lot of  
trees because then, as now,  
I didn’t like painting and things 
like that.  My paper was filled 
with big trees very quickly.  I 
started to color my paper from 
the front.  I began to sense that 
gradually our palette was mov-
ing closer and closer to my kind 
partner.  According to the 
theme, we needed a lot of kinds 
of green colors.  I realized that 
she also needed different kinds 
of green colors.  Eventually, it 
became clear that I shouldn’t  
use her palette any more, but 
some part of my paper was still 
left unpainted. 
 
Reluctantly, I moved paint from 
my watercolor which was in 

front to the back with my brush.  
I barely finished the painting.   
 
My teacher told us I had a good 
sense of perspective because my 
back trees turned light green 
compared to the trees in front, 
and the big trees in front looked 
strong.  My painting was hung 
in a hallway with my name 
noted down.  It was my first dis-
play experience.  It seemed good 
fortune until a stern teacher 
called the names of the students 
one after another, including 
mine, over the mike.  He had a 
notorious reputation as a tiger, 
even for sixth graders. 
 
Students who had been called 
must participate in an art contest 
as representatives of the school 
without any explanation to or 
agreement by the students.  He 
chose the students whose pic-
tures were hanging in the hall-
way.  It was very very terrible for 
me.   
 
Anyway, I must participate in 
the contest with my painting  
materials.  We went to the  
appointed place with the tiger 
teacher.  I prepared everything 
that I needed except paper be-
cause I was supposed to receive 
specific stamped paper from the 
sponsor of the contest.  I devoted 
myself heart and soul and gave 
my whole energy to the stamped 
paper.  Eventually, my paper 
was pierced with a hole.  The 
hole made me embarrassed.  I 
felt heavy at heart. 

After much thinking, I mended 
my paper.  I cut a piece of paper 
from my notebook and then 
patched the piece of paper onto 
the stamped paper.  It was a very 
unsatisfactory result, but I did 
my best.  At that time, I couldn’t 
think that I could choose not to 
present my painting.  After a 
while, it was time to submit the 
paper to the contest.  When I 
presented my paper to the tiger 
teacher, he said, “What grade 
are you in?” 
 
His words convinced me that 
“painting is a hateful thing.”  It 
was enough to change my mind 
from disliking to hating this 
thing.  It is one of my excuses 
for why I hate painting. 

One of My Excuses 
By Eunkyung Heo (South Korea) 
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Everyone has different ways to 
achieve the same goal, and on the 
way to achieve that goal, it is be-
lieved that luck plays an impor-
tant role.  Many of my friends 
told me that I am such a lucky 
person.  However, as a lucky per-
son, I have found that my journey 
to find a way to learn English was 
not always full of luck. 
 
Like all students my age, I was 
forced to learn English as soon as 
I entered the university in my 
home country.  Although I al-
ways had a dream that one day I 
would be able to become part of  
a world, where I could make 
friends with people from many 
countries who speak different  
languages, seldom did I study 
English.  Not until I finished  
college did I realize that my 
dream may not come true.  I 
shuddered at the thought that I 
may not be able to go abroad and 
talk with foreigners.   
 
To improve the situation, I de-
cided to work for a foreign com-
pany.  Four years later, I made an 
effort to go for further study in 
Hawaii with the same hope.   
 

As it turned out, after my first 
year, I did not have the chance to 
improve my daily English at all.  
Instead, I devoted most of my 
time to improving my technical 
skills and academic knowledge.  
Besides, I felt no concern about 
talking with native speakers as I 
felt so comfortable with my Viet-
namese friends.  However, in the 
back of my mind, I always asked 
myself, “Why has my luck not yet 
come to help me with my daily 
English?” 
 
Finally, here he came in my sec-
ond year, a super arrogant Ameri-
can, originally from Alaska, who 
was very proud of himself be-
cause he had the standard Ameri-
can accent.  Truly, as his class-
mate, I wasn’t so sure about that.  
What I did know was that when 
we were working on the same 
projects, I did not understand 
what he was talking about, not 
even a single word, and vice 
versa.   
 
Coming from a society where so-
cial context is very important, I 
graded him as a super rude class-
mate because of his terrible enun-
ciation and facial expressions.  I 
was stressed out and felt humili-
ated whenever we had group 
meeting because I did not have a 
single chance to contribute my 
ideas.   
 
One time when he read my paper, 
he asked me, “What the hell did 
you write?”  Oh my goodness!  I 
would rather go back to my home 
country than continue working 

with this guy.  I was about to cry, 
but suddenly something in me 
changed and I became calm.  I 
asked him which one is terrible, 
the English or the ideas.  He told 
me that he did not care about the 
ideas if the English was not good.  
I felt hopeless about myself.  Ig-
noring his arrogant manner, I 
asked him if he could listen to me 
one more time.  To my surprise, 
he said yes although it was in a 
very unfriendly way.  It was such 
a relief.  We ended up staying 
there at the library until 2 a.m. of 
the next day to get everything 
done.   
 
It’s beyond our imagination that 
that day marked our first day of 
friendship.  Taking advantage of 
the opportunity, I always wrote 
him very long emails because I 
knew that with his arrogant na-
ture, he would not hesitate to 
point out my mistakes and laugh 
at my stupid writing.  Besides, I 
tried to pronounce lots of difficult 
words and insisted that he had to 
correct me regardless of his mean 
attitude.  From my side, I became 
more and more confident, and, of 
course, as we became good 
friends, I did not mind shouting 
in his face that being arrogant did 
not make him smarter than oth-
ers. 
 
In that same year, fortune would 
never smile on me if I was not 
called “ugly, fat lady, stupid 
head.”  It was such a very 
“hospitable” greeting that I re-
ceived from my second English 

(Continued on page 25) 

I Was Born Lucky 
By Anh Luu (Vietnam) 
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I Was Born Lucky 

teacher, a third grade student 
whom I was tutoring voluntarily 
for a year.  It was after my brief 
introduction that he replied, 
“You don’t even know how to 
say the word ‘tutor’, so how can 
you teach me?  I don’t want you 
to come here anymore.”   
 
I felt so ashamed because of my 
laziness and stupidity.  I told my-
self, “You deserved it.  It served 
you right.”  I also wondered 
where “Mr. Luck” was.   
 
I took a long deep breath and 
told the kid that I had come to 
learn from him by doing his 
homework with him.  His face 
finally turned bright as the sun 
that has just come out after a 
long rainy day, and all of his an-
ger seemed to disappear.  After 
finishing his homework, we spent 

about half an hour practicing the 
word “tutor”.   
 
I was very grateful to have him as 
my “unofficial” teacher, and I bet 
he must have felt so great when-
ever he pointed out my mistakes.  
Later on, when he went to see 
me off at the airport, he still 
looked at me as if I were as dumb 
a lady as ever.  However, it was a 
great surprise to me that he said, 
“Hey Anh, will you come back 
to tutor me?  To tell you the 
truth, you suck, but I suck more 
than you.”  Then he gave me a 
gift and ran away, but everybody 
noticed that tears came from his 
eyes.  My gift was a dictionary 
for children.  He knew that I 
liked that dictionary ever since I 
first looked up one of his most 
favorite words.  It was “suck.” 
Now that I am in Charlottesville 
taking the newspaper class, I 
have found myself in a new but 

great study environment where I 
can learn from and share with 
my teacher as well as my class-
mates not only English but also 
life experiences.  Above all, noth-
ing can be more joyful than hav-
ing many friends to listen to my 
crazy story.  Was I born lucky? 
 

(Continued from page 24) 

Words of Foreign Origin 
By Shannon C. Sun (China) 

I think words of foreign origin 
are the inevitable products of 
economic and cultural interflow 
among nations of the whole 
world. 
 
From as early as elementary 
school, I had known that in the 
Chinese language  Ji Pu (jeep), 
Sha Fa (sofa), Mai Ke Feng 
(microphone), Qiao Ke Li 
(chocolate), Ka Fei (coffee), and 
Wei Ta Ming (vitamin) were 
words that came from the West, 

and they kept their original pro-
nunciation.  Afterwards, I real-
ized that there were still more of 
those kinds of Chinese words.  
For example, Sheng (saint), Xiou 
(show), Mi (meter), Na Mi 
(nanometer), Lei She (laser), Sha 
La (salad), Pai (pie), San Ming 
Zhi (sandwiches), Ka Tong 
(cartoon), Ji Ta (guitar), Sa Ke Si 
Feng (saxophone) … 
  
If you ask me, “Did you notice 
any English words coming from 

Chinese?”, to tell you the truth, I 
would say yes, but only since 
recently have I noticed this fact 
with great interest.  Ah, there are 
quite a few of them indeed!  Let 
me try to have a list as follows:  
chow, ramen, ginseng, tofu, oo-
long tea, lychee, silk, wu shu, tai 
chi, gong fu, yin yang, feng shui, 
tao yamen, kowtow, sampan, 
cheongsam, qipao, Mandarin, 
coolie … 
 

(Continued on page 26) 
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I believe any changes of a certain 
culture are reflections of certain 
phenomena in economic or social 
fields, and so are language 
changes.  I also think every word 
of foreign origin has its certain 
background and was surely re-
lated to a real thing or a historic 
story.  Let me try to tell stories 
related to two words of foreign 
origin, “coolie” and “Sa Ke Si 
Feng”. 
 
“Coolie” is an English word of 
Chinese origin.  It means “Ku Li” 
in Chinese.  “Ku” means 
“suffering,” and “Li” means 
“labor.”  The emerging word, 
“coolie” was related to early Chi-
nese immigrants’ lives. 
 
In the middle of the nineteenth 
century, a lot of Chinese immi-
grated to America.  They worked 
as laborers building the railways, 
as farm laborers, or as miners for 
very low wages.  They didn’t have 
labor insurance protection.  It was 

very difficult for them to find 
other kinds of jobs because they 
hadn’t received enough educa-
tion, and most of them could not 
speak more than several sentences 
of English.  They worked hard 
and tried to save money to send 
back to their Chinese hometowns 
to keep their families from starv-
ing.  A few of them had expected 
to return to China after earning a 
certain sum of money, but died of 
diseases or accidents at work in 
the strange land.  Without family 
and relatives with them, there 
were little opportunities for these 
Chinese immigrants to attend any 
sort of social activities.  Prejudice 
made life even harder for them.  
They called themselves Ku Li, and 
the Westerners called them 
“coolie” according to the pronun-
ciation of Ku Li. 
 
“Sa Ke Si Feng” is a Chinese word 
coming from “saxophone.”  It is 
the name of a Western musical 
instrument.  After Western music 
spread into China, it gave Chi-

nese people the chance to enjoy 
Western music, and the saxo-
phone was gradually known and 
accepted by Chinese, and then 
this word was created according 
to its original pronunciation. 
 
Indeed, when a society needs a 
new word to describe a new 
thing, a new word will be born.  
Along with the increase of inter-
national science and cultural in-
terchange, new words of foreign 
origin will surely come out con-
tinually.  I’ll pay attention to 
them because I feel it is interest-
ing.  By the way, I can also learn 
something from them. 

(Continued from page 25) 

Words of  Foreign Origin 

Family and Community 

My Angel Baby, Ruxu 
By Selina Qu (China) 

If someone asks me, “What 
makes you feel most proud?”, I 
will answer without hesitation, 
“My daughter!”  She has a 
beautiful name, “Ruxu,” which 
is from a Chinese ancient 
poem. 

Time goes so fast.  I remember 
when I was pregnant, I knew 
nothing about it, and I was al-
ways anxious about it.  Every 
day I was afraid for her health, 
and I had to learn much knowl-
edge about the pregnancy.   But 

the joys of gestating a new life 
filled my heart.  Every time I 
came to see the doctor, I’d al-
ways ask her, “Doctor, how 
pretty is my daughter?  Are her 
eyes big?  Is her nose high?”  

(Continued on page 27) 
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My Angel Baby, Ruxu 

And the doctor smiled and an-
swered, “Yes, she is so beauti-
ful.”  Don’t laugh at me.  
Every new mother likes to do 
that. 
 
When I gave birth to my 
daughter, I saw her face for the 
first time.  I forgot everything 
that I had suffered, including 
the long uncomfortable first 
three months, the anxiety dur-
ing the whole pregnancy, the 
fifteen-hour-long birth pangs.  
My husband and I could not 
help crying.  She was so beau-
tiful!  I felt all the pain was 
nothing when I saw her. 
 
Now, Ruxu is one year old.  
We are so grateful that she is 
growing up very happily and 
healthily.  Now she can speak 
something.  I was so excited at 
hearing the first time she 
called “Ma Ma.”  She also has 
her way of referring to herself, 
“Xu Bao-bao!”  When she 
hears music, she likes to dance 
to it.  She is very polite to eve-
rybody and smiles at them.  
But she is too lively, and it is 
very difficult to keep her in the 
same place for a long time.  
Only when she concentrates to 
play toy bricks can she stay by 
herself calmly. 
 
When she falls asleep, I al-

ways like to watch her little, 
pink, delicate face, her long 
dark eyelashes, listen to her 
even breathing, and smell the 
thin, milky fragrance emanat-
ing from her body.  Some-
times, she sighs in her dreams.  
I really don’t know if babies 
dream or not.  Maybe she is 

missing 
her mom 
and dad. 
 
Who does 
she look 
like?  
Many  
people ask 
us this 
question.   
 
 

Sometimes I also can’t tell.  
She has my eyes, nose, and 
chin, his eyebrows, mouth, 
and ears.  When she smiles, 
she looks more like my hus-
band, and when she closes her 
mouth, she looks just like me.  
So we say God did the fair 
thing for my husband and me. 
 
Words to Ruxu 
 
Honey, I feel so proud and sat-
isfied to have you.  You are 
the biggest treasure in my 
whole life.  With your first cry-
ing, you came into this world.  
It meant the beginning of my 

new wonderful life.  You are 
the best gift God gave us.  
With you, my life is  
perfect.  I’d like to spend my 
whole life protecting you, 
watching over you.  I want 
you to live in love and grow 
up healthily and happily. 
 
Honey, you are so cute.  You 
smile at everyone, you always 
dance with the music.  You 
always use your babyish voice 
to call me “Mama,” which is 
my favorite music.  You give 
us endless joy.  Your clear 
eyes always understand the 
family’s love for you.  You are 
so smart! 
 
Honey, I feel so sorry I left 
you in China when you were 
seven months old.  My biggest 
regret is that I can’t accom-
pany you all the time.  I prom-
ise you soon in the future I 
will accompany you every 
day.  I will tell stories to you, 
play games with you, teach 
you to sing songs, and paint 
with you…  Everything I can 
do for you. 
 
Anyway, I love you!  You are 
my angel baby forever, for-
ever... 

(Continued from page 26) 
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“Mom, please give me money for 
ice cream.” 
 
I grew up with a great life and in 
my mom’s arms.  She treated me 
like a baby even though I was 7 
years old.  She bought me every-
thing I liked.  When I was a kid, 
my father was cold, and he spoke 
very little.  He rarely played with 
me the way other fathers did.  In 
my eyes, my father was so 
strange.  But I just needed my 
mom.  She was so wonderful, I 
think, at that time. 
 
But life ways don’t have a lot of 
flowers like I thought.  My father 
was cheated by his friend, and my 
family started to go down.  My 
mom didn’t love me.  She became 
so strict and shouted when I 
needed money.  She didn’t treat 
me kindly like a few years ago.  I 
liked my old life, but I was face to 
face with my new life – no 

money, without love from my 
mom, and my friends began to 
move far away from me because 
they thought my father was a bad 
person.  I seemed to be different.  
I didn’t want to go out.  I didn’t 

speak a lot. I hated to make 
friends. 
 
One day, my father asked me to 
go with him to the place where no 
one knew me, nobody defamed 
me.  He took me to a pagoda with 
a lot of trees and a natural well.  

This was the first time I cried for 
people whom I didn’t know – the 
blind.  I was so impressed by 
them, and I identified with them 
when I saw them grope for a book 
in the brightly lit room.  At that 
time, my father stood beside me.  
He caressed my hair and gave me 
a lesson:  “Your life is in trouble 
now.  As you see, their lives are 
so hard and a lot more painful 
than yours, but they still try to be 
optimistic and diligent.  You 
don’t want to be beaten down, do 
you?  Please accept your life now 
and try to study.  This is the great-
est happiness that your mom and 
I hope for you.” 
 
I returned to my life with his les-
son.  From that time on, I have 
felt more adult and in my eyes, 
my father is a most wonderful 
person. 

Lesson 
By Nga Slough (Vietnam) 

A Mother’s Grumbles Late at Night 
By Eunkyung Heo (South Korea) 

1. So What? 
I didn’t know that parents belong 
to their children in large part.  It 
seemed the opposite to me when I 
was young.  I had dreamed of a 
future emancipated from my 
mother.  And I thought, “At least 
I will be a sympathetic mother.” 
 
But now, I have become an un-
sympathetic mother.  Maybe my 
lack of understanding is bigger 
than my mother’s.   Late at night, 
I say to myself, “So what?”  It is 

far from a good mother with sym-
pathy. 
 
In fact, I don’t know what is 
really good for them.  I have been 
following others’ trails.  I know it 
is not the best way.  But I don't 
know a different way.  Even if 
maybe I know about it, I am 
afraid of the outcome.  Neverthe-
less, I want my children to be 
creative people.  It is such a con-
tradiction. 
 

But, “So what?” 
 
2.They Never Say, “Thank 
you.” 
“The child is a creditor of a for-
mer life.”  This is one of the 
household sayings in Korea.  Peo-
ple say, “Creditors of a former life  
are reborn as your children 
through karma, so you must pay 
your former debts to the credi-
tors.” 

(Continued on page 29) 
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A Mother’s Grumbles Late at Night 

 
But who could remember debts 
of  before?  Besides, bills of this 
life are too much for the pitiful 
debtors.   
 
Anyway, the creditors always 
demand various things — time, 
smiles, money, good cheer…  
They are quite geniuses.  They 
know how to make us pay the 
forgotten debts.  And they also 
are tyrants like Nero.  They do 
not want to compromise. 
 

Also, the pitiful debtors ought to 
teach the inexplicable creditors 
moderation, counting numbers, 
writing, and also how to ride a 
bicycle even if the inexplicable 
creditors do not want to learn 
that. 
 
Moreover, we give them endless 
love.  It is special “interest”, but I 
am not sure if they want the spe-
cial “interest”.  Maybe it is the 
only way to compensate their 
lack of qualifications for our lack 
of qualifications. 
 

Rarely they make only a small 
gesture just before the pitiful 
debtors pick up calculators or 
drown themselves in despair.  
The small gesture has an odd 
magic.  It makes the calculators 
fly or causes sad self-ridicule in a 
moment. 
 
They never say, “Thank you,” 
because they only collect bills of 
former lives.  And looking back 
on our young days, we also were 
inexplicable creditors.  Weren’t 
you? 

(Continued from page 28) 

Love 
By Nga Slough (Vietnam) 

I hated my younger sister.  She was very diffi-
cult for me.  She jumped on my desk.  She tore 
my homework.  She stained my new shirt with 
her colored pencils.  She cut my hair and 
painted my face when I slept.  She always asked 
me to do things for her.  She did 
many terrible things to me, and 
I hated her because she spent a 
lot of my family’s money.  She 
had hemophilia. 
 
Three weeks ago, I called my 
family, and they told me that 
my younger sister’s disease was 
very serious.  She was bleeding 
a lot, and the doctor couldn’t 
stop it.  My heart was broken.  
This was the first time my heart really hurt. 
 
She needs Type O blood, but in my country, 
this kind of blood is very rare and expensive. 
 
The hospital ran out of blood.  My family cried.  
But finally, a woman who has the same blood 
type came to the hospital to visit her friend’s 

child and heard about my younger sister’s case.  
She donated her blood, and my younger sister 
survived.  Why would a stranger give blood for 
my sister? 
 

Now I understand why my dad 
goes to the hospital and donates 
his blood every month.  My 
younger sister needs blood from 
other people, and maybe they 
need our blood, too.  
 
My dad believes in miracles.  He 
thinks God will help his family 
when he does good things.  I’m 
not sure about God, but I know 
that there are many patients who 

need your help. 
 
 
Editor’s note:  If you would like to donate 
blood in the Charlottesville area, call Virginia 
Blood Services at 434-979-2170 or the Ameri-
can Red Cross Blood Services at 434-295-5433. 
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Two months have passed since 
we had to leave the beautiful 
city of New Orleans. 
 
Although my husband is an 
MBA student from Tulane 
University, he has been a visit-
ing student at UVA for this 
Fall Semester 2005 due to Hur-
ricane Katrina. 
 
I was worried about this new 
situation because we have a 
son who is three years old and 
also because we are on a 
budget, and this could be terri-
ble for us. 
 
But since I got to Charlottes-
ville, everything has been dif-
ferent from what I was expect-
ing.  The Darden School, 
UVA, and the Charlottes-
ville community have 
been wonderful to our 
family.  We have received 
donations from all kinds 
of utilities. 
 
One day when I received 
an address for a charity 
shop for children’s 
clothes, I was not expect-
ing to see an angel coming 
toward me.  I was buying 
stuff for Henrique, and 
because I was spending 
more than I expected, I 
asked the lady if she 
would accept a check 
from another city.  She 

said okay and looked at my ad-
dress.  After this, she asked a 
lot of questions, and she said 
that my check was not good 
because she wanted to offer 
everything for free that I had 
gotten for Henrique, and also 
that I was forgetting to see 
books and toys for him.   
 
Then she took Henrique’s hand 
and asked him to pick out eve-
rything he wanted.  He was 
embarrassed, so he just got two 
books and one car.  But she 
didn’t accept this.  She asked 
for a friend to help Henrique.  
In the end, we had two bags 
full of clothes and lots of toys 
and books.  
 

But she didn’t stop.  She wrote 
my telephone number down 
and began to look for house-
hold stuff.  One week later, she 
called me and came to my 
place with her two sons and a 
lot of stuff for the house, my 
husband, and me. 
 
I will never forget her nor all 
the other people that have 
helped in some way.  Besides 
that, Henrique got a scholar-
ship for child care, I’ve been 
meeting people that are helping 
me find things to do, and my 
husband is so happy with 
school.   
 
Right now, I wish I could stay 
here in this safe and friendly 
city. 

The Kindness of Strangers 
By Evelise Pitta Laranjinha (Brazil) 
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The Adult Learning Center  
Presents 

The Third Annual Health Fair 
 

December 15th, 2005 
 

Featured Speakers: 
 

Diane Hoffman, MSM 
Clinical Social Worker 

will speak on  

Financial Services at UVA Medical Clinic 
11:00-12:00 p.m. 

 

Dr. David G. Dalley, D.D.S. 
will speak on 

Good Dental Care 
6:30-7:30 p.m. 

 
  ALC students will present  health projects.  Cindy Janechild, nurse  
  practitioner, and James Gordon, massage therapist, will offer bodywork   
  and massage.  Bernard Stupski, MD, will offer information on the  
  International Family Medicine Clinic.  Whole Foods will donate two  
  healthy gift baskets to be raffled off at the event.   

Calendar Events 
• Dec. 16:  Classes end. 
• Jan. 3:  ESL and GED Assessment for new 

students. 9 a.m. and 6 p.m. 
• Jan. 4:  ESL and GED Assessment for new 

students.  6 p.m. 
• Jan. 5:  ESL and GED Assessments for new 

students.  9 a.m. and 6 p.m. 
• Jan. 9:  Classes begin. 
• Jan. 16:  No Classes.  Martin Luther King. 
• Jan. 27:  Deadline for Voices Contest. 
• Feb. 20:  No Classes.  Presidents’ Day. 
• Mar. 23:  Voices of Adult Learners. 6 p.m. 
• Mar. 29:  Spring Celebration Potluck. 
• Mar. 31:  Classes End. 
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