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introduction
The	26th	edition	of Journeys: An Anthology of Adult Student Writing	collects	writing	and	art	from	512	adult	
learners	from	Minnesota’s	English	as	a	Second	Language	(ESL),	GED,	college	preparation,	and	basic	skills	
classes.	Unique	to	the	region,	the	project	presents	the	often-unheard	voices	of	refugees	and	immigrants	from	
over	60	countries	and	indigenous	and	native-born	citizens	who	call	Minnesota	home.	Their	written	pieces	
are	personal,	humorous,	tragic,	and,	as	a	body	of	work,	inspirational.	Though	it	has	had	several	names	in	its	
26-year	run,	the	book	continues	to	publish	stories	of	the	hardships	and	triumphs	in	the	lives	of	the	literacy	
council’s	diverse	adult	learner	community,	celebrating	their	success	on	the	road	to	education.

New	to	Journeys this year are featured authors whose written submissions were selected through a juried 
process.	Each	of	the	eleven	authors	was	mentored	by	volunteers	with	experience	in	creative	writing,	publishing,	
editing,	 and	working	with	Adult	 Basic	 Education	 learners.	Once	 the	 authors	 agreed	 to	 be	 featured	 and	
mentored,	 they	 attended	writing	 development	workshops	 sponsored	 by	 the	Minnesota	Literacy	Council	
in	partnership	with	the	Loft	Literary	Center.	The	workshops	and	mentoring	gave	authors	the	opportunity	
to	develop	and	enrich	their	submission	and	create	additional	original	pieces.	Look	for	the	featured	authors	
throughout	the	book	between	chapters.

Largely	 intern-driven,	 the	 production	 of	 the	 book	 involves	 several	months	 of	 work	 from	 a	 dedicated	
team:	editing	and	typesetting	by	copyeditors	Lucy	Bixby	and	Jessie	Hausman	and	managing	editor	Lauryn	
Heineman;	marketing	 by	 Patrick	 Conlon-Kvale;	 layout	 and	 cover	 text	 design	 by	 graphic	 designer	Terri	
Arganbright;	and	cover	art	and	chapter	graphic	design	by	artist	Nehemiah	Nesheim.	In	keeping	with	the	
mission	of	the	organization,	the	editors	of	Journeys strive to maintain the original voice and style of each 
writing	submission	by	making	only	minor	edits	for	the	sake	of	clarity	and	comprehension.	The	reader	may	
notice inconsistencies in the use of grammar, terminology, and spelling, and these show that all levels of 
language are valid and praiseworthy.

In these pages each learner, whether a young adult or an elder, whether born in Minnesota or thousands 
of	miles	away,	tells	a	story	in	his	or	her	own	voice.	Thank	you,	reader,	for	your	generous	support	of	Journeys 
and our adult learner community.

Eric	Nesheim
Executive	Director
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The	Journey	I	Took	to	
the	USA
deqo mohamed, minneaPolis 

I	left	my	motherland	in	1999.	I	came	to	Nairobi.	At	that	
time	I	was	looking	for	a	better	life	to	help	my	family	
and my life, too. The first goal was to go to America. 
I	was	so	interested	because	I	was	thinking	America	is	
the only place I can find a job and a free education, 
because	 it	 is	 a	 land	of	opportunity.	However,	 it	 took	
me	six	years	 to	come	to	 the	USA.	Finally,	my	dream	
came true. 

deqo mohamed is originally from somalia. 

Somali Family
hasna Jimale, Waseca

We are a family of five people. We came from Africa on 
March	19,	2013.	The	first	time	we	came	to	California.	
We	 lived	 for	 nine	 months	 in	 California’s	 Orange	
County.	I	loved	California.	The	weather	was	like	Africa,	
but the houses were expensive.

After	 that,	 we	moved	 to	Minnesota	 on	November	
29,	 2013.	That	 time	 is	 the	 beginning	 of	 winter.	We	
never saw snow before. We lived in Minneapolis 
at	Mary’s	 Place	 for	 two	months.	Then	we	moved	 to	
Waseca,	Minnesota,	on	February	1,	2014.	

Waseca is a good place because we have a good 
life. The children are going to school. They have a 
good	education	and	get	exercise.	They	like	soccer	and	
basketball.	 I	 go	 to	 adult	 education.	 All	 of	 us	 have	 a	
good clinic, a good dentist, a good education, and 
respect. 

hasna Jimale is originally from somalia.

My Life in America
sayon snetter, WorthinGton

My	name	is	Sayon	Snetter,	previously	known	as	Alfred	
Snetter. I changed my first name because of some 
embarrassment with a cousin who had the same first 
name.	 I	 left	 my	 country,	 Liberia,	 on	 September	 26,	
1990,	because	of	 the	senseless	rebel	war	at	 that	 time.	
My children did not accompany me to America. I 
completed	high	school	at	William	V.S.	Tubman	High	
School	 in	Monrovia,	Liberia	on	December	28,	1980.	
I’m	presently	attending	GED	and	ESL	classes	to	learn	
the	American	accent.	 I	came	to	 the	United	States	on	
September	 9,	 2004.	 I	 worked	 for	 a	 period	 of	 seven	
years.	Currently	I	am	jobless.	I	resided	in	Kentucky	for	
a period of eight years, without committing any crime. 
Presently I am living in Worthington, Minnesota. For 
the	past	nine	years,	I	was	unable	to	get	my	citizenship	
from	 Kentucky.	 But	 when	 I	 came	 to	 Minnesota,	 I	
immediately	 received	 my	 citizenship,	 so	 I	 thank	 the	
almighty	God	for	Minnesota.	I	love	my	English	teacher	
because	 she	 helps	me	 to	 know	 the	American	 accent.	
There	is	no	place	like	home,	so	maybe	one	day,	I	might	
return	back	home.	But	I	love	the	United	States.	It	is	a	
place	to	really	stay	for	the	rest	of	one’s	 life.	Long	live	
America!

sayon snetter is 64 and originally from liberia. 

What	I	Brought	With	Me
KhadiJo abuKar, minneaPolis 

I	came	to	the	United	States	in	2006.	I	came	with	my	
son.	 I	 packed	many	 things	 in	my	 suitcase.	 I	 packed	
pictures, clothes, and my passport. I left many things 
in	Egypt	and	Somalia.	I	miss	my	mother,	my	sister,	and	
my family. I felt really sad leaving my beloved family. 
I came here to start a new life for me and my family.

Khadijo abukar is originally from somalia. 
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Why	I	Decided	to	Move	
to	the	United	States
abidemi shoyombo, maPleWood

I	 decided	 to	 move	 to	 the	 United	 States	 for	 several	
reasons: First, I wanted to have my own freedom. 
Nigeria	is	a	place	where	most	people	are	running	out	
of	 the	 country	 because	 of	 the	 government.	 We	 lack	
so many things in the country, most especially, gas, 
water, electricity, and food. Secondly, I moved to the 
United	States	just	to	know	about	life	in	the	world.	So	
that when my colleagues are chatting, I should be able 
to interact with them and be part of the conversation. 
Thirdly,	I	decided	to	move	to	the	United	States	to	join	
my dad, because my dad and I had never set an eye 
on each other since I was born. So, I decided to join 
him	in	the	United	States	when	I	was	through	with	my	
studies.

I started my immigration process when I lost my 
mother.	That	was	February	9,	2011.	I	knew	I	couldn’t	
endure living without my mother, although I was living 
with	my	grandma.	My	dad	and	I	do	speak	to	each	other	
on the phone. Some months later, my dad called me 
to say that I have some immigration interview, and he 
told	me	 the	 date.	 I	 couldn’t	make	my	first	 interview	
because	I	couldn’t	specify	the	relationship	between	my	
stepmum and me. Later, I waited for some years, so 
my dad and my stepmum put in an application to the 
U.S.	During	that	time,	my	stepmum	had	already	come	
to	Nigeria	to	check	on	me,	and	we	took	some	pictures	
together,	which	was	 in	October	2013.	The	 following	
year, I was told to come for another interview. I 
went	there,	and	God	was	so	good,	I	wasn’t	asked	any	
questions. I was just told to submit my medical report 
and the police report.

If I have the capacity of helping my country, I will, 
because there are so many people out there who were 
not	born	with	silver	spoons	and	can’t	afford	traveling	
from	one	place	to	another.	I	think	it	will	be	better	to	
help	 the	 community.	 Although,	 there’s	 no	 place	 like	
home,	home	sweet	home.	No	matter	what	the	situation	
might be, I will one day return to my home country to 
make	it	better.	

abidemi shoyombo is 22 and originally from nigeria. 

Coming to St. Paul From 
Thailand
lar lar eh, maPleWood

I	lived	in	Thailand.	I	came	to	America	on	March	14,	
2008.	I	came	to	St.	Paul,	Minnesota	because	I	wanted	
to	 study	more	English.	After	 I	 learn	 some	English,	 I	
want	to	work	at	a	nice	job.	Before	I	came	to	America,	I	
lived	in	a	refugee	camp.	Before	I	left,	I	had	a	party	with	
my	 family	 and	 friends.	We	 ate	many	 different	 foods	
and	took	pictures	for	fun.

In	 the	morning	 I	 had	 to	 leave	 for	 Bangkok.	Then	
I	 sat	 on	 the	 bus	 and	 looked	 out	 the	 window.	 I	 said	
goodbye to my friends. When I left the refugee camp, I 
felt	sad	because	I	thought,	“When	will	I	come	back	to	
visit Thailand and the refugee camp again?”

I	got	to	Bangkok	at	10	o’clock	at	night.	After	that,	
I ate dinner and slept in the hotel for one night. In 
the	morning	I	had	to	go	to	the	Bangkok	airport,	and	
I had to wait for three hours to go on the airplane. 
When I sat on the airplane I thought, “This is the first 
time	I’ve	sat	on	an	airplane.”	I	was	so	happy.	At	night	
I	watched	movies,	and	I	looked	out	the	window.	I	saw	
many stars and the moon. It was very nice. I felt lonely, 
but	I	couldn’t	 sleep	because	I	missed	my	teacher	and	
friends so much.

In	 the	 morning	 I	 ate	 breakfast,	 but	 it	 didn’t	 taste	
good. Sometimes I felt bad and tired, too. I got lost in 
the	Hong	Kong	 airport.	Then	 I	 thought,	 “What	 can	
I	 do	 right	 now?”	 Another	 problem	was	 that	 I	 didn’t	
speak	English,	and	I	didn’t	understand	very	much.	But	
I prayed to God for help. After that, I saw a Thai person. 
I	 asked	her	 to	help	me	get	 to	New	York.	 I	 slept	one	
night in the hotel. In the morning I had to fly again. 
It was the last airplane. It was going to Minnesota. I 
was so happy because I was very tired of staying on the 
airplane so many days.  

I came to the Minnesota airport at night. Then I 
followed	people	downstairs	to	pick	up	my	bags.	I	saw	
my	 friends	 and	caseworker.	They	picked	me	up	with	
my grandmom.

lar lar eh is 25 and originally from thailand.
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When I arrived for the first time in America I 
thought	 it	 was	 a	 scary	 place.	 My	 caseworker	 told	
me,	 “There	were	 other	Karen	 families	 that	 live	 here,	
too.”	But	 in	 the	morning	my	husband	woke	up	 and	
looked	around	the	apartment,	and	he	told	me,	“I	don’t	
see anyone around here,” and we felt afraid. The next 
day	my	 caseworker	 came	 and	 brought	 some	 clothes,	
food,	 and	 money.	 He	 taught	 us	 what	 we	 needed	 to	
do.	He	 found	a	 teacher	 for	me,	 too.	My	 teacher	was	
so	 nice	 to	 me.	 She	 loved	 me	 very	 much.	 Before,	 I	
lived	 in	New	Bern,	North	Carolina,	 for	 six	months.	
After	that	I	moved	to	Worthington,	Minnesota.	I	like	
Worthington	very	much,	because	it’s	a	small	town,	and	
it’s	easy	to	go	to	school.	I	have	a	bus	that	picks	me	up	
to go to school, too. I have lovely teachers. They are 
very	nice	and	understand	me.	I	feel	I	am	lucky,	because	
I have enough food, and my life is better than when I 
was	in	Burma.

eh Klu is 33 and originally from burma. 

Why I Came to America
aKlilu abira, WorthinGton

My	 name	 is	 Aklilu	 Abira.	 I’m	 from	 Ethiopia.	 I	 was	
born	in	Addis	Ababa.	I	came	to	America	by	Diversity	
Visa	 lottery.	 I	 arrived	 in	Minnesota	 in	May	of	2008.	
The	 first	week	 I	was	 confused	 about	 everything.	 For	
a	week	I	walked	the	streets.	After	that	I	used	the	bus.	
I saw the city. I stayed for two months in St. Paul, 
Minnesota. I did get a job. Somebody pointed me to 
JBS	in	Worthington,	Minnesota.	Work	is	hard,	but	I’m	
happy to be in America. I am able to help my family. 
(I’d	 seen	 American	 dollars	 before	 in	 a	 movie.)	 God	
bless America!

aklilu abira is 44 and originally from ethiopia.

Why	I	Came	To	America
asfaW abebe, WorthinGton

My	name	is	Asfaw	Abebe.	I’m	from	Ethiopia.	I	was	born	
in	Estie,	Ethiopia.	I	grew	up	in	Estie,	went	to	primary	
and secondary school, and finished high school there. 
I	moved	to	Bahir	Dar	and	started	college.	Then,	I	got	
my first advanced diploma in civil engineering in five 
years.	After	this,	I	got	a	job.	I	worked	for	five	years	in	
my	country.	 In	2007,	my	wife	 came	 to	America	 and	
she	worked	for	five	years	in	Worthington,	Minnesota.	
After five years, she started the process for me to come 
to America. After one year, she completed the case 
process,	and	then	I	came	to	America	in	2014.

asfaw abebe is 32 and originally from ethiopia

Why I Came to America
eh Klu, WorthinGton

My	name	is	Eh	Klu.	I	was	born	in	Burma	on	December	
25,	1980.	I	am	married.	I	have	two	daughters.	I	came	
to America because I wanted to be free and have a 
better	life.	Before	when	I	lived	in	Burma	at	my	village,	
I lived with my mom. When I was one and one half 
years	old	my	father	was	killed	by	Burmese	soldiers,	and	
he	died	instantly.	I	didn’t	recognize	my	father’s	face.	I	
don’t	 remember	what	he	 looks	 like.	 I	was	a	very	 sick	
girl. I remember that when I was five years old, I got 
sick.	My	mother	had	 to	 carry	me	all	night	because	 I	
had	asthma.	I	couldn’t	breathe.	My	mom	and	I	lived	in	
the	jungle.	We	didn’t	have	enough	medicine.	

After that, I grew up. I told my mother I wanted to 
go	to	school,	and	my	mother	said,	“I	don’t	have	money	
for you to go to school.” I told my mom, “I really want 
to go to school!” When I saw my friend go to school, 
it made me sad every time. I wanted to go, too. Then 
my mom told me, “I will be content with your father 
and sister,” who also lived in the refugee camp. And 
then she sent me to live with my aunt. I started to go 
to	school	when	I	was	10	years	old.	I	was	so	happy	I	got	
to go to school. I visited my mom at my village every 
year.	I	graduated	from	high	school	in	Mae	La	Refugee	
Camp. I was very happy I got the opportunity to come 
to America. 
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My	Dream
nGa tran, minneaPolis

My	life	had	a	big	change	when	I	came	to	the	United	
States from Vietnam. The first day in America, I 
remember I was worried about language and the 
culture.	My	neighbor	 told	me	 I	 could	 study	English	
in school for free. When I started school, I was afraid 
in	class	because	I’m	old,	but	the	teacher	and	volunteer	
were very friendly. They always encouraged me in 
learning the language.

My	neighbors	have	been	 very	 kind	 since	 I’ve	 lived	
in	my	daughter’s	house.	They	told	me	about	customs	
and culture here. I understand a little about the life 
of Americans, and they usually help me when I have 
trouble. 

Minnesota has the most beautiful weather. It has all 
four	seasons.	All	the	seasons	are	very	different	and	fun	
for me! In the spring, there are flowers everywhere. In 
the	summer,	people	go	fishing	and	ride	in	canoes.	Lake	
Superior is a good place to visit in the summer. In the 
fall,	the	leaves	are	very	colorful.	Duluth	is	a	wonderful	
place in the autumn. In the winter, all the snow falls 
down.	My	country	doesn’t	have	these	things.	

Minnesota is an excellent place! Minnesota for me 
is	a	happy	life!	I	was	very	happy	when	I	became	a	U.S.	
citizen.	I	have	benefits	like	health	care	and	money	for	
food	 and	 my	 household.	 Now	 my	 dream	 has	 come	
true!	Thanks,	my	teachers,	 the	school	supervisor,	and	
the	U.S.	government.

nga tran is originally from Vietnam. 

American Food
anonymous, roseVille

My	journey	to	the	U.S.	was	hard	for	me,	and	when	I	
first	came	to	the	U.S.	going	to	school	was	too.	When	
I was in the plane I was happy and also scared because 
I was scared of the airplane bathroom. When I ate the 
food in the airplane it did not taste good for me. It was 
the	first	time	trying	American	food.	I	did	not	 like	it,	
but now I love American food! Whenever I see a food, 
I get hungry and want to eat it.

Why	I	Came	To	America
tu  too, WorthinGton

I came to America because I wanted to have a better 
life. In my country, things are very complex between 
the	Karen	and	Burmese	people.	My	father	was	killed	by	
Burmese	soldiers,	so	my	family	moved	to	Thailand	to	a	
refugee camp. In Thailand there was bad weather, a bad 
economy, and a bad government. Life in the refugee 
camp	was	like	a	prison.	People	who	lived	there	had	no	
opportunities. They had no jobs and no freedom. It 
is so hard to live without a job or money. For me, I 
wanted to have a better life and education.  I had heard 
that America was a free country, so when we had the 
opportunity to come to America, my family decided to 
come to America.

So I have a few reasons that made me come to 
America. First, I wanted to be free. Second, I wanted 
to get a good education. And third, I wanted to have 
a	 better	 life.	 I	 know	 that	 I	 can	 fulfill	my	 dreams	 in	
America.	 In	my	hometown	people	 didn’t	 have	 rights	
and	didn’t	have	any	freedom.	You	couldn’t	go	anywhere	
but had to stay in the camp. If you went outside the 
camp, you could get captured by the soldiers. That is 
one of the reasons I came to America. Life in the camp 
sucked.	The	second	reason	that	I	came	to	America	was	
education. In my hometown we had to pay a fee for 
school.	But	in	America	you	are	free	to	go	to	school,	and	
you can get a better education.

tu too is 19 and originally from burma. 
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My	First	Day	in	America	
daniel Zhicay, minneaPolis

My	name	is	Daniel	Zhicay.	I’m	from	Cuenca,	Ecuador.	
I came from a small village named Paute. I came to 
America	in	1987.	That	first	day	was	a	big	surprise	for	
me, because I thought it going to be easy to start a new 
life	in	New	York	City,	but	nothing	was	so	easy	for	me.

First	 of	 all,	 I	 had	 to	 know	 the	 place	 where	 I	 was	
living,	how	to	know	to	ride	the	subway	to	get	the	job.	
The language was not so important, because everybody 
knew	how	 to	 speak	 some	Spanish.	At	 the	 restaurant,	
at the jewelry stores, and the clothes store, even the 
Chinese	people	spoke	Spanish!

I	was	living	at	New	York	City	about	three	years,	but	
I	was	not	making	any	money	and	I	decided	to	move	to	
Minneapolis, Minnesota. When I got to Minneapolis 
it was winter time, also it was very cold. I could not 
come	out	to	look	for	a	job,	I	could	not	ride	the	bus	to	
the downtown. The major problem was the language, 
because	at	that	time	in	Minneapolis	nobody	speaks	any	
Spanish. I had a very hard time for some years adapting 
to the weather in Minneapolis, but finally I found the 
way how to live in Minnesota. After a few years my 
wife came to Minneapolis and we had our first son, so 
since that we have been living in Minneapolis.

daniel Zhicay is 52 and originally from ecuador. 

Minnesota	Home
amino hanshi, minneaPolis

America	 has	 good	 schools	 and	 happy.	 In	 Kenya,	
Africa,	 there	 is	 no	 work.	 Minneapolis	 is	 a	 beautiful	
Minnesotan	city.	I	am	happy	to	visit	and	work.	I	like	
school.	I	can	use	sign	language	in	the	U.S.	I	see	teachers	
in	Northern	America	are	good.	Southern	America	also	
has	good	schools.	School	is	fun.	Deaf	friends	can	drive	
here!	I	hate	war	in	Africa.	In	America,	I	love	the	U.S.	
flag and have money. America is my home. In Africa, 
hateful war is sad.

amino hanshi is 27 and originally from somalia.

Discovering	a	New	Life
hla san, st. Paul

I thought, when I lived in refugee camp in Thailand, 
“Why did I come to this refugee camp?” From the time 
I	 arrived	 in	 the	 refugee	 camp,	 I	was	 always	 thinking	
about the military government. Myanmar authorities 
are dictators. They always put pressure on the ethnic 
groups.	 They	 don’t	 want	 opposition	 groups.	 They	
often	seize	people	and	put	them	in	jail.	If	they	were	a	
good	government,	there	wouldn’t	be	refugees,	but	they	
won’t	change	their	policy	yet.	When	I	lived	in	Burma	
my	mother	asked	me,	“Why	do	you	want	to	leave	this	
village?”	I	told	her	that	if	I	didn’t	leave,	the	authorities	
would arrest me because I was a part of demonstration 
against	the	government	in	1988.	

Later, the refugee camp became a second country for 
me. I was married. I had two children and I had safety, 
but	I	didn’t	have	freedom.	We	couldn’t	go	outside	of	the	
camp	to	get	jobs.	So	we	couldn’t	take	care	of	our	family.	
The	 children	 couldn’t	 get	 a	 good	 education	 because	
many teachers in the refugee camp were leaving for 
third countries. 

Now,	I	have	a	 third	country.	I	came	to	the	United	
States	on	October	21	in	2014.	I	never	thought	that	I	
would be away from my country and my mother. I hope 
it will be better than the refugee camp for my children 
because they have a country. They were born in the 
refugee	camp,	but	they	don’t	have	Thai	citizenship.	Also	
their	parents	and	relatives	are	Burmese,	but	they	have	
not	had	the	chance	to	be	Burmese.	Now	that	my	family	
is	 in	the	United	States,	I	can	make	a	good	future	for	
them.	I	have	decided	to	make	a	New	Year’s	resolution	
to	get	a	better	education,	reduce	stress,	stop	smoking,	
drink	less	alcohol,	and	to	take	my	medication.	I	will	do	
these	things	to	improve	my	children’s	future.

hla san is 49 and originally from burma
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My	First	Days	in	America
rahma suGle, burnsVille

I	am	from	Somalia.	I	have	been	here	since	February	22,	
2000.	I	was	17	when	I	came	here,	and	everything	was	
strange and new. The weather was very cold because 
it was wintertime. The snow was everywhere. I never 
saw snow before. I was afraid to be in a new country, 
but	my	brother	helped	me	through	it.	I	wasn’t	speaking	
English	or	understanding	anything.	My	brother	didn’t	
go	to	work	for	a	month.	He	helped	me	get	around	and	
taught	me	how	 to	 take	 the	city	bus.	He	enrolled	me	
in high school. I went for four months, then it was 
summer,	and	I	got	a	job	to	help	my	family	back	home	
in Africa. My county has been in war for long time 
and there were no jobs. My wages helped them with 
living expenses, food, education, and everything else. 
Next,	I	got	married	and	had	my	first	child.	I	went	back	
to high school. After one year, I had my second child, 
and it got harder for me to go to school, so I stopped. 
After that, I went to adult school. I am trying to get 
my	GED	now.

rahma sugle is originally from somalia.

Coming to America
ViKtor KuZnetsoV,  aPPle Valley

I	came	to	the	U.	S.	with	my	wife	on	May	15th,	2009.	
When I came here, everything for me was strange and 
new.	But	I	was	happy	because	I	was	together	with	my	
two children and grandchildren. They live here in 
Minnesota. The weather condition was good. It was the 
same	as	in	my	country.	After	a	while	we	visited	the	zoo.	
It	was	beautiful.	We	could	see	so	many	different	kinds	
of animals and plants. I was also impressed how local 
people welcomed us. We came to this country with 
only one bag in our hands, but now we have everything 
we need for life. God really blessed us in this country. 
We have met so many good people and are very pleased 
with it.

Untitled
shamso mohamed, minneaPolis

I was born in Somalia. When I was growing up, my 
family was stable, I lived with my father and mother 
and	siblings.	After	the	war	broke	out	we	fled	to	Kenya.	
Living	 in	 Kenya	 was	 a	 big	 struggle.	 We	 didn’t	 have	
any documents. We were refugees and we were always 
bothered	by	Kenyan	cops.	We	had	to	give	them	some	
kind	of	ransom	money	to	go	on	with	our	lives.	After	
10	 years,	 I	 was	 told	 I	 was	 finally	 going	 to	 America.	
Coming to America was another struggle for me. 
It	 didn’t	 turn	 out	 the	 way	 I	 was	 hoping.	 I	 thought	
America was paradise! When I first came to America 
I	came	to	Las	Vegas.	I	didn’t	speak	any	English.	It	was	
very hard. It was all new to me. I was really confused. 
Then I decided to come to Minnesota. After I stayed in 
Minnesota for a while, I just got used to the American 
lifestyle and I am glad.

shamso mohamed is originally from somalia

I	Am	Happy	Here
nGam da udom lean, shaKoPee

I	came	from	Cambodia.	Some	people	call	it	Khmer.	I	
was born in Phnom Penh, the capital of Cambodia. I 
came	to	live	in	the	U.S.	one	year	ago	because	I	won	the	
lottery to live here. I was very happy when I came to 
live here, but I miss my parents, my grandmother, and 
my old friend. I have one brother and one sister. My 
brother	is	13	years	old	and	my	sister	is	three	years	old.	
My	brother	looks	like	my	father	and	me.	My	country	
is beautiful and has a lot of temples. The name of one 
temple	 in	my	 country	 is	Angkor	Wat.	 I	 really,	 really	
miss my country, but it was my dream to come to the 
U.S.	I	can	study	at	a	good	school.	I	am	happy	to	live	
here.

ngam da udom lean is originally from cambodia



8 Journeys

My	Experiences:	Good	
and	Bad
abdifatah Jimale, faribault

I was born in Somalia, Africa. In the war, the Somali 
terrorists	killed	 refugees,	 animals,	 and	 children.	They	
wanted	them	dead	for	no	reason.	I	did	not	know	a	bad	
person	kills	want	 to	kill	 them.	The	terrorists	want	 to	
kill	them,	so	they	are	dead	too.	So	many	dead	people.	
I	feel	so	bad,	and	the	people	are	sad	to	kill	anyone	who	
has	plans	to	kill	other	people	and	destroy	homes	and	
refugee	 camps.	But	people	will	want	 to	move	out	 of	
the country. There will be a safe place to better the war 
becomes more awful.

When I arrived in America, I had never seen many 
white people before. I was scared of white people and 
thought	maybe	they	would	try	to	kidnap	me.	Walking	
the	streets,	I	see	many	different	people.	White,	Mexican,	
and learning in American sign language. I did not 
know	what	things	were	until	I	 learned	sign	language.	
I did not learn many things until later in life because I 
had no communication. In America I can drive, own 
a phone, and have more opportunities. I feel I have a 
different	life	here	and	I	feel	safe.	I	am	happy	I	can	use	
American sign language in America.

abdifatah Jimale is 22 and originally from somalia. 

My	Name	Is	Nuradin
nuradin Warsame, minneaPolis 

My	name	 is	Nuradin	Warsame.	My	home	country	 is	
Somalia.	 I	 left	Somalia	during	 the	civil	war	 in	2000.	
I	traveled	through	all	of	East	Africa	to	South	Africa.	I	
stayed	10	years	in	Cape	Town	with	people	who	don’t	
like	 other	 ethnic	 groups,	 and	 they	 killed	my	brother	
Mohamed	 Warsame	 on	 September	 9,	 2010.	 I	 left	
South Africa a couple months later because it was no 
longer	a	safe	place	for	me	to	stay.	I	left	to	go	to	Dubai	
and	then	to	Latin	America	and	then	I	came	to	the	USA	
on	October	11,	2012.	After	all	the	difficulties,	I	thank	
Allah.	I	am	now	so	happy	and	so	glad	to	be	in	the	U.S.

nuradin Warsame is originally from somalia. 

My Life
ei tun, fulda 

My	family	lived	in	Myanmar.	One	day	my	aunty	called	
me	to	 live	 in	the	United	States.	We	decided	to	move	
to	 the	 U.S.	 Before	 we	 arrived,	 we	 lived	 in	 Thailand	
Camp for about three years. I went to school there. 
It’s	 difficult	 to	 learn	 their	 language.	 When	 I	 was	 in	
Thailand,	most	people	speak	Karen	or	Thai.	I	learned	
their language and education. I climbed mountains 
and went to waterfalls with my friends. Sometimes we 
had a picnic at school. We used to go there and play 
games with many students. We sang many songs. There 
were many waterfalls and we went place to place. We 
brought many foods and ate together. I was very happy. 
We	 spent	 that	 day	 at	 a	 picnic	 and	went	 back	 home	
with my teacher and the students. The camp is settled 
around the mountain. When I wanted to go shopping 
or	visit	my	friend,	I	had	to	walk	even	if	it	was	so	far.	

After	three	years,	I	could	move	to	the	U.S.	My	family	
took	every	medication	and	moved	to	the	U.S.	When	
we	arrived	at	New	York’s	airport,	my	aunt	picked	our	
family	up.	I	lived	in	New	York	for	three	months.	It’s	a	
big	city.	We	didn’t	know	where	to	go.	My	father	had	to	
find a job. The rent is very expensive and many people 
live	in	a	small	house.	We	usually	took	the	buses	if	we	
wanted	 to	 go	 somewhere.	 But	 we	 walked	 to	 school	
from home every morning. It was too far. I saw many 
drive, so I also wanted to drive. 

It’s	 a	 hard	 time	 to	 live	 in	 New	 York.	 My	 family	
planned to move to another state. We found Minnesota 
and	moved	 there.	My	parents	and	brother	worked	at	
Swift	 and	 I	 attended	 Worthington	 High	 School	 in	
2008	and	2009.

Minnesota is a quiet and good place, but very cold 
and	 windy	 in	 winter	 and	 too	 much	 snow.	 I	 like	 to	
live	in	the	U.S.	because	it’s	easy	to	cook	and	has	good	
electricity. We can easily get hot or cold water.

My	parents	live	in	Fulda	and	work	in	Worthington.	
I	work	 in	Fulda.	 I	 take	ESL	 class	 and	 try	 to	 get	my	
GED	also.	America	is	a	beautiful	country.	It’s	good	for	
education	and	transportation.	I’d	like	to	live	in	America	
to get a better life for my family and freedom.
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Coming to America
day Po, st. Paul

When I came to America my life was so hard and I 
could not understand what people said to me. Also, 
when	I	went	to	school	the	teacher	talked	to	me	but	I	
didn’t	answer	the	teacher,	and	when	the	school	ended	
I	didn’t	know	where	my	bus	was.	Also,	I	didn’t	know	
my bus number. When I lived in America, my parents 
have	to	work	and	pay	the	house	bills	and	it’s	not	like	in	
Thailand. In Thailand I can go wherever I want, but in 
here	I	don’t	know	where	I	have	to	go	and	also	I	don’t	
know	a	lot	of	people,	don’t	have	friends	to	go	have	fun.	
Now	I	have	a	lot	of	friends,	and	also	I	understand	what	
people say to me. I can go have fun with my friends. 
Before	I	didn’t	have	many	people.	I	hope	I	don’t	have	
a	life	like	this.

day Po is originally from thailand.

I	Was	Born	in	Djibouti
anonymous, minneaPolis 

I	was	born	in	Djibouti	and	when	I	was	a	little	baby	I	
went	to	Boston,	Massachusetts.	There	I	went	to	Forest	
Park	Middle	 School.	Then	 I	moved	 to	Minneapolis,	
Minnesota, and went to Sanford Middle School, and 
then	 I	went	 to	Roosevelt	High	School.	 I	worked	 for	
Tree	Trust	 doing	 landscaping	 and	 then	 I	 worked	 at	
Goodwill on Fairview in St. Paul. I live by myself in 
my	own	apartment	on	Franklin	Ave.	 I	have	 lived	 for	
20	 years	 in	Minnesota	 and	 then	 in	 2013,	 I	 went	 to	
Ethiopia	to	Dire	Dawa	with	my	mom	and	got	married	
in	 Ethiopia,	 and	 my	 wife’s	 name	 is	 Dursitu	 Rashed	
Abdi.	 Now	 we	 are	 waiting	 for	 the	 government	 to	
approve my wife for moving to Minnesota. And soon 
after	all	that	is	done,	I’m	leaving	in	April	to	Dire	Dawa	
to stay there for two or three months before bringing 
my	 wife	 back	 to	 Minnesota	 with	 me.	 Then	 we	 are	
thinking	of	having	a	baby	soon.

Escape	to	Thailand
KhamsinG sayKeo, rosemount

One	 day	 in	 the	 early	 morning,	 my	 wife,	 our	 three-
month-old	 daughter,	 and	 I	 took	 a	 canoe	 across	 the	
Mekong	River	from	Thakhek	City,	where	I	was	working,	
to	Lakhonepheng	City	on	the	border	of	Thailand.	We	
were	very	lucky	we	didn’t	get	shot	by	communists.	As	
we traveled by canoe, my wife and I saw many floating 
bodies from getting shot by the Viet Cong.

After we got to Thailand, we had no money. I had to 
look	for	a	job	to	deliver	some	bags	of	food	on	trucks.	A	
week	later,	we	traveled	to	the	Ubon	Camp	in	Thailand	
to	register	our	names	to	get	help	and	food.	It	took	us	
four	years	of	waiting	before	we	could	come	to	the	U.S.	
My	first	choice	was	Rosemount,	Minnesota.

Khamsing saykeo is 65 and originally from laos. 

About Myself
KlaW meh, st. Paul

My	name	is	Klaw	Meh.	I	am	from	Thailand,	but	my	
home	 country	 is	 Burma.	 I	 was	 born	 in	 Burma.	 My	
Karenni	people	escaped	Burmese	soldiers	to	Thailand.	
In that time, I was about half a year old. I had been 
living	in	Thailand	for	about	13	or	14	years.	Living	in	
Thailand	was	 fun	 because	mostly	 the	 children	 didn’t	
know	their	parents	have	struggled.

I	came	to	the	United	States	on	April	1,	2010.	I	lived	
in	 Burlington,	 Wisconsin	 for	 two	 years.	 Coming	 to	
America	 is	 like	being	born	 again	because	of	 the	new	
place,	 language,	 and	 different	 people.	 I	 face	 a	 lot	 of	
difficult	things.	Going	to	American	school	is	not	like	
my	 own	 school	 in	 Thailand.	 I	 didn’t	 want	 to	 go	 to	
school	because	I	was	scared	to	speak	English.

My family moved to St. Paul, Minnesota two years 
ago.	 I	 go	 to	 Como	 Park	 High	 School.	 My	 teachers	
and the students are nice and friendly. I made a lot of 
friends,	but	I	don’t	need	a	best	friend	because	I	don’t	
trust people much. My family decided to move to 
Austin. My family moves a lot because of jobs.

Klaw meh is originally from burma.
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About Me
amin foroutan, minneaPolis

I	am	Iranian.	 I	 am	single.	 I	 am	34	years	old.	 I	 came	
to	the	U.S.	six	months	ago.	I	got	a	master’s	degree	in	
environmental	health	(water	and	waste	water	treatment)	
at a university in Iran. I was an inspector of health, 
safety, and of the environment at the headquarters of an 
oil company in my state. I am unemployed now. Last 
year I won a green card lottery to come to America. 
I thought it could be the best opportunity for me. I 
believed it could be the best experience for improving 
my	 life.	 I	must	 improve	my	English	 and	 then	find	a	
job.	I	hope	to	continue	my	education	and	get	a	PhD	
at	 a	 good	university	 in	 the	USA.	 I	 can	have	 a	better	
future. I hope I made a right choice. I have seven family 
members, three brothers, two sisters, and parents.

amin foroutan is originally from iran. 

From	Back	Home	to	the	
United	States
abdulqadir dini, minneaPolis

My	name	is	Abdulqadir	Dini,	and	I	am	from	Somalia.	I	
was born in Mogadishu, the capital of Somalia. Somalia 
is	located	in	the	eastern	corner,	or	the	Horn,	of	Africa.	
It	has	a	long	coast	and	two	rivers	called	the	Jubba	and	
Shabelle. Somalia has many natural resources such as 
livestock,	fishing	and	banana	farms.	Somalia	exported	
livestock	 and	 bananas	 until	 an	 unfortunate	 civil	 war	
broke	 out	 in	 1990.	This	war	 caused	many	people	 to	
die, and starvation was another problem. Many people 
fled	to	neighboring	countries	like	Ethiopia	and	Kenya.	
My	family	was	among	the	refugees	who	came	to	Kenya	
in	1991.	 I	 lived	with	my	children	 in	Kenya	until	we	
came	to	the	United	States	10	years	ago.

abdulqadir dini is originally from somalia. 

Memories	of	My	First	Day
binh nGuyen, shaKoPee

I could never forget my first flight. When I flew to 
Minnesota	 eighteen	 months	 ago	 I	 couldn’t	 speak	
English	 very	well.	When	 I	 talked	 to	 some	people	on	
the	 plane,	 they	 didn’t	 understand	 me	 and	 I	 didn’t	
understand	them.	I	decided	to	learn	English	very	well.	
The first day my wife, two children, and I arrived 
in	 Minneapolis	 was	 April	 20,	 2013.	 My	 sister	 took	
us shopping. We bought clothes and food. Then we 
drove	 to	 Shakopee	 to	 live	 with	 two	 other	 families.	
Three	months	later	I	started	an	English	class.	I’m	still	
studying there now!

binh nguyen is originally from Vietnam.

My Life
souKay luhachaK, minneaPolis

My	 first	 name	 is	 Soukay,	 and	 my	 family	 name	 is	
Luhachak.	I	was	born	December	5,	1945	in	Laos.	The	
Lao	way	is	the	given	name	is	first.	Please	call	me	Soukay.	
It	is	a	better	name.	I	married	Somdy	Luhachak	40	years	
ago.	I	have	three	kids,	two	sons	and	one	daughter.	

My	parents	passed	away.	 I	have	 six	brothers	 and	3	
sisters.

I	finished	the	secondary	school	in	Laos	in	1964.

I	came	from	Laos	to	the	United	States	of	America	in	
February	 1998.	My	 son	 and	 daughter-in-law	 are	my	
sponsors.	I	worked	in	their	company	for	about	seven	
years	until	2004.	I	have	American	citizenship.	I	need	
to	learn	more	English	to	speak	it	very	well.	Please	help	
me. I love everyone who comes to study together and 
teachers too.

Thank	 you,	 may	 God	 bless	 everybody.	 Merry	
Christmas	2014,	and	Happy	New	Year	2015.

soukay luhachak is 69 and originally from laos. 
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My Life When I First 
Came	To	America
Zahra abdulKadir, minneaPolis 

When	I	first	came	to	America,	 it	was	 really	crazy	 for	
me,	because	when	me	and	my	family	got	off	the	plane	
at	 the	 airport	 we	 were	 in	 New	 York	 City.	 We	 were	
walking	and	my	husband	just	fainted,	and	I	got	scared.	
I	didn’t	know	what	to	do	because	I	didn’t	speak	English	
at that time. I saw some people calling the police, and 
then	a	few	minutes	later,	I	saw	the	police	and	they	took	
him	 to	 the	 emergency	 room.	Then	 they	 just	 took	us	
to	the	hotel.	I	didn’t	know	what	to	do,	so	I	just	cried	
with	my	kids	in	the	hotel.	A	week	later,	someone	called	
me	 and	 asked	 me	 what	 language	 I	 spoke.	 That	 was	
the	only	 thing	 I	knew	 in	English,	 so	 I	 said,	 “I	 speak	
Oromo,	Arabic,	Somali,	and	Amharic.”	They	brought	
a translator for me and the translator told me that the 
next Saturday, I will get to see him again. 

That Saturday, I went to go see him. My translator 
told me that he will be fine and they gave him some 
pills.	He	told	me	that	my	husband	has	diabetes.	So	if	
he	does	not	take	this	pill	he	will	faint	again.	They	took	
us	back	 to	 the	 airport	 and	we	went	 to	Buffalo,	New	
York,	where	we	were	 supposed	 to	 stay.	They	 showed	
us our house and street. I was really mad because I 
thought America was going to be a place full of nice 
houses	and	beautiful	places.	But	America	was	the	same	
as	my	hometown	in	Ethiopia.	When	I	got	to	my	house,	
I	didn’t	know	what	to	do	because	all	my	neighbors	were	
African	American	and	they	didn’t	understand	me.	I	was	
really	angry,	but	I	finally	found	someone	that	spoke	my	
language.	I	first	asked	where	I	was.	She	told	me	that	we	
were	 in	Buffalo,	New	York,	and	I	 said	“In	America?”	
She	 said,	 “Yes.”	 If	 only	 the	 government	 took	 me	 to	
Minnesota first, I would have been better because here 
they	at	least	speak	my	language.	Everyone	would	have	
understood me, and life would have been better for me 
and my family.

Zahra abdulkadir is 45 and originally from ethiopia. 

The	First	Time	I	Came	to	
America 
Jamal farah, minneaPolis 

The	first	time	I	came	to	America	I	landed	in	Tennessee,	
and	 someone	 who	 volunteered	 came	 to	 pick	 me	 up	
from	the	airport.	Really	he	was	a	very	good	man.	He	
said	 to	me,	“Welcome	 to	USA,”	and	 started	advising	
me,	 saying	 like,	 “You	 are	 a	 young	 man.	 You	 should	
go to school and study hard.” After a month I moved 
to	Minnesota.	The	first	week	in	Minnesota	I	came	to	
Open	Door	Learning	Center	and	 started	my	English	
class,	 and	 I	 would	 like	 to	 continue	 to	 further	 my	
education.

Jamal farah is originally from somalia. 

My First Flight
fatima alami, minneaPolis 

My name is Fatima. I was born in Agadir in southern 
Morocco.	I	will	never	forget	my	first	flight	to	the	USA.

It was the first time I had ever left my country. I 
left	my	 family,	my	work,	 and	my	 friends	 because	 of	
my marriage to a Moroccan man who has lived in the 
USA	for	25	years.	 I	 saw	my	 family	 for	 the	 last	 time,	
and	the	next	day,	at	6:00	a.m.,	I	left	my	town	for	the	
Casablanca airport. 

Our	first	stop	was	Paris.	The	second	flight	was	Paris	
to	New	York,	but	after	two	or	three	hours	of	flying,	the	
captain said that they had a problem with the plane! 
We were very scared, especially me, because it was my 
first	flight,	as	I	said.	Because	of	this	problem,	we	missed	
our	connection	to	Minneapolis.	We	were	stuck	in	New	
York.	

Luckily,	they	gave	us	a	free	room	in	a	hotel	and	free	
breakfast.	 In	 the	 morning,	 we	 ate	 our	 breakfast	 and	
took	our	last	plane	to	Minnesota.	Finally,	I	arrived	here	
on	May	23,	2014,	safe	but	very,	very	tired.

fatima alami is originally from morocco
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My	First	Time	I	Came	to	
America
asli mohamed, minneaPolis

I	 came	 to	America	 into	Buffalo,	New	York.	The	first	
time I slept in America was Chicago, however it was a 
mistake	to	go	out	to	Chicago.	Next	morning,	I	arrived	
in	the	Buffalo,	New	York	airport.	I	met	in	the	airport	
two	people.	I	didn’t	know	them.	They	called	my	name	
and	they	 took	me	 in	 their	car.	 I	was	 thinking,	where	
are	 they	 taking	 me?	 The	 woman	 was	 white	 and	 the	
man	was	a	Sudanese	black	man.	If	they	talked	to	me	
I	didn’t	know	what	language	they	spoke.	Therefore	we	
reached	where	they	wanted	to	drop	me.	They	knocked	
on the door, then Somali women opened and two girls. 
I was excited and they introduced me! “This white girl 
is	your	caseworker.	Her	name	is	Anna,	and	this	man	is	
Joe.	They	are	workmates.”	They	showed	me	my	room.	
I	entered	into	my	room,	and	I	took	the	shower.	Then	
they	 brought	me	 food.	There	were	 three	 ladies.	Two	
of them are leaving tonight. They will be going to 
Minnesota.	They	told	me	all	 the	story	about	Buffalo.	
They said, “We lived here three months. The residents 
told	us,	 ‘Here	is	not	good	for	you	guys.	You	couldn’t	
get job never. When our children finished high school, 
they	went	to	find	jobs	in	the	other	states,	so	you	won’t	
waste	your	time.’	However	the	caseworker	assigned	to	
you only three months, if you find job or not either.” 
We	found	the	ticket	for	only	two	of	us.	The	other	lady	
was behind us only two days. Therefore they gave me 
advice	that	I	won’t	be	staying	longer	here.	The	picture	
I had was beautiful and good life. I tried to move to 
travel	because	I	 took	 long	trip,	and	I	 thought,	 this	 is	
gonna be my last travel. The picture I had dreamed was 
big	 different.	My	 sister	 sent	 to	me	 some	money	 and	
took	the	travel,	because	I	didn’t	sleep.	I	was	scared	and	I	
moved to my sister in Minneapolis. She could find me 
a	job	as	soon	as	possible.	I	am	big	different	than	that	
time	because	I’m	working	and	living	with	my	sister.	I	
have	work,	education.	I	have	a	lot	of	friends.	I	live	in	
a	big	city	with	millions	of	different	people.	I	can	speak	
English.	I	have	some	benefit.

Crossing	the	Border
anonymous, minneaPolis

A	long	time	ago,	a	friend	asked	me	if	I’d	like	to	come	to	
the	U.S.	I	didn’t	know	the	answer,	but	I	was	thinking	
for	a	long	time,	because	I	didn’t	have	a	visa,	and	to	get	
a	visa	costs	a	lot	of	money—money	that	I	didn’t	have.	
I heard a lot of bad things about people who came 
without that document.

	 One	 day	 I	 decided	 to	 immigrate	 without	 legal	
documents.	Once	we	 arrived	 to	 the	border	my	heart	
started to beat hard. I remember I was very scared of 
the guys we called “coyotes” who were helping us to 
cross the border. They were very bad people, always 
yelling, and telling us bad things. We were five people 
who came together, but nobody said anything because 
the	coyotes	were	two	guys	with	guns	and	knives.	

We spent two days outside at the border still in 
Mexico.	After	those	two	days	we	finally	got	out	to	walk	
through	the	desert.	We	walked	for	a	long	time,	for	days	
and nights. We had water and food, but not enough 
for our entire bad and sad trip. After two days we ran 
out of food, and a little bit later, water too. It was hard 
because	we	still	had	to	walk	for	another	three	days.	

I	 just	 remember	 all	 those	 kinds	 of	 things	 I	 lived	
through	crossing	the	border,	and	it’s	sad	for	me.	I	miss	
everybody from my country. The good thing now is 
that my mom and dad finally have their visas to come 
visit me. They come every year.

I’m	From	Ecuador	
WilGer roJas, minneaPolis 

I’m	from	Ecuador.	I	arrived	in	the	USA	in	2000.	I	left	
my family because my country was going though a very 
big crisis. The first few months I was very sad. I missed 
my family, friends, and my son—he was six months 
old. My first job was very hard because my schedule 
was midnight, but it was worth it. I could have some 
money	for	my	child.	Now	I	would	like	to	learn	English	
to get a better job.

Wilger rojas is originally from ecuador. 
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it	was	too	late.	To	this	day,	they	didn’t	find	that	baby.	
That’s	why	all	these	stories	are	surprising	things	for	me.	
But	now	everything	is	easier	and	usual	to	me.

falilatou tagba is originally from togo.  

The	Biggest	Problem	in	
My	History
moslem alKhafaJi, coon raPids

The	day	 I	 left	 for	 the	United	 States	was	 so	 hard	 for	
me and all my friends. It was the biggest problem in 
my	 history.	 I	 processed	my	 papers	 through	 the	UN.	
The	 day	 to	 leave	 Lebanon	was	 September	 20,	 2001.	
The	terrorist	attack	on	the	U.S.	was	on	September	11,	
2001.	My	friends	said	there	would	now	be	no	way	for	
me	to	travel	to	the	U.S.	I	was	sad	that	that	happened.	
So three days after hearing about the problem, I went 
to	the	UN.	They	said	the	no	travel	was	on	for	only	five	
days	and	that	they	had	opened	the	travel	on	the	18th	of	
September. I was then able to travel on the same day I 
was	scheduled	to	travel	to	the	U.S.	It	was	hard	for	me.	It	
was the first day in my life to enter an airport and to fly 
on	an	airplane.	I	didn’t	know	what	to	do.	Everything	I	
saw	was	new.	The	UN	gave	me	a	bag.	It	had	the	logo	of	
the	UN	on	it	and	my	papers	and	passport	were	inside.	
I	was	like	kids.	I	didn’t	know	where	to	go.	The	people	
from	the	UN	told	me	that	in	every	airport	you	enter	to	
just lift up the bag and someone will come to get you. 
I still thought I would get lost. So I did what they told 
me	to	do	and	it	worked.	I	ended	up	in	Houston,	Texas,	
in	32	hours.	I	was	so	tired	and	weary.	Everything	was	
new	to	me.	But	my	new	life	would	start	now.

moslem alkhafaji is originally from iraq. 

The	Things	That	Have	
Surprised Me About 
America
falilatou taGba, minneaPolis 

The	first	 time	when	 I	 arrived	 in	 the	USA,	 it	was	 on	
February	26,	2012.	We	were	in	the	airplane,	and	I	saw	
all	over	the	country	it	was	white.	I	asked	myself,	“Why	
did they paint everything white? Are they wealthy or 
rich	 people,	 and	 that’s	 why	 they	 did	 it?”	 When	 the	
plane	landed,	I	asked	my	husband	about	that,	and	he	
laughed	at	me	before	he	told	me,	“That’s	snow!”	I	was	
surprised because I had never seen snow. 

The second surprise was when we came into the 
house.	 It	was	 in	 the	 second	 floor.	When	 I	walked	 it	
made	noise	and	it	looked	like	the	house	was	moving.	
I	asked	my	husband	about	that	and	he	laughed	at	me	
again. Then he told me, “All these buildings you see are 
constructed with wood.” 

On	my	second	day	in	America,	one	of	my	husband’s	
friends came to welcome to us. My husband had gone 
shopping when his friend came to the house. We were 
in	the	house	with	my	kids.	He	knocked	and	knocked	
many	 times,	 but	we	 didn’t	 answer	 because	we	 didn’t	
understand	the	language.	He	left.	Afterwards,	he	called	
my husband and told him that. My husband said, 
“They	were	in	the	house	but	they	don’t	speak	English.	
That’s	why	they	didn’t	open	the	door.”	

It	was	Friday,	May	2014—all	morning	I	was	scared	
because	 when	 I	 woke	 up	 my	 four-year-old	 son	 was	
gone.	I	was	very	nervous	and	I	asked	myself,	“Where	
can he be?” I had no idea. Then I noticed the chair by 
the	shelf	where	I	put	my	keys.	The	keys	were	missing.	
My heart was pounding. 

I	 called	my	 husband	 but	 he	 didn’t	 answer.	Then	 I	
said, “I have to figure this out for myself.” I decided 
to	call	911,	and	in	five	minutes	the	police	cars	came.	
I	gave	them	his	picture	and	they	found	him	in	Kmart,	
four	 blocks	 away.	 The	 police	 brought	 him	 home.	 I	
was	thankful	to	them.	They	were	so	organized.	In	my	
country,	my	 friend’s	 15-month-old	 son	 was	missing.	
Somebody	took	him.	They	went	to	the	police	station.	
It was three days before the police could answer, but 
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Treasure	Hunt
mohammad maJeed, maPleWood 

When I was a child, every night, my father told me 
a	 story.	 The	 story	 was	 not	 like	 a	 general	 story	 that	
parents	 tell	 their	 kids.	 Each	 story	 had	 a	 beautiful	
special	meaning	and	wisdom.	One	of	these	stories	that	
I	 remember	was	 called	“Treasure	Hunt.”	The	 story	 is	
about	a	young	man	who	went	to	a	wise	man	to	ask	him	
how to become rich. The old man told him about the 
buried treasure at the foot of a mountain, but it was too 
far.	He	said,	“The	mountain	is	in	a	very	remote	place.	
Maybe your life will be a treasure hunt.” 

The	young	man	was	excited	and	happy.	He	decided	
to	start	the	journey.	He	spent	his	life	in	that	journey.	
It	was	a	long	and	arduous	journey,	but	it	was	fun.	He	
made a lot of friends and visited many cities on the 
way	to	the	treasure.	Finally,	he	reached	the	place.	He	
found the box. When he opened it, there was nothing 
inside.	He	just	found	a	piece	of	paper.	The	wise	man	
had written this paper. The paper said, “The treasure 
is not money. The treasure is the friends you made in 
your journey.” The young man was sure that his life was 
not in vain. 

This story was recounted to me by my father. I 
asked	my	 father,	 “How	 far	 away	 is	 the	 treasure?”	He	
answered, “It is as far away as from here to America.” 
I had to reach the summit of the mountain which was 
America.	I	started	my	journey	to	the	United	States	to	
access	the	treasure.	The	trip	took	more	than	thirty	years	
of	 thinking	and	dreaming.	My	journey	resembles	 the	
young	man’s	life.	The	difference	between	them	is	that	I	
found	a	great	book	with	a	beautiful	title:	“The	United	
States.” And there were many beautiful names inside 
that	book.	These	names	are	the	great	friends	I’ve	met	in	
my	life	when	I	came	to	the	USA.

mohammad majeed is 48. 

My Immigration to the 
U.S.
yen huynh, minneaPolis

My	name	is	Yen	Xuan	Yen.	I	am	Vietnamese.	I	am	74	
years	old.	I	came	to	the	U.S.	as	a	refugee	on	April	10,	
2007.	 At	 that	 time	 the	 U.S.	 government	 permitted	
Vietnamese	 people	 who	 worked	 for	 the	 Vietnamese	
republic	 government	 before	 to	 come	 to	 the	 U.S.	
I stayed in the communist jail at least seven years. I 
came	to	the	U.S.	with	a	program	that	is	called	the	HO	
(Humanitarian	 Operation)	 program.	 I	 came	 to	 the	
U.S.,	to	Minneapolis,	Minnesota.

yen huynh is 74 and originally from Vietnam. 

My	Dreams
fardoWsa yahye, minneaPolis

My name is Fardowsa, and I am from Somalia. I was 
born	 in	 Ethiopia.	 In	 1994	 I	 moved	 from	 Somalia	
because of the civil war and poverty. I had three brothers 
and my father, but they died because of the civil war. I 
then	lived	in	Ethiopia	most	of	my	life,	where	I	went	to	
school	and	lived	with	my	mother.	But	life	in	Ethiopia	
also became hard. Me and mother decided then to 
move	to	the	United	States	of	America	where	we	could	
have a good life. We moved to Seattle, Washington. We 
lived there for three years and then decided to move 
again, this time to Minnesota. We decided to stay in 
Minnesota because my mother prefers living here than 
in Seattle. We have been living here for the past year 
and a half. 

I	 miss	 Ethiopia	 and	 want	 to	 go	 back	 because	 my	
family and friends live there, and it is the country I 
was born in.

fardowsa yahye is 21 and originally from somalia. 
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Proudly Mexican 
Jose sancheZ, minneaPolis

Hello!	My	name	is	Jose	Martin	Sanchez.	I’ll	tell	you	a	
little	about	my	life.	Because	of	a	very	desperate	situation	
and family problems, one day I decided to immigrate to 
the	USA.	It	was	very	painful	for	me	to	leave	my	family,	
and most of all my wife and child of only three years. I 
was	very	sensitive	and	my	tears	rolled	down	my	cheeks,	
but I became stronger, and I promised them that soon 
we	would	be	together.	I	asked	my	family	who	were	in	
Minneapolis,	Minnesota,	for	help,	and	thanks	to	them,	
I arrived safely in Minneapolis. My cousin and his wife 
came to get me at the airport, and from there we went 
to	his	house.	The	next	day	I	started	to	work,	and	after	
six	months	 I	 brought	my	wife	 and	 son	 to	 the	USA.	
They were very happy and so was I. When they arrived, 
my wife wept with joy at seeing me, and we hugged 
very	hard	with	our	 son.	We	thanked	God	 for	having	
reunited us once again. My son was very happy but a 
little disoriented, but he has gradually adapted to this 
life.	The	week	after	my	son	arrived,	he	started	going	to	
Head	Start	and	that	gave	me	pleasure.	After	one	year,	
my wife was pregnant and gave birth to a beautiful girl. 
We	were	all	very	happy	and	thankful	to	God.	After	four	
more years my wife finally became pregnant again and 
gave birth to a beautiful child. All of us are very happy 
and grateful to God for this beautiful family, and we 
thank	God	 for	 everything.	 Life	 is	 going	 great,	 and	 I	
hope to provide the best for my children so they can be 
someone	in	life	and	not	suffer	like	me.

Jose sanchez is originally from mexico. 

My	Journey
maidaWn yanG, st. Paul

Moving	 to	 the	United	 States	 from	 a	 small	 village	 in	
Laos, my life has changed considerably from what 
it was. There were beautiful mountains and forests 
around	my	village.	Every	day	I	could	hear	 the	sound	
of roosters, smell the fresh air during the sunrise, 
and see the beautiful sunset behind the mountain. 
People would come to carry water and bathe in a river 
that comes from the mountain. In the morning, the 
unpaved	road	was	full	of	the	white	and	black	uniforms	
of	students	walking	to	school.	Even	though	my	life	was	
simple and uneducated, I was happy with what I had 
in my country.

During	 middle	 school	 in	 Laos,	 I	 started	 thinking	
about	my	goals	and	what	kind	of	life	I	wanted	to	have	in	
the	future.	However,	it	was	only	just	a	thought	and	what	
I hoped for because my parents were poorly educated, 
and there were no opportunities for me. They farmed to 
support my twelve siblings and me as we went to school. 
Although	we	helped	our	parents	on	the	farm,	taking	care	
of	the	animals	and	crops	to	sell	at	the	farmer’s	market,	
these things were not enough to pay for our school 
supplies	 and	 the	 cost	 of	 school.	 In	 2007	 my	 parents	
made	a	difficult	decision.	They	decided	to	go	to	the	U.S.	
and leave my twelve siblings and me in Laos.

In	2007,	my	family	was	split	between	two	continents.	
I	stayed	with	my	older	brother	and	sister-in-law.	Living	
without my parents for four years, I learned a lot about 
being	a	stronger	person	and	taking	care	of	myself.	On	
February	16th,	2011,	my	five	 siblings	 and	 I	 came	 to	
the	United	States	to	live	with	our	parents	and	relatives	
in	Minnesota.	A	month	later	I	attended	Harding	High	
School.	On	the	first	day	of	school	in	the	United	States,	
I	felt	like	I	was	in	a	dark	forest	with	no	light,	and	no	
sunshine.	Now,	in	the	U.S.,	our	lives	are	much	better	
because there are a lot of teachers that have inspired 
me. There are many opportunities and better education 
compared	to	my	own	country	back	in	Laos.	Although	
the	education	is	better,	English	is	my	fourth	language	
and	it	has	been	difficult	 for	me,	but	I	never	gave	up.	
I	 pushed	 myself	 and	 kept	 going	 to	 learn	 this	 new	
language and fought for my new life here.

maidawn yang is originally from laos. 
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It	 was	 the	 Korean	 education	 system	 which	 we	
couldn’t	change.	My	husband	and	I	felt	sorry	for	all	the	
Korean	students.	They	never	have	time	for	playing	or	
enjoying their childhood. They are taught how to get a 
good score on the test. Lots of students have to do extra 
lessons after school and older students have to stay at 
school	from	before	sunrise	until	10:00	or	11:00	p.m.	
We	didn’t	want	our	daughter	to	learn	how	to	get	good	
scores. We wanted her to learn how to be good person 
and how to find solutions when she encounters a bad 
situation. Also we wanted her to be a good woman who 
stands up for her rights. 

We	talked	about	when	would	be	 the	best	 time	 for	
us	 to	move.	We	wanted	our	daughter	 to	know	about	
Korea	 and	 speak	 Korean.	 We	 stayed	 there	 until	 my	
older	daughter	spoke	Korean	well.		

When	we	prepared	to	move	back	to	America	I	cared	
about	 the	 children’s	 books.	 I	 knew	 there	 would	 be	
many	English	books	around	them,	but	it	might	be	hard	
to	find	the	books	with	Korean.	So	I	packed	10	boxes	of	
the	children’s	books	and	sent	them	to	Wisconsin.

We	 arrived	 on	 July	 1,	 2013	 in	 Wisconsin.	 My	
husband	 looked	 for	 a	 job	 in	 the	Twin	 Cities	 where	
Korean	 communities	 are	 located.	 I	 go	 to	 Korean	
church	 and	 Korean	 grocery	 stores	 whenever	 I	 want.	
And	my	daughter	goes	Korean	class	and	learns	Korean	
every	Saturday.	And	I	can	call	for	free	to	Korea	anytime	
using	my	smart	phone.	Even	though	the	winter	 is	 so	
long and cold, I love living in St. Paul. 

yunhee Joung is originally from south Korea. 

The	Morning	I	Left	Togo	
for	the	United	States
richard ayeWonou, coon raPids

I	 left	my	 country,	Togo,	 on	 September	 12,	 2013,	 at	
10:23	p.m.	GMT.	The	day	I	 landed	at	 the	airport	 in	
Minneapolis	was	on	a	Thursday	at	5:00	p.m.	Everything	
was	strange	for	me,	like	buildings,	big	dogs,	and	trains.	
My parents came to meet me, and I went home. My 
father was excited to see me because he had not seen 
me	for	seven	years.	Of	course,	I	was	excited	to	see	them	
too.	I	sat	down	to	eat.	After	I	ate,	I	took	a	shower.	After	
I	took	my	shower,	we	sat	down	again.	They	asked	me	
about	 the	 country’s	 activities,	 friends,	 and	 parents.	 I	
showed them some pictures that I had with me. Finally, 
around	10:00	p.m.	I	went	to	bed	because	I	was	so	tired.	
This is what I can remember about the morning I left 
Togo.

richard ayewonou is originally from togo.

My Story From South 
Korea	to	the	United	
States of America
yunhee JounG, st. Paul

Hi.	My	name	is	Yunhee	Joung.	I’m	from	South	Korea.	
I	married	 an	 adopted	 Korean	 American.	He	 was	 six	
years	old	when	he	came	to	America.	He	grew	up	in	a	
very	small	town	in	Wisconsin.	He	never	met	any	other	
Asian until he went to university. Fortunately he met 
some	Korean	 students	 and	 learned	 about	Korea.	His	
friendships	sent	him	to	South	Korea.	

My husband and I got married and lived in the city 
of	Daejeon,	 in	 the	middle	of	South	Korea.	We	 loved	
spending time with our daughter and traveling around 
Korea.

But	 we	 decided	 to	 move	 to	 the	 USA	 when	 my	
daughter turned four years old. We could have stayed 
in	 Korea	 longer	 if	 there	 wasn’t	 an	 issue	 which	 was	
bothering both of us. 
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was a long journey, but I learned to be alert and pay 
attention to my surroundings and follow directions.

I came to America to be with my husband and have a 
better	life	together.	I	know	I’m	gonna	be	here	for	good,	
so I brought some pictures of my family and friends 
with	me.	Also	the	prayer	book	that	my	best	friend	gave	
me.	That	prayer	book	is	very	important	to	me	because	
it came from my best friend and, most importantly, 
prayers are the powerful tools we need. Also I brought 
two pieces of luggage full of clothes.

Leaving my family and friends behind made me 
sad and miserable, but I tried to focus on the positive, 
remembering	 that	“there’s	 always	 rainbow	after	 rain.”	
I	knew	leaving	my	family	and	friends	was	a	necessary	
sacrifice.	Being	with	my	husband	and	having	a	good	
relationship with him is worth it.

For	me,	pictures	of	my	family	and	the	prayer	book	
are very valuable, because my family is so important. 
The	 prayer	 book	 also	 has	 special	 value	 because	 it’s	 a	
constant reminder of my best friend.

I	 call	my	mother	 and	 father	 every	week	 because	 I	
had been separated from them for a long time before 
leaving	 the	 Philippines,	 and	 I	 didn’t	 get	 a	 chance	 to	
see	 them	before	 I	 came	 to	 the	U.S.	Looking	 at	 their	
pictures	and	the	prayer	book	makes	me	feel	lively	and	
pleasant because they are my greatest treasure.

amilyn theisen is originally from the Philippines. 

Journey
Khadra Kosar, st. Paul

I	would	 like	 to	 talk	about	my	 journey	 to	 the	United	
States. When it was midnight, we got on an airplane. I 
was with my family, and none of us traveled on airplane 
before.

We had hard time finding our seats and wearing seat 
belts.	I	didn’t	know	where	was	the	airplane’s	bathroom,	
and	I	didn’t	know	English	to	ask	other	people.	After	a	
long	flight	we	arrived	in	Minnesota.	Everything	looked	
weird	and	so	different	from	the	place	I	was	born.	We	
came	 to	a	 country,	 and	we	didn’t	know	the	 language	
they	speak.	A	country	where	many	different	people	live	
together.

Africa to America
ismail hussein, minneaPolis 

We	 came	 from	Africa	 to	 America	 on	 September	 25,	
2012.	Our	family’s	size	was	seven	people.	The	first	state	
we	 came	 to	 was	 New	 Mexico,	 to	 Albuquerque,	 and	
after	six	months	on	March	22,	2013,	we	moved	from	
New	Mexico	to	Minneapolis,	Minnesota.	We	were	so	
happy to be welcome in Minneapolis.

I	would	like	to	write	something	about	the	people	in	
America.	 I	 like	 how	 people	 use	 their	 time	 efficiently	
and	schedule	their	 timetable.	 I	 like	how	people	work	
hard over and over to get a better life, and how people 
have	 equal	 opportunities	 without	 looking	 at	 their	
religion,	 age,	 ethnicity,	 or	 color.	 I	 like	 how	 people	
respect each other and follow rules and regulations. I 
like	how	people	 communicate	with	polite	words:	 for	
example, “hi,” “goodbye,” “good afternoon,” “see you 
later,”	“have	a	good	day,”	“thank	you	very	much,”	and	
“you’re	welcome.”	I	like	how	people	take	responsibility,	
how	people	take	care	of	their	children,	how	people	take	
care of and respect disabled people, and how they line 
up.

ismail hussein is originally from somalia.

My	Journey
amilyn theisen, st. Paul

My name is Amilyn Theisen. I was born in the 
Philippines and I am a Filipina. I grew up in the 
province of Abuyog Leyte. Living in the province was 
a simple, easy life. My whole family was very close, 
especially my parents and siblings. My other relatives 
were also close to us. If we had lived in the city, we 
would have seen much less of one another.    

I	 came	 to	 the	 U.S.	 in	 March	 2006,	 alone.	 It	 was	
my first time traveling internationally. It was at least 
a	 twenty-one	 hour	 flight,	 and	 my	 first	 long	 flight.	
I was scared and nervous because I had seen many 
planes	 crashing	 in	movies.	 But	my	 siblings	 and	 best	
friend	kept	telling	me	to	have	faith	in	God	and	always	
pray.	 I	applied	 their	advice	while	 traveling;	 I	 think	 it	
helped me calm down while in the air. Also the flight 
attendants were nice to the passengers. For me, that 
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My	Short	History
miriam ochoa, minneaPolis 

My name is Miriam. I was born in Mexico. I came to 
California	in	1980.	My	husband	and	I	started	a	family	
in	the	United	States.	We	worked	hard	for	our	children.	
Fourteen years later, we moved to Minnesota. I am very 
happy, because my four sisters live here. I came here in 
the summer. It was beautiful, but when winter came, 
I	felt	sad.	But	now,	I	like	the	snow.	I	am	happy	living	
here. My resolution for the future is to learn more 
English.	Last	year,	I	saw	the	ad	for	English	classes	and	
am happy that I found my class and that I am learning. 
I	am	thankful	for	what	God	and	life	have	given	me.

miriam ochoa is 51 and originally from mexico. 

My	Name	Is	Maryan	
maryan hassan sabriye, minneaPolis

My	 name	 is	 Maryan.	 I’m	 Somali.	 I	 was	 born	 in	
Mogadishu,	Somalia,	 in	1970.	 I	grew	up	 in	Somalia.	
My family was my mom and dad, two brothers, and 
three sisters. My school was called Adagt.

I	 moved	 to	 Kenya	 in	 1997	 and	 to	 America	 on	
August	 27,	 2005.	 For	work,	 I	 did	 laundry	 for	 seven	
years	in	Michigan.	I	moved	to	Minnesota	in	December	
2013.	For	fun,	I	exercise	in	my	home.	I’m	moving	to	
Northeast	Minneapolis	right	now.	I	will	continue	to	go	
to	English	class.

maryan hassan sabriye is 44 and originally from 
somalia. 

First	Day	in	America	
nithiya raJendran, aPPle Valley 

My	name	is	Nithiya.	I	am	from	India.	I	have	been	here	
since	October	 2007.	 I	 came	 here	 after	my	marriage.	
I was so happy and excited because this was my first 
foreign country that I traveled to. My first day in 
America was a happy day in my life. When I came here 
everything	was	strange	and	new.	People	were	different.	
I came here in wintertime. The winter was very cold, 
and it was the first time I saw the snow everywhere. 
I	 felt	 alone	here.	 I	 couldn’t	 eat	 the	 food,	because	 the	
taste	was	very	different	compared	to	my	food.	At	the	
same	time	I	was	worried	about	the	language.	I	couldn’t	
speak,	 I	 couldn’t	 understand.	 I	 was	 so	 scared	 to	 go	
outside	without	help.	Now	I	have	two	kids.	I	am	happy	
to	live	with	my	family	here.	But	still	I	miss	my	parents	
and my country.

nithiya rajendran is 25 and originally from india. 

The Story of My Life
narcisa Guayanay reyes, minneaPolis

My	name	 is	Narcisa	Guayanay	Reyes.	 I	was	 born	 in	
Ecuador	in	the	province	of	Loja.	I	grew	up	in	a	humble	
home with my mother and six older brothers. I studied 
basic education for seven years. I was a happy girl.

I	left	my	house.	I	married	at	18	years	old	and	I	had	
my	first	baby	at	19.	I	have	three	children,	two	daughters	
and	one	son.	In	Ecuador,	I	worked	in	a	daycare	for	five	
years.	When	I	was	27,	I	went	to	Spain	with	my	family	
and	worked	in	a	produce	factory	for	15	years.		

I	came	to	the	U.S.	three	years	ago.	My	husband	and	
son	live	here	but	my	daughters	are	in	Spain,	working	
and	going	to	a	university.	Today	I	work	in	a	box	factory	
and a restaurant. I also volunteer at a school.

narcisa Guayanay reyes is 45 and originally from 
ecuador. 
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Looking	for	a	Better	Life
thoo thoo, WorthinGton

My	name	 is	Thoo	Thoo.	 I’m	 26	 years	 old.	 I’ve	 been	
in	 America	 since	 July	 5,	 2011.	 I	 came	 through	 the	
International	 Organization	 for	 Migration.	 I’m	 from	
Burma.	I	am	Karen.	Before	I	moved	to	America,	I	lived	
in a Thailand refugee camp. There were nine camps on 
the	Thailand	border.	Seven	camps	were	for	the	Karen	
people	and	two	camps	were	for	the	Karenni	people.	Life	
in	the	refugee	camp	was	very	difficult	because	when	I	
was seven years old, I had to live separately from my 
parents. I moved to the refugee camp to find education. 
My	parents	lived	in	my	village.	Just	me	and	my	sister	
moved	to	the	camp	and	lived	in	the	dormitory.	Every	
year, I wanted to visit my parents at my village, but I 
couldn’t	because	the	Burmese	soldier	place	was	near	my	
village. So it was hard to see each other. I missed my 
parents,	sisters,	and	brother	all	the	time.	By	the	grace	
of	God,	in	2010,	America	called	many	refugee	camps.	
America also called my camp, so I decided to move 
to	America.	After	nine	months,	I	arrived	in	the	USA	
(Minnesota).	The	first	day,	 I	 thought	 the	USA	was	a	
very	nice	place.	But	something	I	heard	about	tornado	
warnings made me scared.

After	 three	 weeks,	 I	 started	 working,	 and	 after	 a	
month, I got a new job near my house because I had 
learned	how	to	take	a	bus.	So	when	I	started	my	new	
job	I	was	very	happy	to	work	there.	And	I	had	many	
friends that were nice to me, and all the leaders were 
nice	to	me.	So	I	felt	like	my	life	was	better	than	when	I	
lived in the camp. I never had a chance to go to school. 
When	I	came	here,	I	knew	that	I	would	have	to	depend	
on myself. There was no family with me. So I needed 
to	work.	After	a	year	I	moved	to	Worthington	and	got	
married	 to	my	husband.	 I	have	a	 little	 seven-month-
old	girl,	and	I’m	five	months	pregnant	with	my	second	
one. I am really happy to live here. Life here is safe 
and	better	than	Burma,	Myanmar,	and	Thailand.	Now	
I	can	take	classes	to	learn	English	and	other	classes,	too.	
Even	if	I	have	a	baby,	I	can	continue	to	go	to	school.

thoo thoo is 26 and originally from burma.

My	New	Life	in	the	USA
leanG lon, saVaGe

I came from Phnom Penh, Cambodia. I have been in 
the	USA	for	more	than	four	years.	When	I	arrived	in	
Minnesota	on	October	10,	2010,	I	never	knew	about	
life	here.	I	didn’t	know	anything	about	shopping,	the	
culture, the roads and highways, driving, and snow 
(too	 cold).	 But	 I	 was	 very	 happy	 because	 I	met	my	
sisters	and	brothers,	and	in	December	I	saw	the	snow.	
When I arrived in California on my first day, I was 
very	hungry.	But	I	couldn’t	buy	food	because	I	couldn’t	
speak	English.	 I	had	 some	money	 in	my	pocket,	but	
couldn’t	 buy	 food	 to	 eat	 (so	 funny!).	On	 January	 7,	
2011,	 I	 started	 to	 learn	 English	 in	 Burnsville,	 and	
started	work	on	July	13,	2011.	I	was	very	happy	when	I	
got	the	first	check	and	practiced	English	with	everyone	
at	work.	Right	now	I’m	so	happy	about	life	in	the	USA.

leang lon is originally from cambodia.

Untitled
anonymous, minneaPolis

When	I	came	to	the	United	States,	I	saw	lots	of	snow,	
and	I	didn’t	understand	the	English	language.	It	was	too	
hard	to	live	in	the	United	States.	Right	now,	I	am	fine,	
thank	God.	Right	now,	I	understand	the	United	States,	
how	to	live,	and	the	rules,	and	I	am	learning	English	to	
speak,	some	writing,	and	some	talking.	Now	I	can	ask	
people	things.	Before	I	couldn’t.	Right	now,	I’m	fine.	
Everything	is	clear.	I	understand	everything,	what	I’m	
doing, what I need, and everything I understand.

Coming to America
Ka ler, fulda

My	 family	 and	 I	 are	 happy	 today.	 My	 friend	 likes	
America.	My	family	and	I	like	Fulda.	I	like	American	
food.	I	like	church.	Ka	Ler	goes	to	church	with	teacher.	
I am happy coming to America.
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My	First	Week	in	the	
United	States
elVira ramireZ, saint Paul 

My	 name	 is	 Elvira	 Ramirez.	 I	 came	 from	 Veracruz,	
Mexico,	 to	Maryland	 to	 work.	My	 first	 week	 in	 the	
United	 States	was	 very	 exhausting.	 It	 took	 four	 days	
to get to my destination. I came by bus. The first and 
fourth days were the worst days I remember in my 
travel. First, I was alone and very young, and I did not 
know	a	 single	word	of	English.	The	bus	driver	was	a	
nice person. When he stopped in the gas station, it gave 
us time to stand up and stretch our legs or buy food to 
eat. I felt so good because after I sat for so long my feet 
had swollen. In addition, the bus smelled obnoxious, 
like	smelly	feet,	because	we	were	in	it	for	days	with	no	
shower.	The	group	of	24	people	including	myself	slept	
in the seats of the bus. It was not comfortable. Finally, 
my	adventure	ceased	and	I	was	thankful	to	arrive	to	my	
destination.

I	was	eager	when	I	saw	the	building.	It	was	dark	at	
10:00	p.m.	The	apartment	was	small,	but	I	 felt	 relief	
to have a place to stay for six months until my job 
finished. The first thing I went to see was the bed. 
The mattress felt not smooth, but it was fine to rest. 
That	night	I	took	a	long	shower	and	I	slept	like	a	baby.	
The	next	day	I	walked	to	the	beach	and	saw	the	pier.	
I	gave	a	considerable	time	to	look	around,	and	it	was	
beautiful view. The water was clear blue, the air was 
fresh, and the sound of the white birds was nice music 
to me. The sunset was peculiar, very bright orange color 
disappearing	into	the	sea.	Consequently,	my	weekend	
was	amazing.	I	enjoyed	walking	on	the	beach,	and	saw	
a	wonderful	view	at	Crisfield	and	Baltimore,	Maryland.

elvira ramirez is 34 and originally from mexico.
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I See a Picture
That sad feeling

My tears dropping

To	see	this	picture

To	remind	me	of	too	many	bad	memories

Mother has three children

Mother with responsibilities

Mother without food and home

Trouble

You	can	see	the	same	pictures

You	can	see	the	same	mother

Same situation everywhere in the world

Trouble

What happened to the world?

The earth rich in wealth

The earth rich

The earth has a lot to feed them

But	the	problem	is	not	the	earth

The problem is with people themselves

Trouble

Where is love, safety, peace and benevolence

Let us find them

Up	in	the	sky,	millions	of	stars	twinkle

To	give	us	the	hopefulness

That imagination and creativity

Can change the world

For the better

From better to best

Everything	now	in	the	world

Is new and shiny

For all mothers

For all people

This is hopefulness

featured author



Zaman albdeer

Tenderness
Mother

Small word and few letters but contains the largest meaning of love and giving and compassion and sacrifice.

Mother

The river inexhaustible does not dry out or get tired.

Mother

A chest compassionate who receives your head and your worries of trouble.

Mother	gives	and	gives	without	taking	in	return;	no	matter	what	I	do	for	her,	it’s	only	a	small	thing,	it’s	not
 enough.

Heaven	is	under	her	feet.

Mother

A reason you are in this life.

Mother

A reason for your success.

Mother holds a special place in our hearts.

A	mother	is	all	these	things	and	more	than	the	greatest	treasure	known.

And the dearest mother in all the world is the one I call my own.

featured author 23
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Zaman albdeer
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ZAMAN ALBDEER lives	 in	 Coon	 Rapids,	 MN,	 with	 her	 husband	 and	 four	
children.	She	 is	originally	 from	Baghdad,	Iraq.	She	enjoys	writing	essays	and	poetry,	and	she	also	
loves creating art, primarily drawings and oil paintings on glass. Life in Minnesota has been good for 
Zaman	and	her	family.	She	appreciates	how	nice	and	helpful	people	are	in	Minnesota,	and	although	
she	does	 not	 like	winter	 that	much,	 she	 does	 enjoy	 spring	 and	 summer.	Zaman’s	 poem	 “I	 See	 a	
Picture”	is	based	on	the	photograph	Migrant	Mother	by	Dorothea	Lange,	taken	during	the	Great	
Depression.	Tenderness	is	a	poem	dedicated	to	Zaman’s	mother,	who	lives	in	Baghdad.	Zaman	is	a	
student	at	Metro	North	Adult	Basic	Education–Blaine	Learning	Lab.
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Soaring	Eagle
dustin hoffman, st. cloud
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goAls, Hopes, 
And dreAMs
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Black,	Deaf,	and	
Innocent
hamid Wadud, minneaPolis

I	am	black,	deaf,	and	innocent	

I am alone 

Never	know	how	to	get	me

Lord	knows	.	.	.

For nothing and wrongful

Lord	knows	.	.	.

The jury said I am guilty

Lord	knows	.	.	.

The judge put me in prison

The police said to leave us to send me to prison

Lord	knows	.	.	.

I	pray	to	God	bring	me	to	Jesus

Will help me find my innocence

I cry with many tears

Now	I	got	out	of	prison	in	July	of	2013

No	more	trouble

Lord	knows	.	.	.

Lord	knows	.	.	.

Lord	knows	.	.	.

Every	minute	

Every	hour

Every	year	

Will be freedom forever!

hamid Wadud is 58 and originally from chicago. 

My	Beautiful	Dream	One	
Night
htee Kee, WorthinGton

One	night	when	I	slept	I	had	a	dream.	I	dreamed	I	had	
a beautiful family. I had a mom, dad, brother, sister, 
and me in my dream. We were celebrating Christmas. 
We had a Christmas party with food to eat. In my 
dream I saw my dad smiling at me and at my family. 
He	was	cooking	and	helping	my	mom.	In	this	dream	
I saw my family as a good and happy family. We had 
a good relationship with each other. So I was proud of 
my	family.	But	that	was	a	dream.	When	I	woke	up,	I	
knew	I	didn’t	have	a	family	like	in	my	dream.	Because	
my dad passed away when I was six years old. That was 
my dream one night.

htee Kee is 26 and originally from burma.

Freedom in Christ
Grace sarro, st. cloud

I once was a prisoner of the streets

Until	God	removed	my	cross	that	I	could	bear	no	more

His	gift	of	eternal	life	came	to	me	in	a	dream

My dream revealed that I had earned my wings on the 
33rd	day	of	

Incarceration

It	took	six	investigations	and	a	toenail	clipper	and	lying	
to	a	peace	officer	that	I	owned	the	bank	to	wake	me	up

My	coma	had	taken	me	to	places	I	had	never	been

I	was	rude,	obnoxious	and	self-righteous

I	had	lied	also,	which	if	you	know	the	true	me,	she	is	
far from a liar

God	sent	me	all	these	beautiful	angels	when	I	awoke

The most important lesson I learned upon my 
awakening	was	how	to	LOVE

More shall be revealed in my new birth
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Vacation
andreW Jacobson, st. cloud

I	try	to	think	of	this	as	a	vacation

A place where I can practice my patience

I	can	finally	sit	back	and	exercise	my	ways

Decisions	that	recently	have	led	me	astray

Of	my	hopes	and	dreams	and	reachable	goals

That	lie	in	my	future,	I	surely	know

That	if	I	work	hard,	good	places	I’ll	go

Because	all	good	efforts	will	eventually	show

I	just	have	to	stick	to	the	positive	thinking

And	ignore	the	bad	thoughts	without	even	blinking

I	hear	people	say,	“Life	is	what	you	make	it.”

So	in	every	situation	it’s	the	good	I’m	chasing

This	is	how	I’ve	been	able	to	lift	the	veil

That	kept	me	from	seeing	the	good	in	jail

Have	to	keep	my	attitude	fresh	and	never	stale

So	once	I’m	free	again,	I	will	never	fail

Life	Is	a	Journey
israel lenoW, st. cloud

Life is a journey

In life we travel to get place to place

It’s	like	we	are	all	in	a	million	dollar	race

We rush here, we rush there, and we rush everywhere

As	if	24	hours	is	not	enough	time	to	bear

Farewell, we say as we leave on our journey

We	pack	material	things,	sentimental	things,	and	
money

Not	knowing	if	we	would	ever	return

We as people should learn to cherish the moment

And time we spend with that person at that moment 

Because	life	is	a	journey!	

My	Dream	to	Become	a	
Police	Officer
nareman mahmoud, fridley

Sometimes	 I’ve	 enjoyed	 my	 life,	 sometimes	 I’ve	 had	
a	 bad	 life,	 but	 the	worst	 part	 of	my	 life	 is	 over.	 I’ve	
decided	 to	 focus	 on	 becoming	 a	 police	 officer	 and	
passing	the	examination	because	I	would	love	to	work	
with the government. I told my parents and they agree 
with	my	decision.	Thank	God,	I	get	to	pursue	my	best	
dream!

So	one	day,	I	met	Officer	Terry	with	the	Columbia	
Heights	Police	Department.	He	is	a	wonderful	person	
and	helps	me.	I	like	to	visit	him	and	ask	questions	about	
training	to	be	a	police	officer.	He	has	given	me	books	
to	make	sure	I	understand	the	rules.	He	wrote	down	a	
few names of colleges for me to choose the one that will 
be	the	best	after	I	get	my	GED.	I	am	so	excited	to	one	
day reach my goal.

nareman mahmoud is originally from iraq.

Make	My	Goals
KhamPhouanG inthammaVonG, brooKlyn 
ParK

My	name	is	Kham,	and	I’m	from	Laos.	I	have	been	in	
the	USA	since	2005.	I	like	to	learn	about	business	and	
English	 too.	 I	 like	 to	 learn	English	because	 it	 is	 very	
important for me to communicate with people in the 
USA	 and	 get	 a	 better	 job.	Right	now	 I	 am	 studying	
English	in	the	ESL	school.	I’ll	try	to	get	my	GED	in	the	
future.	It	is	fun	to	learn	English.	My	teacher	is	Nancy.	
She	is	very	good	and	a	kind	person.	I	like	her	teaching.	
I	also	go	to	work	after	school.	I	work	at	Dreve	America	
Corporation	in	Eden	Prairie.	I	try	to	save	some	money	
to	start	my	own	business.	I	know	these	goals	are	hard	
to	do	but	I	never	give	up.	Hopefully	someday	I	will	be	
successful.

Khamphouang inthammavong is originally from laos.
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Sobriety
tieria KemP, minneaPolis

I remember driving to school day after day and feeling 
so empty inside, down on myself because I wanted 
to	 change	 but	 did	 not	 know	 how.	 I	 would	 cry	 and	
beg God Almighty to please set me free. I was worn, 
beat, and very tired and only craved relief. I wanted to 
become	better,	remove	the	demons,	and	start	anew.	But	
somehow as soon as school let out I was up to no good 
again. A failure, a loser, a nobody special is the reflection 
I saw. Why try and be something so magnificent when 
I	was	an	expert	at	taking	my	pain	in	the	raw?

Then	one	day	an	important	man	entered	my	life.	He	
was everything I ever hoped for. I could even picture 
myself	one	day	becoming	his	wife.	He	was	strong	and	
tall,	very	sure	of	himself.	He	was	kind	and	generous,	
sharing	 his	 wealth	 everywhere	 he	 went.	 He	 shared	
secrets and many truths about a new way of life. It was 
a	twelve-step	program	and	it	ended	his	own	personal	
strife. I listened and watched but still did not feel 
strong, only secretly hoping and praying in my own 
way all along.

Then	one	day	something	magical	transpired.	Out	of	
the	blue	I	did	not	use	chemicals	for	the	day.	A	twenty-
four-hour	battle	was	won.	The	next	day	came	in	like	a	
flash. I hoped and prayed to stay clean. It happened!!! 
I	was	doing	it!!!	The	days	turned	into	weeks,	the	weeks	
flipped into months. I still have to pinch myself just 
to	make	sure	it’s	real.	This	seems	like	a	dream.	On	the	
eleventh of every month I celebrate a small victory. 
I	 hope	 to	 keep	 moving	 and	 find	 my	 true	 self.	 This	
February	of	2015,	on	the	eleventh,	I	will	have	gained	
seven months clean and serene, and I am very proud 
to say that I love the lady I have become minus the 
poison.	Just	for	today.

The Window
tim emerson, st. cloud

There were once two men, both incarcerated in the 
same small room of a large prison. Quite a small room, 
it	had	one	window	looking	out	on	the	world.	One	of	
the	men,	as	part	of	his	sentence,	was	allowed	to	look	
out	the	window.	But	the	other	man	had	to	spend	all	his	
time	on	his	bunk.

Every	 afternoon	 when	 the	 convict	 next	 to	 the	
window	was	 looking	outside,	he	would	pass	the	time	
by describing what he could see to his cellmate. The 
window	apparently	overlooked	a	park,	where	there	was	
a	lake.	There	were	ducks	and	swans	in	the	lake,	fathers	
and sons came to throw them bread and sail model 
boats.	Beautiful	women	walked	 in	 the	 shade	beneath	
the	trees,	and	there	were	stretches	of	grass	and	a	park	
where softball games were played.

The	man	on	his	bunk	would	listen	to	the	other	man	
describe	all	of	this,	enjoying	every	minute.		He	heard	
how	a	child	nearly	fell	into	the	lake	and	how	beautiful	
women	were	wearing	their	summer	dresses.	His	friend’s	
descriptions	 eventually	 made	 him	 feel	 like	 he	 could	
almost see what was happening outside. Almost as if he 
was actually there.

One	night	as	he	stared	up	at	the	ceiling,	the	thought	
struck	him:	why	should	the	man	next	to	the	window	
have all the pleasure of seeing what was going on? Why 
shouldn’t	he	get	a	chance?	The	more	he	thought	about	
it,	the	worse	he	wanted	a	change.	He’d	do	anything	to	
see	outside	if	he	couldn’t	be	there!

Eventually,	his	cellmate	went	home	and	he	switched	
to	 the	 bunk	 next	 to	 the	 window.	 He	 immediately	
propped	himself	up	on	one	elbow	and	looked	out	the	
window.

It was painted over from the outside.
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Why I Came to America
thai K. PaW,  WorthinGton

I came to America because I got the opportunity to 
go to school and study. In the future, I want to get a 
high school diploma or college diploma. I want to be 
someone.	When	I	was	living	in	Burma,	I	felt	like	I	was	
so	poor	and	didn’t	have	 time	to	study	because	of	 the	
army of enemies that was bothering me.

thai K. Paw is 24 and originally from burma.

Goals
anonymous, brooKlyn ParK

I hope to achieve in the future my family childcare 
license to open or operate my own daycare. This is my 
lifetime fulfillment before I do something else. I hope 
and pray that almighty God will see me through. It 
will be my joy to see this happen in my life. My goals 
are	 to	 help	 two-year-olds	 or	 preschoolers	 get	 ready	
for	school.	This	is	my	dream,	goals.	I	know	that	there	
will	be	challenges	on	the	way,	but	I’m	not	going	to	let	
anything stop me. I can do it because my heart and life 
start	from	here.	So	I	am	going	to	work	very	hard	until	I	
get	it	before	I	rest.	I	have	to	keep	my	goals	alive.

2015,	A	New	Year
osWaldo roche, Waite ParK

It	is	my	third	year	in	the	United	States,	possibly	my	last,	
because my contract expires on March 15th. It was very 
important for me. First, I learned the pronunciation of 
the	English	in	Minnesotan	style.	Second,	I	worked	in	
three	 different	 communities	with	 the	 Spanish	 people	
and Anglo people too. Also, I visited many places. I 
think	 they	were	 the	most	beautiful	 places	because	of	
the	nature’s	deep	colors.

Finally,	 whoever	 comes	 to	 Minnesota	 must	 know	
about	the	snow	and	their	lakes,	because	it	is	the	land	
of	 the	 10,000	 lakes.	 I	 hope	 I	 can	 renew	 the	 visa	 for	
one more year because I need to complete my first 
experience as a missionary.

The	Challenges	and	Joys	
in Life
esther GacenGeci, st. Paul

In life there are many challenges that people try 
to overcome. Challenges are physical, emotional, 
and natural. In my life I have passed through many 
challenges, especially in school. My class teacher told 
me that I had bad handwriting, which made me feel 
low. When I was in sixth grade, I was always getting 
D’s	in	our	class,	which	made	me	feel	sad.	My	parents	
encouraged	me	 to	work	hard	 as	 I	 could	 to	 eliminate	
bad	 grades.	 After	 working	 hard	 and	 staying	 solitary,	
analyzing	 my	 books,	 I	 was	 incredibly	 excited	 and	
proud	of	myself.	Everyone	who	knew	what	I	had	passed	
through congratulated me together with my parents. I 
believe	that	this	 left	a	mark	to	every	student.	Besides	
that, every student has an ability to become a winner, 
and	hard	work	pays.

On	the	other	hand,	in	life	there	are	things	that	bring	
joy to us. My parents, relatives, siblings and friends are 
a	source	of	happiness	to	me.	They	make	me	happy	and	
bring joy to my heart. I am happy to have those people 
on	my	side	because	they	make	my	life	easy.	Most	of	the	
time, I spend it while I am happy as a queen because 
of	them.	I	like	being	happy	to	live	a	life	of	no	regrets.	
Wow! What a privilege we have that we got everything 
we	 require	 in	 the	 environment.	 I	 like	 the	 creatures,	
snow,	 green	 vegetation,	 blue	 sky,	 and	 seas	 and	 lakes,	
and the mountains. They are sources of happiness too. 
They are beautiful and admirable to everyone. 

Everybody	 should	 have	 a	 positive	way	 of	 thinking	
towards life. This is one way of overcoming challenges 
in life. People should learn to share their problems with 
their closest friends because they may have a solution. 
Every	human	being	has	his	own	weakness	in	life,	but	
we	can	overcome	them.	Everybody	should	be	happy.

esther Gacengeci is 21 and originally from Kenya.
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200,000	Homeless	
Children	in	Democratic	
Republic	of	Congo
nelly KPaWe, monticello

There	are	200,000	children	 living	 in	the	street	 in	the	
Democratic	Republic	of	Congo.	The	capital,	Kinshasa,	
has	15,000	children	on	the	street.	These	children	there	
are	called	“shegues.”	How	did	we	get	to	this	point?	

Many poor families are forced to give up their children 
to the street. The shegues often have a bad label as thieves 
or	badly-behaved	children.	Yet	most	of	them	only	want	
to practice a trade and want an ordinary life. The shegues 
or street children were rejected by their parents. 

The reasons are many: this may be because of family 
decomposition such as divorce, and a new wife might 
not	 like	 the	 children,	 who	 stay	 with	 the	 father	 in	
the divorce, and send them away. Also, if the father 
dies the wife and children may lose a home and any 
possessions or way to live because the bribed judge 
supports inheritance by the brothers and sisters. The 
war brought a lot of orphans who the government 
does not support. When the pastor comes to visit the 
parent’s	home,	if	he	sees	some	bad	behavior	he	might	
say,	“Give	me	money	and	I	will	take	the	children	to	the	
church and exorcise them.” Parents do this and do not 
allow	the	children	to	come	back	to	their	home.	These	
children	are	considered	witches	(shegues),	and	end	up	
in the streets. There is no proof that these children are 
witches. 

Many of these children end up as child soldiers. 
They	drink	beer	and	whiskey,	use	drugs,	and	smoke	in	
the	armies.	Not	all	of	the	street	children	live	in	bands.	
Some	manage	to	survive	by	finding	small	jobs.	Others	
end up going wrong, and when they reach older age 
(adolescents),	 they	become	violent	 and	are	 called	 the	
“kuluna,”	or	criminals.	They	use	machetes	to	threaten	
people	and	may	kill	them	if	they	do	not	hand	over	their	
possessions. They may also commit rape of young girls, 
kids,	and	old	men.	The	government	must	stop	the	war	
and change the president!

nelly Kpawe is 31 and originally from the democratic 
republic of the congo.

My	Name	Is	Halimo
halimo aWale, minneaPolis

My	name	 is	Halimo.	 I	 came	 to	 the	United	States	 in	
2009.	When	I	came	to	the	United	States,	I	had	a	big	
dream.	I	went	to	get	education	to	learn	English.	First	I	
have	to	get	a	good	job,	like	a	nurse,	but	I	need	to	go	to	
school. I am married, and I have three children. I wish 
my	family	can	come	to	the	United	States	soon,	because	
I miss my family.

halimo awale is originally from somalia. 

2015
tesfaye enGida, st. Paul

New	year

New	people

New	things

New	happiness

New	changes	and	

New	dreams

Have	hope

Try	new	things

Be	active

See the good

Say	“Thank	you!”

Challenge yourself

Choose to be happy

Eat	better

Enjoy	today

Forgive more readily

Read	more	often

Become	your	best	you

tesfaye engida is 52 and originally from ethiopia.
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Deb’s	Prayer
debra salinas, st. cloud

Dear	God,

Please	allow	me	the	wisdom	to	make	the	right	choice,	
Lord, when faced with decisions and an uncertain 
outcome.

Lord,	keep	me	with	your	strength	and	the	willpower	
of your son when I go through bouts of temptations.

Please	keep	me	with	a	righteous	heart,	Lord,	so	when	
I’m	attacked	by	someone	who	doesn’t	live	in	our	light,	
may my defense come in, shining your light through 
me upon them. 

Lord,	 help	 me	 train	 my	 mind	 to	 seek	 you	
continuously without thought.

Lord, when I anger, please humble my words so I 
don’t	end	up	cutting	myself	with	them.

Lord,	please	continue	to	keep	my	children	and	loved	
ones safe in my absence, bless them with the feeling of 
your presence in their hearts and of my love for them 
in their thoughts.

Lord, rain down your favor upon my enemies in 
abundance so they may have the opportunity to feel 
the same joy as me.

Jesus,	I	lift	up	to	you	this	long	list	of	things	to	do.	
Please	know	I’m	excited	and	blessed	to	feel	and	witness	
the change I am experiencing as a direct result of 
wanting to live by your will.

Thank	you	for	all	you’ve	done	and	continue	to	do	for	
me. My heart is with you.

In your precious name, amen.

My	Dream	Is	Peace	for	
the World
rahima aman, minneaPolis

My	name	is	Rahima.	I	was	born	in	Ethiopia.	I	grew	up	
in	Ethiopia.	 I	went	 to	 school	until	 I	 graduated	 from	
high	school.	There	was	a	different	dialect	than	the	U.S.	
dialect.  

I	 immigrated	 to	 the	 U.S.	 for	 a	 better	 life.	 Our	
government	 in	 Ethiopia	 was	 a	 dictatorship.	 He	 sent	
young people to the war, and there were small groups 
taking	over	land	by	force.	We	are	still	fighting	for	our	
land	and	our	freedom.	The	land	is	called	Oromia—it’s	
a long story.  

Of	course	I	love	my	country.	But	until	the	day	comes	
that	Ethiopia	is	free,	we	are	in	a	free	country.	God	bless	
America. There is freedom. I feel protected here.  

My dream is peace for the world. If this country 
is	attacked,	we	have	no	place	to	go.	There	is	no	place	
like	the	U.S.	My	dream	is	for	my	kids	to	grow	up	and	
become leaders in the world. 

rahima aman is 45 and originally from ethiopia. 

I Miss My Family and 
Friends
mohammed Jama, minneaPolis

My name is Mohammed. I was born in Somalia. I 
moved	to	Ethiopia	in	2007.	I	was	a	refugee	in	Ethiopia	
for	four	years.	I	moved	to	the	USA,	at	first	to	Atlanta.	I	
moved	to	Minnesota	in	2012.	I	like	Minnesota,	but	it	
is cold. I am happy here. I miss my family and friends. 
My goal for the future is to be an excellent student so 
I	 can	work.	My	 goal	 is	 to	 be	 a	 very	 nice	 student	 in	
America.	I	like	education.

mohammed Jama is 22 and originally from somalia.
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My	History	Story
banGali Kaba, brooKlyn ParK

My	history	story	is	about	Dr.	Martin	Luther	King,	Jr.	
From the time I was born until between seven and nine 
years	old,	when	 I	was	a	kid,	 I	 started	hearing	people	
talking	about	Dr.	Martin	Luther	King,	Jr.	

Martin	 Luther	 King,	 Jr.	 was	 a	 man	 who	 led	 a	
movement that changed not only the lives of many 
Americans, but also the hearts and minds of people 
around	the	world.	He	was	a	man	who	remembered	his	
past and dreamed of the future. I agreed with President 
Ronald	Reagan,	who	signed	the	law	to	make	this	day	
one	of	America’s	biggest	holidays.

bangali Kaba is 39.

My	Dream
susana VeneGas, st. Paul

In my life I always have had a lot of challenges, but I 
always have tried to resolve my problems the best way I 
can.	I	think,	when	people	have	a	good	education,	they	
have	a	better	life.	This	is	something	I	want	for	my	kids.	
Life taught me that I must fight for my dreams and 
that	 family	 is	 the	most	 important	 thing.	Every	day,	 I	
try to learn more and more new things. It is hard for 
me, but I study hard. In the future I will become a 
great nurse and give my family a good education. My 
dream	is	that	my	kids	reach	their	own	dreams.	My	kids	
help	me	to	learn	English	every	day.	Their	hope	is	that	
my dreams come true. I hope that one day I will be 
prepared	 for	 the	best	 future.	 I	know	 it	 is	hard,	but	 I	
know	that	I	can	do	it.		

susana Venegas is originally from mexico. 

From	Egypt	to	America
ata ahmed, eaGan

On	 January	 7,	 2011,	 my	 whole	 life	 changed.	 I	 got	
married to the love of my life. I had lived my entire life 
with	my	family	in	Egypt.	I	agreed	to	move	to	America	
to live with my husband. Saying goodbye to my family 
and friends was one of the hardest things I had to do in 
my life. It was a really sad day, but I had to be strong.

My first day in America was exciting. I saw my 
home	for	the	first	time	and	was	amazed	at	how	pretty	
Minnesota was. I came in the wintertime and thought 
the snow was so pretty! I loved the cold weather because 
I	was	always	used	to	the	hot	weather	in	Egypt.

Living	 in	 a	 new	 country	 is	 hard	 when	 you	 don’t	
know	the	language,	but	now	I	have	been	here	for	three	
years, and I have accomplished a lot. I now have my 
driver’s	 license	 and	 can	 drive	 myself	 places.	 I	 have	
two wonderful boys that I love more than words, and 
one is on the way. My goals for myself are to get my 
American	 citizenship	 and	my	GED	 so	 that	 I	 can	 go	
to	cosmetology	school	and	become	a	makeup	and	hair	
stylist.

I want to continue to better myself for my family and 
me,	so	that	I	can	help	my	boys	with	their	homework	
and help my husband with the bills. I want to be 
independent. I want to be able to do everything by 
myself.	 I	know	if	 I	work	hard	and	continue	 to	 study	
and learn from others around me, I will be a better 
person and will be able to help others in my situation 
who	come	from	different	countries.

ata ahmed is 22 and originally from egypt.

My Plans for the Future
idiris nor, st. Paul

I used to have a good memory, but when I was maybe 
10	years	old	I	was	in	a	car	accident	in	Somalia.	Now	I	
don’t	remember	so	well.	I	want	to	have	kids,	have	fun,	
take	care	of	myself,	and	buy	a	house	about	a	half	hour	
from	the	Twin	Cities.	I	want	to	have	a	successful	life.

idiris nor is 33 and originally from somalia. 
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My Goals
euGene bertrand, st. Paul

My	name	is	Eugene	Bertrand.	I	am	51	years	old.	I	am	
not married. I am a single father of three children, two 
boys	and	one	daughter.	They’re	25	years	old,	23	years	
old,	and	21	years	old.	Two	are	finished	with	university,	
and one started college last year. They live with their 
mom.	I	still	take	care	of	them,	as	it	is	my	duty.	Their	
mom’s	name	is	Angeline.	My	daughter	is	a	doctor,	and	
my	son	is	an	administrator.	I	am	from	Haiti,	where	I	
had	several	jobs.	I	was	an	auto	technician,	I	worked	as	
a manager in a concrete company, I was a trailer driver, 
and I had a small auto parts business. 

My	goal	in	the	future	is	to	get	my	GED	certificate,	
because	 I	 want	 to	 get	 a	 trailer	 driver’s	 license.	 I	 like	
to	work	alone.	I	want	to	be	fluent	in	English,	because	
the	 United	 States	 is	 a	 First	 World	 power.	 It’s	 really	
important	for	me	in	my	country.	Just	now,	I	cannot	do	
anything	because	 I	don’t	have	authorization	 to	work.	
For	the	moment,	I’m	waiting	for	immigration	papers.	
I	want	to	get	my	GED	because	I	chose	to	be	a	trailer	
driver.	In	the	meantime,	I	need	a	part-time	job	to	take	
care	of	myself	and	take	care	of	my	family	in	my	country.

eugene bertrand is 51 and originally from haiti.

My	Name	Is	Adriana
adriana GalleGos bernal, minneaPolis 

My name is Adriana and I am from Mexico. I came to 
the	United	States	on	October	20,	2000.	 I	have	 lived	
in	Minnesota	for	many	years.	I’m	married.	I	have	two	
kids,	 a	 girl	 and	 a	 boy.	 My	 extended	 family	 lives	 in	
Mexico;	I	have	only	one	sister	in	Minnesota.	I	like	this	
country because it has many opportunities for my life. 
My	biggest	dream	is	to	learn	English.

adriana Gallegos bernal is originally from mexico. 

My	New	Experience	in	
the	USA
Josefina medina, monticello 

I’m	Josefina	from	Peru,	and	I	am	married	and	have	two	
children.	I	came	to	the	United	States	on	December	27,	
1999.	This	day	is	special	for	me.

My	 first	 day	 in	 the	 United	 States,	 my	 husband	
invited me to a restaurant. I could see that everything 
was	different	for	me.	My	feelings	were	happy	and	sad:	
happy	for	my	new	experience	and	sad	because	I	didn’t	
speak	 English.	 I	 went	 back	 to	 my	 home	 and	 cried	
because	 I	 thought	 it	was	 impossible	 for	me	 to	 speak	
English.	I	stayed	quiet	for	a	long	time.

However,	 I	 have	 had	 much	 experience	 in	 my	 life	
with jobs. In Peru I owned a grocery store, studied 
nursing,	and	did	catering.	After	a	month	in	the	U.S.,	
I	applied	for	a	job	at	a	hotel	for	housekeeping.	There	
I	worked	five	 years:	 three	 years	 in	 housekeeping	 and	
two	years	as	a	supervisor.	My	manager	said,	“Josefina,	
you	do	excellent	work,	but	you	do	not	speak	English.	
Don’t	worry.	 I	 am	happy	with	your	work	and	would	
recommend	you.	You	help	me,	and	I	will	help	you	by	
translating for you when needed.”

I	liked	this	job.	However,	I	quit	to	buy	a	restaurant	
with my family. I thought it was better to stay close 
with my family and everyone had a position. Ivan, my 
first	son,	was	the	manager.	Henry,	my	second	son,	was	
the	kitchen	manager,	I	was	the	cook	with	other	people,	
and Cleto, my husband, did the preparation and was 
a dishwasher.

Thank	 you	 for	God	 and	 the	United	 States,	 which	
gave me a good opportunity for me and my family. 
I	have	reached	many	of	my	goals.	Other	goals	I	have	
are	that	I	would	like	to	know	more	English	and	speak	
English	better.	I	would	also	like	to	get	a	nursing	degree	
that	 allows	 me	 to	 work	 in	 a	 nursing	 home.	 I	 will	
continue	to	work	toward	those	goals.

Josefina Medina is 55 and originally from Peru. 
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The Father Above
tenisha Williams, anoKa 

Who	should	I	run	to;	who	should	I	love?		

The man who created me, the Father above!

When times are depressing, when times are rough, 

Who do I run to? The Father above!

When I am lonely, when feeling unloved,

Who do I run to? The Father above!

When in need of a prayer, or in need of a hug, 

Who do I run to? The Father above!

When	my	heart	is	hateful,	and	don’t	want	to	love,

Who do I run to? The Father above!

Now,	I	open	my	eyes	to	where	they	never	were,	

And desperately give my heart to the man I love, 

And that would be the Father above!

Back	in	Nepal
Gemi rai, roseVille

Though	I	and	my	family	were	poor	back	in	my	home	
(Nepal),	we	still	miss	it	and	love	that	life.	Now	that	we	
are	living	in	USA,	there’s	hope	for	our	future,	but	when	
we	were	in	Nepal,	we	were	refugees.	Moreover,	our	lives	
were	complicated.	While	I	was	in	Nepal,	I	visited	the	
places where privileged people lived. At that time, I 
felt	like	we	refugees	have	no	right	to	dream	for	the	big	
things.	I	could	remember	that	when	I	was	in	Nepal,	I	
was	scared	to	talk	to	others	who	looked	classy.	But	now	
that I am in America, I have more confidence. I believe 
that	I	can	live	my	life,	be	independent,	work	hard	for	
my	future.	So,	I	don’t	need	to	worry	about	tomorrow,	
but	 this	 doesn’t	 mean	 living	 in	 America	 is	 easy.	We	
struggle	so	hard,	sometimes	we	almost	break	down.	We	
miss our home and the warmness of our country so 
much.	Yes,	we	do	have	more	comforts	in	America,	but	
our hearts miss our country a lot and we always will. 

Gemi rai is originally from nepal. 

Empowerment	
finda tenGbeh, arden hills 

	“I	don’t	think	of	myself	as	a	poor,	deprived,	ghetto	girl	
who	made	good.	I	 think	of	myself	as	somebody	who	
from	an	early	 age	knew	I	was	 responsible	 for	myself,	
and	I	had	to	make	good.”	These	are	words	from	Oprah	
Winfrey.	She	 is	 the	first	African-American	woman	to	
have	the	highest	rating	talk	show	on	TV	and	the	richest	
brown	skin	woman	in	America.	She	is	kind,	caring,	and	
compassionate.	Because	of	her	generosity	and	success,	
Oprah	Winfrey	 is	 admired	 by	 people	 from	 all	 races.	
However,	she	is	mostly	admired	because	she	overcame	
obstacles	through	hard	work.

I	admire	Oprah.	Her	faith	in	God	and	her	courage	
gives me the strength to believe in my own dreams. 
My story is very similar to hers. I also grew up with 
my	 grandmother	 in	 a	 village	 in	 Liberia.	 Unlike	 her	
grandmother	 who	 was	 educated	 and	 church-going,	
my	 grandmother	 was	 an	 alcoholic.	 Because	 of	 her	
problem	 with	 alcohol,	 my	 father	 took	 me	 away	 to	
go and live with his sister. My situation did not get 
any better because she was never around to care for 
me.	Once	again,	 I	was	 taken	 to	go	and	 live	with	my	
mother’s	sister.	There,	I	was	abused	mentally	and	kept	
at	 home	 to	 cook	 and	 clean	 for	 her	 family	while	 her	
kids	were	at	school.	I	did	not	have	a	normal	childhood	
like	most	kids	growing	up.	I	used	to	go	to	bed	hungry,	
thinking	 and	daydreaming	 about	 food.	 I	 survived	 all	
of	 this	 because	 of	my	 faith	 in	God,	 just	 like	Oprah.	
Today,	I	live	in	America	and	I	can	eat	and	go	to	school.	
Although	 I	 am	not	wealthy	 and	 famous	 like	Oprah,	
I	 feel	 rich	 and	 accomplished	 in	 my	 own	 right.	 Our	
childhood experiences put us in the same light. 

I am empowered by her faith in God and the hard 
life	she	had	growing	up.	I	learned	from	Oprah	to	always	
believe	in	my	dreams	and	work	hard	to	overcome	my	
obstacles. There is nothing too hard in life I cannot do 
if	I	put	my	mind	to	it.	Her	faith	in	God	empowers	me	
to also believe that my life can change for the better. I 
am also inspired by how respectful she is with people. 
She	is	a	great	example	to	learn	from,	and	I	can	make	
my life better from her experience.

finda tengbeh is originally from liberia. 
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Oceans	of	Alcohol
sheree lyreK, buffalo 

Oceans	of	alcohol

Waves so vast

Haunt	me	of	terrible

Things from my past

Waves of alcohol

Waves of doom

Don’t	let	me	die

In this cold wet tomb

God of Power

Lord of Might

I	need	Your	strength

To	win	this	fight

Above the waves 

I see a hand

Reaching	for	me

To	take	me	to	land

I open my eyes

With a brand new heart

A brand new day

With a brand new start

The oceans of alcohol

That were swallowing me

Have	been	calmed	by	the	Lord

He	has	set	me	free

Learned	at	Grandma’s	Knee
leeann PinKston, st. Paul 

Take	time	to	see	the	small	things	in	life

Do	not	take	things	for	granted

Be	grateful	every	day

Keep	it	simple

Look	in	the	mirror

Own	it

Do	not	fight	the	struggle

Our	turmoil	should	be	welcomed

Pain teaches one to pay attention

Cry if you have to

Do	not	blame	others

We	walk	our	own	path

We	make	our	own	choices

All of our choices have consequences

Guidance can show you the way

Pray	and	ask	for	the	guidance	you	may	need

My	Dreams	Have	Not	
Come	True
isir abdi, minneaPolis

I was born in Somalia. I have a big family. I have two 
brothers and six sisters. I moved to Minneapolis in 
December	2004.	Minnesota	 is	 a	 good	 state,	but	 it	 is	
very	cold.	I	like	English	classes	because	it	is	important	
to	 speak	 English	 in	 America.	 I	 hope	my	 family	 will	
come to Minneapolis soon. I hope to be happy. I hope 
my children go to school. My daughter is in fifth grade. 
My	mom	is	very	nice.	My	brothers	are	in	Ethiopia	and	
Somalia. My sister lives in Finland.

isir abdi is 37 and originally from somalia.
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Untitled
Xai hanG, minneaPolis 

When	I	came	to	the	United	States,	my	life’s	dream	
was to find a good job so that I could have enough 
money to go buy a beautiful house for my family to 
live	in.	But	my	dream	did	not	go	as	planned,	because	
there are things in my life that happened that put my 
dream	on	hold.	Now	I	will	start	my	dream	again	by	
going	to	school	and	working.	I	hope	in	the	future	my	
life will change. 

Time	for	a	Change
Kirstin Kolbe, st. cloud

It’s	time	for	a	change	and	a	fresh	start.	

It	may	feel	strange,	but	just	look	to	your	heart.

At first days will be rough,

But	just	look	to	God,	‘cause	that’s	enough.

Deep	down	you’re	scared	and	broken,

But	have	faith;	new	things	will	open.

Change may be hard and seem so scary,

But	doors	will	open;	many	things	will	vary.	

You	will	see,	good	things	will	come	as	you	fix	the	bad

And	the	life	you	begin	to	build	will	be	the	best	you’ve	
had.

The	life	that	broke	you	down	and	made	you	sad

Is now the past and what you once had.

With	your	head	up,	and	now	on	track,

Keep	on	moving,	and	don’t	look	back.

Now	with	a	new	start,

I	have	looked	into	my	heart.

It’s	not	so	strange,	now	it’s	time	for	a	change.	

Future	Hopes
feyrus mahamed, oWatonna

My name is Feyrus Mahamed. I come from Mogadishu, 
Somalia. In the future, I have two dreams. I hope to 
return	to	my	country,	and	I	would	like	to	help	the	poor	
people of my country. Some children do not have a 
father	or	even	a	mother.	They	don’t	have	enough	food.	
In	America,	I	see	good	food	thrown	away.	It	makes	me	
sad. I could give them money, so they can buy food and 
clothes. I could also help them with their education. If 
I help them, God will help me.

feyrus mahamed is originally from somalia.

Quality of Life
aura Veloso, oWatonna

My	life	in	the	USA	brought	many	changes.	It	gave	me	
the	opportunity	to	make	many	dreams	come	true.

I am happy to be here with equal rights and where I 
learned to respect the rights of others. Meeting people 
from	different	countries	and	different	cultures	helped	
me	 to	 understand	 that	 this	 is	 true.	 Balance	 of	 life	 is	
mutual respect.

aura Veloso is 42 and originally from colombia. 

My	Hope
amran shire, oWatonna

My name is Amran Shire. I was born in Somalia.   

I	came	to	the	USA	on	January	28,	2000.	I	have	six	
kids,	five	girls	and	one	boy.	I	have	lived	in	Owatonna	
for	12	years.	 I	hope	 to	go	on	 the	pilgrimage	 soon	 in	
sha’Allah.	Also,	 I	 hope	 to	 visit	my	 country,	 Somalia,	
because	I	feel	homesick.

I	say	thanks	to	God.	

amran shire is originally from somalia.
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Forgiven
marK robinson, elK riVer
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Manuel
Note	from	the	author:

The Spanish Civil War (1936–1939) was a conflict between the Republicans, defenders of democracy and liberty 
in a secular state, and the fascist military coup and Christian imposition by the dictator, Francisco Franco. This is not 
a summary of part of the recent history of my country; this is just the story of a man who stood up for liberty. I never 
had the opportunity to listen to the story of Manuel in person. But like a hero in a tale, a sad tale, the experience of 
Manuel remains alive. Manuel was a pacifist man that had to face the difficult decision to fight against the oppressor. 
We should never forget the injustice, in order to avoid making the same mistake again. This is part of the story of my 
hero; this is part of the story of my grandfather.

After	sunset,	the	family	was	on	the	porch.	Manuel	was	in	his	rocking	chair	and	Pepa,	his	wife,	was	nursing	the	
baby.	The	sound	of	the	crickets	and	a	pleasing	conversation	about	the	work	on	the	farm	or	decisions	of	the	
trade union in the factory were routine in the early summer nights. Spain was living a time of freedom in a 
new	democratic	republic;	it	was	a	time	of	equality,	culture	and	democracy	and	workers	were	gaining	new	rights	
against the wealthy landowners. 

The	next	morning	before	 starting	work,	Manuel	went	 to	 the	 café,	where	 the	peasants	met	 and	heard	all	
about	important	news	of	the	trade	unions	and	different	political	parties,	but	that	morning	somebody	came	
with disturbing news about political and military changes in the capital. The rich people and military were 
organizing	to	fight	against	the	democracy	and	popular	freedom.	Terrible	consequences	could	be	coming	for	
Spain.	Manuel	drank	the	last	sip	of	his	coffee	and	took	a	look	around	him;	he	could	see	the	faces	turning	in	an	
expression	of	concern.	The	liberties	of	the	young	republic	were	seriously	at	risk.

Gradually,	 the	 uncertainty	 and	 fear	 started	 getting	worse	 in	Manuel’s	 town	 and	 the	 ideological	 division	
between	people	was	evident.	The	war	atmosphere	was	spread	around	the	country,	like	a	virus.	Fascist	troops	
were	gaining	power	in	many	places	and	some	workers	and	members	of	the	leftist	movement	decided	to	join	in	
the	republican	militias	to	fight	for	their	liberty.	Manuel,	like	other	men	and	women,	became	one	of	them.	He	
was	not	a	soldier,	and	he	had	never	carried	a	gun,	but	he	made	the	decision	to	trade	in	his	working	tools	for	
firearms. 

Early	in	the	morning,	he	and	a	handful	of	young	men	traveled	miles	and	miles	in	the	rear	of	an	old	truck,	
all	of	them	exclaiming	slogans	and	raising	the	Republican	flag	with	the	firm	decision	to	fight	and	resist.	It	was	
an	exciting	trip	on	a	winding	road	to	something	unknown.	They	went	to	fight	almost	without	guns,	without	
preparation, but with a strong desire to preserve liberty.

Manuel	and	his	crew	arrived	to	the	north	of	Spain	one	night	in	July	of	1938.	He	was	hungry	and	felt	weak,	
but	he	was	ready	for	the	battle.	Manuel	realized	something	important	that	night,	the	war	was	not	a	game,	and	
he	began	to	feel	the	fear	of	killing	and	the	fear	of	being	killed.	He	was	fighting	in	the	most	inhumane	battle	in	
the	country,	where	people	were	killing	their	people	and	where	the	water	of	the	river	turned	blood	red.	Manuel,	
stunned	by	the	metallic	sound	of	death,	fought	with	a	rifle	in	his	hands	as	tears	ran	down	his	cheeks.	
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During	 these	 years	of	war,	 the	normal	 routine	 in	Spain	
was	 chaos,	 hate,	 suffering	 and	death.	Bodies	 lying	 on	 the	
ground, starving children, and a mother sobbing and 
praying for her family. Manuel was in the last big battle of 
the	war.	During	 the	 entire	 four	months	 of	 battle	Manuel	
listened to bullets and missiles every day, from the sunrise to 
the sunset. Some nights, a comrade changed the gun for a 
guitar and the group sang their hymns. For Manuel, who sat 
on	a	rock,	the	music	was	like	the	necessary	vitamins	for	the	
next	morning.	Finally,	 in	November	of	1938	and	after	an	
incalculable number of dead on both sides, the fascist troops 
of General Francisco Franco won the battle, and later they 
won the war, and an entire country lost everything.

After	the	war,	the	only	option	for	people	like	Manuel	was	
to	 look	 for	 refuge	 in	 France,	where	 the	 defeated	 side	was	
welcomed, and they could avoid the fascist punishment. It 
was	a	cold	night	when	he	was	walking	and	trying	to	hide	out	
in	 the	mountains;	he	was	barefoot	 and	hungry—terrified.	
The troops of the new fascist government captured him 
close to the border with France, and he was sent to prison. 
Manuel	 spent	 three	 years	 in	 a	 prison,	 thinking	 about	 his	
family,	his	 town,	 and	his	uncertain	 future	 every	day.	One	
day, another day . . . he was losing hope for a better future.

Every	week	in	jail,	soldiers	chose	a	few	political	prisoners.	The	soldiers	yelled	the	list	of	names	of	prisoners,	
like	a	sinister	song	and	forced	them	to	get	in	a	truck.	Nobody	ever	returned	again	to	the	prison.	They	were	
executed	and	their	bodies	buried	in	places	where	no	one	could	ever	find	them.	Manuel	didn’t	know	what	could	
be	worse,	to	be	chosen	to	die	or	to	watch	his	people	going	to	their	death.	One	of	those	days	in	prison,	a	young	
soldier	pointed	a	finger	at	Manuel,	and	he	felt	a	prick	in	his	heart.	He	walked	through	a	long,	dark	hallway,	
leaving	his	dreams	behind	with	each	step;	the	dream	to	be	beside	Pepa	and	his	newborn	reflected	in	his	eyes.	
But	that	morning	a	miracle	happened.	Manuel	returned	to	prison,	alive.

Manuel	spent	three	years	in	that	terrible	prison	before	he	could	go	back	to	his	hometown	with	his	family.	
Nothing	was	ever	the	same	for	Manuel;	the	war	and	the	dictatorship	changed	everything.	For	forty	years,	Spain	
lived under repression and tyranny. The poverty and destruction caused in the war continued in Spain for many 
years.	Any	attempt	at	freedom	or	opposition	against	the	regimen	could	have	terrible	consequences.	But	Manuel	
knew	that	the	dictator	could	oppress	the	freedom	to	act,	but	never	the	freedom	to	think.	Manuel	died	of	old	
age, under the light of a new democracy.
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My	Friend	Teo
I	remember	the	summers	when	I	was	a	child.	Every	weekend	my	grandma	brought	me	to	a	small	town	in	the	
mountains	close	to	my	hometown	in	the	south	of	Spain.	For	a	little	boy	like	me	this	was	fantastic,	because	I	
spent	the	day	playing	soccer	with	new	friends,	climbing	trees,	or	looking	for	insects.	Sometimes	my	grandma	
was	busy,	or	maybe	too	tired	to	look	after	me,	so	she	called	her	friend	Teo.

Teo	was	a	very	curious	man.	I	remember	his	odd	look:	he	wore	big	rings	on	his	fingers,	big	and	ugly	glasses	
fixed	with	tape,	and	always	he	sewed	his	pants	to	get	bigger	pockets.	That	was	weird	but	very	functional.	He	
always	smiled	at	me	and	tried	to	joke	with	my	grandma;	this	was	very	funny	for	me.	In	the	summer	nights	he	
liked	telling	stories	about	his	travels	and	adventures.	Maybe	he	was	making	the	story	up,	but	I	didn’t	care;	it	was	
fascinating.	The	best	thing	was	when	he	invited	me	for	walks	to	discover	hidden	treasures	in	the	trash.

We	woke	up	early	in	the	morning	and	walked	around	the	neighborhoods	picking	some	stuff	up.	Wheels,	
tubes,	wood,	pieces	of	old	broken	TVs—everything	was	interesting	for	Teo.	My	grandma	was	very	confused	
when	we	came	back	with	our	treasures	of	trash.	But	then,	Teo	worked	hard	to	convert	the	trash	in	useful	things:	
a	table	for	our	garden,	shelves,	frames	.	.	.	Other	times	he	couldn’t	build	anything	useful,	but	he	tried	to	make	
funny	sculptures	for	my	grandma.	Teo	had	a	brilliant,	crazy	mind	and	a	huge	heart.

Last	week	I	was	walking	by	the	street,	and	I	found	some	wood	in	the	trash	of	my	neighbor.	I	picked	the	
wooden	planks	up,	intending	to	build	something	interesting.	Finally	I	decided	to	build	a	wine	rack.	I	worked	
hard	on	my	little	project.	Now	I’m	proud	because	I	have	this	beautiful	furniture	for	my	bottles,	but	the	best	
thing	is	when	I	pick	a	wine	I	remember	those	moments	with	my	friend	Teo.
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JAVIER ALCAIDE GARCÍA grew up in Spain, and, along with his dog 
Ringo	 (like	 the	Beatle),	 arrived	 in	America	 in	2014.	His	wife	 is	 a	Wisconsin	native;	 the	 two	 are	
recently	married	and	currently	reside	in	Northeast	Minneapolis,	a	diverse,	welcoming	community	
which he feels grateful to be a part of. At time of publication, he operates as an auto detailer, a job 
wherein	he	 learns	a	 little	 something	new	each	day	while	“going	with	 the	flow.”	He	strives	 to	not	
only	improve	his	English	but	to	become	more	involved	in	helping	his	community—perhaps	as	an	
educator—making	sure	to	always	try	to	take	things	as	they	come.	Quality	time	spent	with	his	wife	
and	Ringo	means	working	outdoors	whenever	possible,	the	occasional	jog,	cooking	wholesome	foods	
with	simple	ingredients,	listening	to	American	roots	music	(everything	from	Neil	Young	to	Wilco),	
and	taking	in	classic	movies	(from	the	‘70s	era	in	particular).	As	a	teenager	growing	up	in	Spain,	José	
Saramago’s	novel	Ensaio sobre a cegueira	(Blindess)	impacted	him	greatly.	Optimistic	about	life	in	a	new	
country,	he	has	thus	far	felt	encouraged	and	very	much	at	home	among	the	helpful,	kind,	community-
minded	 people	 in	 Minnesota.	 Javier	 is	 a	 student	 at	 Open	 Door	 Learning	 Center–North	 Side.
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Lion’s	Heart
Walter mills, duluth
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Greener Pastures
fredericK yeboah, st. Paul

I	 decided	 to	 travel	 to	 Nigeria	 to	 look	 for	 “greener	
pastures”	 in	 1981.	 Fortunately,	 when	 I	 got	 there	 I	
got	 a	 job	 in	 a	 bakery	within	 three	 days.	This	was	 in	
September	 of	 1981.	 Little	 did	 I	 know	 that	 the	 next	
three months would bring an unhappy situation. A 
nationwide repatriation of foreigners was announced 
and	 this	 affected	 about	 60%	 of	 foreigners	without	 a	
resident permit. 

This	order	came	at	 the	beginning	of	1982.	 I	 spent	
barely three months in Lagos. The government had 
given	a	deadline	up	to	the	31st	of	January.	I	had	not	
enough	money	to	pay	my	way	back	home	to	Ghana.	
As I contemplated how to get that money, news came 
that there was a ship charging half fare. My friend and 
I jumped at this great opportunity. 

Because	 it	 was	 barely	 three	 days	 to	 the	 deadline,	
we	 forced	 the	 captain	 of	 the	 ship	 to	move.	Halfway	
through	the	journey	the	engine	went	off.	We	did	not	
take	note	of	what	we	were	doing	and	the	risk	involved	
because	we	were	desperate.	Now	we	knew	that	the	ship	
was a death trap. It was too late. The boat floated on 
high seas for two days without an anchor. Moreover 
there was no communication equipment on board, 
so we were tossed up and down for this whole period. 
Another	disadvantage	was	that	the	water	in	their	tank	
was	not	good	for	drinking	when	we	ran	out	of	water.	

On	the	third	day	at	sea,	a	naval	ship	came	from	Togo.	
Although it was very far away, we used red clothes to 
wave to them until they spotted us and came to our 
rescue. Four of the crew members from the ship came 
down	into	our	“deadly	boat”	to	talk	to	us.	The	captain	
of our boat was arrested with the crew. The naval 
officers	 assured	 us	 they	 would	 notify	 the	 Ghanaian	
embassy	in	Togo.	

They	came	back	with	 a	 tug	 to	pull	us	 to	 the	port.	
A day before the naval ship found us, we were all 
praying	to	God	to	save	us.	Just	as	we	were	assured,	the	
Ghanaian	ambassador	to	Togo	came	to	the	port	to	talk	
to us about transporting us safely to Ghana. In the next 
30	minutes	we	were	provided	with	10	luxurious	buses	
that drove us to Ghana. In conclusion, I have learned 
not	to	make	decisions	in	desperation.

frederick yeboah is originally from Ghana. 

My Life
ZaW halain, st. Paul

I	went	to	school	until	age	eight.	My	hearing	aid	broke	
when I went swimming. My teacher called my name. 
I	did	not	hear	him.	My	teacher	gave	me	a	test.	I	didn’t	
know	the	words	because	I	couldn’t	practice.	I	cried.	I	
couldn’t	go	to	school	because	I	was	deaf.

My father brought me to the hospital but they 
couldn’t	help.	They	had	no	hearing	aids	in	Burma.	I	got	
work	on	a	farm	with	six	cows	and	three	horses.	When	I	
was 15, I moved to Malaysia and waited three months 
for	 work.	 I	 learned	 to	 cook	 and	 after	 three	 years,	 I	
became	 the	 boss.	 I	moved	 to	 America	 in	November	
2012	when	I	was	20.	I	finally	got	a	new	hearing	aid.

I	 started	school	 in	May	2013	for	hearing	students.	
But	it	closed	in	July,	and	I	did	not	understand	English.	
Then,	 I	 started	 a	 class	 for	 sign	 language.	 I	 like	 sign	
language	and	English.

Zaw halain is 22 and originally from burma. 

My Story
ram GurunG, st. Paul

I	 am	Ram	Gurung.	 I	was	 born	 in	 a	 small,	 peaceful,	
beautiful,	 landlocked	country	called	Bhutan.	Both	of	
my parents were farmers. They were illiterate. When 
I was a child, we were forced to leave the country. We 
were	 resettled	 in	 the	 eastern	part	 of	Nepal	 known	as	
Dawak	Jhapa.	They	formed	seven	refugee	camps.	We	
stayed for twenty years in the same refugee camp as 
refugees	in	exile,	which	is	really	difficult,	like	the	life	of	
bird	inside	a	cage.	Teachers	from	our	camp	who	were	
educated were provided with a monthly incentive. 
When	it	was	time	for	me	to	come	to	the	United	States,	
I	landed	in	the	Minneapolis	airport	in	2012.	I	started	a	
job in a food company after one month, and still I am 
working	in	the	same	company	as	a	machine	operator.	

Life	 in	the	United	States	 is	more	complicated	than	
life	in	Nepal.	I	have	to	struggle	a	lot	to	maintain	my	
family’s	needs.	I	am	interested	in	the	medical	field	and	
would	 like	 to	build	my	career	 in	 the	medical	field.	 I	
hope that I will struggle until I achieve my goal.

ram Gurung is originally from bhutan. 
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Most	Unusual	Place	That	
I Slept
fardoWsa saleh, st. Paul

As the war in Somalia began, my parents and all of my 
siblings fled. I was about nine years old at the time. 
I only have a little bit of memory of it. We fled in 
the middle of the night. Some of what we had gone 
through was explained to us at a later age.

My parents had told us at first we would go from 
house	 to	 house,	 and	 some	 nights	 they	 would	 take	
shelter	 at	 the	 most	 unusual	 places.	 One	 night,	 my	
parents	 couldn’t	 get	 to	 the	 house	 of	 a	 colleague	 of	
theirs.	They	would	always	take	cover	every	few	minutes	
because of the blasting noise of the guns. So that night, 
my	 parents	 took	 cover	 under	 a	 huge	 tree,	 and	 then	
they decided for their safety, that they would just sleep 
under	that	tree.	It	wasn’t	an	easy	night.	Animal	noises	
were heard all throughout the night. Scorpions were 
there,	and	one	bit	my	sister’s	leg.	No	one	had	a	good	
sleep. We were all half asleep because of everything that 
had been going on.

It was one of the toughest nights my parents and us 
had encountered. It was one of the most unusual places 
that we slept.

fardowsa saleh is originally from somalia. 

Why I Came to America
Kah Po, WorthinGton

I came to America for freedom, to live in a free country, 
and to have more opportunity. I wanted to improve 
the	 education	 in	my	 life.	Before	 I	 came	here,	 I	 lived	
in	 the	Thailand	Refugee	camp.	We	didn’t	have	much	
opportunity or rights in the camp or in my country 
of	Burma.	When	I	was	little,	I	had	to	run	all	the	time	
because	of	the	Burmese	government,	and	because	they	
treated	Karen	people	as	enemies	when	they	were	in	the	
villages.	 They	 took	 the	 villager’s	 things	 like	 animals.	
They	will	also	kill	you	if	you	say	some	things.

Kah Po is 31 and originally from burma. 

Challenges Facing 
Visitors in the Congo
ruth KabenGele, neW briGhton

The Congo has many challenges that visitors face 
when they come. The first challenge visitors face is 
transportation. Most visitors face this problem because 
in the Congo the roads are very bad. When it rains the 
roads	get	holes.	The	government	doesn’t	care	enough	to	
fix them. Furthermore, transportation in the Congo is 
crowded because we have a lot people but few cars and 
buses. People line up to get on the bus and sometimes 
they even fight to get on. Moreover, the Congolese 
people	 ride	with	animals	 such	as	goats	 and	chickens,	
which	 visitors	may	 find	 difficult.	Consequently,	 they	
begin to sweat and smell unpleasant. 

The second challenge is security. In the Congo, 
we	 have	 criminals	 who	 kidnap	 the	 children.	 The	
government	doesn’t	do	anything	about	 it	because	 the	
government	knows	 these	people	very	well.	When	the	
criminal	 kidnaps	 the	 children	 and	 sells	 them,	 they	
get money and share it with the government. The 
police	are	supposed	to	keep	people	safe,	but	that’s	not	
the case in the Congo. The police are the ones who 
break	 into	houses.	 In	 the	 same	way,	 if	 you	go	 to	 the	
market	 and	 you	 buy	 expensive	 food,	 you	 must	 not	
put	them	in	the	basket.	If	you	do	so,	you’ll	see	a	thief	
coming	 towards	 you	and	asking	you	 to	give	him	 the	
groceries.	If	you	refuse,	he’ll	kill	you	or	hurt	you.	The	
Congolese	people	go	to	bed	early,	so	they	can	be	awake	
at	midnight	 because	 it’s	 the	 time	 that	 burglars	 come	
and	break	into	houses.	Thus,	Congolese	people	do	not	
sleep at midnight. In short, visitors face challenge such 
as	transportation	problem	and	security.	On	the	other	
hand,	visitors	still	like	to	visit	the	Congo	and	do	their	
business	because	they	like	the	weather.

ruth Kabengele is from the democratic republic of 
the congo. 
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My Childhood
Julio corona sancheZ, brooKlyn center

My childhood was not very fun because I was born in  
Mexico City, one of the biggest cities in the world—the 
size	of	Japan.	I	remember	that	I	couldn’t	be	in	the	street	
because cars were running by my home all the time. 
Also	the	city	is	not	safe;	there	were	many	robbers.	My	
mom and dad never let me play out of my home. My 
home	was	small	with	no	backyard;	my	space	for	play	
was very small. Mostly we played with no activity, just 
sat on the floor.

When	I	was	in	elementary	school	I	had	to	walk	like	15	
blocks	from	my	house	with	my	sister	and	my	cousins.	I	
remember	on	the	19th	of	September	of	1985,	I	walked	
to	elementary	school	between	7:00	and	8:00	a.m.	All	
of	 a	 sudden	 there	 was	 shaking	 (an	 earthquake).	The	
streets	 cracked	 and	 some	 apartment	 buildings	 came	
down.	I	was	very	scared	and	all	the	kids	that	walked	to	
the school were crying and running. I remember my 
mom	 told	 me,	 “If	 someday	 an	 earthquake	 happens,	
you can hide under a car,” and that is what I did. When 
it stopped, I went out from under the car. There was a 
lot	of	dust	and	smoke	and	all	the	people	were	on	the	
street. Some were crying and some were very scared. I 
was running over to my home and my mom and dad 
were not in there because they went to find my sister 
and me, then they came home.

The most beautiful part of my childhood is when my 
family moved to Morelos, Mexico, for a couple years 
in	 1986.	 The	 home	 that	 we	 moved	 to	 had	 a	 bigger	
backyard,	and	I	could	play	outside	in	the	street	because	
there	were	no	cars.	Old	people	were	using	horses,	and	
I	 could	 see	many	 cows	 and	 chickens	 walking	 in	 the	
streets. Also there was a river and I could go swimming.  
I	could	have	a	dog	(a	Labrador)	and	he	went	with	me	
everywhere. My mom is from Morelos, Mexico, and 
my	 father	 was	 from	 Mexico	 City,	 so	 that’s	 why	 my	
childhood started there, but my childhood was much 
better in Morelos.

Julio corona sanchez is originally from mexico.

Eyes	of	Compassion
Jon archuletta, foley

Can	you	see	the	brokenhearted,	do	you	hear	their	
desperate cries

Whose pain all first started, when they gave in to the 
lies?

Can you see the orphans searching, for a place that they 
belong

All	the	while	evil’s	lurking,	do	you	expect	them	to	be	
strong?

Can you see the widow struggling, to provide for her 
kids

While	the	pile	of	bills	is	doubling,	can	they	survive	like	
this?

Can you see the addict lost, with a needle in their arm

Paying	a	tragic	cost,	not	thinking	of	the	harm?

Do	any	have	eyes	to	see,	are	there	any	hands	to	help

The	many	of	lives	that	we,	couldn’t	see	beyond	
ourselves?

Are there any hearts who care, are there any feet to go

To	the	places	of	despair,	or	would	you	be	stooping	too	
low?

See, this could have been you, and it surely is me

I’m	an	addicted	orphan,	who’s	brokenhearted,	seeking	
to be free

The price of the rich getting richer, is at our expense

Shall	we	frame	this	broken	picture,	while	you	build	a	
giant fence

Keeping	us	away,	out	of	your	public	view?

Or	will	this	finally	be	the	day,	we	can	sit	and	eat	with	
you

We	don’t	need	a	lot,	we’re	not	worried	about	fashion

All	we	ask	for	is	a	shot,	from	loving	.	.	.

Eyes	of	compassion
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Challenges
anonymous, aPPle Valley

Almost	three	years	ago,	I	brought	my	son	Jake	here	for	
his high school education. The first days, I made many 
funny	 stories,	 because	 of	 so	 different	 tradition	 and	
culture.	One	day,	I	bought	my	car	in	Burnsville.	After	
buying,	I	drove	the	car	down	County	Road	42.	I	saw	
a	speed	sign	and	it	said	50.	I	thought	I	must	obey	this	
rule,	so	I	just	drove	50	kilometers.	I	was	very	slow,	and	
the other cars were passing me. I was very confused. 
Why	they	did	not	obey	the	rule?	Only	I	did?	I	tried	to	
figure out the reason and eventually, I got it. It was not 
50	kilometers.	It	was	50	miles!	Only	me?	I	did	not	obey	
the	rule.	I	was	too	slow.	When	I	came	back,	I	told	my	
story	to	Jake.	Jake	laughed	at	me	and	said,	“Mom,	were	
you ever a math teacher?” 

Living abroad has challenges, but I enjoy it. Facing 
difficulty	with	your	smile	is	always	smart.	I	think	my	
current life is very interesting. I will remember this 
challenge forever.

What I Miss and What I 
Like	
farhiyo osman, minneaPolis 

I	was	born	in	Somalia	in	1977.	I	moved	to	Kenya	in	
1994.	In	1997,	I	came	to	the	United	States.	I	started	
work.	I	still	work.	I	am	married,	and	I	have	children.		

I miss my family and my friends. I miss my climate. 
I	 miss	 fresh	 milk	 and	 fresh	 meat.	 I	 miss	 my	 fresh	
vegetables. I also miss my mother and sisters and my 
brothers and all my family.  

But	in	the	United	States	I	get	many	things,	like	a	job,	
education,	and	freedom.	I	like	my	teacher.

farhiyo osman is 38 and originally from somalia.  

A	New	Word
meilinG Zhu, Woodbury

The word “angel” is very holy for me. I never thought I 
could meet an angel in reality. I saw an artist paint his 
angels	with	multicolored	wings.	However,	my	favorite	
color	of	the	angels’	wings	is	white.	

The first American house we visited is situated in 
Eagan,	when	my	eight-year-old	daughter	and	I	came	to	
Minnesota	on	June	26,	2014.	The	house	is	built	on	a	
small hill. There was a flower path in front of the porch. 
The	name	of	the	flowers	I	didn’t	know.	Nevertheless,	I	
could see the smile of the flowers. An elegant woman 
standing by the front door welcomed us to her home. 
She has beautiful blue eyes. Furthermore, she is very 
intelligent. The whole evening we spent together was 
fantastic.	I	felt	like	I	was	at	home.	Moreover,	the	house	
let me feel warm from the bottom of my heart.

As	far	as	I	know,	the	roles	of	angels	include	protecting	
and	 guiding	 human	 beings,	 and	 carrying	 out	 God’s	
tasks.	The	first	and	most	serious	trouble	we	had	when	
we	came	to	Woodbury	was	my	daughter	got	sick.	She	
broke	out	in	a	rash.	However,	we	could	not	figure	out	
the	reason	and	she	never	had	it	before.	She	couldn’t	sleep	
at night because of the rash. Furthermore, my husband 
and	I	didn’t	know	how	to	help	her.	What	I	could	do	
was	to	pray	and	I	wished	I	could	take	her	place	to	have	
the rash. At this hard time our Angel appeared. She 
came	to	my	home	and	asked	my	poor,	 little	girl	how	
it	was	going	with	her.	After	carefully	checking	on	my	
daughter,	she	told	me	that	the	Benadryl-D	could	help	
my	daughter	and	where	we	could	get	it.	Her	daughter	
had the same symptoms when she ate seafood. My 
daughter	got	sleep	as	she	had	the	Benadryl-D.	The	rash	
was	gone	when	she	woke	up.	It	was	a	miracle	for	my	
family, even though it was a very common illness for 
the doctors. When people are in trouble, nothing is 
easy. 

Every	 holiday,	 and	most	 weekends,	 we	 spent	 with	
our	 angel’s	 family	 since	 we	 came	 to	 America.	 We	
cherish every minute we were together and store them 
into our hearts. My sweet daughter calls her, “Aunt 
Angel.”	 Consequently,	 I	 know	 completely	 the	 new	
word	“Angel.”	Peace	be	with	our	angel’s	family,	that	is	
my wish forever. 

meiling Zhu is 36 and originally from china. 
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A	Horrible	Night	to	
Remember	in	My	Life
abdiqadir mohammad, Waite ParK

It was late afternoon, when we proceeded with our 
normal routine trip for fishing. We departed from 
the	 island	that	we	were	based	on,	Buur	Gaabo.	After	
a	while	the	night	had	fallen,	and	it	started	getting	dark	
before we reached our destination. While on the way 
to	the	island	we	were	heading	to,	Ngomeni,	we	had	a	
shark	attack.	However,	 the	boat	we	were	 traveling	 in	
was	a	small	boat.	After	the	sharks	attacked,	we	tried	to	
escape from them, but they started chasing the boat. 
We	 had	 some	 frightening	 moments.	 Unfortunately,	
the	 sharks	managed	to	 jump	and	hit	 the	boat	 several	
times, while they grabbed two of my colleagues. The 
worst	was	when	both	sides	of	 the	boat	were	attacked	
by	 the	 sharks.	Finally,	 two	of	us	were	 remaining	and	
one must drive the boat, so my colleague and I started 
urging,	 “I’ll	 ride,	 and	you	drive	 the	boat.”	While	we	
were	 still	 urging,	 the	 sharks	 jumped	 and	 ripped	 my	
colleague’s	hand,	and	it	fell	in	the	boat.	My	colleague	
fainted.	Now	the	sharks	were	still	attacking	us,	and	we	
had	to	make	a	way	to	escape	from	them.		I	was	the	only	
survivor, and I had to save my life, as well my injured 
colleague’s	life.	Finally,	I	managed	to	escape	from	them.	
I safely reached the island we were heading to, and that 
was	one	of	the	scariest	moments	I’ve	seen	in	my	life.

Life	Was	Too	High
todd chauVin, st. cloud

Life was too high . . . I have tried to change what is 
inside

Life was too high . . . I have come down to a place in 
which I could die

Life	was	too	high	.	.	.	to	change	my	mind	I	can’t	go	on	
until	it’s	left	behind

Life	was	too	high	.	.	.	out	of	the	ground,	into	the	sky,	
life was too high, please help this time

My	Scary	Experience
basra hassan, Waite ParK

When I was young, I had a scary experience. My family 
and I went to go visit some relatives in the countryside 
in	 Ethiopia.	My	mom	 and	my	 two	 siblings	 left	 in	 a	
car	and	left	me	and	my	two	uncles	behind.	One	of	my	
uncles	said	that	we	would	walk	there	after	midnight.	I	
told my uncle that one of them had to be in front of 
me and the other one behind me, so that if a lion came 
out, then I could run away. We also had a camel with 
us.	I	got	very	scared	when	I	heard	the	lion’s	roar,	and	I	
thought the lion would eat me. I will never forget how 
scared I was that night.

Coming to America
ofelia torres GutierreZ, brooKlyn center

In	November	of	1998,	I	came	to	America.	I	was	very	
excited.	 I	 like	 new	 challenges	 and	 very	 good	 ideas.	
I was also excited to see my brother. I had not seen 
him	since	1996.	I	came	to	Virginia	first.	 I	have	a	 lot	
of	 dreams.	 Everyone	 has	 different	 dreams,	 but	when	
coming	here	the	language	is	a	different	language.	This	
was the first challenge to overcome. My dream before 
I	 came	 to	America	was	 to	work,	 to	 save	money,	 and	
send it to my father in Mexico to support my family. I 
had never left my country before, but it is a beautiful 
experience	 and	difficult	 too.	My	dream	was	 to	 come	
only	for	one	year	and	then	go	back	to	Mexico.	Now	I	
have	been	here	for	much	more	than	one	year.	Now	I	
like	Minnesota.	It	is	a	beautiful	state	in	the	USA.	After	
four years, I brought my children to America. I was 
very happy to see my children. I had not seen them for 
four years. When they started at the school they cried 
a	 lot	because	 they	didn’t	 speak	English.	My	 son	 told	
me	it	was	a	new	challenge.	He	wanted	to	go	back	to	
Mexico.	He	didn’t	like	America.	Now	he	has	graduated	
from	high	school.	Sometimes	I	ask	him	if	he	wants	to	
go	to	Mexico,	and	he	says,	“No.	Now	I	don’t	want	to	
go	back.”	I	say,	“Why?”	He	says,	“Now	I	understand	
English.	Before	I	didn’t	understand	anything.”	This	was	
a big challenge in my life.

ofelia torres Gutierrez is 37 and originally from mexico.
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United	States:	“My	New	
Life”
norma hernandeZ,  andoVer

In	 February	 2001,	my	 husband	 came	 to	 the	United	
States	 to	 visit	 his	 brother.	He	 stayed	 in	 his	 brother’s	
house	 for	 eight	 months.	 He	 liked	 everything	 about	
the	 United	 States,	 especially	 the	 people	 that	 he	 met	
and that helped him. When he stayed here, I was in 
Mexico with my parents, but it was hard for me to 
stay alone with my son. After that time, we decided to 
join together as a family, so we decided to come to the 
United	States	with	my	husband.	At	first,	 it	was	 very	
hard for me. I had never been so far from my parents, 
and	it	was	difficult	to	adjust	to	a	new	life	where	weather,	
food, and everything was new to me, especially the 
language that we needed to communicate with others. 
The time was passing, and two more children arrived 
to	our	lives.	We	wanted	to	go	back	to	Mexico,	but	with	
three	 children,	 it	would	 be	 difficult	 to	 give	 them	 an	
education.	 Here	 there	 are	 more	 possibilities	 for	 my	
children	and	me	to	study	and	realize	our	dreams.	I	am	
here	for	them.	Although	I	got	homesick,	my	kids	give	
me	the	strength	to	get	ahead	and	make	my	goals.

norma hernandez is originally from mexico.

Untitled
nirmala subba, roseVille 

My	name	is	Nirmala.	I	am	from	Nepal.	I	was	born	in	
Nepal.	When	I	was	born	my	mother	and	father	cared	
for	me.	Now	we	have	moved	to	America.	When	I	came	
to Minnesota I was so nervous. I am so scared and I feel 
shy	to	talk	to	other	people.	But	one	thing,	when	I	lived	
in	Nepal	 I	 didn’t	 feel	 nervous.	 I	 don’t	 know	 how	 to	
speak	and	I	don’t	understand	what	people	say.	I	didn’t	
understand	what	people	say.	I	don’t	understand	when	
especially	 first-language	 people	 speak.	You	 know	one	
thing,	when	I	travel	 in	airplane	or	car	I	feel	sick,	but	
now everything is perfect in my life.

nirmala subba is originally from nepal. 

Sharing	a	Relationship
in sun KyunG, Waseca 

Having	a	baby	has	changed	my	thinking	and	my	life	
completely.	 When	 I	 was	 27,	 I	 got	 married.	 Before	
being married I was selfish, but after my baby was born 
I	changed	a	lot.	Before	I	gave	birth,	sometimes	I	heard	
about	 poor	 people	 and	poor	 children,	 but	 I	 couldn’t	
feel	much	emotion.	However,	after	my	baby	was	born,	
I felt more emotion.

A	few	days	ago,	I	met	a	baby	on	Facebook.	The	baby’s	
parents	are	from	the	Philippines	and	they	live	in	Korea.	
Their	baby	has	been	sick	since	she	was	born.	She	has	
a	big	physical	handicap.	She	can’t	sit	down	and	stand	
up.	January	4,	2015	was	her	first	birthday,	so	I	sent	a	
pretty dress and clothes for her, and I donated a little 
bit for her medical care. She needs four operations. 
They	need	lots	of	money.	Korea’s	medical	system	is	very	
inexpensive,	 but	 the	National	Health	 Service	 doesn’t	
cover foreigners. 

When	my	 daughter	 didn’t	 have	 good	 insurance	 in	
America,	 I	 had	 difficulties,	 too.	 My	 daughter	 had	 a	
high fever. We went to the emergency room and we 
paid	over	$500	even	though	she	had	insurance.	When	
she fell down and tore up her forehead, we used an 
ambulance and paid a lot of money. 

My	thinking	has	changed.	My	tiny	help	can	mean	a	
lot to someone. We should love all our neighbors. 

in sun Kyung is 30 and originally from Korea. 

Struggles
adanech Kenea, brooKlyn ParK

I	 came	 to	 the	 U.S.	 with	 my	 husband	 and	 my	 two-
month-old	son	in	2004.	It	was	very	challenging.	We	left	
our family in Africa, only I had my sister in Minnesota. 
The	 different	 language,	 weather,	 and	 everything	 was	
very	hard.	I	had	to	make	a	lot	of	beds.	I	couldn’t	speak	
English.	 I	 didn’t	 know	 what	 to	 say	 when	 I	 needed	
something. I was crying a lot at that time. My third 
challenge was interviewing for a job. It was a struggle. I 
had	many	struggles	when	I	came	to	the	US.
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My	Experiences	in	
Minnesota
sol martineZ, White bear laKe 

I am from Puerto Vallarta, Mexico. I will share my 
challenges	and	joys	here	in	my	new	life	in	the	United	
States.	I	came	six	months	ago	because	I	married	a	kind	
American man. First, my new country gives me much 
joy	 in	 this	 short	 time.	 It	 has	 been	 like	 that	 between	
the	 pages	 of	 a	 cute	 storybook	 because	 everything	 is	
different	than	Mexico.	I	love	the	houses	with	the	green	
yards with diverse flowers, the smalls squirrels climbing 
trees,	 ducks	 walking	 in	my	 yard,	 and	 different	 birds	
flying	in	the	blue	sky.	I	enjoy	the	lakes	with	the	people	
in the boats. I really enjoy them because only I saw this 
in	my	storybooks.	

In	Mexico	you	don’t	see	the	fall,	and	here	it	is	real.	
The fall was wonderful in my new country. I saw the 
changing colors of the trees and the diversity of colors 
in	the	mountains.	I	 really	 liked	the	falling	 leaves	and	
to touch them. I love the friendliness of waiters in the 
restaurants, the respect and education of the American 
people, and how they respect everything and everyone. 
I	really	enjoy	having	the	opportunity	to	learn	English	
in	my	new	country.	But	this	is	a	big	challenge	for	me.	
My	husband	speaks	very	good	Spanish,	so	in	our	house	
we	 speak	my	 language.	His	 family	 and	 friends	 don’t	
speak	Spanish,	and	this	is	good	to	me	because	I	think	it	
helps	my	learning	in	English.

When	 I	 arrived	 at	 the	Harmony	 Learning	Center,	
the secretary and the principal greeted me with a big 
smile and facilitated my registration and encouraged 
me. In my country I am a teacher, and I see the teachers 
are very professional and dedicated.

Another challenge for me is the winter because it is 
very cold to me. I lived at the tropics with the big and 
hot sun all the years in my old country, and never had 
temperatures	below	50ºF.	I	need	to	put	so	many	clothes	
on. Also, I need to be careful of low temperatures 
because they irritate my throat. I am trying to adapt 
to cold weather.

Finally, my school encourages me to leave my home 
and not be afraid of the cold also. I will be able to 
achieve this second language, claro que sí!!

sol martinez is originally from mexico.

A	New	Beginning
rosa o. morocho munoZ, ramsey

When	I	 look	my	back	at	my	 life	and	the	way	I	have	
battled	 adversity,	 I	 realize	 that	 I	 was	 young	 and	
inexperienced	 in	 many	 things.	 Now	 my	 perspective	
has changed and I can finally see the opportunities that 
education provides for the future. I dropped out of high 
school	when	I	was	17	years	old.	Going	back	to	school	
after 11 years is very hard. At first I was very scared. I 
almost	didn’t	go	into	the	building.	I	wanted	my	GED	
because	 education	 is	 very	 important.	 You	 can’t	 get	
anywhere without an education. I want a better life for 
my	children	and	myself.	Having	somebody	believe	in	
you	and	encourage	you	to	keep	studying	and	learning	
makes	all	the	difference	in	the	world.	If	I	didn’t	have	my	
friend	Carmen	and	my	teachers	Jerry	and	Rosemary,	I	
know	I	wouldn’t	be	writing	this	 today.	 I	came	to	 the	
U.S.	on	December	17,	2004.	The	weather	was	snowing	
and very cold. The land was white because of the snow. 
At the start, I was afraid because of the change of 
country	and	the	weather.	Now	I	am	29	years	old	with	
two beautiful children, and I will continue persevering 
to get ahead in my life, loving my family and all my 
true friends.

rosa o. morocho munoz is 29 and originally from 
ecuador.

Real	Life	in	America
dah sai, st. Paul

Before	I	came	to	America,	I	thought,	if	I	go	to	America	
I’ll	become	rich.	Then	my	 friends	and	I	were	 talking	
about America and I told them, if I go to America I 
will have many things in my house. The pool will be at 
my front yard. And I told them, I will send you money 
every month. And then, when I came to America, my 
life	was	not	like	I	thought.	It	was	really	different.	And	
everything	 is	 change.	 Sometimes	 I	 feel	 like	 I	 have	 a	
hard time. Shy, angry, confused at people.
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Issues
thomasina robbins, duluth

Issues, Issues, I have Issues

Someone please give me a tissue

Issues, Issues, I have Issues

But	my	Issues	don’t	have	me

I came upon those Issues, Issues

They tried to get me, those Issues, Issues

I threw them down

I	told	them,	“Don’t	come	around.”

I	said,	“Let’s	get	rid	of	those	Issues.”

We went a couple of rounds

And I blew them into my tissue

Issues, Issues, I had Issues

thomasina robbins is originally from the usa.

Story of My Life
anonymous, st. Paul

When	I	was	fifteen,	I	was	working	as	a	cashier.	After	
that, I met my husband. I got married. I have been 
married	since	1985.	I	had	three	children.	I	wasn’t	going	
to school.

I	 had	 lived	 in	 Somalia	 before	 I	 came	 to	 the	 U.S.	
My country was in a civil war. The war was a disaster 
because a lot of innocent people were dying. Women 
were being raped. Men were being tortured. It was not 
safe to stay in my country.  

My	family	and	I	came	 to	Minnesota	 in	1998.	The	
country	we	had	never	seen	before.	I	did	not	speak	the	
English	 language.	 I	never	 saw	snow	before.	 I	did	not	
know	how	 to	 drive	 a	 car.	 If	 I	 left	my	 house	 I	 could	
not	come	back	because	I	would	get	lost.	I	didn’t	know	
anybody. When my children were in school, I started 
working	 part-time.	 I	 am	working	 full-time	 now	 and	
going to school. My goal was to communicate with 
people, but I ended up getting my high school diploma 
and my next step will be college.

Change for the Good
sarai Parra, crystal

When	I	was	19	years	old	in	1994,	I	wanted	to	change	
my	life	and	move	to	the	United	States.	I	started	looking	
for	a	job,	but	it	was	very	difficult	because	I	didn’t	speak	
English.	I	was	very	frustrated	and	wanted	to	return	to	
Mexico.	Two	years	later	my	family	began	to	grow.	We	
lived	in	Los	Angeles	and	things	were	more	difficult.	We	
then decided to move to Minnesota.

Changes in our life happen for good reasons. I 
started	to	have	more	children	and	make	more	money.	
I	 also	 started	 to	 study	English	 and	 I	 got	my	 driver’s	
license. In addition, my children graduated and I have 
a	good	job.	My	goals	are	to	learn	more	English	in	order	
to	get	a	better	job	and	to	get	my	GED.

sarai Parra is 41 and originally from mexico. 

Untitled
blanca ochoa, minneaPolis 

I’m	here	since	May	2001.	I	come	from	Ecuador.	I	come	
from	 a	 big	 family.	 I	 didn’t	 finish	 college	 because	my	
parents thought it is not important for girls. Also they 
couldn’t	afford	it.	When	I	got	here	it	was	so	difficult.	
First	I	didn’t	know	any	English.	I	had	to	keep	asking	
my niece to help me fill out an application for a job. 
Also	I	didn’t	know	how	to	drive.	One	time	I	thought	
the	bus	driver	gave	change,	and	I	put	in	a	20	dollar	bill	
and never got change. Finally I got a job. It was so far. 
In	the	winter	one	time	I	missed	the	bus.	I	had	to	walk	
for	one	hour	to	get	to	my	job.	However,	now	I’m	glad	
to	 live	here.	Now	I	 speak	 some	English,	 and	 I	know	
how to drive. I have two children. They are healthy, 
and	I’m	still	learning.	No	matter	the	age	it	is	never	too	
late to reach the dreams.

blanca ochoa is originally from ecuador.
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Mexico	is	Beautiful,	But???
daniel estrada, shaKoPee

I	 was	 born	 in	 Mexico,	 in	 Nayarit,	 just	 south	 of	
California.	It’s	beautiful,	of	course,	like	other	states	that	
are by the coast, but people who live there are poor. 
They	farm	and	fish.	It’s	the	way	they	try	to	support	their	
families. They produce good crops and tons of seafood, 
but governments and mafias control prices, so if they 
do not have a connection with one of those groups, 
they are going to sell at low prices or probably they 
can’t	sell	at	all.	I	am	from	that	beautiful	country,	where	
the corruption and bad governments push the people 
to	 move	 to	 others	 states	 or	 countries,	 like	 the	 U.S.	
Anyway, come to enjoy the beauty. We have wonderful 
beaches	and	historic	places.	You	are	welcome.

I	had	to	move	the	U.S.	because	the	life	in	Mexico	I	
described	was	not	good	for	me.	I	live	now	in	Shakopee,	
Minnesota.	 I	 think	 my	 life	 is	 better,	 with	 good	
opportunities.	I	am	learning	the	language	and	different	
kinds	of	work.	I	like	to	work	outside	doing	irrigation.	
I have good experience and many years doing this. I 
dream of having my own company.

daniel estrada is originally from mexico.

My	Name	Is	Nelson	
nelson rosado, minneaPolis 

My	name	is	Nelson.	I	came	to	the	USA	in	2005.	My	
first	day	in	this	country	it	was	too	cold.	I	like	it	here	
because the people are so nice, but I miss my hometown 
too much because there is warm and the food is very 
good. I miss my family, my father, and my friends. I 
hope I can see them again. 

Sometimes I have a very bad experience, because 
I	 can’t	find	a	 job	or	because	 I	 can’t	 talk	 and	write	 in	
English,	but	one	day	I	want	to	come	back	to	the	school	
for	English	class	and	finish	my	GED.	I	think	this	is	the	
only way I can improve my life and be happier about 
my future.

nelson rosado is originally from the dominican 
republic. 

I	Kicked	Cancer	Out	of	
My	Body
nattaPron (may) VoGel, crystal

In	1999,	I	had	breast	cancer	on	my	right	side.	In	2000,	
I had a mastectomy and had it removed. I had chemo 
and	then	radiation.	I	did	everything	to	keep	my	body	
strong. I made a juice every day with apples, pineapple, 
grapes, oranges, and strawberries. I exercised with yoga, 
Zumba,	 Hydro-Training,	 and	 cardio	 and	 strength	
classes.	I	also	meditated	every	day.	I	was	cancer-free	for	
a while. Then, 11 years later, I hurt on the left breast. 
I	went	to	a	checkup	and	got	a	biopsy.	It	was	positive.	
I	had	a	mastectomy	again.	 In	2012,	I	got	abdominal	
pain that was very painful. I fell to the floor and 
dreamed	that	a	boat	came	to	pick	me	up.	It	 shocked	
me	to	wake	up	to	find	that	I	still	had	the	knife	in	one	
hand and the strawberry in my other hand that I was 
slicing	for	my	breakfast.	I	went	to	an	internal	doctor.	
She opened my tummy and immediately called for an 
oncologist.	 For	 10	 days,	 I	 lived	 in	 the	 hospital	 for	 a	
hysterectomy and additional abdominal surgery. After 
that, I had chemotherapy again. Again, I exercised, ate 
a lot of fruit, and meditated every day. Then, when I 
saw the doctor, and she said all the cancer was gone. 

During	that	period	of	my	life,	I	learned	a	lot	about	
my body and how to listen to what my body needs. I 
pushed myself to exercise, meditate, detox myself, and 
think	positive—and	that	is	how	I	kicked	cancer	out	of	
my body and that is how I stay healthy still today!

nattapron (may) Vogel is originally from thailand.
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For	me,	my	family	and	friends	are	like	a	treasure.	I	
never was alone. I never felt alone. Sometimes I just 
get	angry	because	of	my	English.	I	cannot	show	people	
who	 I	 am	 or	 what	 kind	 of	 person	 I	 am.	 In	 spite	 of	
these	circumstances,	I’m	still	optimistic.	I	have	found	
unbelievable	 things	 here	 and	 I	 have	 met	 amazing	
people.

I	wish	 that	one	day	my	country	would	be	 like	 the	
U.S.,	a	country	where	people	are	nice	and	ready	to	help	
you, where you feel safe and protected, where solutions 
exist for your problems, and where you are free to do 
what	you	like	to	do	and	not	be	afraid	about	what	others	
will say about you. I respect and appreciate what both 
of	these	countries	have	offered	me.	I	love	them	for	every	
memory,	every	friend,	and	every	amazing	moment.

malvina manoli is 22 and originally from moldova.

First	Tears	of	School
eh dah, st. Paul

My	first	 step	to	school	 is	 just	 like	a	one	drop	of	rain	
falling	down	 from	the	 sky.	 Just	 like	a	 rain	drops	and	
disappears,	 I	 feel	 like	 I’m	 just	 a	 ghost	 in	 the	 school.	
When	I	walk	people	don’t	see	me.	When	I	speak	people	
don’t	hear	me,	and	when	I	cry	no	one	will	know.	One	
day, I saw a group of people, so I wanted to be their 
friend. They came from the same county as me and 
they	are	Karen.	So	 I	 just	wanted	 to	 say	hi.	They	saw	
me,	and	guess	what	they	said.	They	called	me,	“Crazy	
girl,	crazy	girl,	go	away!”	After	that	my	heart	got	colder,	
my eyes were getting red, and also my face turned red. 
I	realized	myself	that	something	was	just	falling	down	
from my eyes. Those were the first tears of school in 
my life.

eh dah is originally from myanmar. 

Friends in My Life
sherouK ali, eaGan

My childhood was a great time. I had so much fun with 
my siblings. I love my family, and my life was so easy 
for me when I was living with them—no worries. My 
parents are the greatest thing in my whole life and I am 
thankful	for	them.

I had friends that I had so much fun with at school, 
but I have just one friend I am still in contact with. She 
is my best friend. She was always next to me. We did 
everything together. We shared everything together, 
happy and sad moments. I miss her so much. My 
family and friends are close to me. I share everything 
with them. I can tell how much love and care and trust 
I get from everybody. There is nothing to describe it.

My	life	in	the	USA	is	different	from	my	old	life.	The	
first year for me, I struggled with many problems. I 
missed	my	family	and	my	life	there.	I	wasn’t	in	contact	
with other people. I felt strange. I was sad all the time. 
But	my	husband	never	 left	me	alone.	He	was	always	
with	me,	teaching	me	a	lot	of	things.	He	encouraged	
me	to	go	to	school	to	learn	and	talk	with	people.	He	
taught me to challenge myself to be a better person. I 
will	try	my	best	to	get	my	GED.	I	love	him	so	much	
and also my baby girl. My life is very good and happy.

sherouk ali is 26 and originally from egypt.

A	Life-Changing	Decision
malVina manoli, burnsVille

My	story	is	like	everybody’s,	with	a	lot	of	problems,	hopes,	
happiness,	and	sadness.	The	only	difference	is	the	way	you	
feel about these things, because nobody will understand 
100%	of	what	happens	inside	you,	in	your	heart.

I	didn’t	know	six	months	ago	that	the	decision	I	made	
would	completely	change	my	life.	Sometimes	I	 think	
about whether it was a good or a bad decision to come 
to	the	U.S.,	because	despite	all	of	the	opportunities	I	
have	 here,	 I	 truly	 feel	 like	 I	 want	 to	 go	 back	 to	my	
country.	There	are	huge	differences	between	cultures,	
mentality, and behaviors, and this change I made a few 
months ago has turned me into another person.
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or	not	 because	 I	 couldn’t	 speak	or	 read	English.	The	
first half of school, I always got a bad grade and I felt 
like	a	stupid	person	when	I	was	in	school.	I	didn’t	do	
anything	when	other	students	were	doing	their	work.	
I	just	sat	and	didn’t	do	anything	at	that	time.	Coming	
to	America	was	a	totally	new	life.	Everything	was	new:	
new	house,	new	school,	and	new	friends.	But	now	it	is	
a lot better because I have been in America for four and 
a	half	years.	I	can	understand	English	better	than	when	
I first came, and my life got easier and a lot better. And 
my	grades	got	a	lot	better.	Now	I	have	some	friends	in	
school	that	I	can	talk	to,	and	also	ask	some	questions	to	
my	teacher	when	I	don’t	get	what	they	said.	My	family	
and I live in a better place and it is a lot better because 
we	 now	 know	 how	 to	 speak	 English.	Thanks	 to	my	
family	 that	 stay	with	me	 everytime	 I’m	 in	 a	 difficult	
time, and till now they still support me. Without my 
family	I	don’t	know	how	my	life	would	be	now.

hsi hsi Po is originally from thailand.

Struggles in My Life 
Jocelin Garcia, st. Paul

When I was a child, I thought that life was rosy with 
no problems. My only job was playing all day long. I 
didn’t	realize	any	of	the	difficulties	my	mother	had	to	
go through. 

As I got older, I started to understand I was wrong 
about	life.	Struggles	and	difficulties	are	part	of	it	and	
we have to be strong to face it. 

Now	 I	 am	 a	 woman,	 mother,	 and	 wife,	 and	 I	
experience	 struggles	 most	 of	 the	 time.	 One	 of	 my	
biggest	 challenges	 is	 raising	my	 kids,	 because	 I	want	
to teach them good principles of life such as respect, 
sharing,	honesty,	thankfulness,	and	love.	And	the	most	
important thing for me is to love God. Also I have to 
help	my	kids	learn	to	fight	negative	influences	such	as	
drugs, alcohol, bad friends, and their own rebellion. 
This	 could	be	difficult,	 but	 at	 the	 same	 time	 I	 enjoy	
doing it. 

I	thank	God	all	the	time	for	those	challenges	I	have	
in	 my	 life,	 because	 only	 those	 difficulties	 make	 me	
mature as a person. Part of life is having struggles or 
difficulties,	but	always	think	positive	and	enjoy	it.

Jocelin Garcia is originally from mexico. 

My Family
naW  yin

My	 name	 is	 Naw	 Yin.	 I	 have	 two	 brothers	 and	
one	 sister.	 I	 have	 been	 in	 the	United	 States	 for	 four	
years	now.	When	 I	first	 came	 to	 the	United	States,	 I	
feel	 like	 something	weird	was	 in	my	 heart.	The	 first	
day	of	 school	 for	me	 is	 like	 the	worst	day	of	my	 life	
because	I	didn’t	know	how	to	speak	English	and	I	felt	
like	everyone	looked	down	on	me.	When	I	came	back	
home,	my	parents	asked	me,	“How	was	your	first	day	
of school?” I really wanted to tell my parents that it 
was	 really	bad	 and	 I	 am	 scared,	but	 I	didn’t	want	 to	
tell them because I was scared that they might worry 
about me. So I just told them that it was really good. 
Every	morning	when	I	go	 to	 school	my	mom	or	my	
dad	has	to	go	with	me	for	waiting	for	the	bus.	Every	
morning when I was going to get on the bus, I always 
had	to	kiss	my	mom	or	my	dad	first,	and	then	I	will	
get on the bus so that I have an energy every morning 
in	school.	When	I	came	back	home,	my	brother,	my	
mom, or my dad would come wait for me at the bus 
stop because I told them that I am scared of getting lost 
and never seeing my parents again. A year passed away 
and	I	know	how	to	speak	English	a	little	bit.	Whenever	
we went to go buy food we would go with city bus 
because	 we	 didn’t	 have	 a	 car	 at	 that	 time.	 I	 used	 to	
believe	 that	 the	United	States	was	 the	most	beautiful	
and free country, but when I really live here everything 
is just a dream because we have to fight for everything.

naw yin is originally from thailand. 

Coming to America
hsi hsi Po, st. Paul

When	 I	first	 came	 to	America	 I	didn’t	 know	how	 to	
speak	English	and	didn’t	know	anyone	in	school.	It	was	
so hard for me to go to school because I was the only 
one	who	didn’t	 speak	English	 in	class.	 I	 felt	 so	down	
that	 I	 couldn’t	 do	 anything	 and	 didn’t	 understand	
what	other	students	and	teachers	were	talking	about	in	
class.	At	that,	I	didn’t	know	anyone	and	I	had	no	one	
to	talk	with	in	class.	After	coming	back	from	school	I	
just	played,	and	didn’t	know	if	I	had	homework	to	do	
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they	caught	us	they	would	kill	us.	Most	of	the	family	
ran to the forest to hide. When they saw beautiful 
women	they	raped	them	or	killed	them	and	hurt	them.	
Everyone	who	 lived	 in	Burma	had	 a	 very	hard	 time,	
mostly	because	of	 the	Burmese	 soldiers.	We	also	had	
problems in the forest because of food. Most of our 
Karen	people	ate	rice	every	day,	and	the	time	that	we	
ran	 from	 the	 soldiers	we	didn’t	 have	 time	 to	 prepare	
our	 stuff	 because	 they	 came	 suddenly	 at	 anytime	
that	no	one	knew	 it.	However,	 the	 time	 that	we	hid	
in the forest we felt more safe than when we lived in 
our village. We still had problems about food in the 
forest because we suddenly ran to the forest and we 
didn’t	have	anything	with	us.	We	had	to	find	food	in	
the	jungle	and	cooked	it	so	we	could	live.	We	ran	away	
from	the	Burmese	soldiers	and	out	of	nowhere	we	got	
into Thailand. Still in Thailand it was not safe for us. If 
the	Thai	government	knew	that	we	came	to	their	place,	
they would catch us and put us in the jail, but we were 
lucky	that	we	had	Karen	people	to	help	us	to	get	into	
Thailand.	We	were	okay	to	live	in	Thailand	because	we	
got to go to school if we paid the school bills.

mu Wah is originally from burma. 

Writing About 
Transportation
habout aKWay, minneaPolis 

It	 is	 good	 to	 know	 how	 to	 drive	 a	 car.	 The	 car	 is	
important.	 It	 will	 take	 you	 to	 any	 place	 where	 you	
need to go. The car will give you more money, because 
you	can	find	a	 job	where	a	bus	can’t	get	 to.	Also	 the	
car	 will	 lose	 more	 money.	 You	 have	 to	 pay	 for	 gas,	
mechanic,	and	 insurance.	Then	you	have	 to	know	to	
pay	 insurance	 for	 it.	Otherwise	 you	won’t	be	driving	
longer. It is good for family and good for an individual. 
It is good for anyone, but can cause injury to people. 
Transportation	is	good	to	take	you	everywhere,	but	not	
good if you get hurt.

habout akway is originally from sudan. 

Oo	Poem
oo meh, st. Paul

I	started	my	life	powerless,	in	the	dark	spot

Played on the dirty ground, laying on the hard bed

I’m	from	a	country	with	a	sense	of	poor	smell,	sounds

The day I was born to the day of my “ninth” was 
darkness

But	now	is	gone

I am now from a smell of beauty, sounds of beauty, 
place of peace

I start my life with a new self

Live at the shiny place, play on the shiny ground

Missed	the	sounds	of	a	friend’s	friendly	voice,	beautiful	
cousin’s	voice

Face	new	things,	face	new	stuff,	face	new	faces

New	language	starts	to	be	spoken	by	me

My new self starts to get familiar as the day goes by

Now	I	realize	who	I	am

Hello	to	the	world

I	am	Oo	Meh

From Thailand

Live in St. Paul, Minnesota

oo meh is originally from thailand. 

Untitled
mu Wah, st. Paul

I	lived	in	Burma	before	I	came	to	America.	Our	family	
life	in	Burma	was	very	difficult.	My	parents	had	to	work	
all day long in the hot field. They had to plant rice on 
the field every year so we could have something to eat 
so we were not hungry. Sometimes we had problems 
with	the	foods	because	of	the	Burmese	soldiers.	They	
came to our village and destroyed our plants and also 
burned	our	houses.	Some	people	didn’t	have	a	place	to	
live	 because	 of	 the	Burmese	 soldiers.	We	had	 to	 run	
away from them because they try to chase us, and if 
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My	History
ruqia Guled, minneaPolis

When I was living in Somalia, I had a lot of injury. 
First	one,	I	broke	my	two	legs.	Second,	that	time	my	
country	has	destroyed.	Third,	my	country	doesn’t	have	
any	doctor.	Finally,	I	couldn’t	see	any	doctor.	That	time	
I	don’t	like	to	remember.	I	have	been	through	a	difficult	
life.	I	couldn’t	find	any	hospital	to	go	to.	Everyone	was	
trying to run away, and I saw only people are running. 
My father carrying my hand and also my brother too. 
That	time	I	had	that	problem	with	walking	because	my	
legs	were	injured.	I	left	my	country	in	1991.	I	went	to	
Kenya.	When	I	came	to	Kenya	I	found	doctor	and	also	
medication. I have that problem right now.

My Life
Karima omer, Woodbury

My	name	is	Karima	Omer.	I’m	from	Oromiya.	I	was	
born	in	a	small	village	called	Oboria.	I	never	went	to	
school in my country because our family was moving to 
different	countries	to	survive.	We	moved	to	Djibouti,	
Somalia,	 and	Kenya.	Then	 I	finally	went	 to	America	
with some of my family. When I arrived in America, I 
thought their life was very easy. I thought that America 
was	 very	 rich	 and	 that	 they	 don’t	 have	 to	work	 very	
much.	 Then	 I	 realized	 that	 they	 work	 very	 hard	 to	
become very fancy. Then I started to cry because I 
missed my family so much. Then I started school to 
learn	English.	Then	I	started	to	work	at	a	hotel.	The	job	
was	very	hard	and	English	was	very	hard	too.	Two	years	
later, I decided to get married. Then I changed my job 
to	work	at	Children’s	Hospital.	It	was	easier	than	my	
old job. Then I had three beautiful children, two girls 
and	one	boy.	I	have	a	wonderful	family.	Thank	God!

Karima omer is 34 and originally from ethiopia. 

Struggle
see thao, st. Paul

In the beginning, when we first got to Minnesota, life 
was	 very	 difficult.	 We	 didn’t	 know	 any	 English	 and	
didn’t	have	a	car.	Wherever	we	wanted	to	go,	we	had	to	
have a car. So therefore, when a relative came to visit 
us,	my	mom	would	ask	the	relative	to	take	her	out	to	
market.	And	my	mom	would	buy	a	lot	of	food	to	eat	
for a month in case nobody came to visit us when we 
were out of food. Washing clothes was another struggle 
of having no car. The laundromat we used to wash 
clothes	was	about	five	or	six	blocks	away.	At	the	time,	
we	 didn’t	 even	 have	 a	 bucket	 to	 carry	 clothes	 to	 the	
laundry.	We	 carried	 clothes	 in	 garbage	bags.	Usually,	
the garbage bags were torn carrying clothes to and from 
the laundry. Therefore, every time we went to wash 
clothes, we brought extra garbage bags, and that was 
kind	of	a	waste	of	bags.	Having	no	car	was	one	of	our	
struggles. 

Language	was	another	struggle	for	us	in	the	U.S.	As	I	
have	mentioned,	we	didn’t	know	English.	We	got	food	
support	and	cash	from	Ramsey	County.	Therefore,	any	
letter, information, or question that was sent from the 
county	to	us	had	to	be	filled	out	and	send	it	back	to	
the	county	on	time.	But	sometimes,	we	didn’t	send	it	
on time because we could not read and understand 
those	English	letters.	The	English	letters	would	be	read	
by a relative, whoever came to visit us. When we sent 
it	 late,	 our	 cash	 and	 food	 support	 from	 the	 Ramsey	
County would be stopped until the county got all of 
the papers from us. It was even worse when we had 
to reapply for cash or food stamps because of the late 
forms.	Because	of	 the	 language,	we	had	to	wait	until	
one	 of	 our	 relatives	who	 knew	English	was	 available	
to	take	my	parents	to	apply	for	food	stamps	or	cash.	It	
was stressful when there was nobody to help, and we 
just had to wait to be helped. It was a struggle to be in 
a	new	country	without	knowing	the	language.

see thao is 26. 
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Past	Tense	
anonymous, bayPort 

I was born in Chicago, Illinois, but due to family 
issues,	 my	 mom	 packed	 our	 belongings	 and	 moved	
us	to	North	Minneapolis.	My	three	sisters	and	I	were	
raised	by	my	mom,	a	single	parent.	Being	the	only	boy,	
I left the house a lot. I hung out with the wrong crowd 
and I made some bad decisions. I stole food and cars, 
broke	in	houses,	and	got	in	many	other	negative	ways	
that I am not proud of.

With my mom being a single parent raising four 
kids,	 life	was	hard	 for	us	 as	 a	whole.	Being	 the	man	
of the house at a young age, I was inexperienced with 
how	 to	 handle	 certain	 situations.	 When	 I	 couldn’t	
handle the pressure, I ran the streets to find something 
to do, which almost always landed me in a juvenile 
detention center. I was expelled from high school early 
on	during	my	freshman	year	for	making	bad	decisions.	
I	hung	out	with	other	high	school	dropouts	at	parks,	
smoking	cigarettes	and	weed.	When	there	was	nothing	
productive to do, we stole cars, and then stopped at 
stores to do “grab and runs.” We also would hang out 
in	 backyards	 to	 stay	 out	 of	 the	 police	 and	 truancy	
officers’	eyesight.

Now,	those	days	are	over	and	in	my	past.	I	think	of	
the	 time	 as	 “past	 tense.”	 Since	 I’ve	 been	 in	 prison,	 I	
have	become	more	mature.	In	a	few	weeks,	I	will	be	33	
years	old,	and	my	out	date	is	approaching.	During	my	
time of being incarcerated, I have learned a lot. I have 
earned	an	Honor	Certificate	for	improving	my	reading	
and	math	 scores,	 and	 I	plan	 to	continue	working	on	
getting	my	GED	after	I	am	released.	I	look	forward	to	
spending more time with my family because they are 
important	to	me.	Thanks	for	your	attention.	

Memories
Guillermina leZama-loPeZ, roseVille

When I was born in Mexico, there was no electricity or 
running	water.	Our	family	was	very	poor.		When	I	was	
nine years old, the government introduced electricity. 
We watched the poles go up and the cables strung from 
the poles. Later, when I was married and my first son 
was	born,	 I	 felt	bad	because	 I	 couldn’t	buy	medicine	
for him. In Mexico, medicine was too expensive. That 
made	me	decide	to	follow	my	brother’s	footsteps	and	
go	to	America.	In	1998,	I	came	to	the	USA.

When	I	first	got	a	job	and	paycheck,	I	felt	rich	and	
grateful	that	I	changed	my	life	for	my	son.		Here	he	has	
everything.	 I	 felt	 proud	 of	making	 the	 risky	 change.	
Now	 my	 other	 children	 have	 health	 insurance	 and	
a	 free	 education,	 too.	 I	want	 them	 to	know	 that	our	
ancestors never had electricity, good medical care, or 
free	education.	My	kids	are	so	lucky.

Guillermina lezama-lopez is 37 and originally from 
mexico. 

Struggles
anonymous, bayPort

At times, I feel my struggles bring me to an end

When only my struggles helped me begin

I’m	struggling	with	math	and	writing	with	my	pen

Now,	I’m	starting	to	find	a	miracle	within

Days	and	nights,	I	feel	like	quitting,	but	my	education	
is	a	gift	that	keeps	on	giving

So,	no	matter	what	struggles	arrive,	I	make	the	right	
decision

Do	not	be	ashamed,	we	are	all	the	same

To	get	our	education	we	exercise	our	brain

Struggles	will	come,	but	when	it’s	said	and	done

I	won’t	be	dumb,	so	I	can	say,	“I	won”
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eyes, and ears with the same food?

Why	do	we	keep	making	useless	choices	daily	without	
making	beneficial	ones	that	will	give	us	knowledge	
and wisdom that will help us?

Why	do	we	keep	fighting	with	each	other	for	nonsense	
reasons mentally, emotionally, spiritually, and 
physically?

Why	do	we	act	like	boys	without	acting	as	the	mature	
men we are?

Why	do	we	choose	not	to	be	satisfied	and	be	thankful	
for what we have instead of longing for more from 
people?

BECAUSE	WE	DON’T	KNOW	WHO	WE	ARE.

My	First	Year	in	
Minnesota
rahma salah, minneaPolis

My	name	 is	Rahma.	 I	 am	 from	Somalia.	 I	 have	 two	
children.	 I’m	 a	 single	 mom.	 I	 came	 to	 the	 USA	 in	
2008.	I	like	Minnesota	because	the	lakes	are	beautiful.	
On	November	 15,	 2009,	 I	 saw	 snow	 falling	 for	 the	
first time. For me, it was very hard. I was shopping 
for	different	 shoes	 and	clothes.	My	first	winter,	 I	 fell	
down	on	 the	 ice.	My	back	 and	 shoulder	hurt.	There	
was	 pain	 inside	my	 skin.	 I	was	 very	 sad	 because	my	
children were very young. My first year in Minnesota 
was	very	hard	for	me.	I	had	no	friends.	I	did	not	know	
how	 to	 speak	English.	No	one	 helped	me	 in	 school.	
Now	I	plan	to	help	people	who	come	to	Minnesota	in	
different	things.

rahma salah is 42 and originally from somalia. 

Questions I Ponder
anonymous, bayPort

Why	don’t	we	meditate	on	the	ways	instead	of	the	
wrong that lead us to the deep pits called prison?

Why	don’t	we	want	learn	positive	lessons	to	hang	on	to	
rather than negative ones?

BECAUSE	WE	DON’T	KNOW	WHO	WE	ARE.

Why do some people waste our time on nonsense 
activities	twenty-four	hours	a	day	without	taking	
advantage	in	order	to	make	good	choices	for	other	
people and ourselves? 

Why	don’t	we	learn	and	listen	from	our	punishments	
to be true teachers for the communities to decrease 
the cycle of coming to prison?

Why	do	we	keep	hurting	our	families	and	communities	
mentally, emotionally, spiritually, and physically 
every second?

BECAUSE	WE	DON’T	KNOW	WHO	WE	ARE.

Why do we stop caring for our families, communities, 
society, and ourselves?

Why	don’t	we	work	hard	for	our	daily	living	needs	and	
future plans to stop stealing and robbing?

Why do we want to continue to depend on other 
people?

Why	don’t	we	respect	each	other	with	our	whole	hearts?

BECAUSE	WE	DON’T	KNOW	WHO	WE	ARE.

Why	do	we	keep	blaming	people	for	our	crimes	
without	taking	full	responsibility?

Why	don’t	we	trust	and	believe	in	each	other	to	live	
peacefully?

Why	don’t	we	treat	people	with	the	same	respect	like	
ourselves?

BECAUSE	WE	DON’T	KNOW	WHO	WE	ARE.

Why	don’t	we	love	ourselves	enough	to	be	examples	for	
generations to come?

Why	do	we	keep	stealing	and	cheating	each	other	while	
we are in the same situations?

Why	do	we	keep	feeding	our	bodies	with	good	food	
without feeding our mouths, minds, souls, spirits, 
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taking	advantage	of	all	the	positive	programs,	like	AA,	
treatment, church, school, and sports. These programs 
helped me find myself and be happy with who I am. 
This was something I could have never predicted. 
While on this journey, I continue to learn, with the 
help of those around me, that I can gain and conquer a 
positive future if I want to. 

This is a long time coming in a world that I 
previously	feared.	I	never	thought	I	would	make	it.	But	
with	God’s	help	and	praying	all	night,	I	did.	See,	where	
I come from, death is right around the corner, and if 
you	don’t	have	a	goal	then	you	will	be	just	another	lost	
soul.	See,	life	is	like	a	game	that	you	play	to	win,	but	
through our sins, chances could mean you lose or win. 
You	can	learn	something	from	both.	“You	live	and	you	
learn,	 either	 you	 freeze	or	 you	burn.”*	What	 I	mean	
by	that	is,	the	decisions	you	make	in	life	can	affect	the	
journey you want to succeed in, or the wrong path can 
lead you to destruction.

*It’s Good, the carter iV, lil Wayne feat. Jada Kiss and 
drake ©sony/atV music Publishing llc. mP3

Why I Want to Learn 
haWo mahmed, minneaPolis

My	 name	 is	 Hawo.	 I	 was	 born	 in	 Somalia.	 I	 came	
to	 the	United	States	 in	2006.	I	came	to	Ohio	then	I	
moved	to	Colorado.	I	went	to	work	in	Colorado	five	
years.	My	job	was	difficult.	I	got	tired,	then	I	decided	
to quit my job so I could go to school. I want to learn 
more	English	for	reading,	writing,	and	speaking.	I	go	
to	 the	ESL	 class.	 I	 appreciate	my	 teachers	 that	 teach	
me	 English	 because	 education	 is	 important	 to	 all	 of	
the	world.	When	I	go	to	see	my	doctor	she	or	he	asks	
some	 easy	 questions	 to	 me.	 I	 know	 how	 to	 answer	
but	they	are	difficult.	To	questions	they	make	I	don’t	
understand,	I	say,	“Please	say	slowly,”	or	“Excuse	me,	
I	didn’t	understand.”	I	need	a	Somali	translator	for	me	
to understand right now.  I want to change my life. I 
want	to	get	a	GED.	I	hope	to	get	a	better	job	and	help	
my family and relatives.

hawo mahmed is 25 and originally from somalia. 

Break	Those	Chains
Joni Gail WisKoW sPerandio, buffalo 

This	Is	a	Journey	of	
Chance 
anonymous, bayPort

I am from St. Paul, Minnesota. I grew up in foster 
care. I was moved around a lot when I was young. I 
was given a lot of good opportunities in my past, but 
I	always	chose	to	run	back	to	my	family.	Along	with	
that,	I	have	taken	many	negative	paths	that	have	led	me	
to a five year prison sentence.

In the beginning, I continued my destructive ways, 
which landed me in Segregation many times. Then one 
day,	I	realized	those	who	I	had	surrounded	myself	with	
didn’t	care	about	themselves	or	anyone	else,	including	
me. I then understood it was time for me to start being 
more responsible for myself and my actions. I began 
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any	English	words	when	I	came	here.	Now	I	think	I	am	
okay.	I	don’t	know	enough,	but	I	can	do	many	things	
by	myself.	When	I	go	to	the	hospital,	I	don’t	need	an	
interpreter. That is really important for me. 

During	 this	 time,	 my	 daughter	 grew	 up.	 She	 was	
seven years old when we came here. She went to a 
really nice elementary and high school. She is now a 
university student. I am very glad and proud of her. 
She	took	many	steps,	 like	me.	She	wasn’t	very	happy	
when we came here because she missed her friends, 
her	cousins.	Every	day	she	complained,	“Why	did	you	
bring	me	here?”	Sometimes	I	couldn’t	say	anything	to	
her;	I	just	tried	to	keep	her	busy.	She	took	many	classes	
when	 she	 had	 a	 break	 from	 school.	Now	 she	 is	 very	
happy here. She has nice friends and she is living far 
away from us. After next year, she is going to graduate 
university. 

My	husband	always	has	to	work;	he	is	a	businessman.	
I	help	him	when	I	have	time.	Now	we	are	Americans,	
and	we	are	used	to	here.	Our	family	visits	us	often	from	
Turkey.	Our	plan	 in	 the	 future	 is	 to	move	 to	Turkey	
because in our old age we want to live with our family.

senay dortay is 49 and originally from turkey. 

Melancholy
alessandra silVa, Woodbury

I arrived here

The	cold	struck	me	hard

I felt a hole in my heart

When I thought about all

The people I left behind

Life	wasn’t	easy	anymore

I	couldn’t	communicate	not	even	be	adventurous

Homesickness	was	dripping	from	my	pores

But	life	keeps	going,	still	with	all

The snow, and with all the doubts . . .

alessandra silva is 31 and originally from brazil. 

The	Dead	Mother-in-Law
bilan ahmed, Waite ParK

I	heard	a	story	that	happened	a	long	time	ago.	It’s	about	
a	woman	whose	mother	died.	The	couple	didn’t	have	
any neighbors, only her family, children, and husband. 
So	she	told	her	husband,	“Take	my	dead	mom	into	the	
city	 to	find	people	 to	help	you.”	They	had	a	donkey.	
They	put	the	mother	on	the	donkey.	Then	the	husband	
and	donkey	 took	her	 to	 the	 city.	When	 the	husband	
went to the city, he found his friends, but his friends 
were	 chewing	 khat,	 a	 Somali	 drug.	 They	 told	 him,	
“Now	we	are	busy	chewing	khat,	so	no	problem.	We	
will	take	care	of	your	dead	mother-in-law	later.	Sit	with	
us	and	enjoy.	Your	wife	won’t	see	you.”	He	said,	“Okay,”	
and started chewing. After that, what happened? The 
donkey	 came	back	home	with	 the	dead	mother!	The	
mother	had	been	in	a	coma	and	suddenly	she	woke	up.	
She	wondered	why	she	was	on	the	donkey.	She	got	off	
the	donkey	and	went	to	her	room	to	sleep.	She	found	
her	 daughter	 in	 her	 bed.	 But	 she	 climbed	 into	 bed	
with her daughter. When her daughter felt someone 
sleeping with her, she thought it was her husband 
and	she	said,	“Why	don’t	you	go	to	your	room?”	Her	
mother answered, “Which room?” When she heard 
her	mother	speaking,	she	was	surprised	and	screamed!	
After that, the mother and her daughter understood 
what happened. They decided the mother should stay 
in her room and the daughter should go to her room to 
wait	for	her	husband	to	ask	how	he	buried	her	mother.	
When	the	husband	came	back,	he	lied	and	said,	“We	
did well with the death of your mom, my friends and 
I,	but	when	we	were	busy	burying	Mom	the	donkey	
went	into	the	forest	so	we	couldn’t	find	it.	After	that,	
the mother came out of her room and said, “I am here, 
but	I	know	what	you	are!”

My	Life	in	the	USA
senay dortay, Plymouth

I want to say many things about myself, my family, and 
my	life	in	the	USA.	I	have	been	in	the	USA	since	March	
2000.	 I	have	 taken	many	 steps	 so	 far.	 I	have	worked	
about four years as a babysitter, then I quit this job. I 
took	ESL	classes	at	two	different	schools.	I	didn’t	know	
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Moving to America
halina stashcheniuK, st. Paul

I	 moved	 to	 Minnesota	 18	 months	 ago.	 My	 first	
impression was that I was a tourist on a journey to a 
new destination for a short period of time. I remember 
saying to myself, “This is just another country on my 
travel	list.”	Everything	was	interesting	to	me.	However,	
after	three	weeks	in	this	new	place	I	realized	that	I	was	
going to stay here for a long time. Forever, to be exact. 
Everything	 looked	 completely	 foreign	 to	me:	people,	
roads, trees.

My heart ached as I was slowly getting used to my 
new home. I even cried sometimes at night. I wanted 
to	go	back	home,	but	time	goes	by	and	people	get	used	
to	anything.	Especially,	it	started	getting	easier	when	I	
went	to	the	Open	Door	school.	I	wasn’t	just	studying	
the	 language,	 but	 also	 socializing	 by	 making	 new	
friends among classmates and teachers, who instilled 
confidence	in	me.	To	this	day,	Open	Door’s	class	and	
staff	remain	my	great	helpers.	After	I	started	studying	
English,	my	fear	of	people	began	to	vanish	and	I	began	
setting goals for myself. 

Therefore, everything around me—my neighbors, 
my store, my school, my teacher and friends—made 
me feel at home. I was scared, but I closed my eyes and 
took	a	step forward.

halina stashcheniuk is 31 and originally from belarus. 

Difficult	Choice
salma eZZulddin, maPleWood 

My struggle started when I left my country. I thought 
when	 I	 traveled	 to	 the	 USA	 that	 I	 would	 travel	 to	
“paradise.”	On	one	hand,	I	thought	when	I	got	there	
everything would be good because I would be in a 
perfect	place.	Many	people	could	help	me	and	work	on	
my	daughter’s	 immigration	case.	On	 the	other	hand,	
coming	to	the	U.S.	meant	leaving	my	daughter	behind	
with	my	family.	But	at	that	time,	I	had	a	problem,	so	
I just focused on how I could solve it. I did not see 
anything	else.	I	put	aside	everything	and	I	kept	going.	
I was forced to choose between helping my son and 
my husband or staying with my daughter, because my 
daughter	didn’t	have	the	paperwork	to	cross	the	Iraqi	
border with us. My husband had been threatened and 
my	son	needed	follow-up	medical	treatment.	No	one	
was	able	to	work	on	my	daughter’s	documents.	There	
was	no	way.	I	had	to	travel	right	away.	I	had	a	difficult	
situation in front of me and I had to solve it. I decided 
to leave the country as soon as possible. 

Today,	I	feel	like	I	made	a	big	mistake	in	my	life.	It	
seems to me, I sacrificed my daughter to achieve my 
goal, or rather, to solve my problem. It is a very painful 
feeling.	No	one	can	bear	this	feeling.	I	miss	her.	I	will	
never	 forgive	myself	 for	what	 I	 did.	Now,	 I	 am	very	
regretful,	but	that	does	not	end	my	struggle.	I	feel	like	I	
have	lost	myself.	I	thought	that	when	I	got	to	the	U.S.,	
I would be able to bring her here right away. I thought 
everything would be easy here and many people would 
help	me.	I	really	believed	that.	But	I	 forgot	the	most	
important thing: my daughter is still in Iraq and needs 
documents from the Iraqi government. My family 
cannot	help	me.	All	they	can	do	is	take	care	of	her.	I	
hope maybe one day something will happen to change 
the situation in my country. 

I want to tell her, “I will wait for you to come until 
the	last	day	of	my	life.”	One	day	she	will	understand	
why	I	left	her	and	went	away.	“I	love	you,	Jijo.	I	miss	
you	 so	much.”	But	 right	now	 there	 is	 no	way.	 I	will	
wait. That is all I can do.

salma ezzulddin is 47 and originally from iraq. 
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My Life in the Past
saW Way aunG, st. Paul

Different	 people	 have	 had	 different	 kinds	 of	 lives	 in	
the	past.	Some	lives	were	difficult	and	some	were	easy.	
I	don’t	know	why	it	is	unequal.	Some	people	say	that	it	
depends	on	luck.	Anyway,	difficult	lives	and	easy	lives	
are	different.	

I had hard times in my life. I tried hard but I still 
had problems. I came to America not because I was 
happy	but	because	I	was	afraid	of	the	Burmese	military	
government.	They	 came	 to	my	 village	 and	 killed	 the	
villagers.	They	killed	not	only	adults	but	also	children.	
So	I	didn’t	dare	to	live	in	my	village.	I	came	to	a	refugee	
camp. Although I came to the refugee camp, I had 
many problems staying there because I had no chance 
to get a job outside the camp. I could only get a job 
in	the	camp.	I	earned	1,000	baht	per	month.	That	is	
a very small amount. It was not enough to buy either 
food nor clothes. I estimated that it would not be good 
for my family if I stayed there for a long time. It would 
not	be	good	for	my	education,	health,	or	for	my	son’s	
future either. I had to stay in the camp. I could not go 
outside. That is the law for refugees. 

It made me feel sad. I had no connection to the rest 
of	the	world.	So	I	did	not	know	anything	about	what	
happened in the world. Most students in the refugee 
camp	are	hopeless	because	they	did	not	know	what	to	
do, where to get a job, or how to support their family 
when they finished their secondary school. When I 
saw	 them,	 I	 felt	 sad.	But	 I	 thought,	 I	will	 overcome	
someday.	What	a	difficult	life!

saw Way aung is 28.

My	Life	in	the	U.S.
corina Khin, st. Paul

Life	was	difficult	in	my	country.	We	couldn’t	live	in	our	
village all the time. Sometimes we lived in the jungle 
to hide from the enemy. My family and I moved from 
place to place until we reached the refugee camp. We 
lived in the refugee camp for ten years. Then we moved 
to	 the	U.S.	 in	2012.	We	faced	many	problems	when	
we	 first	 came	 to	 Minnesota.	 We	 didn’t	 understand	
English	and	didn’t	know	any	people.	I	felt	very	sad	and	
homesick.	

Houses,	places,	and	everything	were	different	for	us.	
We	couldn’t	go	anywhere	we	wanted	to	go.	We	stayed	
in	our	apartment	which	was	very	boring.	One	month	
later	 it	 felt	 colder	 than	 before.	One	 day,	 when	 I	 sat	
down	on	the	couch,	I	looked	through	the	window	and	
saw	something	white	and	soft,	like	cotton,	flying	down	
to	 the	ground	gently.	Then	 I	knew	 that	 it	was	 snow,	
which	 I	had	hoped	 to	 see	 for	 forty	 years.	Two	hours	
later, I saw that everything had turned to white and was 
quite cold. All the trees without leaves were covered 
with	snow.	They	looked	very	beautiful.	I	asked	my	kids	
to wear snow boots, coats, hats, pants, and gloves. Then 
we all went out of our apartment and played in the 
snow.	My	husband	took	photos	of	us.	We	were	happy	
to play in the snow. We forgot some of the problems 
that we faced. Later, we met some friends who came 
from the same refugee camp and they helped us to go 
shopping and invited us to visit them, so I felt better.

My husband and I had a chance to go to school. The 
first time we went to school, it was hard to understand 
English.	I	tried	to	go	to	school	daily.	I	heard	teachers	
speaking	 English	 every	 day,	 so	 slowly	 I	 could	
understand	more	English.	One	year	 later,	we	bought	
a	 car.	Now	we	 can	 go	 anywhere	 we	 want.	We	 don’t	
need	our	friends’	help	for	transportation	anymore.	We	
can	understand	English	a	 little	bit.	We	don’t	need	an	
interpreter	for	shopping,	going	to	the	bank,	or	going	to	
teacher conferences. Sometimes I help my friends with 
interpreting when they need my help. 

All in all, when we first came, I felt bored and 
homesick,	but	now	I’m	happy	to	live	in	Minnesota.

corina Khin is 42 and originally from burma.
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Insanity	of	You
carla Gale, remer

You’re	a	measure	of	destruction
A pain so ever sincere
What would I do, or should I do without you?
I’ve	lived	so	long	within	your	fear!
You	were	there	through	my	childhood
If there ever was a childhood I had
You	took	over	my	entire	family
Friends, family, even mom and dad!
I faintly recall every evil thing you brought me
And	believe	me—you’ve	brought	a	lot	of	evil	my	way
I still am so conflicted on how such evil
Could bring so much pleasure night and day!
For your embrace is definitely fulfilling
No	matter	how	many	times	to	escape	you	I	tried
There’s	always	your	desire	within
Even	after	for	you	I’ve	almost	died!
You’re	a	monster	who	lives	within	my	soul
A devil in disguise who lives inside of me
I guess your pleasure and pain I learned to bear
Since	I	can’t	ever	get	you	to	say	goodbye	to	me!
You’ve	hurt	me	plenty	of	times
A hurt over and over—again and again
You	got	game.	I	keep	trying	to	play	with	you
But	I	can’t	ever	win!
I’ll	remember	you	for	eternity
‘Cuz	how	could	I	forget	a	love	so	ever	true
I’ve	done	some	insane	things
For	the	love	I’ve	developed	too!
Now	some	might	think	your	love	is	sickly	sad
But	it’s	the	truth	either	way	it’s	seen
You	are	the	most	rugged	nightmare

but a dream I always dream!

carla Gale is originally from the usa.

Not	What	I	Expected
Joelny yanG, st. Paul

Life	 in	 the	United	States	 is	nothing	 like	 I	 thought	 it	
would be. I thought my life here would be easier than 
my	country,	Laos.	In	fact,	it	is	much	more	difficult	in	
the	U.S.	I	do	not	think	I	speak	well	enough	to	get	a	
good job, so I stay at home with the children, while my 
wife	works.	I	feel	like	a	person	in	jail	when	I	look	out	
the	window.	I	sometimes	get	a	headache	when	I	think	
about how will I support my children through college. 
It	 is	 said	that	the	U.S.	 is	 the	 land	of	opportunity.	To	
overcome	the	obstacles	of	life	in	the	U.S.,	I	am	studying	
English	 at	 the	Hubbs	Center.	My	 teacher	 tells	me	 I	
need	to	have	more	confidence,	because	my	English	is	
better	than	I	think.	I	believe	I	will	be	able	to	speak	well	
enough to get a good job. I also believe I will one day 
have	English	that	is	good	enough	to	go	to	college.	Life	
in America is not easy, but I am doing my best to stay 
positive and be successful.

Joelny yang is 27 and originally from laos. 

Polite,	but	Not	Friendly
nhunG nGuyen, minneaPolis

I grew up in Vinh Long, Vietnam, but now I live 
in	 a	 big	 city	 in	 the	U.S.	Vinh	 Long	 is	 smaller	 than	
Minneapolis where I live now, and transportation is 
better here. In Minneapolis, we have buses, taxis, and 
the	light	rail.	Traffic	is	much	heavier	in	Vinh	Long.	My	
life	 is	different	here	 in	Minneapolis.	 In	Vinh	Long,	I	
lived	with	five	of	my	family	members.	Here	I	live	with	
seven family members. 

The	 economy	 is	 stronger	 in	 the	 U.S.,	 so	 I	 have	
a	 job	 where	 I	 work	 hard.	 I	 am	 busy.	 Sometimes	 I	
feel	 homesick	 for	 my	 country.	 The	 weather	 here	 is	
dangerous in the winter when I drive. The people seem 
polite but are not friendly. My country is crowded and 
noisy, but the people are very friendly.

nhung nguyen is originally from Vietnam. 
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The	Other	Illegal	Drug
franchesca Grimaldi, st. michael

Alcohol often whispers to me

“Come	here,	I’ll	calm	your	fears.”

Little	did	I	know

Later on would be years of tears

What once was legal

In my hands turned out of control

Because	before	I	knew	it

My freedom was lost

I’d	hit	a	new	low

I’ve	come	to	realize

A better way to calm my fears

Support and therapy are close by

No	more	need	to	drown	my	tears

Story of My Life
anonymous, st. Paul

When	I	was	fifteen,	I	was	working	as	a	cashier.	After	
that, I met my husband. I got married. I have been 
married	since	1985.	I	had	three	children.	I	wasn’t	going	
to school.

I	 had	 lived	 in	 Somalia	 before	 I	 came	 to	 the	 U.S.	
My country was in a civil war. The war was a disaster 
because a lot of innocent people were dying. Women 
were being raped. Men were being tortured. It was not 
safe to stay in my country.  

My	family	and	I	came	 to	Minnesota	 in	1998.	The	
country	we	had	never	seen	before.	I	did	not	speak	the	
English	 language.	 I	never	 saw	snow	before.	 I	did	not	
know	how	 to	 drive	 a	 car.	 If	 I	 left	my	 house	 I	 could	
not	come	back	because	I	would	get	lost.	I	didn’t	know	
anybody. When my children were in school, I started 
working	 part-time.	 I	 am	working	 full-time	 now	 and	
going to school. My goal was to communicate with 
people, but I ended up getting my high school diploma 
and my next step will be college.
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Untitled
shannon o’brien, burnsVille
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The Country That I Miss
I	miss	the	traditional	fish	markets	in	my	hometown,	Samchenpo,	South	Korea.	They	are	one	of	the	outstanding	
and exciting places to buy fresh seafood and experience the local culture. Samchenpo is famous for its marine 
products and shipbuilding business. Seventy percent of the city is surrounded by sea, and the majority of its 
inhabitants are involved in marine industry. Fishing and gardening are thriving and essential, as sliced raw fish 
is	one	of	the	most	celebrated	dishes,	served	with	fresh	vegetables	and	spices.	Neighboring	city	residents	travel	to	
buy	the	seafood	and	locally	grown	vegetables	thanks	to	the	competitive	price	and	high	quality.	Some	of	the	sea	
products	are	also	sold	through	the	internet	and	exported	to	other	countries	such	as	Japan	and	the	States.	The	
most	popular	items	are	dried	seafood,	such	as	seaweed,	anchovy,	and	filefish,	known	as	good	sources	of	minerals	
and	calcium.	Koreans	enjoy	them	as	side	dishes	and	snacks.	My	best-loved	traditional	seafood	is	hoe,	freshly	
sliced	raw	fish	which	I	used	to	eat,	and	I	have	been	starving	for	it	since	I	came	to	the	States.	I	can	buy	frozen	
seafood	at	local	markets	or	eat	sashimi	at	Japanese	restaurants,	but	I	do	not	feel	like	they	are	the	same.	To	buy	
reasonable	and	fresh	seafood	in	Minnesota	is	challenging,	and	that	is	why	I	miss	the	traditional	fish	markets	in	
my country so much.

Along with the fresh seafood, I miss my hometown where my sweet memories of old days are alive. I cannot 
forget	the	mornings	waking	up	with	the	seagull’s	clear,	vivid	singing.	I	cannot	forget	the	picture	of	the	sea	birds	
flying	above	the	sailing	boats,	sunsets	coloring	the	sky	scarlet,	and	the	sea	breeze	rippling	my	little	heart.	The	
small	hill	behind	my	parents’	house	was	a	perfect	fortress	for	observing	insects	and	natural	phenomena	such	
as rainbows, eclipse, clouds, and stars. The nature made me fall badly in love with it, and its beauty caused me 
to write poems. I was a friend of trees, birds, clouds, and the sun and the moon, racing, dancing and singing 
together.	The	small	city	provided	me	enough	toys	that	cannot	be	obtained	at	any	toy	store.	I	think	it	was	a	gift	
from	God	who	knew	what	I	needed,	my	friends	in	nature	with	whom	I	could	share	my	joy	and	sorrow.	After	
leaving	my	hometown,	I	have	traveled	to	many	countries	and	famous	places,	yet	it	is	true	there	is	no	place	like	
home.	My	hometown	has	played	its	sweet	role,	reflecting	my	future	hometown	in	which	my	Redeemer	dwells,	
Heaven.	
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elisa choi

The	Journey	of	My	Life
My life has been full of adventure and I am celebrating it with many good reasons. I am the fifth child of my 
parents	and	was	born	on	October	25,	1971,	and	grew	up	in	Samchenpo,	South	Korea.	My	father	was	born	in	
1927	as	the	first	son	of	my	grandfather	who	was	a	landowner.	The	influence	of	male-dominant	Confucianism	and	
education	under	Japanese	imperialism	made	my	father	quite	proud	of	himself.	He	applied	for	a	teacher	position	
but	failed	because	others	got	the	job	by	offering	bribes.	He	then	started	his	own	small	business	and	settled	in	
one	of	the	poor	villages	in	the	city.	Seeing	the	weak	infrastructure	of	the	village	and	needs	of	improvement,	he	
volunteered	to	lead	the	district.	He	served	people	with	his	knowledge	and	skills	of	administration.	As	a	young	
girl, I envied friends of mine whose mother was young and spent much time with them. My mother was often 
too	busy	or	too	tired	to	attend	on	me	or	my	sisters.	She	looked	older	than	her	age	as	she	hardly	found	a	time	for	
adorning herself. I often felt annoyed when my nieces and nephews called my mother grandmother because I felt 
being called that way made my mother even older. She ran a small grocery store and raised vegetables and grains 
to	feed	her	family.	Even	though	my	mother	and	I	didn’t	have	much	time	together,	she	was	and	is	my	hero.	While	
my	father’s	leadership	earned	respect	from	the	village	people	and	his	achievement	was	recognized	by	the	Korean	
government,	my	mother’s	life	of	perseverance	and	sacrifice	became	a	role	model	to	me.

I	was	a	happy	child	until	my	brother	became	a	troublemaker.	My	brother	was	my	father’s	only	son,	and	he	is	
15	years	older	than	me.	I	do	not	remember	what	kind	of	influence	and	changes	my	brother	got	through	during	
puberty,	 but	he	became	 a	 rebellious	person.	He	often	 got	drunk	 and	 started	 a	 quarrel	with	my	 father.	After	
he returned from his army serving, the quarrels became serious and violent. Their fighting began when I was 
in elementary school and continued until my high school graduation year. I was frightened and my heart was 
broken	to	pieces.	I	wished	my	father	and	brother	would	die,	so	that	the	rest	of	us	could	live	in	peace.	About	the	
same period, I was sexually abused as a child by a family acquaintance who had been homeless and my father 
had helped. Since the battle began and the abuse, I became silent and shy and gradually lost interest in studying. 
During	adolescence,	my	self-esteem	crashed	and	I	struggled,	not	knowing	how	to	manage	my	wounds	and	sorrow.

My	 father	 and	 brother’s	 fighting	 continued,	 and,	 because	 I	 didn’t	 study	 enough,	 I	 failed	 the	 university	
entrance	examination.	I	 felt	 lost	and	disliked	to	be	around	people,	so	I	 left	my	hometown	and	moved	to	a	
neighboring	city,	Tong	Young.	I	stayed	at	my	third	sister’s	home	and	worked	as	a	shoe	store	clerk.	Soon,	my	
third sister encouraged me to go to college. I quit the job and a year later, I entered into a college to study 
electronics.	The	subjects	were	quite	boring	for	me,	so	I	spent	my	time	reading	novels	and	learning	English.	
After	the	graduation,	I	entered	a	company	(LG),	and	my	father	was	so	happy.	I	was	working	at	the	company’s	
main	electronic	laboratory	campus.	My	job	title	was	R&D	(research	and	development)	Investment	and	Budget	
Management.	 I	 liked	the	 job	and	the	work	environment,	but	I	was	not	getting	along	with	my	co-workers.	
Instead	 of	 improving	my	 job	 skills	 or	 pursuing	my	Bachelor’s	 degree,	 I	was	 busy	 indulging	myself	 in	 bad	
habits	and	pleasures.	In	1998,	I	was	laid	off	when	South	Korea	faced	the	economic	crisis.	My	father	was	so	
disappointed	and	pushed	me	to	marry.	Relieved	and	desperate	to	escape	from	the	pressure,	I	flew	to	Sydney	to	
find	freedom	and	learn	English.

Living	in	Sydney	was	heaven	on	earth.	I	was	able	to	do	what	I	wanted,	when	I	wanted.	However,	the	most	
important	event	in	my	life	happened	during	Christmas	break	in	1998	in	Sydney.	During	the	Christmas	break,	
for	two	weeks,	I	was	weak	and	had	no	appetite.	I	wasn’t	physically	sick,	so	I	was	wondering	what	was	going	
on.	One	night,	my	heart	was	troubled	for	seeking	one	reason	to	live.	There	was	no	peace	in	my	heart	even	
though I had friends from various countries and lived in one of the most beautiful cities. I tried but could not 
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find	meaning	to	live.	However,	I	was	afraid	of	death	because	I	was	living	in	sin.	The	weight	of	my	sin	was	so	
grave	that	I	couldn’t	dare	to	finish	my	life	without	solving	it.	I	spent	a	few	more	days	and	nights,	groaning	and	
weeping	over	my	worldly	life.	Then	it	was	one	night	that	I	felt	my	room	filled	with	different	air.	It	was	the	Holy	
Spirit	of	God.	He	came	to	me	and	spoke	to	my	troubled	heart.	The	Holy	Spirit	reminded	me	of	one	Bible	verse.	
It	was	John	3:16:	“God	so	loved	the	world	that	he	gave	his	one	and	only	Son,	that	whoever	believes	in	Him	
shall	not	perish	but	have	eternal	life.”	The	heavy	burden	of	my	sin	fell	off	from	my	shoulder	and	the	guilt	of	my	
heart	was	lifted.	How	many	times	I	had	heard	the	same	bible	verse	before?	Yet,	the	word	of	God	that	night	was	
alive	and	turned	my	life	in	a	very	different	direction.

I cannot recall anything that has so impacted and enlightened my mind as Christianity. As I desperately put 
my	belief	in	a	holy	and	loving	God,	my	fear	of	darkness	had	gone	and	I	got	over	the	destructive	habits	in	few	
days.	My	identity	as	God’s	beloved	child	became	real,	and	I	felt	peace	and	freshness	ever	since	I	was	a	little	
happy	girl.	I	was	baptized	on	February	20,	2000.	In	July	2000,	I	returned	to	Korea	to	be	near	my	family.	My	
Christian	faith	grew	steadily	as	I	attended	the	church	and	studied	the	Bible.	Then	two	of	my	sisters	became	
interested	in	the	belief	and	they	became	believers,	too.	My	wounds	and	low	self-esteem	were	restored,	and	I	
was	able	to	forgive	my	father	and	my	brother.	While	working	as	an	ESL	teacher	in	local	institutes,	I	felt	the	
needs of finishing my study and studying Christian mission. So, I entered into a theological university—Seoul 
Theological	University,	located	in	Bucheon,	Korea—and	earned	my	Bachelor’s	degree	in	Mission	English	in	
2004.	Meanwhile,	I	believed	that	God	had	called	me	and	wanted	me	to	be	His	servant.	In	2006,	by	His	grace	
and	mercy,	 I	was	 accepted	 to	 the	 international	 seminary,	Torch	Trinity	Graduate	School,	 located	 in	Seoul,	
South	Korea.	The	seminary	has	been	a	very	special	place	for	me	in	which	I	was	trained	as	a	Christian	minister	
and	met	a	very	special	man,	Brandon,	my	future	husband.	

I	have	been	married	and	living	in	the	States	since	2010.	With	my	husband’s	full	support,	I’m	volunteering	at	
Minnesota	Adult	&	Teen	Challenge	and	am	involved	in	a	children’s	ministry	at	a	local	church.	I	also	have	been	
the	friend	of	women	from	various	countries.	I	talk	to	them	on	the	phone,	write	letters,	and	join	in	the	Bible	
fellowships.	On	February	7,	2015,	I	started	my	first	volunteer	job	at	Minnesota	Teen	Challenge	as	a	mentor.	
My mentee and I have been building a good friendship, and we have lots of fun and a meaningful time together. 
My mentee, a mother of two teen children, wants be to a helper for people who are struggling with issues she 
used	to	have.	Her	earnest	restoration	and	genuine	heart	for	people	make	me	anticipate	that	one	day	she	will	
completely	overcome	her	weakness	and	be	an	inspiring	woman	for	many	suffering	with	addiction.	I	feel	my	
mentee	as	my	dear	friend	(she	is	dear,	indeed)	and	hope	she	understands	my	heart	and	how	much	I	care	and	
love	her	in	Jesus.	I	go	visit	her	once	or	twice	a	week	and	some	of	our	near-future	activities	are	watching	a	movie	
(Cinderella,	2015),	visiting	the	Minneapolis	Institute	of	Arts,	and	riding	on	a	train	to	the	Mall	of	America.	We	
both	love	sushi	and	dark	chocolate.	My	hobby	is	swimming.	I	swim	three	to	four	times	a	week,	and	hope	I	can	
be	finishing	a	triathlon	one	day.	After	mastering	swimming,	I	will	refine	my	ice	skating	skill.	

I	am	so	grateful	that	the	State	of	Minnesota	provides	good	education	program	for	adult	learners.	Harmony	
Learning	Center	is	one	of	them	that	I	have	been	enjoying	learning	and	making	friends	at.	My	future	plan	is	to	
study	either	or	both	Human	Service	(BA)	and	Marriage	and	Family	Therapeutics	(MA)	at	Bethel	University.	I	
am	eager	to	see	all	women	find	their	worth	and	identity	in	Christ	Jesus.	I	am	eager	to	see	all	humans	love	and	
forgive	each	other	and	be	free	of	envy	and	hatred.	I	do	not	know	where	my	life	will	turn	to	tomorrow,	but	one	
thing	I	am	certain	of	is	that	God	is	in	control.	No	matter	what	will	happen	on	the	next	corner,	because	I	trust	
and	know	that	God	is	good	and	faithful,	I	will	continue	to	share	my	belief	and	rejoice	life.	“But	by	the	grace	of	
God,	I	am	what	I	am”	(1	Corinthians	15:10).
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The Person So Special to Me
My	dear	husband,	Brandon,	a	gentle	and	bright	man,	was	born	on	Christmas	Day	in	Pennsylvania	and	grew	
up	in	Minnesota.	As	a	young	boy,	he	was	calm	and	smart.	He	loved	to	play	board	games	and	listen	to	classical	
music.	He	obtained	his	Bachelor	of	Science	degree	at	the	University	of	Minnesota	and	his	first	Master’s	degree	
in	Chemistry	at	the	University	of	Delaware.	Brandon	is	frugal	and	prudent	and	has	various	interests.	He	knows	
how	to	manage	money	and	live	a	simple	life.	He	is	not	talkative	nor	blunt.	He	does	not	flatter	but	praises	when	
it	is	necessary.	While	he	is	quiet,	he	likes	to	talk	about	life	issues	using	his	scientific	knowledge.	He	likes	‘60s	
pop	music	and	classical	movies	and	novels.	He	finished	his	second	Master’s	degree	in	Divinity	and	became	a	
minister	in	2006	in	Korea.	Until	returning	to	the	States	in	2010,	he	taught	the	Bible	and	preached	the	sermons.	
Back	in	the	States,	he	obtained	his	third	Master’s	degree	in	Electrical	Engineering	and	Computing	under	the	
Marine	Policy	Department	in	the	University	of	Delaware	in	2014.	While	looking	for	a	ministerial	opportunity,	
he	is	self-employed	and	has	his	own	delivery	service.	His	life	goals	are	to	preach	the	entire	books	of	the	Bible	
and	grow	spiritually.	We	have	a	four-year-old	son	together,	and	Brandon	is	a	fun	and	wonderful	father,	 for	
which I am very grateful.

Brandon	left	the	States	in	2000	and	spent	the	next	10	years	in	Korea.	In	Korea,	he	volunteered	for	orphans	
and	the	homeless,	taught	English,	and	attended	an	international	seminary	where	he	met	me,	his	wife.	The	first	
time	I	saw	Brandon	was	on	the	street	nearby	the	campus	in	Yangae,	Seoul.	That	afternoon,	I	was	walking	down	
to the subway station after class, and he was heading to the campus, and we simply bypassed each other. In that 
very moment, I felt indescribable feelings that I was praying to God that I wanted to marry him. The obvious 
fact	was	that	he	looked	neat	and	handsome.	In	the	following	week,	I	saw	the	same	man	in	the	cafeteria	area	once	
and	the	following	week	at	the	library	three	days	in	a	row.	I	did	not	know	that	it	was	him	first	and	thought	he	
was one of the foreign students. I found out later that he was preparing the ordination examination and already 
finished	his	degree	the	same	year	that	I	started	mine,	2006.	At	the	library,	he	approached	me	and	asked	several	
questions.	His	questions	were	quite	puzzling	and	disturbing.	He	seemed	skeptical	about	fellow	believers’	faith	
and	their	vision.	He	said	he	had	hardly	seen	any	of	his	classmates’	visions	come	true,	so	he	could	not	help	but	
doubt their genuineness.

His	first	question	to	me	was	if	I	had	a	vision.	After	hearing	my	vision,	he	asked	me	why	everyone	wants	
to lead, not to serve. I made him understand that the true Christian leadership is not someone who is in the 
position	of	command,	but	who	willingly	serves	and	sacrifices	oneself	for	others	as	Jesus	Christ	did.	In	addition,	
each	person	is	given	different	talents,	and	none	of	the	roles	are	insignificant.	I	also	added	that	a	vision	is	often	
invisible, uncatchable, and uncertain in terms of how and when it comes true. Who are we that judge whether 
other’s	faith	or	vision	is	true	or	false?	I	maintained	myself	not	to	be	too	sensitive	or	agitated.	I	answered	his	
questions with tolerance and patience, presenting my opinion with a humble and courteous manner. I assumed 
he	was	a	spoiled	man,	alluring	girls	out	for	dates,	so	I	hoped	he	wouldn’t	come	back	and	trouble	me	again.	
However,	he	did	come	back	and	troubled	me	for	two	more	days	and	asked	me	if	we	could	go	out	for	a	date.	My	
brain	said	absolutely	no,	but	my	heart	said	yes.	I	thought	it	was	some	kind	of	compassion	that	I	had	for	him	at	
first,	but	it	was	something	else;	I	would	call	it	the	divine	intervention.		

As	Brandon	and	I	spent	some	time	together,	I	understood	that	he	is	quite	fun	and	polite	He	was	different	
from	Korean	men	that	I	have	experienced.	At	the	end	of	one	of	a	few	weekend	dates,	I	told	him	that	I	could	not	
have	any	more	time	for	dates	because	of	my	busy	study	schedule.	Being	urgent,	he	told	me	that	he	wanted	to	
marry	me—that	is	the	reason	he	asked	me	out	for	dates.	A	few	weeks	later,	he	made	me	a	proposal,	but	then	we	
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found	out	we	had	different	views	over	certain	issues	that	could	not	be	overlooked.	For	example,	he	wanted	me	
to	quit	the	seminary,	and	I	had	no	plan	to	do	that.	He	thought	that	women	should	not	be	trained	as	ministers	
and spiritual leaders, but I maintained that God can call and use people regardless of their gender, race, or 
background.	With	a	close	look,	women	ministers	and	spiritual	leaders	were	in	the	Old	and	New	Testament,	
and they will be continuously serving in the church.

In	Judaism,	Islam,	and	the	society	where	patriarchal	ideology	is	abused,	the	woman	is	treated	as	lower	class.	
Jesus	came	and	showed	the	new	way	of	life,	and	in	Him	there	is	no	place	for	prejudice,	bias,	and	any	forms	
of	shackles	that	diminish	his	followers’	opportunity	to	serve	and	live	as	His	freed	and	beloved	ones.	In	Christ	
Jesus,	women	are	no	longer	inferior	or	secondary	citizens,	limited	by	manipulated	rules	and	customs.	Brandon	
thought the purpose of my study was for my own fame and pleasure but it was not. It was under the divine 
providence, and the study equipped me to be a useful servant of the Gospel. I was not aiming to be a bossy 
woman, but to understand people and help them to understand their value and identity in Christ so that they 
live an abundant life. As we could not agree, we said bye and saw each other since then only a few times over 
the next four and a half years.

I	finished	my	study	and	got	my	Master’s	degree	in	Divinity	in	2008.	I	planned	to	start	a	church	and	was	
looking	 for	a	place.	Then	I	visited	my	hometown	and	told	my	parents	about	my	plan	and	heard	 the	most	
surprising	remark	from	my	mother,	an	atheist	back	then.	She	said,	“Why	don’t	you	start	a	church	at	my	house?”	
This	is	how	I	founded	a	house	church	at	my	parent’s	house	and	how	my	mother	became	a	believer.	Unlike	
my	father,	my	mother	is	a	practical	and	hardworking	woman,	full	of	wisdom	learnt	from	real	life.	For	her,	my	
decisions	have	been	somewhat	risky	or	too	idealistic	to	support.	She	wanted	me,	as	a	girl,	to	marry	and	settle	
down instead of pursuing vain things—at least for her—such as education, a dream, and faith. My father was 
quite	the	opposite;	he	was	a	dreamer	and	lived	for	worldly	fame.	He	supported	my	seminary	education,	hoping	
one	day	one	of	his	daughters	will	be	a	famous	person.	In	2009,	I	was	ordained	as	a	pastor	in	KAICAM—Korean	
Association of Independent Churches and Missions. Through the teachings and fellowship, little by little, she 
put	her	faith	in	a	personal,	living,	and	almighty	God.	She	was	spiritually	growing	and	her	self-centered	and	
pagan	worldview	started	changing.	She	converted	to	Christianity	a	year	later	and	was	baptized	on	April	17,	
2010,	which	was	my	wedding	day.	My	mother	was	77	years	old.

Brandon	 seemed	 indifferent	 when	 hearing	 that	 I	 was	 running	 a	 house	 church	 and	 preparing	 for	 the	
ordination.	Then	he	called	occasionally	and	asked	how	the	ministry	was	going	on.	Meanwhile,	my	sister	had	a	
plan	to	introduce	me	to	her	church	assistant	pastor.	At	the	same	period,	one	of	Brandon’s	best	friends	and	also	
my	seminary	classmate	wanted	to	visit	me.	He	developed	special	feelings	towards	me	while	Brandon	and	I	were	
apart,	and	we	had	a	few	dates	together.	I	had	to	make	a	decision	about	whom	to	marry.	Knowing	God	knows	
better,	I	prayed	to	Him	that	whoever	gets	to	the	town	first	and	makes	a	proposal	is	whom	I	will	marry.	Hearing	
I	was	praying	for	a	spouse,	Brandon	jumped	into	the	express	bus.	After	taking	a	walk	together,	we	sat	down	on	
a	bench	at	Nosan	Park.	The	park	is	lofted	high	on	a	hill	so	strollers	can	watch	sunsets,	islands,	and	sea.	When	
he	asked	me	to	be	a	lifetime	companion,	I	asked	about	the	issues	that	we	had	been	struggling	over.	He	told	me	
that	he	was	regretful	about	what	he	had	done	and	said	to	me	and	asked	for	my	forgiveness.	He	also	said	that	he	
did	not	maintain	“the	general	male	bias	against	women	ministers.”	To	make	a	long	story	short,	I	finally	accepted	
his	proposal	and	married	on	April	17,	2010.

Brandon	is	my	closest	and	best	friend.	We	are	quite	different,	yet	at	the	same	time	we	are	quite	similar.	While	
Brandon	 is	well-educated	 and	well-informed,	 I	 am	ordinary	 and	not	 as	well-read.	Brandon	 is	 sensible	 and	
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conservative,	while	I’m	sensitive	and	somewhat	liberal.	We	also	have	some	things	in	common,	such	as	beliefs	
and	principles.	We	both	like	watching	tennis	matches,	and	walking	is	our	favorite	activity.	In	addition,	we	are	
quiet,	independent,	and	respectful.	Like	many	married	couples,	we	have	moments	of	ups	and	downs.	We	had	
much	more	of	them	the	second	and	the	third	year	of	marriage	than	now.	I	used	to	make	a	joke	to	acquaintances	
that	I	felt	like	I	have	been	married	over	20	years.	Our	marriage	has	been	a	divine	tool	to	reveal	our	selfishness	
and	needs	as	sinful	humans,	not	to	mention	teaching	how	to	persevere	and	forgive.	As	we	know	each	other	
more	and	our	love	gets	deeper,	we	cherish	each	other	dearly.	It	is	amazing	for	a	grown	man	and	a	grown	woman	
to live together under the oath of marriage, sharing and enjoying moments of joys and trials. Family is an 
absolute	blessing,	and	for	Brandon	and	me	each	day	is	a	gift.	There	is	one	thing	I	am	longing	and	hoping	for:	
to see his talent used and his spirit remain calm no matter what circumstances. I also hope he spends less time 
on	games	and	more	time	exercising	and	enjoys	abundant	life.	Lastly,	as	I	always	hope	(and	Brandon	also	loves	
the	idea)	that	the	Lord	may	bring	us	back	to	His	kingdom	the	same	day	and	the	same	moment,	hand	in	hand.	
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ELISA CHOI,	an	ordained	pastor	and	a	mother	of	a	four-year-old,	was	born	and	raised	
in	South	Korea. Currently,	she	resides	 in	Maplewood	and	volunteers	at	Minnesota	Adult	&	Teen	
Challenge in Minneapolis as a mentor. She has been married to her formal seminary classmate and 
living	 in	 the	 States  since	 2010.  She	 has	 her	Bachelor	 of	Arts	 degree	 in	Mission	English	 and	her	
Master’s	 degree	 in	Divinity	 from	Torch	Trinity	Graduate	University	 in	 Seoul,	 South	Korea.	Her	
interests	are	improving	her	English	and	making friends	from	various	countries. She	plans	to	study	
Human	Services	 (BA)	at	Bethel	University	and	 is	 looking	 forward	to	finding	a	career	 in	 the	field	
of	 pastoral	 care	 and	 counseling.	Elisa  loves	 swimming,	 and	her	 favorite	 food	 is	 sushi.  She	 hopes	
she	can	finish	a	half-triathlon	in	the	near	future	and	open	a	sushi	restaurant	after	65.	Elisa’s	life	has	
been full of ups and downs, and she is so grateful that she overcame her wounds and is using her life 
experience	as	an	inspiring	tool	for	others.	She	is	excited	to	meet	new	friends	and	share her	stories and	
learn	from	their	life	stories.	For	her,	each	day	is	a	gift	and	has	enough	reasons	to	celebrate, for	she	
was	once	lost	but	has	been	found	in	Jesus	Christ.	Elisa	is	a	student	at	Harmony	Learning	Center.
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My	Free	Time
eliZabeth reyes enciso, aPPle Valley
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My	Great	Husband
maria mendeZ, shaKoPee

I	 met	 my	 husband	 at	 a	 ballroom	 in	 1996.	 Marcos	
invited me to dance. We danced to a couple songs. I 
thought he was nice.

Marcos drove one hour to see me, three times a 
week.	I	was	living	in	Glencoe,	Minnesota,	and	he	was	
living	in	Minneapolis.	He	called	me	all	 the	time.	We	
were	married	 on	 September	 26,	 1998.	 I	 already	 had	
two	 children	when	we	married.	Our	 third	 child	was	
born	in	1999	and	the	last	one	in	2000.	Now	Marcos	
and	l	have	four	children.	I’ll	always	thank	my	husband	
for loving my first two children.

The	Story	of	My	New	
Family
anonymous, laKeVille

Last	summer,	I	had	a	reunion.	It	was	30	years	since	I	
graduated from college. There, I met my old colleagues. 
Some	of	them	I	recognized,	but	others	I	did	not.	Some	
of	them	recognized	me,	but	others	did	not.	Everyone	
told his story from the time of graduation to present. 
There, I met my old love. After college, we went our 
own	 ways.	 At	 the	 reunion	 party	 we	 spoke,	 danced,	
walked	in	the	park,	and	remembered	how	our	love	was	
when we were young. We learned that both of us are 
now	single.		After	the	reunion,	she	returned	to	the	U.S.	
We	 spoke	on	 the	phone	often	 and	 sent	many	 e-mail	
messages.	We	spent	a	dream	week	in	Greece.	My	old	
girlfriend	invited	me	to	visit	her	in	the	USA.	That	was	
a	utopia	for	me.	I	prepared	paperwork	and	I	answered	
her invitation. After three months from our reunion, 
I	flew	to	the	U.S.	We	spent	lots	of	time	together,	and	
after one month, we decided to be married. We got 
married	on	my	wife’s	birthday.	So,	now	we	have	a	new	
family and we are very happy. 

Gender	Roles	Within	
Marriage in Liberia
allen Zarr, brooKlyn center

Liberians marriage customs clearly separate the 
responsibilities between the man and the woman 
individually.

In our custom of marriage, people believe that the 
man is the head of the family. Therefore, he should 
undertake	 and	perform	 the	highest	duties	within	 the	
marriage. 

The head of the house grows and sells the crops from 
the farm to bring food and money for his family. In 
this	 situation,	 the	man	makes	 sure	 to	provide	 school	
fees for the children, payment of bills in the house, and 
perhaps buying of clothes for both the wife and the 
kids	is	done	by	the	man	(father).	

On	 the	 other	 hand,	 the	 wife	 usually	 does	 the	
supervision	 of	 the	 home	 by	 preparing	 the	 kids	 for	
school,	 cooking,	 and	 also	 makes	 sure	 the	 home	 is	
always clean and neat. She demands for the needs and 
wants	 of	 the	 house	 from	 the	 husband.	 Because	 she	
spends	most	of	the	time	at	home,	therefore,	she	knows	
what	is	lacking	in	the	house.

In my opinion, marriage customs, especially in the 
U.S.,	 are	 extremely	 different	 from	 that	 of	 Liberia,	
because the marriage is completely done with shared 
benevolence, which helps the problems of both 
partners. Furthermore, within both of the customs 
there is respect for each other. 

In brief, marriage customs are varied based on the 
culture, but the bottom line is marriage should be 
equitable and everyone should perform his/her part to 
complement the other.

allen Zarr is originally from liberia. 
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Six Word Stories
anonymous, rosemount

Dad,	Mom

And	kids

Happy	family

Two	friends

Meet in bar

Drunk

Enjoying	Friends
Veronica bedolla, Waite ParK

Last	Friday,	my	friend’s	family	and	my	family	were	at	
the	park.	The	children	were	happy.	They	were	walking	
for a long time. We saw plants and beautiful trees. The 
leaves of the trees were many colors. We enjoyed the 
weather.	 We	 bought	 cookies	 and	 water	 for	 the	 trip.	
When	we	were	walking,	we	found	a	dead	mouse,	but	
the	mouse	looked	like	it	was	asleep.	Then	we	climbed	
a mountain. When we reached the top, we could see a 
beautiful	panorama.	We	took	pictures,	and	we	relaxed	
a little bit. The time passes faster when you have a great 
time with fabulous people.  Finally, we arrived where 
we	began	to	walk.	We	were	all	tired,	but	happy	to	meet	
and enjoy the day with friends.

A	Love	Like	No	Other
robert bohach, st. cloud

A	love	like	no	other

Like	a	dove	in	the	sky

You	always	seem	to	catch	my	eye

Wishing I could just hold you

I	can’t	wait	until	this	is	through

You	are	really	weighing	on	my	heart

I hope real soon we get our start

Valentine’s	Day
danZenG quPi, st. anthony

I	sat	on	a	bench	alone	and	looked	around	on	that	day.

Lots	of	couples	hugging	and	kissing,	finding	reasons	
to be happy. I heard the exchange of vows and promises 
to	spend	every	Valentine’s	together	 in	their	respective	
lives.	I	smelt	the	aroma	of	perfume,	sweets,	and	cakes	
filling	up	the	whole	environment.	Every	couple	seemed	
to be in the mood of celebration, and I felt love in the 
air.	Couples	 gave	 a	 pitying	 look	 for	me	being	 alone,	
but their expression cheered me up to find one for 
the	coming	Valentine’s.	 I	 laughed	myself,	and	said	to	
myself,	“One	more	year	again	to	celebrate	myself	alone	
without my beloved, who resides far and far away from 
my reach.” 

She would be also hurt for being alone again, and 
tears filled in my eyes, after hurting and missing my 
love.	I	took	a	long	deep	breath	and	paused	for	awhile.	
I	 inhaled	 the	 fresh	 and	 cold	 in	 this	European	winter	
morning, to cool down the heat inside my heart, which 
burns up the moment. I miss my love. All of a sudden 
I	 can’t	 help	myself	 from	 smiling	 and	 thinking	 about	
our	 previous	 celebration,	 those	Coke	 cans	 which	we	
got after throwing punches on those rubber toys  with 
our	hand,	knuckles	almost	torn	apart.	We	almost	broke	
our shoulders, trying to pull out the soft toys after 
spending a heap of coins, and the joy of victory on 
her face after beating me in the three points shots of 
basketball.	My	best	Valentine’s	gift.	I	felt	like	I	attained	
nirvana	right	there	looking	at	her	face	full	of	joy	and	
laughter. The world seemed to stop for a while, and 
I hear the romantic tunes of violin played by angels 
everywhere.	 I	 told	myself,	 “Dear,	 though	we	 are	 not	
together to celebrate our union once again this year, 
I want to tell you that I will love you more than the 
previous	and	will	keep	loving	you	more	and	more.”

danzeng qupi is originally from tibet. 
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The Love From My 
Mother
Vilath XionG, minneaPolis

My mother is the best ever because she loves me more 
than what I had expected. The love of my mother is 
valuable	 to	me	 because	 I	 can’t	 find	 it	 anywhere	 else.	
She loves me in ways by buying me nice clothes. For 
example,	 she	bought	me	different	clothes	 in	different	
colors	 and	 styles.	 She	 fed	me	 good	 foods	 and	 kissed	
me	frequently	whenever	she	walked	away	from	me.	My	
mother loved me in ways of not wanting me to get 
dirty	or	sick.	If	I	get	dirty,	she	washed	me	right	away,	or	
sick,	then	she	gave	me	medicine.	Sometimes	she	took	
me to see our family physician for a better feeling. 

My mother loved me in ways of preventing others 
from harming me or dangerous places. For example, 
when	I	was	little	and	she	kept	me	in	the	house	or	inside	
our fence with the gate closed. The reason she did that 
was because she did not want anyone to hurt or bite 
me	or	me	to	get	injured.	Every	morning,	she	helped	me	
with my hair style, put nice dresses on me, and I had 
breakfast	 before	 school.	Most	 likely,	 she	 was	 ironing	
my clothes, folding, and piling them into my case. 

My mother loves me and teaches me how to do good 
things and show respect to others. She also has shown 
me how to become a good role model for my younger 
sibling as well. When I did something wrong, I got 
lectures, but afterward she corrected and showed me 
how to behave or do the right thing. 

My mother was the best. She showed me how to 
cook	and	be	around	fire	and	how	to	handle	hot	water.	
When she had the time, she showed me how to hold 
a	needle	and	embroider	my	own	clothes	or	make	my	
own padao. Sometime, she showed me how to use a 
knife,	too.	Every	bedtime,	she	was	retelling	good	stories	
to	make	me	go	to	sleep	easily.	

In	conclusion,	different	mothers	should	have	different	
love	and	attitudes	 toward	 their	children.	 	However,	my	
mother would be the best because when I did something 
wrong	and	I	did	not	get	punished	or	spanked.	The	only	
thing she did was lecture and show me to have good 
behavior or be a good role model. My mother always loves 
me and she also loves to smile either at me or others. 

Flash Paper
KeVin PetrosKe, st. cloud

A	blazing	light,	the	darkness	pierced,	a	flash	before	my	
eyes:

They	say	that’s	what	one	sees	just	before	that	someone	
dies

And while I am still breathing, I again feel dead inside

Oh,	why	did	your	feelings	have	to	all	be	naught	but	
lies?

Wronged, mistreated, hurt and scarred, cold and all 
alone

In your arms I found what felt the safety, warmth, of 
home

Yes,	I	had	been	hurt	before,	but	you	had	been	hurt	
too

I thought together there was nothing we could not get 
through

Poseidon’s	storm	to	Odysseus	had	not	the	fury	of	our	
tryst

At last here was the love that till now I had always 
missed

Dante	himself	knew	not	the	heat	with	which	our	fire	
burned,

But	in	the	end,	it’s	just	the	lesson	I	had	already	
learned

The	fire	the	sparks	between	us	light	so	fleeting	was	to	be

Flash paper, it lit my night, however so briefly,

Then left me cold, alone and scarred, and feeling dead 
inside

And now there is nothing left but afterimages in our 
eyes
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Journey
omeGa Johnson, minneaPolis

I’ll	take	you	on	a	journey	with	me	
Just	take	my	hand	and	walk	with	me	
We	can	see	the	beautiful	things	that	life	has	to	offer	me
I’ll	take	you	on	a	journey	with	me	
Just	take	my	hand	and	dance	with	me	

We	can	dance	to	the	drum	that’s	playing	underneath	
my feet

I’ll	take	you	on	a	journey	with	me	
Just	take	my	hand	and	fly	with	me	
We can fly across the deep blue sea
I’ll	take	you	on	a	journey	with	me	
Just	take	my	hand	and	walk	with	me	
To	see	the	beautiful	things	that	life	has	to	offer	me
I’ll	take	you	on	a	journey	with	me
Just	take	my	hand	and	walk	with	me	
We can lie on the beach and let our souls fly free
I’ll	take	you	on	a	journey	with	me
Just	take	my	hand	and	walk	with	me	
To	see	the	beautiful	things	that	life	has	to	offer	me
I’ll	take	you	on	a	journey	with	me	
Just	take	my	hand	and	walk	with	me
We	can	walk	across	a	field	full	of	lilies
I’ll	take	you	on	a	journey	with	me	
Just	take	my	hand	and	walk	with	me	
To	see	the	beautiful	things	that	life	has	to	offer	me
I’ll	take	you	on	a	journey	with	me	
Just	take	my	hand	and	walk	with	me
To	see	the	beautiful	things	that	life	has	to	offer	me
I’ll	take	you	on	a	journey	with	me	

Just	take	my	hand	and	walk	with	me

omega Johnson is 41 and originally from the usa.

Minnesota	Nice
anonymous, st. michael

In	February	2011,	I	moved	to	St.	Michael,	Minnesota	
and started my new life. February is snowy and cold, 
but I was so excited because I never saw snow in my 
country,	southern	China.	I	went	to	walk	on	the	snow,	
touch	 the	 snow,	 feel	 cold,	 and	 take	 a	 fresh	 breath	
of air. In my country, we have serious air pollution, 
traffic	 jams,	bad	water,	 and	 too	many	people.	 I	have	
had	 too	 many	 years	 without	 fresh	 air.	 Right	 now	 I	
have lived in Minnesota for almost four years. I met 
lots of Minnesotan people. They are friendly, honest, 
enthusiastic,	 reliable,	 patient,	 and	 kind.	 “Why	 are	
people	always	nice?”	I	couldn’t	help	asking	my	husband	
this question. 

My	husband	asked	me,	“How	do	you	know	they	are	
called Minnesota nice?” 

I	was	very	confused	and	looked	at	him:	“How?”	

“Everyone	 is	nice,”	my	husband	said.	“If	you	want	
to	 know	more	 about	Minnesota	 nice	 you	 can	 check	
online.” 

I	nodded	very	earnestly	and	said,	“No,	I	don’t	want	
to	check	online,	because	I	just	feel	that	way.”

When	 I	 went	 to	 exercise	 outside,	 the	 walkers	 or	
runners that passed all smiled and said hello to me. 
When I went to a public place behind a man, they 
always opened the door and said, “Ladies first.” When 
my husband goes grocery shopping, he always helps 
old people reach for food on the top shelf. When a 
lady	dropped	money	on	 the	floor,	my	husband’s	 son	
picked	it	up	and	gave	it	back	to	her;	she	didn’t	know	
her money was on the floor. When I drive my car to 
merge onto the freeway, the driver always slows down 
to allow me to enter a lane. When my friend drove 
and	her	 car	 became	 stuck	 in	 the	 snow,	 her	 neighbor	
helped her shovel snow and pushed it out of the snow. 
All	 this	 has	 happened	 in	my	 time	 since	 I’ve	 been	 in	
Minnesota. When we were children, our parents and 
teachers	all	told	us,	don’t	trust	other	people	and	never	
talk	 to	 strangers.	 As	 time	 passes,	 I’ve	 lost	 insincerity	
and distrust among people. I spent almost four years 
making	Minnesota	 nice	 a	 habit.	 I	 have	 changed	my	
way right now. Already I have decided to spend my life 
in Minnesota.
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Now	 I	 speak	 English	 and	 my	 husband	 speaks	
Spanish.	We	have	a	son	and	he	speaks	both.

Thanks	 for	 taking	your	 time	 to	 read	my	history	of	
the love in my life.

yeni castillo is 31 and originally from mexico.

My Life Is Falling Apart
celestina lema, minneaPolis

We	 didn’t	 think	 about	 our	 kids,	 and	 we	 suddenly	
decided	 to	have	a	kitten	when	my	cousin	was	giving	
hers away. We went to bring her home, and at the same 
time we gathered everything she needed. She was a 
little	kitten.	At	first,	she	cried	a	lot	in	the	basement.	I	
got annoyed, and I was ready to put her on the street. 
Then I thought about winter. I decided to bring her to 
the	living	room	for	the	essentials.	Then	my	kids	started	
training her how to get along with everyone. She 
adapted to our environment, and she was cute, happy, 
and playful. I love her because she used to hunt on me 
like	a	little	tiger.	Also,	I	love	the	colors,	gray	and	white.	
She reminded me of when I was a child. I had almost 
the	 same	kind	of	 kitten.	 She	was	 really	 cute	 like	 the	
little	tiger.	Unfortunately,	our	kitten,	Guadalupe,	could	
not live with us anymore because one of my daughters 
has allergies. We decided to put her up for adoption. 
I surrendered her legally. She was there for two days, 
and she got a new home. I hope someone will love her. 
My husband and I miss her a lot because she used to 
be	full	of	joy.	Now,	my	house	looks	empty	and	quiet.	
How	many	times	I	had	to	suffer	when	I	lost	someone	
who I love: my father, mother, brother, oldest daughter, 
and Guadalupe. Some of them are gone for good, and 
others are not living with me anymore. Anyway, my 
life	continues;	there	is	no	option.	I	have	to	accept	the	
reality	in	my	life.	If	I	don’t,	I	always	feel	sad.	I	know	it	
will	take	time	for	me	to	heal	from	a	broken	heart.

celestina lema is 40 and originally from ecuador.

Two
yeni castillo, brooKlyn center

Hello,	my	name	is	Yeni	Castillo.	I	would	like	to	tell	you	
a really good story about love.

A normal day, my friend came to visit me and 
surprise	 me.	 He	 lives	 so	 far	 away	 from	 my	 country.	
That	night	we	went	for	dinner	and	something	to	drink	
to	 celebrate	him	visiting	me.	Do	you	know,	you	can	
find	love	when	you	are	not	thinking	about	it?

Before	 dinner,	my	 friend	 and	 I	 talked	 about	what	
happened in the last years of our lives. My friend saw 
a	 guy	 alone.	 He	 said,	 “Look	 at	 that	 guy.	 He	 looks	
handsome.	Maybe	you	can	go	and	talk	with	him.”	

Then I was shy. My friend was surprised about me 
being	 shy,	because	normally,	 I	 am	not	 shy.	However,	
I felt shy because the guy was American, and I was 
thinking,	 maybe	 he	 can’t	 speak	 Spanish,	 and	 I	 can’t	
speak	 English.	Minutes	 later,	my	 friend	went	 to	 the	
bathroom.	When	he	came	back,	he	went	to	the	guy.	As	
they	talked,	I	was	so	nervous	because	I	didn’t	know	if	
they	talked	about	me.

They	came	to	me	and	my	friend	just	said,	“Yeni,	this	
is	Jack.	Jack,	this	is	Yeni.”	Then	my	friend	said,	“I	need	
to go to the bathroom, see you later.” Can you imagine 
that! I met this really handsome guy, but I could not 
speak	any	English.	Maybe	we	were	friends	for	seconds.	
He	 was	 trying	 to	 tell	 me	 something.	 Just	 in	 that	
moment	my	friend	came	back.	My	friend	was	working	
like	a	translator,	because	my	friend	spoke	English.

Jack	 and	 I	 spent	 the	 last	 days	 on	 the	 beach,	 in	
restaurants,	 coffee	 store,	 and	 many	 places,	 trying	 to	
get	to	know	each	other.	After	two	weeks,	he	was	back	
in his country. That moment was sad, but we loved 
each other. We decided to continue our relationship 
from	the	computer	and	cell	phone.	Many	people	think	
that	does	not	work,	but	when	you	have	 love	 in	your	
heart anything is possible. Six years later, I am married 
with	Jack.	Everyday	my	love	continues	to	grow.	We	are	
learning	about	the	different	cultures	we	have	that	make	
our	relationship	interesting	and	different.

And the most important thing to learn in this 
situation is love does not have a language when you 
really love.
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Slow	Road	to	Marriage
nadeGe alla, eaGan

I	met	my	future	husband	at	church	in	2006.	We	were	
in	the	same	group,	named	the	Catholic	Student	Youth.	
After a couple of months, he came to me and told me 
that	he	wanted	 to	know	me	more.	After	 reflection,	 I	
answered,	 “Why	 not?”	To	 be	 honest,	 I	 wasn’t	 really	
interested because I was really focused on my studies. 
So	it	wasn’t	easy	for	him	to	get	to	know	me.

Many months later, he visited me at home and told 
me that he really wanted to be with me, but he had 
to	move	to	the	U.S.	So	I	would	have	to	wait	for	him	
until he would be able to help me move near him. I 
wasn’t	 interested	 at	 this	 time,	 so	 I	 didn’t	 pay	 much	
attention.	 Then	 he	 moved	 to	 the	 U.S.	 We	 went	 on	
with	our	separate	lives.	However,	we	sometimes	talked	
on	Facebook.	Then,	in	2012,	he	asked	for	my	number	
on	 Facebook.	 A	 couple	 of	months	 later,	 I	 gave	 it	 to	
him. Since then, we were consistently in touch. As we 
were	talking,	we	discovered	that	we	were	both	single	at	
this	time.	One	day,	while	we	were	talking,	he	asked	me	
again	if	I	would	like	to	start	a	relationship	with	him.	
Even	though	I	had	many	fears	like	the	distance	between	
us, after a few months of prayers and thoughts, I said 
“yes”	in	December	2012.

In	April	2013,	he	came	back	to	our	native	country,	
and we got married in the traditional way. After one year 
and all the immigration papers, I came to Minnesota, 
and	we	got	married	again	in	May	2014.	I	have	to	say	
this:	when	Jesus	says	that	something	is	yours,	nothing	
can	prevent	it.	Also,	my	husband	likes	to	say,	“I	knew	
the first time I saw you that you would be my wife.” 
Life	with	him	is	interesting	and	lovely.	We	get	to	know	
each other every day, and with a lot of prayers, we try 
to	work	out	our	problems.	We	enjoy	our	life	together.

nadege alla is 28 and originally from ivory coast.

My Friend
halimo yusuf, minneaPolis

I	 have	 many	 friends	 in	 the	 United	 States.	 One	 of	
them	is	my	favorite.	Her	name	is	Anna.	She	was	born	
in	 San	Francisco,	California	 in	 1948.	 She	 lived	with	
her family. She had parents, two sisters, and three 
brothers.	She	was	the	oldest	of	six	children.	Her	family	
was	rich	until	she	finished	high	school.	Her	father	was	
a	 businessman.	 Her	 father	 passed	 away	 the	 day	 she	
graduated high school. She was very sad and a little 
happy because she was one of the top students at 
her school. She started college, but she stopped after 
two years because her mother was ill. Anna wanted 
to cover her family and help her mother. When her 
mother died, they moved to Minnesota. She grew up 
in a tropical climate, but in Minnesota it was very 
cold, windy, and snowy in the winter. She started at 
college	again	and	graduated	as	a	social	worker.	She	was	
an advocate of students in the university. She is a nice 
person	and	kind.	Students	 and	 teachers	 like	her.	She	
decided to build a community center. She wanted to 
help	poor	people	 like	the	homeless,	elderly,	and	their	
families.	People	said	she	was	like	Mother	Teresa.	Anna	
helped	poor	and	disabled	people.	Also	her	son	John,	a	
lawyer,	chose	to	help	people	who	can’t	afford	one	as	a	
free attorney. Anna wants everybody to live a peaceful 
and	happy	life.	She	helps	animals	and	birds	also.	I	like	
her	 job	 and	 her	 ideas.	 Her	 center	 helps	 the	 people	
to get opportunities. It supports every nationality. 
Anna is a gracious, patient person. She is friendly and 
happy	anytime	I	see	her.	She	knows	different	cultures,	
traditions, and has more experience to support people 
than me.

halimo yusuf is originally from somalia.
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Once	Upon	a	Time,	
There	Was	Boy	Called	
Jungle
naJma farah, minneaPolis 

Once	 upon	 a	 time,	 there	 was	 boy	 called	 Jungle.	He	
lived	in	the	village	in	Africa.	One	day	his	mother	sent	
him	to	fetch	the	water	in	the	river.	He	heard	the	scary	
things, but when he came closer to the sound, it was a 
cheetah. The cheetah chased the boy, the boy ran away 
and climbed on a tree. The cheetah ran under the tree 
and waited for the boy to come down from the tree. 
The boy was still there, and finally the cheetah left and 
the	boy	came	down	from	the	tree,	and	walked	to	the	
river,	and	fetched	the	water,	and	went	to	the	house.	His	
mother	asked	him	“Why	are	you	late?”	

The boy answered “I was chased by a cheetah, that is 
why I was late.” 

His	mother	said,	“Oh	god,	are	you	okay	now?”	

And	the	boy	answered	“I	am	okay.	Nothing	happened	
to me.”

The next day he went to the river to fetch the 
water,	when	he	walked	on	 the	 road	he	 saw	 the	 same	
cheetah	and	ran	away,	but	the	cheetah	didn’t	chase	the	
boy again, because the boy was bringing food for the 
cheetah every time. From that time the cheetah became 
friendly to the boy and protected the boy from other 
animals. The boy and the cheetah become best friends 
forever.

najma farah is originally from somalia.

The	Family’s	Old	Friend
JunG mi leiner, oWatonna

I	visited	America	three	years	ago	to	meet	my	husband’s	
family. When I got to their home, the most impressive 
thing	was	their	old	dog,	Scooter.	Our	family	has	a	lot	
of	names	for	Scooter.	For	example,	Larvin,	Boba	Dog,	
and	 Calvin	 are	 some	 of	 the	 names.	 He	 doesn’t	 run	
around	 people,	 and	 he	 doesn’t	 care	 about	who	 visits	
the	house	or	who	walks	around	him.	He	spends	a	lot	
of	time	on	the	couch.	His	tongue	hangs	out	when	he	
sleeps	on	 the	 couch.	He	 sleeps	on	 the	 couch	or	goes	
outside	to	the	bathroom	during	the	day.	Even	when	my	
husband and I moved to America six months ago, he 
hadn’t	changed	that	much.	This	is	all	because	he	is	an	
old	dog.	He	is	17	years	old	now.	If	he	was	a	human,	he	
would	be	84	years	old.	Nonetheless,	he	walks	around	
very well. When people eat food, he expresses himself 
with	sad	eyes	and	barking.	Also,	when	he	goes	outside	
to	 backyard,	 he	 walks	 on	 the	 grass	 and	 enjoys	 the	
moment.	He	has	just	a	couple	of	teeth,	and	he	has	bad	
breath.	He	is	also	blind.

In spite of his problems, he is a magical dog who gets 
a lot of love from all the family. I never had an old dog, 
so when I touch Scooter or sit next to him, I try to be 
careful	and	make	him	comfortable.	When	I	stay	at	my	
in-law’s,	 I	give	him	kisses	and	hugs	every	day.	I	 lived	
with him for only a few months, but I had heard about 
him	for	a	few	years.	He	is	a	huge	part	of	the	family,	and	
I love him so much. I want to be with him as long as 
possible,	and	also	with	all	pets	as	remarkable	as	Scooter.

Jung mi leiner is 31 and originally from south Korea.

My Sunshine
Walter mills, duluth

Your	joy	is	my	sunshine

What warms my spirit

When you smile, you smile brightly

When you laugh, I laugh with you

How	brightly	you	smile

Walter mills is originally from the usa.
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It	gave	my	“world”	stability;	it	kept	me	sane

My	power	was	a	seemingly	unbreakable	bond	of	love

It was two lives brought together as one

My power was two paths meant to cross on the Great 
Red	Road

“Tammy”	was	the	gift	the	creator	gave	to	me

She made me the proudest warrior there could be . . .

She was my true gift of power

Jon mcGraw is originally from the usa.

Gift of Power
Jon mcGraW, brooKston

What was my true gift of power . . .

Power held a special place within my heart

My	power	was	a	safe	place;	it	was	a	wonderfully
beautiful place

It was a place where nothing or no one could harm me

My	power	had	no	fear,	no	anger;	it	was	tremendously	
strong

It	protected	me	from	hurt;	it	protected	me	from	pain

My power was sacred, a piece of my soul, a part of my 
spirit
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a	mouse,	or	even	be	able	to	chirp	like	a	little	bird.	Why	
would I ever get a fish?”

“Well,	son,	you	don’t	have	to	have	a	fancy	companion	
as	 your	 pet.	 A	 dog	 won’t	 pay	 attention	 and	 sit	 still	
for	you	to	talk	to.	A	cat	will	make	you	think	that	it’s	
listening	to	you;	when	really,	all	your	words	are	going	
in one ear and out the other. A little bird will want you 
to hear its singing first before you can even get one 
note out. A mouse would want you to bribe it with a 
piece	of	cheese	before	you	can	speak,	but	a	fish,	it	won’t	
judge	you.	It	will	hover	there	and	look	at	you	while	you	
speak.	It	won’t	flinch	when	you	move	or	make	a	sudden	
movement.	It	can’t	speak,	so	it	won’t	expect	you	to	sing	
before	it,	and	it	won’t	make	you	bribe	it	with	anything	
if you want it to listen to you. The only thing that it 
would want from you is to swim your problems away 
with it. So, son, I want you to appreciate what the rest 
cannot	 see.	To	feel	what	 the	people	won’t,	and,	most	
importantly,	to	listen!	You	have	ears,	too,	so	use	them,	
like	the	fish	who	will	listen	to	you.”

osbeida aguilar is originally from the usa.

Mark	of	Friendship
Phatthana mccarthy, eaGan 

Do	you	believe	in	past	lives	and	being	reborn?	I	do.

I’ve	met	 a	million	 people	 in	my	 life,	 but	 some	 of	
them are important in my life. Some just come and 
pass through. Some come and become good friends 
and	 good	 partners.	 I	 think	 there	 is	 something	 that	
connects us together.

I	looked	for	a	sign	of	a	connection	between	me	and	
my best friends. Finally, I noticed something: all of my 
close	friends	and	I	have	a	mole	in	the	same	spot.	“It’s	a	
mark	from	our	past	lives.	We	were	friends	or	relatives	
before,”	 I	 thought.	Earlier,	 I	made	a	new	 friend.	She	
works	in	the	same	place	as	I	do	and	she	has	a	mole	in	
the	 same	spot	as	 I	do.	Now	look	at	your	 friends	and	
they	might	have	a	mark	like	this	too,	a	mark	of	your	
connection to each other.

Phatthana mccarthy is 31 and originally from thailand. 

Moonlight Lovers
richard turner, duluth

I saw her on the beach today

With her golden body and her hair the same

I put my hand out and she did the same

We danced on till the end of time

As two lovers dancing in the moonlight

The footprints run out of sight to a cross

Shining	so	bright;	we	are	with	God

So let your love go free

And share it with all that you see

richard turner is 51 and originally from the usa 

Never	Train	a	Fish
osbeida aGuilar, oWatonna

One	day	when	my	son	and	I	were	taking	a	walk	through	
the	park,	he	said,	“I	want	a	dog,	please!”	

I	responded,	“Well,	are	you	sure	you	are	able	to	take	
care of a dog?” 

“Yes!”	

“Well, how about a cat?” 

“Duh,	Mom,	it’ll	be	easier	to	take	care	of	than	a	dog.”	

“How	about	a	mouse?”	

“It’ll	be	smaller	than	a	cat,	but	okay.”	

“How	about	a	little	bird?”	

“Yeah,	sure,	I	mean,	it’ll	be	loud,	but	not	as	long	as	I	
train it to not sing so loudly.” 

“Well,	if	you	say	you’ll	be	able	to	handle	a	dog,	a	cat,	
a	mouse,	and	a	little	bird,	then	why	don’t	I	get	you	a	
fish as your pet?” 

“NO,	 Mom!	 That’s	 so	 lame.	 Ugh!	 Why	 a	 dumb	
fish!?” 

“It’s	a	fish	or	no	pet.	That’s	my	final	decision.”	

“But	Mom,	it	doesn’t	do	anything.	You	can’t	pet	 it	
like	a	dog,	can’t	carry	it	like	a	cat,	can’t	play	with	it	like	
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Love
charlies richardson, minneaPolis

When you love someone, you want to be with them all 
the	time.	You	want	to	share	the	same	air	they	breathe.	
You	always	want	to	be	there	for	them.	Care	for	them.	
Listen to them. And understand them.  Always be 
patient	with	them.	Cry	with	them.	Hold	them.	Think	
of them always before yourself. And always encourage 
them.	Let	them	know	that	there’s	always	hope	in	times	
of loss. And to always believe in themselves and always 
have	faith	and	take	pride	in	themselves.	And	let	them	
know	 sometimes	 you	have	 to	hope	 against	hope	 and	
always pray.

charlies richardson is 69 and originally from the usa.

Remembering	My	
Coworker	Alejandro
liGia fiGueroa, minneaPolis

In	the	1990s,	I	was	working	in	the	city	of	Santiago	de	
Chile with adolescents and young people, when I met 
my	dear	friend	Alejandro,	my	best	coworker	that	I	had	
in	 those	 years.	He	had	 a	degree	 in	 statistics	 and	 also	
worked	with	young	people.

His	 personality	 was	 very	 calm.	 He	 rarely	 showed	
anger.	All	the	times	he	makes	your	activity	very	relaxed.	
This characteristic was very good for me, because I was 
very stressed, running between my job and my house. 
He	calmed	me	down.

He	is	an	intelligent	person,	very	generous,	and	he’s	
adventuresome.	 He	 would	 give	 you	 the	 shirt	 off	 his	
back,	even	if	you	already	had	one.	I	liked	him	because	
he was responsible and committed to the job and our 
goals.

I	had	beautiful	experiences	with	him.	To	know	him	
was very important for me. I always remembered him 
like	a	good	friend	and	the	best	coworker	I	had	in	those	
years.

ligia figueroa is 63 and originally from argentina.

My Valentine
donald shellito, buffalo

Your	beautiful	eyes

Shine	like	butterflies

When I see them

My heart cries

You’re	my	true	love

Sweeter than a dove

That soars high above

So will you show me your love

Your	heart	takes	me	far

So	don’t	push	me	away

Because	I	love	you	more

Every	day

Now	will	you	be	mine

Our	fingers	entwined

Because	all	I	want

Is you to be my valentine . . .
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An Important Person
raVindran siVasundaram, minneaPolis 

My	 best	 family	 friend’s	 name	 is	 Kumary.	 She	 is	
also married. She has two children. She is staying 
in	 Malaysia.	 I	 haven’t	 forgotten	 her	 because	 of	 her	
kindness.	 We	 gathered	 together	 and	 had	 fun.	 She	
always showed hospitality. She said anything openly 
and she is always trustworthy.

We	 had	 fun	 such	 as	 talking	 about	 our	 families’	
future, singing songs together. Sometimes we read the 
Bible	together	and	we	went	to	the	Kingdom	Hall	often,	
which	means	it’s	a	hall	where	we	meet	to	study	about	
God’s	 kingdom.	 She	 advised	me	 frequently.	 She	 is	 a	
soft-hearted	person.	I	remember	Kumary	all	the	time	
because	she	has	a	deep	vein	thrombosis.	She	is	taking	
medication called warfarin. I am very sad about her. 
I	pray	for	her	every	day.	She	had	completed	the	U.S.	
immigration interview and had been selected, and she 
is	 waiting	 for	 the	 medical	 test.	 I	 think	 she	 will	 also	
come	to	the	U.S.	in	this	year.	Thank	God,	now	I	am	
so happy.

ravindran sivasundaram is 50 and originally from sri 
lanka.  

 Much Love
Jordan ZimansKi, st. cloud

I loved you for a long time

You’re	always	on	my	mind

I’ll	love	you	forever

We’ll	always	be	together

You’re	always	in	my	heart

Never	shall	we	part

Roses	are	red,	violets	are	blue

Candy is sweet, but not as sweet as you

I wish you could see

How	happy	we	could	be

Just	you	and	me

Happy	as	could	be

The	Time	of	My	Life
sied sied, minneaPolis

My best childhood friends lived in the same quiet, 
peaceful neighborhood. We were in the same age 
group, and we were classmates. It was a precious time 
of my life, but it is also a sour memory. The most 
beautiful things in the world are to love and to be 
loved by someone else. In our neighborhood, we had 
good	quality,	close,	respectful	relationships.	Under	any	
situation, we are tied together in the harmonic life.

Now	we	are	all	distributed	and	disbursed	to	whole	
world, all my neighborhood friends. I always wish 
and	 pray	 to	God	 to	meet	 again	 to	 play.	During	 our	
childhood time, good memory had passed away to be 
repeated in the time of my life again. 

sied sied is 25 and originally from eritrea. 

I	Wouldn’t	Be	Me	if	Not	
for	Her
alla oelfKe, minneaPolis 

She	 was	 my	 other	 mother.	 She	 was	 my	 angel.	 Her	
name was Mille. That means love. Loving others and 
being	 loved.	 She	was	 the	 one	who	was	 spoke	 nicely,	
beautifully,	by	God.	Her	voice	was	never	loud.	While	
children were too much playful she never upset anyone. 
She	spoke	and	thought	only	in	good	ways,	teaching	us	
to be grateful, respectful, and love each other. 

She was the one of the many others around who 
strongly	 believed	 in	 Jesus.	 When	 I	 asked	 Jozas,	 her	
husband,	 “Do	 you	 believe	 in	 God?	 Why?”	 he	 said,	
“Because	of	Mille.	My	path	is	the	Bible’s	word.”	All	of	
us	children	kept	her	 love	 for	Jesus	 in	our	hearts,	and	
we	all	together	on	Sunday	went	to	church.	Baptized	by	
priest,	we	ate	Jesus’s	body	and	drank	his	blood.	

Also, she played with us in pushing eggs on the 
Easter.	 And	 she	 was	 a	 perfect	 cook	 for	 all	 kinds	 of	
dishes	that	I	and	others	enjoyed	eating.	Mille	had	kept	
all her closest neighbors together in the one big happy 
family.

alla oelfke is originally from lithuania. 
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A Voice on the Phone 
maiVanG meGan hanG, White bear laKe

It was a long, cold night. I tried to sleep, but something 
was	 preventing	 me.	 Just	 as	 I	 finally	 fell	 asleep,	 my	
cousin	 Cheng	 woke	 me	 up,	 worried	 that	 maybe	 I	
was ill. There was frost on the lawn, and the roosters 
struggled	to	wake	the	sun.	It	was	very	unusual	for	me	
to	not	respond	to	the	rooster’s	cry.	

Life	was	very	difficult	for	us	poor	students.	We	had	
to	sell	produce	to	make	a	little	money	to	buy	food.	As	
we	walked	to	the	morning	market,	I	struggled	to	keep	
pace	with	Cheng.	He	stopped	several	times	to	wait	for	
me	and	said,	“Mai,	are	you	okay	today?”

I told him I was fine. My mom always told me that 
this	 kind	 of	 feeling	 was	 either	 going	 to	 be	 good	 or	
bad. Cheng was able to sell his produce, but I was just 
sitting	there	like	I	was	in	a	deep	spell.	Cheng	asked	my	
cousin	Nou	to	check	up	on	me.	She	just	laughed	and	
said,	“Maybe	she’s	in	love!”

Then	Nou’s	phone	rang.	She	talked	a	little	while,	then	
handed	the	phone	over	to	me.	Nou	told	me	it	was	a	long-
distance	call	 from	the	United	States.	 I	 remember	 they	
both	teased	me	while	I	was	on	the	phone.	As	I	 talked	
to that wonderful deep low voice that cold morning, I 
knew	this	was	the	beginning	of	a	wonderful	relationship.	

In	time	he	helped	relieve	my	financial	needs.	I	didn’t	
have to worry about selling produce or what was going 
to	 be	 on	 the	 table	 to	 eat.	He	 told	me	 not	 to	 worry	
anymore, just focus mainly on school. The end of 
school was near. I was getting ready to go to Vientiane 
to	 take	my	 entrance	 exam.	 	He	was	 able	 to	help	me	
with the traveling expenses.

I went home and shared my long relationship 
with my parents. They both told me to be careful. I 
introduced	 him	 to	my	 family.	He	 told	my	 father	 he	
wanted	 to	marry	me.	He	finally	 came	 to	 visit	me	 in	
Laos. We got married, and I was brought to live here 
with my husband. 

Someday	 when	 my	 children	 ask	 where	 we	 came	
from, I will have a wonderful story to tell them. This is 
a memory I will cherish for the rest of my life. 

maivang megan hang is 23 and originally from laos.

Lay	to	Rest
melissa barKley, st. cloud

The	deep	cries	when	you	drop	to	your	knees

When	you	can’t	breathe	and	all	you	are	is	crying

Brings	anyone	to	their	knees

Crazy	when	my	best	friend’s	dad	called	me

I	knew	by	his	deep	sobs	she	was	gone

I dropped my own balance

Fell straight down as my mom held me

I	couldn’t	breathe,	like	a	panic	attack

Couldn’t	breathe,	didn’t	sleep

Couldn’t	even	face	reality

Time	froze	and	the	earth	stood	still

When I saw him we ran to each other

Held	each	other,	let	out	the	biggest	sobs

Fall on the ground and cry together

Fourteen years of being best friends and sisters

She passed away mighty as a lion

Sad	July	5th,	2014

Lay to rest my best friend

melissa barkley is originally from the usa. 

Love
Vidal naVas, minneaPolis 

There	 are	 many	 different	 kinds	 of	 love.	 Love	 is	 an	
important	 issue	 in	 my	 family.	To	 my	 family,	 love	 is	
when	 a	 person	 loves	 another	 person.	 Others	 believe	
that love includes friendship and family love. Some 
believe that giving chocolate candy, pictures, or flowers 
is an expression of love, but love is sometimes painful. 
As	well	for	me	the	truest	love	is	the	love	of	Jesus.	It	is	
unchangeable, constant, and true love to me.
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Beautiful	Season
ermilo martin-urZua, minneaPolis 

When I was eight years old, I went to live in Mexico 
City for the next twelve years, but I always visited my 
grandparents and friends during summer vacation 
when	I	returned	to	my	small	town.	When	I	was	17,	I	
went	to	see	my	good	friend	Jose	Luis.	When	I	went	to	
his house, I found that he was playing the guitar with 
my	cousin	Roberto.	He	asked	me,	“Would	you	like	to	
sing with us? We are forming a rondalla.” A rondalla is 
a group of youngsters who sing romantic songs and just 
play	guitar.	La	Rondalla	de	Saltillo	is	the	most	famous	
in Mexico. I accepted and joined the group. We already 
had twelve members together, and we started practicing 
many songs. It was a very nice season for four years. We 
became an important group, and we sang in churches, 
weddings, and many other events. The most beautiful 
was when we performed serenatas. A serenata is when 
a	 group	 goes	 to	 the	 house	 of	 the	 girl	 you	 like	 or	 a	
girlfriend to sing romantic songs at midnight.

Eventually,	 the	 group	 disintegrated	 because	 some	
members had to continue studying to go to college, 
and	others	had	to	work	or	immigrate	to	the	USA.	I’m	
very	 lucky	 because	my	 friend	 Jose	 Luis	 lives	 here	 in	
Minneapolis, and occasionally we visit and remember 
those	 times	 and	 think	 it	 is	 best	 to	 continue	 singing	
with the guitar together.

ermilo martin-urzua is originally from mexico. 

True	Love
oscar hernandeZ, Plymouth

My	story	begins	on	December	3	around	nine	o’clock.	I	
was	waiting	for	the	bus	to	pick	me	up	and	travel	across	
Mexico	 and	 the	 United	 States	 to	 see	 my	 girlfriend	
again. The last time I saw her was so sad because we 
stayed together for about a year and a half. We saw each 
other every day and we spent so many times together 
that	it	was	difficult	to	stay	away	from	her.	This	was	the	
reason	for	my	trip	and	it	was	so	difficult	to	stay	in	my	
seat	while	traveling	for	42	hours.

Sometimes	 I	 ask	 myself	 if	 she	 was	 really	 worth	 it	
because I was so tired, desperate, and was feeling so 
lonely.	However,	when	I	closed	my	eyes	I	saw	her	smile,	
heard her voice, and thought about all of the things 
that made me feel in love. Any doubts went away when 
I finally arrived in Minnesota. It was so cold, and I 
was	tired,	hungry,	and	my	feet	were	killing	me.	I	wasn’t	
feeling well, but when I saw her get out of the van, 
everything magically disappeared. Finally, I went to 
kiss	her	and	all	was	well.

oscar hernandez is 25 and originally from mexico. 

True	Love
hanane miZouri, minneaPolis 

I’m	in	love	with	my	husband.	It’s	not	only	that	we	have	
everything	 in	 common.	 It’s	 that	 we	 share	 the	 same	
beliefs in life, money, hopes, and people. We have 
been	 together	 for	 three	 years,	 and	 we	 are	 still	 crazy	
about	each	other.	He	still	writes	me	letters	and	gets	me	
flowers about every month.

We inspire each other to do things. I help him live 
healthier,	 and	 I	 help	 him	 to	 be	more	 organized.	We	
compliment each other. We read stories and watch 
movies about perfect couples. I hope each of you have 
a	love	like	we	have.	It’s	a	special	thing.

hanane mizouri is originally from morocco. 
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The Special Gift
banG Vo, coon raPids 

I lived in a poor village, and for a long time I had to 
work	to	help	my	parents.	I	didn’t	know	what	a	gift	was.	

When I was eighteen years old, I met a girl who lived 
nearby	my	home.	She	and	I	sometimes	met	and	talked	
together about many things. Sometimes we went out. 
We became good friends.

Suddenly one day in the morning, she came to my 
home. She brought a bouquet of flowers. She gave me 
those	flowers	and	said	some	nice	words.	I	was	surprised;	
I was embarrassed. At the time the most I could say was 
thanks.	 I	 remember	we	had	 silly	 smiles	on	our	 faces.	
We	kept	this	emotion	for	a	long	time	after	that.

Then my family had to move to the city. After that 
we	didn’t	meet	anymore.	We	were	lost	to	each	other.	I	
didn’t	hear	any	news	about	her,	even	though	I	looked	
for	her	everywhere.	I	asked	everyone	I	met.	

But	 that	 bouquet	 of	 flowers,	 that	 special	 gift,	 I	
couldn’t	 forget	 even	 though	many	 years	 passed	 by.	 I	
received	other	gifts,	several	kinds	of	gifts,	but	nothing	
has been as attractive as that first bouquet of flowers.

bang Vo is originally from Vietnam.

Friendship
Zaid yunis, st. Paul

My	friend’s	name	is	Abdullahi	Salat.	He	lives	in	Kenya.	
The best time of my life started when I met my best 
friend.	 It	 was	 2006.	 A	 friend	 is	 a	 person	 who	 can	
understand you and you can share your bad times and 
good	times.	My	friend	lives	with	his	family.	He	has	two	
brothers	and	one	sister.	His	younger	brother	and	sister	
were	born	in	Kenya,	but	his	bigger	brother	and	he	were	
born in Somalia. 

As for me, he is the best person I have ever met in my 
life.	In	fact,	I	like	him	as	my	real	brother.		

We	had	a	 lot	of	 fun	 in	our	 life.	My	friend	 likes	 to	
watch	movies	 and	 I	 like	 to	watch	 soccer.	That	 is	 the	
difference	between	my	friend	and	I.	We	met	in	fourth	
grade. When I met him he was quiet and busy with 
his	work.

Through the years, we went through a lot together. 
We were teenagers and school students. I saw him 
almost every day. When we became friends, he became 
funny.	I	think	he	is	the	funniest	person	that	I	have	ever	
met!

Our	 last	 meeting	 was	 March	 2014.	 It	 was	 like	
bittersweet, because I was happy and not. I was happy 
that I was coming to my family, and I was not because I 
was leaving my best friend. I miss him so much. I wish 
him all the best in life.  
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My Fate
PhuonG nGuyen, st. Paul 

My	name	is	Phuong	Nha	Nguyen.	I	was	born	in	1988	
in	 Vietnam.	 When	 I	 was	 a	 little	 girl,	 I	 lived	 in	 Bat	
Trang,	an	old	village	next	to	the	city.	My	grandparents	
were	born	and	raised	there.	Bat	Trang	has	a	tradition	
of producing ceramic pottery. In Vietnam, everyone 
knows	this.	When	I	was	four,	we	moved	to	Hanoi.	

When	I	was	older,	 I	often	 rode	a	motorbike	 to	go	
back	 to	visit	my	grandparents.	My	 father’s	mother	 is	
strict and conservative. She always wants us all to follow 
her.	In	contrast,	my	mother’s	mother	is	a	kind-hearted,	
good-natured	person.	That	is	why	I	love	her	so	much.	
My	mother’s	father	is	reticent	and	hard-working.	

In the last year of high school, I met my husband. 
Maybe	you	do	not	believe	 it,	 but	 I	 think	 I	met	him	
because	of	fate.	Seven	years	later,	although	my	father’s	
mother did not agree with our love, we are still together. 
We	had	many	 difficulties.	We	 lived	 in	 two	 different	
cities,	Hanoi	(in	the	North)	and	Ho	Chi	Minh	(in	the	
South).	The	Internet	and	cell	phones	were	not	popular	
like	 now.	 I	went	 to	 an	 Internet	 store	 or	my	 friend’s	
house	to	Skype	him.	My	mother	complained	about	the	
telephone bill because I called him often. Then we got 
Internet, I went to the university, and I had a job and 
bought	 a	 cell	 phone.	We	 Skyped	 and	 sent	messages.	
Sometimes he visited me or I went to see him.

After	 graduation,	 I	 moved	 to	 Ho	 Chi	 Minh	 City	
and	found	a	job.	In	May	2014,	we	got	married,	after	
a	 long	 time,	 a	 long	 distance,	 and	 many	 difficulties.	
Unbelievably,	we	still	had	a	happy	wedding.	In	August	
he	went	to	the	U.S.	to	study.	We	were	far	apart	again.	
I often teased him that I caught up to him, then he left 
me	and	made	me	catch	up	to	him	again.	In	October,	I	
came	to	the	U.S.	In	this	far	country,	I	made	Vietnamese	
friends.	I	was	lucky	to	find	an	English	class.	My	teacher	
and	the	other	students	are	very	enthusiastic.	Everyone	
always	smiles	at	me.	English	pronunciation,	vocabulary,	
and	grammar	are	difficult	for	me,	but	I	hope	to	learn	
English	well	soon.

Our	life	is	difficult,	but	we	share	everything.	I	think	
if we try day by day, we will be fine in our life and have 
babies someday.

Phuong nguyen is 27 and originally from Vietnam. 

The Gift
sirilaK Glenn, fridley

A ring from my husband is the nicest gift I have ever 
received. This ring meant we are getting engaged, and 
he	 is	 the	 guy	who	 asked	 for	my	hand	 in	marriage.	 I	
was very surprised and so happy at that moment. This 
ring	means	a	lot	to	me.	I	keep	it	in	a	safe	place	because	
I	don’t	want	to	 lose	 it.	 I	wear	 it	when	I	go	to	special	
places	 or	 on	 our	 anniversary	 day.	 My	 husband	 isn’t	
romantic, but at the time he was very romantic that 
day.	That	is	why	this	ring	is	so	special	to	me.	I	still	keep	
it in my soul.

sirilak Glenn is originally from thailand. 

Love
richard laGarde, duluth

You	ask	me,	do	I	kow	what	love	is?

Yes,	love	is	like	a	gentle	summer	breeze

Dancing	on	my	face	as	I	gaze	into	your	eyes

You	ask	me,	do	I	know	what	love	is?

Yes,	love	is	like	the	feeling	of	security

Of	the	common	bond	of	marriage

As one says, “I do.”

You	ask	me,	do	I	know	what	love	is?

Yes,	love	is	like	the	stabbing	of	a	knife

Piercing the membrane of humanity

You	ask	me,	do	I	know	what	love	is?

Yes,	love	is	like	a	volcano	devastating

The	cosmic	eruption	of	one’s	life

As the pain flows innocently

Feeding the monster from within

You	ask	me,	do	I	know	what	love	is?

No,	I	knew	what	love	was

richard laGarde is originally from Korea. 
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Always Faithful
ricco tyson, st. cloud

Always	faithful	you	are;	a	bright	morning	star.

All	my	hope	is	in	you.	You	alone	always	stay	true.

Your	love	keeps	my	cup	running	over.	Now	I	can	
enjoy my life sober.

Your	mercy	is	unending;	I	thank	you	for	this	new
 beginning.

Can’t	help	but	share	how	faithful	you	are	to	those	who
 are near and to those who are far.

I	want	to	experience	this	beautiful	gift;	if	I	had	just	
one, that would be my wish.

Bruised	Ribs
uriah clay, buffalo

If I lie to you, I bruise my rib. If I dishonor you, I bruise 
my	 rib.	 If	 I	 don’t	 feed	 your	 knowledge,	 I	 bruise	my	
rib.	 I	would	not	 leave	you	dirty	without	 re-polishing	
you.	Everything	 about	 you	 is	what	makes	me,	me.	 I	
need	my	rib	to	be	strong	when	I	am	weak.	So	if	you	
are truly my rib, then protect my heart from damage 
and	misleading	love.	And	I	will	keep	you	focused	with	
every	kiss,	every	touch,	and	every	hug	each	day.	Please	
don’t	give	my	love	away.	And	little	do	you	know	we	can	
never part, because I made a vow to God that I would 
always protect what is ours. I see my faults and I truly 
surrender.

When	it	comes	to	my	rib,	I	see	none	as	tender,	kind,	
and	sweeter	than	you,	for	you	are	my	rib;	a	part	of	me	
is you. Forgive me if I should ever hurt or bruise you. 
I feel truly ready to give everything and anything for 
you, my true love. Stay consistent with wise words to 
give.	You	are	my	love,	my	strength,	my	rib.	Keep	my	
words close to your heart as you are to mine for as long 
as we live. We solely can protect each other, our family, 
and God will help us to heal. 
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My	Experiences	With	Violence	and	Corruption	in	
My	Country,	Jamaica
Jamaica	is	situated	in	the	Caribbean	Sea,	ninety	miles	south	of	Cuba.	We	are	also	the	same	distance	west	of	
Haiti.	Our	population	is	about	2.7	million	people.	Violence	is	rampant	in	my	country	of	origin,	Jamaica.	It	has	
been	like	this	since	the	1980s.	Power-hungry	police	and	politicians	have	been	carving	out	their	own	system	and	
way of life. They have distanced themselves from the law to pursue their own agenda. In my opinion, it is hard 
to separate the politicians, police, and criminals because they have some of the same traits.

My	first	encounter	with	the	police	was	in	1997,	when	I	was	shot	by	the	police.	I	was	hospitalized.	During	
that	 same	night,	my	mom’s	house	was	also	 riddled	with	bullets.	 I	was	unjustifiably	 shot.	 I	was	on	my	sick	
bed when I was confronted with a police report stating that the incident was a shootout between police and 
criminals.	I	had	no	other	option	at	the	time	but	to	give	in	and	sign	the	report.	Even	though	it	was	not	a	close	
distance to the truth, if I did not yield I would have been slapped with various charges of fabricated stories. I 
believed the police had enough influence on the doctors to end my life abruptly.

In	1998,	I	was	employed	to	hire	workers	for	a	project	in	my	community.	There	was	an	infamous	policeman	
who approached me to attach his name to the payroll. I refused his request. I suddenly became one of his bitter 
rivals	and	archenemy.	He	was	an	extortionist.	He	went	so	far	as	to	publish	my	name	on	the	television	station	
and	radio	station.	He	said	I	was	a	wanted	man	by	the	police.	It	may	sound	cynical,	but	it	can	be	easily	done.	I	
was	in	fear	for	my	life.	I	knew	he	would	come	after	me	with	blood	in	his	eyes	to	justify	his	false	accusation,	and	
I	had	to	keep	a	low	profile.	I	went	underground	into	hiding.	I	was	finally	arrested	by	him	and	his	marauding	
squad	in	2004.	He	fabricated	stories	about	me	to	the	judge.	He	told	the	judge	he	was	acting	upon	information	
while	patrolling	my	community.	He	and	his	fellow	officers	came	across	a	group	of	gunmen	who	opened	fire	on	
them.	They	returned	fire,	and	the	detective	said	we	ran	in	separate	directions.	During	the	search	of	the	area,	
he	said	I	was	found	under	a	bed	breathing	heavily.	He	also	told	the	judge	that	there	was	another	policeman	
carrying	out	further	investigation	on	me.	I	eventually	spent	18	months	in	jail.	In	2005	I	made	bail.	I	saw	the	
detective	about	three	weeks	later,	and	by	the	look	on	his	face,	if	he	could	have	disappeared	he	would	have.	His	
conscience	was	surely	bothering	him.	He	looked	so	scared	and	timid.	He	thought	I	would	do	him	some	harm.	
He	had	every	reason	to	feel	that	way	after	all	the	injustice	the	detective	had	done	to	me.	I	could	see	the	fear	on	
his	face,	but	I	did	not	mean	him	any	harm.	My	final	trial	date	was	in	March	of	2006.	He	and	the	investigator	
did not turn up for my trial. They had done this on several occasions. The judge had no other option than to 
render the case null and void. The detective is now deceased, but I forgave him. 

In	2007,	I	went	to	conduct	business	in	a	bank	on	the	behalf	of	my	community	committee.	While	I	was	in	the	
bank	talking	to	a	friend	of	mine,	the	policeman	who	was	the	investigating	officer	on	my	case	arrived	in	the	bank	
soon	after	to	conduct	business.	He	then	joined	the	line	leading	to	the	tellers.	I	then	ended	the	conversation	with	
my	friend	and	joined	the	line	behind	the	policeman.	He	realized	who	I	was	and	exited	the	line	and	left	the	bank	
abruptly.	From	that	day	I	had	come	to	realize	that	good	will	always	overcome	evil.

Later	in	2007,	I	and	a	group	of	committee	members	were	standing	by	the	roadside	in	my	community	having	
a	discussion	with	a	policeman	who	is	a	member	of	our	organization.	He	had	built	up	a	relationship	with	us.	He	
had	come	to	recognize	that	we	meant	good	for	our	community,	and	he	was	trying	his	best	to	achieve	our	goal.	
We	adored	him.	He	was	assigned	to	the	area	as	a	community	police.	Then	suddenly	his	cellphone	rang.	It	was	
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a	call	from	the	police	headquarters	and	he	was	ordered	to	leave	the	vicinity	immediately.	When	we	asked	what	
the matter was, he replied that his superior said that several shots had been fired in the community. They were 
mobilizing	a	squad	to	deploy	in	the	area	to	wreak	havoc.	The	policeman	said	to	his	superior	that	this	was	the	
most	outrageous	lie	he	had	heard	in	a	very	long	time.	He	was	angry.	He	said,	“I	have	been	in	the	community	for	
the	last	three	hours	or	more	talking	with	the	committee	members.	We	were	talking	about	finding	ways	to	make	
the community more vibrant, safe, and peaceful,” and he was not aware of a stone throw much less that several 
shots	been	fired.	These	are	some	of	the	police’s	dirty	tactics.	In	my	opinion,	the	police	are	insincere,	cunning,	
treacherous, and brutal. We often faced this behavior by the hand of the police.

In	July	2007,	the	community	was	buzzing	with	excitement	about	the	summer,	and	school	was	on	holiday.	
A	large	group	of	people	were	gathered	and	enjoying	themselves	when	suddenly	an	unmarked	car	appeared	and	
stopped.	Four	policemen	alighted	from	the	car	with	guns	drawn,	approached	my	brother	and	handcuffed	him.	
They then placed him in the car. When I turned around, I noticed another police man was standing behind me 
with	a	M16	rifle	in	one	hand.	He	was	also	talking	on	his	cellphone,	then	placed	the	phone	in	his	pocket	and	ran	
to	the	car	where	my	brother	was.	He	dragged	him	out,	and	gun-butted	him	with	the	back	of	the	rifle	in	his	face.	
He	then	pushed	him	in	a	nearby	canal	and	opened	fire	on	him.	The	police	then	stood	for	a	little	while	and	then	
drove	away.	When	I	retrieved	my	brother	from	the	canal,	he	was	already	dead.	Up	to	this	day,	I	am	not	certain	
if	my	brother’s	death	was	from	drowning	or	from	multiple	gunshots.	Four	of	us	who	witnessed	the	incident	
went	to	the	police	headquarters	to	give	statements.	One	policeman	began	to	ask	me	if	I	was	sure	of	what	I	was	
saying.	I	replied,	“I	am	here	to	give	some	information;	therefore,	I	am	not	asking	for	some.”	From	that	moment	
I	have	come	to	realize	that	we	were	not	going	to	get	justice.	The	following	day	the	police	were	terrorizing	the	
community	and	making	death	threats.	I	had	seen	this	treacherous	behavior	before,	and	knew	the	outcome,	so	
I	decided	to	pursue	no	further.	On	the	day	of	my	brother’s	funeral	a	large	contingent	of	police	showed	up	at	
the burying ground. They interrupted the proceeding with a volley of gunshots. The crowd scattered, and they 
made several arrests.

In	 early	 2008,	 people	 from	Amnesty	 International	 visited	my	 country,	 Jamaica,	 to	 investigate	 the	 extra-
judicial	killings	by	the	police.	The	then-commissioner	of	police	instructed	the	police	not	to	talk	with	them.	
Over	200	people	are	killed	by	the	police	each	year.	One	brave	citizen	decided	that	enough	is	enough,	so	he	went	
ahead	and	provided	Amnesty	International	with	much-needed	information.	A	few	days	later,	while	going	about	
his	lawful	business,	a	police	cruiser	turn	directly	into	his	car	causing	him	serious	bodily	harm.	He	had	to	be	
hospitalized.	After	his	discharge	from	the	hospital	he	was	still	passing	blood	in	his	stool.	He	then	began	to	seek	
justice.	He	also	set	up	a	security	system	at	his	home.	A	few	days	later	a	group	of	police	went	to	his	home,	and	
they	beat	him	and	his	pregnant	wife.	He	took	the	footage	to	the	television	station,	and	it	was	broadcast	for	the	
whole	world	to	see.	The	footage	was	so	clear	that	it	must	have	been	a	high-definition	camera.	Not	long	after,	
the	police	went	back	to	his	home	and	killed	him.	Up	to	this	day	no	one	has	been	held	criminally	responsible	
for his death.  

Later	 in	 2008,	 the	 then-sitting	 member	 of	 parliament	 for	 my	 constituency	 was	 also	 a	 member	 of	 our	
community	committee.	This	part	of	the	community	was	not	part	of	her	stronghold.	We	got	to	know	each	other	
quite	well	since	we	worked	on	several	projects	together.	We	also	exchanged	phone	numbers.	Whenever	she	was	
going	to	visit	the	community	I	was	informed	by	her.	The	more	I	got	to	know	her	the	more	I	learned	about	her.	
She	was	power	crazy	and	would	stop	at	nothing	to	achieve	more	power.	She	once	said	to	me	that	she	would	
like	everyone	from	my	community	to	vote	for	her	in	the	upcoming	general	election.	I	asked	her	how	she	would	
achieve	that	milestone,	and	she	told	me	that	I	am	a	well-respected	member	of	the	community,	and	whatever	I	say	
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or	do	the	people	will	honor	my	request.	I	said	to	her,	“You	knew	pretty	well	that	there	are	hardcore	supporters	
who will not switch allegiance for anything, and I would be branded a traitor. I could be easily eliminated.” I 
also reminded her that I had a family that depended on me. She said, “I understand your concern, but I would 
like	to	meet	my	expectations	on	election	day.”	I	replied	to	her	that	this	was	an	impossible	task	for	me,	and,	
furthermore,	I	was	not	about	to	take	on	this	assignment.	She	went	away	disgruntled.	Whenever	she	was	visiting	
the community I was not informed by her anymore. 

I	then	began	to	notice	changes	in	her	behavior	towards	me.	One	day	in	the	presence	of	a	large	crowd	she	
said	to	me,	“Have	I	ever	let	you	down?”	She	was	indicating	that	she	was	supporting	me	financially.	She	was	
setting up my life deceitfully, and although she was the sitting member of parliament she was not satisfied with 
the amount of power she had. She wanted it all and nothing less by any means necessary. There was another 
time	when	there	was	a	flare-up	between	her	supporter	and	the	opposition.	She	was	visiting	the	community	
during	this	period	in	a	police	motorcade	when	gunshots	rang	out.	From	which	side	I	did	not	know.	She	called	
me on my cell phone and began to accuse me that shots were fired from my side of the fence, and I will be 
held	responsible.	That	was	her	remark	in	the	presence	of	the	police	towards	me.	I	immediately	became	angry.	I	
handed	the	phone	to	a	policeman	who	was	standing	beside	me,	who	is	a	residence	of	the	community;	I	said	to	
him, “Listen to what this woman is saying to me, in the presence of her police body guards. She is setting up 
my life again, just because I did not grant her wish by getting all the people from my community to support 
her politically.” I saw her about a month later, and I confronted her verbally, about her cunning and deceptive 
ways	towards	me.	She	tried	to	reassure	me	that	it	was	a	joke.	I	sternly	reprimanded	her	that	it	is	a	joke	to	her	
but	not	to	me.	I	said	to	her	with	a	stone	face,	“Don’t	play	with	my	life.”	

I	migrated	to	the	States	in	2009,	and	about	a	year	later	I	got	to	understand	that	she	had	switched	allegiances	
to the party she desperately wanted me to abandon that could have resulted in ending my life. I can see clearly 
how unfair people can be, especially the ones who intend to hold on to power at any cost. I am so glad I am not 
in	that	environment	anymore.	Now	I	feel	very	safe.

featured author
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ANTHONY HINES is	 originally	 from	 Jamaica	 and	 has	 a	 lot	 to	 say	 about	 his	
experiences	with	 corruption	 among	 police	 officers	 and	 politicians.	He	 is	 able	 to	 use	 the	 bravery	
and	courage	he	used	to	stand	up	to	the	wrongdoers	in	his	country	to	now	speak	out	in	his	writing.	
Anthony	was	 a	 farmer	 in	 Jamaica,	 and	he	grew	many	crops,	 such	as	peppers	 and	other	delicious	
vegetables.	He	also	worked	as	an	airport	and	 seaport	 security	guard.	One	day,	Anthony	hopes	 to	
be	a	successful	writer	of	screenplays.	Until	then,	he	is	working	with	his	church.	In	his	free	time,	he	
enjoys	watching	 soccer	and	playing	dominoes.	Like	a	 true	 Jamaican,	Anthony	enjoys	 listening	 to	
reggae	music,	especially	Bob	Marley.	Anthony	is	a	student	at	Metro	North	Adult	Basic	Education.
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A	Journey
James becKer, clearWater
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Family	and	Home	Life
duniya ibsa, neW briGhton

Hi,	my	 name	 is	Duniya,	 and	 I	 am	 from	Ethiopia.	 I	
love	 my	 dad	 because	 he’s	 the	 best	 in	 this	 world.	 I	
never had a mom. My mom passed away when I was 
six months old. After my mom passed, my dad never 
got remarried. I have one brother and one sister. My 
brother is the oldest in our family, then the second 
sister,	then	me.	I	wasn’t	good	at	loving	people,	showing	
respect, understanding, or communicating enough 
with	them.	My	father	taught	me	all	this.	He	changed	
me	 to	a	good	person.	 I	am	thankful	 to	my	God.	He	
gave	to	me	a	perfect	family.	I	wish,	hopefully,	to	make	
him happy all his life.

duniya ibsa is 24 and originally from ethiopia.

My	Beautiful	Family
nancy torres, shaKoPee

I lived in Mexico when I met my husband Fernando. 
We	met	in	a	mutual	friend’s	house.	When	we	saw	each	
other,	we	liked	each	other.	It	was	“love	at	first	sight.”	

One	 year	 after	 we	 got	 married	 we	 moved	 to	
Minnesota and began a new life together. We had a first 
gift:	Michael	was	born	in	1998.	And	then	we	bought	
a	first	house,	too.	In	2002,	God	gave	us	a	second	gift:	
Alejandra.	She	strengthened	our	 love.	Two	years	 later	
my	little	princess,	Jennifer,	was	born.	

My husband and I have been married for eighteen 
years.	My	husband	is	an	awesome	man	who	took	care	
of us and supported our family. We have three beautiful 
children and a nice house. My life is complete! I am 
thankful	for	all	my	blessings.

nancy torres is originally from mexico.

My Childhood
susana castro, brooKlyn ParK

When I was a child, I lived in Mexico City. I had a 
really beautiful time. I lived with my parents and two 
sisters and a brother, but I spent most of the time with 
one sister. My dad was a driver, and we got to visit 
other states closer to home. My mom and dad spent a 
lot of time with us. My father died, but I have beautiful 
memories;	he	was	an	exemplary	father.	I	spent	a	good	
time with him and my mom. With my neighbors, I 
had my best childhood friends. I remember we spent 
a lot of time in the street with bicycles or played with 
balls, and we had a beautiful time.

My	 childhood	 at	 school	 was	 good.	 I	 liked	 going	
to school, and I had many friends. The teachers I 
remember were good and helped me learn new things 
every day. My favorite subjects were geography and 
math.	The	high	school	I	liked	because	there	were	twelve	
subjects	and	twelve	different	teachers.	The	time	of	my	
childhood in school was beautiful.

In Mexico, I had a lot family—my dad was one of 
11 brothers and sisters, and my mom had six sisters and 
one brother, so we celebrated and had a lot of parties. 
In Mexico, we had many traditions and we tried to 
celebrate	them	all.	But	I	liked	Christmas	more	because	
my family was together. I was in a choir and I loved to 
sing at Christmas with my friends and family. 

susana castro is originally from mexico.

Admire My Mother
PatricK Josiah, WorthinGton

I admire my mother because she was the one who 
made me who I am today by sending me to school to 
learn how to read and write. She was the loving and 
caring mother in my life, and she was a sweet and great 
mother	in	my	life.	I	really	love	her	so	much	for	making	
me who I am today.

Patrick Josiah is 45 and originally from liberia.
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How	to	Explain?
anonymous, aPPle Valley

One	night	around	11:00	p.m.	last	July,	I	woke	up	after	
I	fell	asleep	on	the	couch.	I	whispered	in	my	husband’s	
ear that I wanted to eat a huge amount of ice cream and 
chips.	He	woke	up	confused	and	looked	at	the	clock.	
It	was	almost	midnight.	He	told	me	that	we	don’t	have	
any ice cream at home. I felt upset about that and still 
extremely needed it right then. I thought I will go grab 
it	immediately.	He	saw	I	was	acting	like	the	child	that	
wanted candy. Then, he deeply sighed and went to get 
the	 car	keys.	We	went	 to	 the	 store	 together.	 I	 got	 it,	
and	 almost	 finished	 a	 big	 box	 of	 ice	 cream.	He	was	
staring	at	me.	Also,	 shaking	his	head	he	 said	quietly,	
“What	 happened	 with	 you?	 I’ve	 never	 seen	 you	 like	
that before.” 

“It’s	me!”	I	suspected	about	myself	that	many	things	
had	changed.	I’d	eaten	a	lot	all	month,	was	easily	tired,	
my hormones changed, and I had no period. Maybe, 
I’m	pregnant!	

After	 a	 few	 weeks,	 I	 had	 a	 pregnancy	 test.	 It	 was	
positive.	I	was	going	to	be	a	mom!	Our	families	were	
excited because our baby was going to be the first 
grandchild. So, my husband understood exactly what 
happened	with	me	a	few	weeks	ago.

After that, I had another funny thing happen one 
morning,	when	I	walked	for	exercise	outside	and	had	
some conversations with my neighbor. She has two 
kids,	 one	 is	 a	 girl	 three	 years	 old,	 and	 a	 boy	who	 is	
two years old. She congratulated me about my good 
news.	 She	 then	 told	 her	 kids,	 “You	 will	 have	 a	 new	
friend, that she has a baby inside.” The mom smiled 
and	pointed	at	me.	Her	kids	hugged	me.	The	younger	
boy touched my little belly bump and opened my 
shirt.	The	boy	was	acting	confused	and	asked	his	mom,	
“Where’s	baby?	No	baby!”	His	mom	was	laughing	and	
said,	“I	will	explain	for	you	later	at	home,	okay?”	I	just	
smiled	at	the	adorable	kids	with	their	questions.	After	I	
came	home,	his	questions	were	still	stuck	in	my	head.	I	
thought	to	myself,	how	would	I	explain,	“Where’s	the	
baby?” or “Where does the baby come from?” I must 
figure out a way to explain the best answer for my child.

My	Father	Is	a	Nice	Man
Warunee lamPher, Waite ParK

My	father	 is	70	years	old;	he	 is	 an	old	man.	He	 is	 a	
small	man.	He	 is	 the	first	 child	 in	his	 family,	but	he	
married my mom, who is the last child in her family. 
He	has	brown	eyes,	 short	black	hair,	 and	black	 skin.	
He	is	far-sighted,	so	he	needs	to	wear	glasses	when	he	
wants	 to	 read	 interesting	books.	He	has	 a	 handsome	
man and three sweet ladies.

My	father	was	a	great	farmer.	He	worked	hard	every	
day.	He	had	two	big	cows	help	him	work	on	the	huge	
farm. After he sold his strong cows, he bought a new 
tractor	to	use	on	the	large	farm	for	15	years.	He	grew	
jasmine	rice	two	times	a	year.	He	grew	yellow	beans	in	
the	summer	because	yellow	beans	like	hot	dry	weather.	
It	was	amazing	how	much	he	knew	about	farming.

My father and his friends built a big beautiful house 
for	our	family.	It	 is	made	from	pretty	teak	wood.	He	
grew	many	kinds	of	fruits	around	our	house:	banana,	
mango,	 jack	 fruit,	 and	 custard	 apple.	 His	 garden	
contains	 good	 herbs	 and	 many	 vegetables.	 He	 likes	
to	eat	many	kinds	of	food:	hot	curry,	spicy	salad,	hot	
soup,	fried	fish,	and	boiled	vegetables.	He	doesn’t	like	
cold	weather;	he	always	wears	thick	socks	and	a	warm	
jacket	 in	 the	 winter.	 He	 likes	 to	 drink	 strong	 Thai	
whiskey.	 In	 conclusion,	my	 father	 is	 a	nice	man.	He	
gave	me	a	good	education.	His	children	have	a	good	
life.	He	is	a	kind	man;	he	likes	to	help	other	people.	He	
is a happy old man.

My Story
asli qailiye, st. Paul

On	May	9,	2006,	I	came	from	Somalia.	I	came	to	St.	
Paul,	Minnesota,	United	States.	I	live	by	myself.	Before,	
I	lived	with	my	family.	I	left	my	kids	in	Somalia.	So,	
now	I	am	alone,	by	myself.	I	wish	my	kids	might	come.	
I	love	my	kids.	I	think	about	my	kids.

asli qailiye is 65 and originally from somalia.
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My Childhood
liliana ZuniGa Ponce, blaine

I	remember	my	childhood	in	Mexico	wasn’t	the	same	
like	 the	 other	 kids.	 My	 parents	 had	 five	 kids,	 three	
boys and two girls. We are just one year apart from 
each	other.	As	you	can	 imagine,	 it	wasn’t	an	easy	 job	
for my parents, especially for my mom because she 
was	the	one	who	took	care	of	us	all	the	time,	while	my	
dad	worked	 as	 a	 salesman	 all	 the	 day	 to	 support	 us.	
It	was	hard	for	her	to	take	care	of	five	kids.	I	was	the	
oldest girl. When I was eight years old, I decided to 
start	helping	her	by	taking	care	of	the	three	youngest	
while	she	was	cooking,	cleaning,	and	doing	the	rest	of	
the chores around the house. She was always close by 
just in case something went wrong or I needed help 
with	something.	Each	time	that	we	went	out	to	play,	I	
had	to	look	after	them	so	they	didn’t	fight	each	other,	
and sometimes I would change their diapers. In the 
morning, before going to school while my mother 
prepared	the	breakfast,	I	would	dress	them	up	and	get	
them ready for school. When we were done, I would 
have	to	walk	them	to	school,	and	I	would	make	sure	
that they would get to class on time. My childhood 
wasn’t	easy	because	I	couldn’t	always	go	out	and	play	
with	my	friends	because	I	was	always	looking	after	my	
little	 brothers.	 It	was	 difficult,	 but	 at	 the	 end	 it	was	
good because I learned how to be responsible.

My	Time
anonymous,  aPPle Valley

I’ve	 been	 married	 for	 twenty	 five	 years.	 I	 have	 two	
children,	 a	 boy	 and	 a	 girl.	 I	 think	my	 life	 had	 a	 big	
change	when	 I	 became	 a	mom.	 Before	my	 children,	
I was free of worries, and when my children were 
born,	I	became	an	overprotective	mom.	Now,	they	are	
young	adults.	My	son	is	twenty-four	and	my	daughter	
is eighteen. I feel sad sometimes because they do not 
need me to be close to them anymore both at the same 
time.	 I’m	proud	of	 them	because	 I	 feel	 they	 are	 two	
responsible	 loving	 and	 friendly	 people.	 Now	 I	 can	
decide what to do with my time. I first want to get an 
education.	I	want	to	read	and	write	better	English,	and	
now	I	am	in	ESL	class.	I	love	my	class!	

Daddy’s	Girl
andre Kidd, st. cloud

I	talked	to	my	little	girl	on	the	phone

She says daddy, when are you coming home?

She	really	doesn’t	understand	where	I	am

How	do	I	explain	that	I’m	not	coming	home	again?

She	thinks	I’ve	been	at	work	all	this	time

And	I’ll	be	coming	home	soon	in	her	mind	

All	I	can	say	is	that	daddy	is	working	on	getting	better

And	someday	soon	we’ll	be	back	together

She	asks	me	what	I’ve	been	doing	and	where	I’m	at?

How	am	I	supposed	to	answer	that?

For	I	know	I’m	serving	time	here	in	prison

And	someday	I’ll	have	to	give	her	a	reason

It	breaks	my	heart	to	hear	her	sweet	voice

I	know	none	of	this	loneliness	was	her	choice

She	has	to	suffer	the	consequences	of	my	decisions,	too

This	is	something	she	shouldn’t	have	to	do

She tells me she loves me and misses me a lot

That	reminds	me	to	be	thankful	for	what	I’ve	got

So I tell her I love her and say good bye

Then I hang up the phone and wipe the tears from my 
eyes

My Love to See Family
habiba sayid, minneaPolis

My	name	is	Habiba.	My	country	is	Somalia.	I	came	to	
America	in	2010.	I	like	Minnesota.	I	have	six	children,	
three boys and three girls. My boys live in Africa. My 
girls live in Minnesota. I love and miss my children in 
Africa.

habiba sayid is 40 and originally from somalia.
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My	Son’s	Baby	Girl
anWar musa, st. michael

When I found out my son was going to be a father, 
and I was going to be a grandma, I was really happy 
and proud that my son was going to be a father. I 
thought of all the good things and fun things that we 
were going to do and buy to get ready. First, we got the 
bedroom ready and put everything in its spot. Second, 
we bought clothes and diapers and wipes. Third, we 
waited	until	 it	was	 time.	 I	was	happy	when	my	son’s	
baby girl came. We were the happiest family in the 
world.	Now	my	son’s	baby	girl	 is	one	year	old.	I	love	
her with all my heart and I wish to see her daughter 
get married.

anwar musa is 50 and originally from iraq.  

My Little and Strong 
Family
michelle lamardo, maPle GroVe

I have a beautiful family. We are a family of just women. 
I have my mom, one aunt, a sister, a cousin, a niece, 
and two daughters. All of our pets were females too. 
We	are	 like	 a	 clan.	We	always	 talk	 about	our	 things,	
problems, experiences, and adventures, and we always 
help each other.

Even	 though	 my	 mom	 is	 living	 in	Venezuela,	 my	
aunt in Colombia, my cousin in Spain, and my sister 
and niece in Italy, only one call or a group message 
is	 enough	 to	make	us	 feel	 together.	 I	 feel	 like	we	are	
in	 a	 coffee	 bar	 talking	 about	 us	 and	 drinking	 a	 hot	
chocolate or a cold smoothie in summer.

I’m	a	lucky	person.	I	have	the	best	family.

michelle lamardo is 43 and originally from Venezuela.

A	Daughter’s	Love
cecelia Peterson, minneaPolis

A	daughter’s	love	is	sweet,	a	daughter’s	love	is	kind

A	daughter’s	love	is	genuine	

A	daughter’s	love	is	fine

A	daughter’s	love	means	the	world	to	her	parents	

A	daughter’s	love	is	a	seed	that	blossoms	into	a	
beautiful rose

A	daughter’s	love	is	strong	

A	daughter’s	love	will	give	you	the	willpower	to	
continue

A	daughter’s	love	is	unconditional	

A	daughter’s	love	is	pure,	it	speaks	to	your	heart		

A	daughter’s	love	completes	you	

A	daughter’s	love	receives	you	

A	daughter’s	love	brings	you	joy	

A	daughter’s	love	keeps	you	smiling	

A	daughter’s	love	soothes	you		

A	daughter’s	love	makes	you	do	things	you	never
	thought	you’d	do	

A	daughter’s	love	

Keeps	you	warm	at	night	and	during	stormy	weather	

Makes	you	take	trips	at	three	and	four	o’clock	in	the
morning to the emergency room 

Makes	you	give	in	at	the	store	when	she	sees	
something she really wants

Most	importantly	a	daughter’s	love	never	fades

A	daughter’s	love	will	never	be	forgotten	

A	daughter’s	love	is	guaranteed	

cecelia Peterson is 29 and originally from the usa.
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Coming to America
beatriZ oroZco, brooKlyn center

My	 name	 is	 Beatriz	 Orozco.	 I’m	 from	 Mexico	 City.	
I lived in a small town named Axochiapan, Morelos. 
I have three sisters and two brothers. My lovely 
mom	worked	 so	 hard	 to	 get	my	 brothers	 and	 sisters	
everything	 she	 could.	My	 father	 drinks	 a	 lot	 and	 he	
doesn’t	help	my	mom	with	money	for	us.	Sometimes	we	
didn’t	have	anything	to	eat.	My	brothers	and	I	started	
working	young,	and	we	did	not	go	to	school.	I	never	
played with a doll or my sisters. My mom and my older 
brother	decided	to	came	to	the	USA	to	get	a	better	life	
for us, and she left me with my sisters in Mexico. Then 
my	mom	and	my	brother	worked	 so	hard	 and	 saved	
money	to	bring	me	to	the	USA.	I	was	so	scared	because	
I	was	only	15	years	old,	and	I	didn’t	even	know	who	
was	coming	with	me.	It	was	so	difficult.	I	had	to	walk	
for	 four	days,	but	finally	I	made	 it.	 I	am	so	thankful	
to	my	mom	because	thanks	to	her	now	I	have	better	
life.	Now	I	am	30	years	old.	I	have	lived	in	the	USA	
for	15	years.	I	love	living	in	the	USA	because	I	have	a	
job.	Now	I	have	four	lovely	children,	two	boys	and	two	
girls. They are my motivation to continue strong and 
get	them	everything	I	can.	My	life	was	so	difficult,	but	
my family is with me all the time. It is important to 
know	God	is	with	us	only	we	have	to	believe.

beatriz orozco is originally from mexico.

Family
eric a. KoGno, brooKlyn ParK

I	came	from	Togo,	a	small	country	in	West	Africa.	I	have	
been	in	the	USA	for	eight	months.	I	live	with	my	wife	
and	our	son	Jean-Luc.	Because	we	are	new	everything	is	
so	different,	especially	the	weather.	My	son	feels	good.	
He	is	very	excited	when	snow	falls	down.	He	likes	to	
go	outside	and	play	with	snow.	Often	I	don’t	give	my	
consent because of the cold. 

Every	weekend	my	wife	and	I	 spend	more	 time	with	
Jean-Luc	 to	help	him	 follow	 rules	because	he	 is	 four	
years	old.	I	love	my	wife	and	my	son.	Even	though	it	is	
hard today, I hope to have a better future for my family.

eric a. Kogno is 30 and originally from togo. 

Family
Jesica rodriGueZ, osseo

My	name	is	Jesica	Rodriguez.	I	came	to	America	from	
Mexico.	I’m	married.	My	husband	 is	adorable.	 I	 love	
him	so	much.	I	have	two	children,	Emilio	and	Luciano.	
My	kids	and	my	husband	are	the	reason	for	my	life.

My mom lives in Mexico, so I miss her so much, and 
my	sister	too.	I	have	a	sister	in	Minnesota.	Her	name	is	
Hilda.	She	is	my	second	mom.	She	is	always	concerned	
about	my	family.	She	calls	me	every	weekend,	and	we	
meet	to	eat	together.	Hilda	has	two	children.	One	boy,	
his	 name	 is	 Jose,	 and	 one	 girl,	 her	 name	 is	 Jeovana.	
Hilda	is	a	very	important	to	me.	I	love	her	so	much.

Jesica rodriguez is 27 and originally from mexico.

Coming to America
aye moo, fulda

My	family	came	to	America	on	May	23,	2008.	First	we	
lived	in	Florida	state,	Jacksonville	city.	Next	I	went	to	
FSCJ	school	in	an	ESL	classroom.	I	learned	English	in	
2011.	I	had	a	part-time	job	in	the	4M	company	and	
my	work	was	cleaning.

My	family	moved	on	June	1,	2013	to	Worthington,	
Minnesota.	My	husband	worked	at	JBS	and	cut	meat.	
I stayed home with my children in my home.

Right	now	my	husband	moved	to	another	state.	He	
didn’t	like	Minnesota	jobs.	He	has	a	job.	He	works	at	a	
peanut	snack	company.	My	son	is	going	to	high	school	
in	Worthington,	his	last	year	in	high	school.	He	takes	
mechanics classes. My daughter is going to a university 
college. She will have a nursing test this month. My 
daughter	Nu	Nu	goes	to	elementary	school.	Right	now	
she	is	in	third	grade.	She	likes	to	sing	in	English.	My	
son is all done with high school.

My	family	is	moving	to	Jacksonville	city	in	May	
or	June.	My	son	and	daughter	are	all	done	with	
university. With my family, we are going to visit in my 
country. I have my mother. She stayed home with my 
sister.	She	is	86	years	old.	I	have	not	seen	my	mother	
in	a	long	time	and	I	want	to	see	her.	I	like	living	in	
America. 
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My Mother
ahmed abdiKarim, minneaPolis

When I was two years old, my father died. My mom 
raised	me	as	a	 single	mom.	She	worked	hard	to	raise	
me. She covered everything I needed as a child, 
including	my	education,	clothes	and	school	fees.	I	can’t	
imagine how much my mother loved me and I loved 
her. She parented me well, although when I heard the 
other	kids	talking	about	their	fathers	I	used	to	feel	sorry	
that	my	father	wasn’t	alive!	Then	I	looked	at	my	mom,	
and	then	I	felt	happiness.	I	can’t	put	in	one	page	what	
my mother did for me. She was both dad and mom to 
me.	Now	she	lives	back	in	Somalia.	She	didn’t	have	a	
chance	to	live	with	me	here	in	the	USA.	Thus,	I	love	
to	talk	to	her	every	day,	to	ask	how	she	is	or	how	she	
feels.	Whenever	I	hear	her	voice	I	really	feel	like	crying.	
I worry about her every day, I try to cover all her needs, 
and	every	time	I	call	her,	I	feel	like	I	stay	with	her.

Although all moms are good, I can say my mom is 
the best mom.

ahmed abdikarim is originally from somalia.

Missing My Mom
falhado ali, oWatonna

I believe that my mother is a very strong woman 
because she raised seven children very well, and was 
always there for us. She understands me and became 
my best friend. She made me the woman I am today.

I	 don’t	 remember	much	 about	my	 father;	 he	 died	
when I was only one year old. My mother was the only 
provider.	She	worked	full	time	at	a	hospital	and	helped	
us	 with	 our	 homework,	 after	 my	 dad	 passed	 away.	
I	 can’t	 really	wait	 to	 go	 visit	my	mother	 in	 Sweden,	
because I really miss her.

falhado ali is 23 and originally from somalia.                

Family
mario arias, osseo

Family encloses many meanings and feelings that bind 
us	forever.	For	me,	it	is	very	important	to	keep	a	good	
relationship for building the bases of the future. The 
union of the family fills the heart and feeds our faith, 
something that we have to carry in our lives. When I 
decided	to	 immigrate	to	the	USA,	my	objectives	and	
priorities were always my family. My target in that time 
was to focus on the progress that this beautiful country 
offers.	I’ve	been	working	hard	for	a	long	time.	I	did	not	
have	time	to	study	English	while	I	was	working.	I	always	
had	an	interest	in	improving	my	English.	Obviously,	I	
know	it’s	the	key	to	success,	and	that	means	success	for	
my	family	also.	 I’m	very	proud	of	my	kids,	 Jonathan	
and	Bryan.	They	are	my	life	and	inspiration.	Jonathan	
began his career in college and shows he is capable to 
get his purposes, be a good son, and guide his brother. 
Bryan,	for	his	part,	is	achieving	his	educational	capacity,	
but	also	 is	quite	a	bold	and	skillful	 soccer	player.	He	
receives	awards	and	trophies	thanks	to	his	efforts.	I	am	
currently	almost	finished	with	my	English	classes	and	
will continue to the next level. That motivates me to 
keep	going	and	reach	my	goals,	and	someday	pursue	a	
technical career in computing. 

If	 we	 focus	 just	 on	 work	 and	 don’t	 combine	 the	
family with the success, we are losing time. We must 
devote	 time	 and	 effort	 to	 everything	 we	 love,	 and	
everything will be much more prosperous.

Missing My Family
halima hashi, minneaPolis

I	was	born	in	Somalia	in	1963.	I	have	nine	children—
seven boys and two daughters. I stayed home all of my 
life.	Then	I	came	to	the	United	States	in	1999.		

I	enjoy	my	new	life	because	I	go	to	school	and	speak	
English,	but	I	miss	my	family	and	friends.	I	can’t	sleep	
all night because I dream about my family. 

halima hashi is 57 and originally from somalia. 
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I Miss My Country
maimoon naGi, minneaPolis

I was born in Somalia. I went to elementary school. 
Then	my	country	had	a	war	in	1990.	For	two	years,	my	
country stayed in the war. My mother and my younger 
sister	 were	 very	 scared	 about	 the	 war.	 In	 1992,	 my	
mother	and	my	sister	and	I	went	to	Yemen.	We	lived	
there	 for	eight	years.	When	I	came	to	Yemen,	 I	 said,	
“Thanks	my	God.”	In	2002,	I	got	married.	I	came	to	
London, and I made my wedding. My friends and my 
family	came	to	my	wedding.	In	2004,	I	got	pregnant.	
In	2005,	I	had	a	baby	girl.	I	came	to	America	in	2007,	
and then I had a baby boy.  

In	 2011,	 I	moved	 to	Minnesota.	 I	 am	 very	 happy	
because I love my husband. I live with my husband 
and my children.  

I miss my family and mom and my brothers, my 
sisters	 and	 friends,	 and	 my	 country.	 I	 like	 America.	
Peace	and	 freedom.	The	government	helps	me.	 I	 like	
every	 person	 who	 helps	 me.	 My	 dream	 is	 to	 speak	
English,	and	I	want	to	be	a	preschool	teacher.

maimoon nagi is 36 and originally from somalia.

Single Mom
sanethea barnes, minneaPolis

I am a single mom. I have two children, one girl and 
one	boy,	as	well	as	a	niece	who’s	been	in	my	and	my	
kids’	 life	 since	 she	was	 born	 on	 January	 14,	 2011.	 I	
took	care	of	her	 for	10	months	until	 she	was	 almost	
walking.	Then	her	mother	 took	her	back.	One	 thing	
that	 I	 can	 say	 about	 that	 baby	 is	 she’s	 smart.	 I	 as	 a	
parent	wouldn’t	give	her	up	for	anything	in	the	world.	
I wish a lot of times that she could have just been 
my daughter because she never wants to be with nor 
around	anybody	else	 in	 the	 family.	But	what	can	my	
kids	or	I	say	about	it?

sanethea barnes is 39 and originally from the usa. 

The	Date	I	Met	My	Father
anonymous, minneaPolis 

When I was young, my country had civil war and 
everybody ran away. Many families were separated from 
their loved ones. At that time, there was no contact 
such	 as	 telephone,	 email,	 radio,	 and	TV.	 It	was	 very	
hard to get information because of the war. I was one of 
the people who was separated from their family. I went 
to live with my relatives. My parents and siblings went 
north and I went south with the relatives I lived with. It 
was	difficult	to	find	my	parents	and	siblings.	After	many	
months,	we	came	to	a	refugee	camp	in	Kenya.	A	lot	of	
refugees from my country, Somalia, immigrated at that 
time, and we hoped to find my family there, but there 
was no sign of them. My situation got worse because I 
didn’t	know	how	to	find	my	family.	The	relatives	that	
I stayed with gave me comfort. They said, “We love 
you.	We	will	not	leave	you.	Until	we	find	your	parents,	
you	 go	wherever	we	 go.”	After	many	 years,	 I	 looked	
and tried to find my parents and siblings. I felt sad and 
scared.	One	morning,	 someone	phoned	me	 and	 told	
me	a	great	 story.	 I	couldn’t	believe	how	I	 felt	when	I	
heard	 where	 my	 family	 was.	 It	 was	 January	 2010.	 I	
quickly	flew	to	Kenya	to	meet	my	father	and	siblings.	
Now	I’m	different	because	I	know	where	my	family	is	
and contact them every day.

Living	With	Your	Family	
Is Great
abdiaZiZ Warsame, st. louis ParK

I	am	thankful	for	living	with	my	mom,	wife,	and	my	
two	young	kids.	I	am	thankful	to	Allah	for	giving	me	
that chance. Living with your family is very important. 
You	can	support,	share	with,	and	help	each	other.	On	
the	other	hand,	I	miss	my	three	oldest	kids.	They	are	
living	in	Kenya.	One	day,	I	hope	my	kids	will	be	in	the	
process to come here. As soon as they come, it will be 
the best day of my life. A separate family is the worst 
thing in life.

abdiaziz Warsame is 35 and originally from somalia.
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Jolene	 married	 a	 very	 good	 man	 and	 Christine	
did	 not.	 Christine’s	 husband	 was	 very	 abusive	 and	
mean	 to	her	 and	 their	 children.	Eventually	Christine	
divorced Stanley and married the best man from her 
ex-husband’s	third	marriage,	Wayne.	Christine	also	lost	
her sons to the welfare/foster care system because of 
situations and circumstances beyond her control. 

Christine	 made	 contact	 with	 Jolene	 through	 the	
help	 of	 her	 sister’s	 sister-in-law.	 Christine	 called	 the	
sister-in-law,	 and	 left	 her	 name	 and	 number.	 Jolene	
did	 call	Christine;	 they	 talked	 and	would	 email,	 but	
no real reconnection was ever made. The sisters have 
seen each other twice. Christine also helped her dad 
and sister reconnect. There was a reconnection in that 
relationship. 

Christine	 just	 doesn’t	 understand	 why	 Jolene	
doesn’t	want	to	get	to	know	her.	Sometimes	Christine	
wonders,	“Maybe	it	wouldn’t	hurt	so	much	if	we	had	
never	known	about	one	another.”

Untitled
moo bWe say, st. Paul

I	want	to	talk	about	who	I	miss	the	most.	I	would	like	
to	see	my	grandparents.	Because	they	are	already	gone.	
I	miss	when	I	was	kid.	They	really	loved	me	and	sang	
for	 me	 a	 song	 whenever	 I	 couldn’t	 fall	 asleep.	 They	
cooked	foods	for	me.	Sometimes	we	went	to	the	forest	
and collected some vegetables, if my grandpa would go 
hunt. I left them when I was seven years old. When I 
came to America, I heard they already died. When I 
heard	 it,	 it’s	 like	my	heart	was	going	crazy	and	I	 feel	
very sad. I also remember they are good people. They 
taught me good things. When I was going to sleep they 
told	me	the	stories.	I	still	can’t	forget	them.	If	I	don’t	see	
them this life, but hope to see them in the hell or next 
life. I really love them and miss them. I hope to see that 
already.	I	am	so	thankful	for	them	because	they	are	my	
favorite people.

moo bwe say is originally from burma. 

My	Dreams	Help	My	
Parents
feliX herrera braVo, minneaPolis

I	was	born	in	Puebla,	Mexico.	I	moved	to	the	United	
States	 in	 2010	 for	 a	 better	 future	 and	 to	 help	 my	
parents.	In	2012,	I	moved	to	Minneapolis,	Minnesota.	
I	have	one	job.	First,	I	go	to	school,	and	after,	I	go	work	
from	1:00	to	9:30.	I	miss	my	dad,	my	mom,	and	all	my	
family too much.

felix herrera bravo is 32 and originally from mexico.

Life
anonymous, hollendale

Juliet	and	Oscar	met	at	a	party.	They	fell	in	love,	and	
they	got	married.	They	couldn’t	have	children	of	their	
own, so they adopted a baby boy and named him Carl. 

Carl	grew	up.	He	met	a	girl.	Her	name	was	Diane.	
They fell in love and got married. They had two 
daughters.	Their	names	are	Jolene	and	Christine.	

Then tragically, their mother died, so Christine was 
raised	by	her	paternal	grandparents	and	Jolene	by	her	
maternal grandparents, because their father was unable 
to because of the loss of his wife. The girls grew up, and 
Jolene	moved.

Jolene	met	a	boy	and	got	engaged,	only	to	break	up	
and	move	back	 to	her	home	 state	of	Minnesota.	She	
met another boy, got engaged again, and this time she 
married	John.	On	the	weekend	of	her	sister’s	wedding,	
Christine met her future husband, Stanley.  

The	sisters	were	pregnant	at	the	same	time.	However,	
Christine had the cart before the horse. Then Christine 
got engaged and married. The sisters had their 
daughters.	Christine	had	her	daughter,	Juliet,	on	July	
28,	and	Jolene	had	twin	girls,	Rose	and	Ruth,	on	August	
1. All three were named after their grandmothers. The 
sisters only saw each other once after they had their 
babies. Then life went on and the sisters drifted apart. 
Both	 sisters	 then	went	on	 to	have	 sons.	 Jolene	had	a	
son,	 Alex,	 and	Christine	 had	 two	 sons,	 Edward	 and	
Oscar.	They	were	named	after	a	grandfather	and	uncles.
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A	Happy	Sad	Memory	
ethiel sosa, st. Paul

I remember that almost all of my good memories were 
with my grandma. She was a wonderful, beautiful, 
honest, and faithful woman. She helped me a lot. She 
was practically my mom because she raised me, and she 
always	taught	me	all	the	good	stuff.	

Even	 if	 she	 was	 struggling	 with	 her	 diabetes	 and	
other	stuff,	she	was	(and	she	is)	my	Angel.	I	remember	
when	 I	was	younger,	 I	used	 to	be	 sick	almost	 all	 the	
time	but	she	was	always	there	taking	care	of	me.	There	
were	some	times	when	I	was	in	the	hospital	for	weeks	
and she was there with me, no matter what. 

On	 one	 occasion,	 I	 was	 in	 the	 surgery	 room,	 and	
for	 some	 reason	 I	 almost	 died.	 But	 I	 didn’t	 because	
my	grandma	was	praying	 for	me	all	 the	 time.	 I’m	so	
thankful	 for	 her!	 Unfortunately,	 when	 I	 decided	 to	
come	to	the	U.S.,	her	diabetes	started	to	get	worse	and	
worse. She was struggling with that and finally God 
took	her	to	heaven	because	that	is	where	I	believe	she	
is now. I miss you, Grandma! We, your family, miss 
you . . .

RIP,	Celia	Solis	Rivera	.	.	.

ethiel sosa is 27 and originally from mexico. 

My Mom
maria tacuri, minneaPolis 

My mom is important to me. She is a generous mother 
all	 the	 time.	I	 remember	a	 lot	 from	when	we	walked	
together	to	the	field	to	work.	She	was	teaching	me	how	
to survive for the future. My mom is friendly with me 
and	my	brothers.	You	taught	me	what	is	good	and	what	
is	 bad,	 too.	Because	 you	have	done	 all	 these	 	 things,	
you have motivated me. She is an exemplary mother. 
Thank	you,	Mom,	for	being	an	example	to	me.	I	miss	
my	mom	because	 I	didn’t	 see	her	 for	14	years.	 I	will	
contact her only by phone call.

maria tacuri is 39 and originally from ecuador. 

My Father
shi thay oo, st. Paul 

My dear beloved daddy:

Today	 I	will	 express	my	honest	 feelings	 about	 this	
man	that	meant	the	whole	world	to	me.	You	work	hard	
for	me.	You	give	me	strength	when	I	feel	like	the	whole	
world	 is	 turning	upside	down.	We	don’t	 really	get	 to	
spend	so	much	time	after	we	moved	to	the	U.S.,	but	
our bond will never go away. I hope we will spend more 
time	together	next	time.	I	really	don’t	like	seeing	you	
working	everyday	in	a	cold	weather,	but	don’t	worry,	I	
will	always	work	hard	and	listen	to	you.	We	will	go	on	
a	vacation	sometime	this	summer.	I	love	you,	Daddy!	
And	I	thank	you	so	much	for	everything	you	have	done	
for	me,	but	now	I	feel	so	useless	because	I	can’t	help	you	
with	anything	and	 seeing	you	working	 so	hard	every	
day	in	weather	 like	this.	My	wish	for	you	is	that	you	
will be healthy and happy. I will be a good daughter 
that	will	make	you	proud.	

shi thay oo is originally from thailand. 

My	Name	Is	Yusuf	
yusuf ali, minneaPolis 

My	name	is	Yusuf	Ali.	I	was	born	in	Somalia.	I	grew	
up there. My family had camels and sheep. When I was 
six years old my father died, but my life was normal 
because	my	mother	took	good	care	of	me.

yusuf ali is originally from somalia

My Family
sahro mahamud, minneaPolis 

I am from Somalia. I have two brothers and two sisters. 
My mom and my dad and my big brother are living in 
Minneapolis. My two sisters and one brother are living 
in	Kenya.	My	father	has	another	wife	and	five	children.	
They	also	are	living	in	Kenya.	I	love	my	family	because	
they are a wonderful family.

sahro mahamud is originally from somalia. 
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My Children
dolores rodriGueZ, minneaPolis 

My	children	are	very	 important	to	me.	Each	one	has	
something	 unique.	 For	 example,	 Yahir	 is	 calm	 and		
intelligent.	He	likes	to	go	to	the	movie	theater.	Daniela	
is	very	happy.	She	 likes	 to	go	to	movies.	She	 is	more	
active	and	destructive.	They	like	to	go	shopping.	The	
most	 important	 thing	 is	 they	 both	 like	 each	 other.	
Their love for dogs also brings them together.

dolores rodriguez is 46 and originally from mexico. 

One	Important	Day
istarlin mohamed, minneaPolis 

It was just an ordinary day. I was asleep when I got a 
call	 from	my	 little	 brother.	He	 said	my	dear	mother	
was in the hospital. The doctors had said she had a 
heart	attack.	My	brother	and	sister	were	scared	that	she	
would	not	make	it.	

I only visited once when she first came to Canada 
in	2009.	In	my	17	years	of	being	away	from	her,	I	had	
lived	a	good	life	in	America.	I	bought	a	plane	ticket	and	
got to her as fast as I could. I visited her in the hospital 
and	I	took	care	of	her.	We	prayed	and	prayed	that	she	
would	get	well.	Thankfully,	she	recovered.	She	was	in	
the hospital 15 days. The doctors said she felt better 
and could go home. 

I stayed with her for four more days once she was out 
of	the	hospital.	Then	I	came	back	to	America.	It	was	
hard	to	leave	her.	I	called	her	every	day	and	asked	how	
she was doing, and she always told me she was good. I 
hope she stays healthy.

istarlin mohamed is originally from somalia. 

My Memories From My 
Childhood
teresa mendoZa, st. Paul

When I was a child, I remember a lot of really good 
times that I had. I was in a family of six, two brothers 
and	one	sister,	and	my	mom	and	dad.	I	really	like	to	
remember	 those	 good	 times	 even	 though	 we	 didn’t	
have	much.	We	only	had	a	couple	of	 toys.	We	didn’t	
have	phones,	TV,	or	video	games,	and	we	didn’t	have	
electricity either. And if we had had it, we probably 
couldn’t	have	afforded	any	of	those	things.	

I	 remember	 when	 my	 brothers	 and	 I	 were	 taking	
care of our sheep and cows in the pasture. That was 
my favorite thing to do because we could play then. 
Sometimes	we	played	with	mud	and	 rocks.	We	built	
houses, routes, and bridges. We could play or pretend 
anything:	hide	and	seek,	tag,	hopscotch.	We	had	a	lot	
of fun and were really happy, especially when we met 
our	cousins	or	other	friends.	But	my	mom	didn’t	like	
it	because	she	said	that	we	didn’t	take	good	care	of	our	
animals.	 She	was	 right.	 Sometimes	 as	 kids	we	 forgot	
about what we were doing and we had fun. 

One	day,	we	forgot	to	watch	the	sheep	and	one	of	
them ate a lot of alfalfa sprouts, got bloated, and died. 
That	day	we	cried	and	were	 scared	because	we	didn’t	
know	how	my	mom	was	going	 to	 react.	We	 tried	 to	
save it by rubbing its stomach. We heard this from my 
grandmother. We made it run so that it would help the 
sheep	to	burp	or	evacuate	its	stomach	and	save	it’s	life,	
but it was too late. We blamed each other and argued 
over who would tell the bad news to my mom.  

Finally, I decided to tell her. So I went to my house 
and my mom was surprised that I was there by myself. 
My	voice	sounded	different	and	she	asked	me,	“Why	
are you here alone?” I started to cry and I told her what 
happened. She was a little bit mad but she told me to 
calm down. She said at least we are going to have it to 
eat	for	the	next	week.	When	I	heard	that,	I	felt	relief.	
She got a wheelbarrow to carry the dead sheep. I was 
happy	 that	we	didn’t	get	grounded,	 and	plus	we	had	
meat	to	eat	for	one	week.

teresa mendoza is originally from mexico. 
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My	Daughters	
yanina senderos, minneaPolis 

I have two beautiful daughters. Mirsha is tender, 
loving,	 intelligent,	 fragile,	 always	 happy.	 She	 likes	 to	
play with dolls. She is a good student. Ashley is cute 
and	 strong,	 is	 not	 affectionate.	 Her	 face	 expresses	
sadness.	She	really	 likes	stuffed	toys	and	ice	cream,	is	
intelligent, and always wants to help you. I love them 
both. They are a gift of life. 

yanina senderos is 28 and originally from mexico. 

An Important Person
alberta Valerdi, minneaPolis 

My	father	was	an	ordinary	person.	He	taught	me	about	
how	 life	 is.	 Sometimes	 life	 is	 difficult.	Not	 always	 is	
easy	 to	 live.	He	 taught	me	 you	 have	 to	 be	 stronger.	
“Take	care	of	yourself,	my	daughter.”	He	was	generous	
and	honest.	He	was	a	good	worker	and	a	good	father.	
He	took	care	of	his	family.

My father was always strong physically and mentally 
and in spirit enthusiastic. When I was eight years old, 
he	 taught	me	 you	had	 to	 learn	 to	 cook.	 I	 said	 okay.	
My	mother	 in	 that	 time	was	 sick	 in	 the	one	 leg.	She	
couldn’t	walk.	My	father	was	gone	for	work,	and	then	
my	mom	was	in	her	bed	not	feeling	well.	I	had	cooked	
for her, my father, and my siblings. 

My	 father	 was	 a	 farmer.	 He	 seeded	 tomatoes,	
peppers, corn, and beans. When it was ready to harvest 
or prepared, he gave a bunch of beans to some people, 
especially mothers who had a child or an old person. 

I miss him because he died in the last couple years 
ago.	I	can’t	see	him	anymore.	I	live	in	U.S.	I	am	so	sad,	
disappointed.	I	know	the	life	is	too	short.	I	was	praying	
for	my	father	to	fade	away	and	God	bless	him.	He	was	
83	years	old.	For	me	my	father	is	unique.	

alberta Valerdi is originally from mexico. 

In	Ayaeyo’s	Hands
samsam Ghedi, minneaPolis 

I	was	always	well	cared	for	in	Ayaeyo’s	hands.	Ayaeyo	is	
Somali for grandmother. My grandmother had a very 
big part in raising me. She is most certainly a part of 
who	I	have	become.	My	mother,	or	hoy-yo	in	Somali,	
stayed busy with the youngest children as there were 
many of us. She had ten children including me. It 
was my dear grandmother that was there to help my 
mother with all our needs.

Ayaeyo was a devout guardian that ensured stability 
in	 the	 home.	 That	 isn’t	 to	 take	 away	 from	 the	 vital	
role	my	hoy-yo	played,	rather	they	worked	in	tandem	
to ensure us children had a good life. Ayeayo made 
sure we were clothed and healthy. She would go to 
the	 tailor	 shops	 and	 collect	 scrap	 material	 to	 make	
us clothes. When we were ill, she would treat us 
with	 traditional	medicines.	 Doctors	 were	 not	 always	
affordable,	 and	 when	 war	 came	 to	 Somalia,	 doctors	
were not accessible. Ayeayo taught me the first Surah, 
or	chapter,	of	our	holy	book,	the	Quran.	She	ensured	
we had a good Muslim foundation. I remember people 
coming to her for many things. They would come for 
advice, medicine, or when there were disagreements. 
She	would	also	go	to	people’s	homes	as	a	midwife	and	
help deliver the babies. Ayaeyo made food that was so 
good.	In	my	life	I	have	never	tasted	anything	like	her	
cooking.	She	 taught	us	 to	always	 take	care	of	 family.	
We were expected to always remember our relatives.

Time	 and	 distance	 will	 never	 come	 between	 my	
dear	Ayaeyo	and	me.	She	was	74	years	old	when	I	left	
Somalia. She was the last family I saw before I left the 
war-torn	country.	On	April	4,	2014,	she	passed	away.	
She was in coma for two months before she passed. I 
am not sure of the details of her illness. She was blessed 
to	live	to	the	age	of	94.	I	miss	her	so	much.	I	regret	not	
being able to come and see her at least one more time. 
I	miss	Ayaeyo’s	hands.

samsam Ghedi is 35 and originally from somalia. 
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My	History
Jesus Guardado, minneaPolis 

A	 lot	 of	 people	 want	 to	 come	 to	 the	 United	 States	
because	 their	 dreams	 can	 come	 true	 if	 they	 work	
hard	 for	 it.	 I	 was	 one	 of	 them.	My	 name	 is	 Jesus.	 I	
was born in northern Mexico. My father was Mexican. 
He	was	born	in	Zacatecas,	Mexico.	My	mother	was	an	
American. She was born in Los Angeles, California. 
My	mother	was	born	in	the	1920s	and	lived	here	until	
she was nine or ten years old. Then her family moved 
to	Durango,	Mexico	because	of	the	Great	Depression	
of	the	1930s.	My	grandpa	got	sick	and	died	a	few	years	
later	 in	 Durango.	 My	 mother	 was	 sixteen	 years	 old	
when	that	happened.	Two	years	later	she	met	my	dad	
and	 they	decided	 to	marry.	They	had	seven	kids.	 I’m	
the younger one. 

It was funny because my mother wanted to come 
back	to	her	country.	She	was	proud	of	being	American.	
However,	my	dad	never	wanted	to	move	here.	He	loved	
his country. I can see my mother telling everybody she 
was	 a	 proud	 American	 citizen!	My	whole	 young	 life	
I	 listened	 to	her	 and	my	dad.	He	was	 very	patriotic,	
and my mother was always proud of her country 
(USA),	so	ever	since	I	was	a	kid,	I	loved	both	Mexico	
and America, even if I was never here. When I moved 
finally	to	this	country	in	1985,	it	wasn’t	strange	for	me	
because	of	all	my	mother’s	stories	of	her	country	since	
she was a little girl.

My	dad	 died	 in	 the	 ‘80s	 and	 a	 few	 years	 later	we	
moved	to	the	USA.	I	had	to	work	very	hard	to	support	
my	mother.	I	was	sixteen	years	old,	and	I	couldn’t	work	
and	go	the	school,	so	I	had	to	leave	school.	Even	so,	in	
this country I have many opportunities that I probably 
would	not	have	had	in	Mexico.	One	of	them	is	travel,	
which I love! I have been in other countries and it was 
amazing	how	by	working	hard	we	have	this	chance!	It	is	
important to have been to other countries so we can see 
how beautiful America is with its many cultures, food, 
and, the best of all, freedom. When we travel outside of 
the	USA	we	value	our	lives	here	more,	and	if	we	work	
for it, many of our dreams come true. 

Jesus Guardado is originally from mexico. 

Divorce
anab shire, minneaPolis

When	 I	 was	 five	 years	 old,	 I	 can’t	 remember	 which	
month, I was in Mogadishu, Somalia. My parents 
had		divorced	and	my	mother	went	back	to	her	family.	
My	father	doesn’t	care.	Me	and	my	two	sisters	get	the	
problem.	One	 of	my	 neighbors	 took	 us	 three	 babies	
and gave them to his family who lives from the bush, 
where	a	herder’s	life	place	has	no	water	and	house.	All	
people	 slept	 up	 to	 grassland.	 That	 grass	 has	 snakes.	
After	one	year	my	sister	came	and	took	us	three	babies	
for	her	sisters.	After	that	my	sister	took	care	of	my	life,	
and	I	said,	“Thank	you,	Maryann.”

That time was important because my sister came 
and	took	care	of	us	 three	 together	and	we	got	 	 food,	
clothing,	 shelter,	 health.	 Also	 they	 know	 our	 family	
or where we came, and there was no crying after that  
time.	We	are	happy	all.	I’m	different	about	that	time.	
I grew and went to school. After that, I married. I got 
the	 baby.	 I	 go	 to	work.	Now	 I’m	 a	 different	 person.	
Also I am happy what I am now. I am family now.  My 
baby	grew	up	and	we	work	now.	I’m	happy	for	and	I	
say,	“Thank	you,	God,”	who	is	taking	care	of	my	family	
and	my	life.	Now	I’m	old	grandma	for	eight	babies.	I	
live in Minneapolis. I go to night class at Volunteers of 
America	and	I’m	happy	for	that.	

anab shire is originally from somalia.

My	Dad
irma cano, minneaPolis 

When I was a little girl, my dad was a good person to 
me in my family. My dad is generous, responsible, and 
disciplined.	He	worked	very	hard	and	is	very	energetic.	
When	I	was	a	child,	I	understood	my	dad.	He	always	
taught respect, helped when somebody needed help 
always. We were together when we needed him. l feel 
grateful	for	my	father	because	he	is	a	good	father.	He	
is	very	happy.	He	is	the	person	influenced	in	me.	I	love	
my dad.

irma cano is originally from mexico. 
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wasn’t	 enough	money,	 he	 and	 his	 wife	 were	 arguing	
about it. After that, there were not enough customers 
who came to the store and nothing was done with the 
cash	machine	to	accept	EBT	and	debit	cards.	

After	 a	 couple	 years,	he	bought	 a	 small	house.	He	
lives with his family: two twin girls, two boys, and his 
wife.	He	always	supports	his	family.	He	tries	as	much	
as	he	can	even	though	he	doesn’t	have	an	education.	He	
encourages me to go to school, and then after my class, 
I	come	back	and	work	in	his	store.	It’s	 the	first	place	
and	only	place	I	have	worked	at.

When he first arrived here, he tried to learn how to 
read	and	write.	But	now	he	can	speak	a	little	bit	more	
than	before.	Sometimes	he	has	grammar	mistakes	when	
he	asks	questions.	For	example,	instead	of	saying	“do,”	
he	uses	 “does.”	He	became	a	 citizen	 after	he	 lived	 in	
Minnesota	for	five	years.	He	feels	so	happy	to	become	
a	citizen	in	the	U.S.	He	is	my	world	and	inspiration.	
He	is	the	person	I	can	depend	on,	and	he	is	the	best	
father in his family.

moo moo is originally from burma. 

My	Home	Country
Kai PhoneXienGsa, minneaPolis

I	am	from	Laos.	I	was	born	in	Champasak.	I	like	my	
home country because my home country has two 
seasons, summer and winter. In the summer, Laos 
is hotter than Minnesota. In the winter Laos is very 
rainy.	The	people	have	hard	work	as	farmers.	I	have	a	
big family in my home country. My mother and father 
have a big farm. I have six sisters and two brothers, but 
one	of	my	brothers	died	in	2005.	I	was	very	sad.

In	2005,	I	went	back	to	my	country.	My	family	was	
very happy when I came to my home, but my mother 
forgot me. She said, “Who came to my house?” because 
she	was	92	years	old.	My	 father	died	 in	2012.	 I	was	
very	sad	when	I	went	back	to	Laos	in	2013	because	I	
couldn’t	see	him.

Now	 I	have	 a	 small	 family	 in	Minneapolis.	 I	 have	
three children, two sons and one daughter.

Kai Phonexiengsa is 49 and originally from laos.

The Morning I Left for 
the	United	States
saida aZemraou, fridley

I	will	 never	 forget	 the	morning	 I	 left	 for	 the	United	
States. It was hard for me and all of my family and 
especially for my mother. She thought I would never 
leave	her.	She	was	crying	and	hugged	me	like	she	would	
never	see	me	again.	I	will	keep	that	picture	in	my	mind	
forever. Also, I will never forget what happened with 
my	nephew.	He	was	three	years	old,	and	I	was	taking	
care of him at that time. I left so sad because I left 
my loved ones. Without my family, actually I still feel 
alone	in	the	United	States.

saida azemraou is originally from morocco. 

Most Important in My 
Life:	My	Brother
moo moo, st. Paul

When	I	came	to	Minnesota	from	Burma,	I	lived	with	
my	brother	 and	his	 family.	 I	didn’t	know	how	 to	 set	
up	 life	 in	Minnesota	 because	 I	 am	Karen	 and	 didn’t	
know	about	 the	contrast	and	 life	between	Minnesota	
and	Burma.

At the same time I came here, my brother started to 
find	his	own	small	store.	He	set	up	his	own	business,	
and	he	established	a	small	grocery	store	in	2013.		

He	 sells	 different	kinds	of	Karen	 food	 such	 as	fish	
paste,	vegetables,	and	the	food	that	most	Karen	people	
like	to	eat.	He	has	two	employees	including	me.	One	
job	is	cashier	and	the	other	job	is	packing	vegetables.	
Each	employee	does	both	jobs.	Sometimes	the	work	is	
too	busy,	but	I	like	it.

Sometimes he has to deal with customers who 
complain about things such as products being too 
expensive.	But	he	tries	to	reply	in	a	good	way	and	tries	
to be nice with them. Sometimes he says to us,   “This is 
a	part	of	my	job!	Different	customers	tell	me	differences	
I	have	to	hear.”	Before	he	set	up	this	store,	he	had	to	
struggle	 and	had	many	difficult	 times.	Because	 there	
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Our	First	Baby
saKi Watanabe, minneaPolis 

Our	 first	 baby	 was	 born	 on	 August	 24,	 2014.	 That	
day became my special day. I went into labor in the 
morning, but it was a mild pain, so I waited in my 
house. The labor pain was getting stronger in the 
afternoon.	I	went	to	a	hospital.	The	doctor	said,	“I’m	
surprised!	 This	 baby	 will	 be	 born	 immediately!	 You	
waited too long!” It seems that I was slow to notice 
the pain. Then my pain was getting worse. I wanted an 
epidural.	An	epidural	 is	a	kind	of	anesthesia,	because	
the	 Japanese	 often	 say	 childbirth	 is	 as	 painful	 as	 a	
watermelon through your nose! After I was put under 
epidural,	I	didn’t	feel	pain.	I	could	talk	to	my	husband	
about the baby. And then my healthy baby was born. 

His	 name	 is	 Ota.	 The	 origin	 of	 his	 name	 is	
MinnesOTA.	 Ota	 has	 completely	 changed	 our	 lives.	
We	 can’t	 sleep	 enough	 and	 we	 can’t	 go	 to	 fancy	
restaurants,	but	it	is	no	problem.	He	is	very	cute	and	
he	always	makes	us	happy.

saki Watanabe is originally from Japan. 

My Mother
sahra yunis, st. Paul

I admire my most loving mother. She is a great mother 
and she brought us up very carefully. I miss my mom, 
because she is far away from me. When I was young 
until	now,	I	didn’t	see	her	a	long	time.	

My	 mother’s	 name	 is	 Halima.	 She	 and	 my	 father	
divorced	 when	 I	 was	 one	 year	 old.	 My	 father	 took	
me because my mother was young. My mother was 
beautiful and loves her children and her husband too. I 
am very proud that I am one of her children. 

I	 love	my	mom	because	 she	 likes	 to	 teach	us	good	
manners.	 She	 likes	 to	 love	our	 father	more	 than	her.	
She wants us to be good children who respect their 
parents	and	the	elders.	I	can’t	say	how	much	I	miss	my	
mom. 

My mom and I are friends. She is friendly to me. She 
calls	me,	and	she	always	likes	to	talk	to	me	before	sleep.	
I love my mom and miss her so much. 

I Miss My Family
Phallin Keo, neW hoPe

My name is Phallin. I am from Cambodia, and I have 
been	living	in	Minnesota	for	about	eight	years.	It’s	hard	
being away from my family.

I miss my family. I miss my dad who always 
encouraged me and always forgave me whenever I 
made	any	mistakes.	I	miss	my	mom	who	always	took	
care	 of	 me.	 She	 cooked	 for	 the	 family	 and	 for	 me	
whenever I told her that I was hungry. She is the best 
cook	in	the	world.	I	hope	that	I	can	eat	the	food	that	
she	cooks	again	soon.	I	also	miss	my	brothers	and	my	
sisters although we always argued and fought with each 
other whenever we had to clean up the household. I 
especially	miss	Reaksmey,	my	 youngest	 brother,	who	
always	kissed	me	before	and	after	he	went	in	and	out	
of my house. 

I feel very lonely when the Cambodian holidays are 
coming	because	we	always	got	together	to	cook,	play	
games, and enjoy each other. My sister just got married 
on	January	7,	2015	which	made	me	more	sad	because	I	
hoped	that	I	would	be	a	part	of	her	wedding.	However,	
I had to stay in Minnesota. I want to say to my family 
that	I	miss	them	all,	and	I	will	be	coming	back	home	
when I have the chance and the money.

Phallin Keo is 32 and originally from cambodia. 

The Gift 
maricela eGurrola, fridley

My nicest gift was from Linsy. Last year she told me 
that I was going to get my biggest gift from her, and I 
didn’t	believe	her.	She	said,	“I	am	going	to	bring	your	
daughter for Christmas, and you can all be together 
as	a	family	eating	and	opening	presents.”	Last	week	I	
was	nervous,	 and	on	December	12	 I	had	a	call	 from	
Linsy telling me that my daughter is ready for her visa. 
I felt the happiest I have ever been! The most important 
thing	for	me	in	my	life	is	to	have	my	kids	reunited	and	
never	have	to	separate	them	again.	Thanks	to	God	they	
will now be together again.

maricela egurrola is originally from mexico. 
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myself for losing him, I used it as my inspiration to 
work	harder	and	continue	reaching	all	my	dad’s	goals	
for his family. I experienced a lot of criticism from 
people who tried to bring me down! All the words they 
threw at me I used as stepping stones enabling me to 
succeed. 

Today	when	I	remember	everything	that	happened,	
I have a big smile on my face because I made it this 
far.	No	matter	how	far	you	are	from	your	loved	ones,	
as long as you have faith, trust, and love for each other 
you	will	make	 it.	Now	I’m	a	U.S.	citizen	and	have	a	
stable job as a certified manager, so I can support my 
family.	I’m	thankful	to	the	people	who	inspire	me	and	
who	have	helped	me	get	this	far,	and	I	always	look	back	
where I came from. Life is tough, but no matter what 
obstacles are in the way you have to continue fighting 
to reach your goal.

miraly Williams is originally from the Philipines. 

My	Educated	Children
ambia buul, minneaPolis

My name is Ambia. I am from Somalia. I was born on 
October	20,	 1968.	 I	 grew	up	on	 a	 farm	because	my	
family lived on a farm. The farm animals were goats 
and camels. I never went to school when I was younger 
because	I	was	the	oldest	child,	so	I	had	to	take	care	of	
the	animals.	When	I	was	22	I	came	to	the	city	and	got	
married. My husband finished high school in Somalia. 
When	I	was	23	I	had	my	first	baby.	My	son’s	name	is	
Faisal.	I	had	my	second	child	when	I	was	25.	My	family	
and	 I	 came	 to	Kenya	because	 of	 the	 civil	war	 in	my	
country.	My	husband	came	to	America	in	1994.	Then	
I	had	my	third	child.	Four	years	later	in	1999,	my	three	
kids	and	I	came	to	the	U.S.	Now	I	have	six	beautiful	
kids	that	are	educated.	My	oldest	son	graduated	from	
the	University	of	Minnesota	and	I	am	proud	of	him.

ambia buul is 46 and originally from somalia. 

My Family 
edith VasqueZ, minneaPolis 

My	name	is	Edith.	I	was	born	in	Mexico.	I	have	three	
children.	 I	 came	 to	 the	 United	 States	 in	 August	 of	
1999.	I	have	lived	in	Minnesota	15	years.	My	daughter	
and	my	son	live	in	Mexico.	I	have	my	job.	I	work	every	
day.  

For 15 years I have not seen my family. My father 
and mother live in Mexico. I am a grandmother. I have 
five	grandchildren.	I	do	not	know	when	I	will	go	back	
to Mexico. 

edith Vasquez is 45 and originally from mexico. 

The Story of My Life 
(Then	and	Now)
miraly Williams,  West st. Paul

I	 grew	 up	 in	 Buanoy,	 Balamban,	 Cebu,	 Philippines	
with	my	parents.	My	life	before	I	came	to	the	U.S.	was	
simple	and	ordinary.	I’m	a	person	who	always	wanted	
to	help	my	family.	I	came	to	the	U.S.	on	January	19,	
2008	to	be	with	my	husband	and	seek	a	better	future.	

I met my husband in the Philippines on September 
13,	2006.	This	day	was	unforgettable	because	it	showed	
he meant everything he said about coming to the 
Philippines. My husband brought my family together, 
especially	my	dad.	My	dad	worked	hard	to	provide	for	
his family, but he was a really strict father. We barely 
had father/daughter bonding because we rarely saw 
him	at	home.	That’s	why	the	first	time	he	told	me	how	
much he loved us it made me so happy. 

When I came to America I only brought my luggage, 
passport, and documents as proof that I am not a 
terrorist. When I moved to Minnesota I left my family 
and friends behind. Leaving the people you love is not 
easy,	but	I	had	to	make	a	decision.

On	October	11,	2011,	my	dad	passed	away.	It	was	
really hard for me because I never had a chance to see 
him	one	last	time.	My	dad’s	last	words	to	my	mom	were	
“Don’t	worry.	Everything	 is	gonna	be	okay.”	Hearing	
those words pinched my heart but instead of blaming 
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Her	New	Beginning
sarah abernathey, brooKston

An estimated four million babies will be born in the 
United	states	this	year.	Amniotic	band	syndrome	will	
affect	100	of	 those	babies,	 and	of	 those	hundred,	10	
percent	will	 not	 live.	Amniotic	 band	 syndrome	 (also	
known	 as	ABS)	 is	 a	 rare	 condition	 that	 is	 caused	 by	
strands of the amniotic sac that separate and entangle 
limbs and other parts of the body, causing a variety 
of	birth	defects.	This	 is	 something	 that	you	wouldn’t	
normally	hear	about	unless	you	know	someone	affected	
by	amniotic	band	syndrome	or	have	been	affected	by	
it yourself. 

I	first	heard	and	 learned	about	ABS	on	November	
1,	2010	after	a	routine	ultrasound	for	my	third	child.	
I was informed that I would be bringing a little girl 
into	this	world	with	ABS.	The	next	four	months	was	a	
blur of questions. I experienced the five stages of grief: 
denial and isolation, anger, bargaining, depression, 
and acceptance. I could not understand why this was 
happening	when	I	did	everything	by	the	book.		

After	weeks	of	elbow	jabs	and	tiny	little	kicks	to	the	
ribs	letting	me	know	she	would	arrive	soon,	I	was	told	I	
could	terminate	the	pregnancy.	Termination	was	not	an	
option for me, and it was never to be mentioned again. 
After countless hours of research and observation, I was 
prepared to bring her in to this world.

On	 March	 18th,	 2011,	 my	 daughter	 was	 born	
without her left hand and part of her lower forearm. I 
gave her the name Ilah because that means “from the 
strong place,” and that is where she came from. There 
was a collective sigh of relief and joy that filled the 
room, she was perfectly beautiful and healthy in every 
way I expected. 

My goal in sharing this story with you is to pay 
tribute to my daughter. Ilah has showed me that life is 
precious, and on my hardest day, it could be someone 
else’s	 easiest	 day.	 People	 learn	 from	 her.	 Ilah	 is	 here,	
and	 I	 am	 thankful	 that	 she	was	 one	 of	 the	 hundred	
kids	born	with	ABS	and	not	the	10	percent	that	don’t	
survive.

sarah abernathey is 32 and originally from the usa.

Love Lesson
fanny GutierreZ, st. Paul

I	was	 born	 and	 bred	 in	Bogotá,	Colombia.	 Like	 the	
most of the women of Latin America, I was educated 
in the belief that we have to be docile and passive in 
marriage	or	any	sentimental	relationship.	I	am	talking	
about	fifty	years	back!	So	the	man	was	the	“king”	and	
the woman had the responsibility of the domestic 
chores in the house. 

When	I	came	 to	 the	United	States,	 I	was	 living	 in	
my	 son’s	 house	 with	 his	 family.	One	 thing	 attracted	
my	 attention:	my	 daughter-in-law	 did	 not	wash	 and	
iron	my	son’s	clothes.	My	son	did	it!	In	that	moment,	I	
thought,	“My	poor	son,	that	is	not	fair.	He	works	very	
hard all the time.”

Finally,	one	day	I	decided	to	ask	my	son	about	this	
situation	and	he	smiled	and	said,	“Don’t	worry,	Mom.	
It is nothing personal. It is culture.” I was insistent. 
He	again	said	sweetly,	“Mom,	my	wife	is	not	a	perfect	
woman, but she is the person that I love just as she 
is.”	At	that	moment,	I	thought	that	his	wife	is	a	lucky	
woman	and	I	envied	her.	How	lucky	to	find	a	person	
that loves you unconditionally. At this time, I had to 
recognize	that	my	son	is	happy	in	his	marriage.	I	am	
very	proud	of	him,	because	he	gently	let	me	know	that	
I was wrong. 

This small love lesson was very important for 
me	because	 it	made	me	 see	 life	 in	a	different	way.	 	 I	
realized	 that	 1)	 I	 have	 to	 live	 and	 let	 others	 live,	 2)	
if I see the positive side of things I am in harmony 
with	myself	and	others,	3)	I	am	very	proud	of	my	son	
because in addition to being a good professional, he is 
a	good	human	being,	and	4)	my	relationship	with	my	
daughter-in-law	has	improved	so	much	and	everybody	
is happy!

fanny Gutierrez is originally from colombia. 
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And	think,	and	look	around.

I’m	not	that	bad	off,	for	in	myself	I	have	found

A bigger and better person,

Which	took	a	lot	of	anger	and	a	lot	of	cursin’.

But	He	finally	showed	His	face

For	that	I	am	thankful;	Hail	Mary,	full	of	grace.

This is for the fathers, with their beautiful sons or 
daughters,	who	find	themselves	facin’

The same messed up situation.

Just	relax;	picture	their	smiles	and	take	that	mental	
vacation,

‘Cuz	soon	enough	life	will	bring	you	to	a	new	
destination.

Happy	Birthday
JosePh oPheim, st. cloud

A year ago today I saw my son born,

Same	day,	a	year	later,	my	heart’s	all	torn.

Thought	I’d	never	be	here;	Man,	I	coulda	sworn.

Living one of my biggest fears in the jailhouse dorm.

Scared	my	son	is	callin’	another	man	“Dad.”

Scared the state will say I blew the only chance I had.

At the sight of me, will my son be happy or sad?

And	with	it	all,	did	his	mom	teach	him	that	I’m	bad?

So	much	I’ll	never	get	back,	that’s	a	fact.

Missed	his	first	steps,	first	words;	it’s	all	whack.

Today	is	the	first	day	my	little	man	eats	cake,

And	today	is	the	first	day	ever	I	wish	that	I	didn’t	wake.

You	may	see	me	smile,	but	I	promise	it’s	fake.

I’m	writing	this	down	before	I	mentally	break,	for	my	
own	sake.

I just wanted to be his role model, 

Someone	he	would	look	up	to,	someone	he	should	
follow.

I’m	incredibly	happy	I	have	him,	yet	I	feel	so	hollow

As I wallow.

I	know	I	am	blessed.	Mentally	I’m	stressed

I should have guessed

That	she’d	take	my	son;	my	love	beating	in	my	chest.

I need to rest.
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Life	in	the	Jungle
I was born in a small village located on a beautiful hill. This is the place that I lived for my first seven years. 
It	had	a	very	nice	neighborhood,	and	a	beautiful	environment.	There	were	30	houses	that	included	nature,	a	
garden, a fish pool, and an animal fence behind them.

Unfortunately,	because	of	the	civil	war,	I	departed	from	my	village	to	live	in	the	jungle	for	ten	years.	I	fled	to	
the	jungle	to	escape	with	my	life,	because	the	military	wanted	to	kill	the	Karen	people.	I	stayed	far	away	from	it	
for	ten	years,	and	was	afraid	to	go	back	because	I	thought	there	would	be	no	one	in	my	village	after	I	escaped.

Years	later,	I	went	back	to	my	beautiful	village	when	I	was	17	years	old.	I	saw	many	things	had	changed.	
There	was	no	longer	a	beautiful	environment,	because	trees	were	cut	down	and	flowers	had	disappeared.	Our	
nice	neighbors	had	moved	to	other	villages.	Some	other	people	were	relocated	into	our	village.	They	didn’t	care	
for this village as much as we had before. They cut down many trees for buildings. They also made the village 
very dirty, such as by throwing garbage around the village. There were no gardens, animal fences, or fish pools 
behind	the	houses,	because	the	new	residents	didn’t	care	about	them.	They	survived	by	hunting	and	finding	
fruit and vegetables in the forest. They also went fishing in the small stream and rivers to get fish for their meal. 

I	wondered	and	considered	the	differences	between	these	situations	of	the	village	when	I	was	seven	years	
and	17	years	old.	Many	things	had	changed.	The	situation	was	much	worse	than	before.	For	this	reason,	I	
thought,	“The	beauty	of	a	place	depends	on	the	people	who	live	there.’’	So	I	got	a	lesson	to	save	and	protect	
our environment wherever we live.

As a result of my experience in the jungle, I can survive anywhere. For me, the most interesting thing in the 
U.S.	is	to	get	more	education	and	a	better	job.	I	believe	that	I	will	achieve	my	goals	in	this	country	and	also	
help my community. 

featured author
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The	Biggest	Challenges	for	Me	in	the	USA	That	I	
Have	Overcome
I	was	living	in	the	Thai-Burma	border	Karen	Refugee	Camp	for	16	years	as	a	refugee.	After	that,	I	received	a	
good	opportunity	to	resettle	in	the	US	in	2011,	when	I	was	43	years	old.	However,	life	is	not	easy	and	living	
in this country was very challenging for me due to many reasons. Among them, there were the three biggest 
challenges	for	me	in	the	U.S.:	language,	workplace	skills,	and	transportation.

Firstly,	 even	 though	 I	 had	 studied	 the	 language	 for	 10	 years,	 communication	 in	English	made	me	 very	
confused.	For	example,	I	didn’t	understand	many	words	that	people	said	to	me,	because	the	pronunciation	
was	very	different	from	my	homeland.	At	this	time,	I	felt	very	frustrated	to	speak	English	and	very	surprised	
when I heard new vocabularies and pronunciation. I thought that the best way to resolve this problem was to 
go	to	school	and	learn	more	English.,	so	I	started	studying	at	the	Hubbs	Center	when	I	arrived	in	2011.	After	
studying for few months, I overcame this problem.

Secondly,	 jobs	in	the	U.S.	were	different	than	in	my	country,	because	every	job	in	this	county	requests	a	
certificate	or	diploma	related	to	workplace	skills.	For	instance,	if	you	apply	for	an	office	assistance	position	you	
should	have	computer	skills	and	office	management	skills.	I	was	overcome	with	fear	about	this	problem,	but	I	
got	a	job	in	an	office	because	I	have	a	basic	computer	certificate	and	office	assistance	certificate	from	the	first	
year	when	I	arrived	in	the	U.S.

Finally,	transportation	is	not	the	same	way	in	Burma	and	the	U.S.	In	Burma,	I	got	to	work	and	school	on	
foot	or	by	boat	when	I	needed	to	cross	the	river,	but	in	the	U.S.	almost	100%	of	transportation	is	by	car	or	
bus.	So	transportation	is	very	difficult	for	many	people	who	do	not	have	a	driver’s	license	and	a	car	or	people	
who	don’t	know	how	to	take	a	city	bus,	like	me	when	I	arrived	in	the	first	month	in	the	U.S.	I	have	overcome	
this	problem,	too,	because	I	practiced	how	to	take	a	city	bus,	and	I	got	my	driver’s	license	within	the	first	year	
before I got a job. 

In conclusion, I have overcome all these barriers that I explained above because of the support and help from 
my teachers, my counselor, and my community leaders and by my enthusiasm for learning how to be successful.
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THAY SAI HTOO was	born	in	1968	in	Pa	Pun,	Burma.	His	parents	were	farmers.	
He	started	attending	school	in	1975	when	he	was	seven	years	old,	but	the	Civil	War	interrupted	his	
academic	learning.	He	had	to	stop	school	in	1984	when	he	was	16.	At	this	time	he	had	completed	
middle	 school.	After	 that,	he	 survived	 and	worked	 as	 a	 farmer,	 carpenter,	 and	boat	builder	 from	
1985	to	1994;	his	father	had	passed	away	in	1979	when	Thay	was	11	years	old,	and	as	the	oldest	
son	it	was	Thay’s	responsibility	to	support	his	mother,	younger	brother,	and	older	sister.Thay	escaped	
from	his	homeland	to	Thailand	in	1995,	and,	as	a	refugee	at	a	Thai-Burma	Border	Karen	Refugee	
Camp,	he	was	able	to	continue	high	school,	graduating	at	the	age	of	28.	In	the	refugee	camp,	Thay	
built a family and a career, marrying, having five children, and continuing his schooling to become 
a teacher of math and geography for primary, middle, and high school students. After teaching 
for	 many	 years,	 he	 became	 a	 teaching	 skills	 teacher	 at	 the	 camp’s	 Teacher	 Training	 Center.	 In	
August	2011,	Thay	and	his	family	had	the	opportunity	to	move	to	St.	Paul.	Now,	Thay’s	children	
are	 in	 school,	 and	 Thay	 works	 full-time	 as	 an	 employment	 counselor	 at	 the	 Hmong	 American	
Partnership,	as	well	as	attending	ESL	classes	two	evenings	per	week	at	the	Ronald	M.	Hubbs	Center	
for	Lifelong	Learning.	He	aspires	to	earn	his	GED	and	help	his	children	have	a	successful	future.	
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Challenges Facing 
Visitors	in	Haiti
mimi WicK, cottaGe GroVe

Based	on	my	experience	as	a	translator	and	hospitality	
staff	member	for	foreign	travelers,	I	can	say	that	there	
may	be	significant	challenges	when	you’re	a	visitor	in	
Haiti.	First	of	all,	when	you	communicate,	language	can	
be	a	barrier.	If	travelers	have	not	learned	Haitian	Creole	
or French, it is a very big challenge to communicate 
without a translator. Without good translation, visitors 
cannot communicate their wants and needs, and 
they	may	feel	insecure,	thinking	that	others	may	take	
advantage of them because of the language barrier. 

Secondly, the weather might be very challenging 
for them, too. If they are used to cold climate and 
they have to deal with a very hot place, some of them 
might	 get	 very	 sick,	 especially	 if	 they	don’t	 have	 any	
air	conditioners.	They	must	know	how	to	avoid	such	
problems	 as	 heat	 stroke	 by	 finding	 shady	 places,	
avoiding too much sun exposure, dressing appropriately 
for	hot	weather,	and	drinking	enough	cool	fluids.	

Thirdly, it can be very hard if they are staying in an 
isolated place, far from the conveniences they are used 
to and with no one to help them understand the area. 
Staying	in	a	rural	Haitian	village	is	very	different	than	
staying	in	the	city.	Being	in	a	rural	area	may,	for	instance,	
limit	their	access	to	safe	drinking	water,	showers,	and	
toilet facilities. A guide can help them prepare for these 
situations. There might also be certain foods that could 
be harmful to the health of the traveler. A guide can 
help	 them	know	which	 foods	 to	 avoid	 and	which	 to	
eat. In the event that there is an urgent health issue, 
the guide can help them find the healthcare they need. 

In	 brief,	 preparing	 for	 travel	 in	 Haiti	 is	 difficult.	
Even	with	good	preparation,	 there	 are	 situations	one	
encounters that cannot always be anticipated regarding 
language,	 climate,	 and	 rural	 living.	 Having	 a	 good	
guide and translator can be very helpful for travelers 
to	 Haiti,	 and	 it	 is	 recommended	 for	 anyone	 who	 is	
experiencing their first visit to the country.

mimi Wick is originally from haiti. 

A	Holiday	or	Tradition	in	
My Country
maGdalena talaVera, WorthinGton

In my country we celebrate the holiday Christmas. 
We	buy	new	 clothes	 and	 shoes.	Our	 family	 prepares	
a dinner for this day. A tradition in my country is to 
celebrate with a party in my city in honor of a hero for 
the starting of a new life. We celebrate with the purpose 
of family reunions and to celebrate the birth of the boy 
Jesus	in	our	life.	What’s	so	beautiful	is	that	the	family	
is	happy.	Downtown	in	the	city	you	can	see	different	
people and animals, because there will be a parade to 
honor the anniversary of the city, which we call hípico. 
Many	people	are	mounted	on	horses	to	show	off,	and	
la	reina	or	the	king	chooses	the	best	horse.

magdalena talavera is 29 and originally from nicaragua.

This	Was	Denguoce’s	
History
William omot, WorthinGton

Denguoce	and	Othieno	lived	in	Africa	a	long	time	ago.	
Denguoce	lived	in	North	Africa	with	his	son,	Othieno.	
They	 belonged	 to	 the	 Luo	 people.	 Denguoce	 had	 a	
sister.	Her	name	was	Achuole.	She	had	her	own	son.	
He	was	called	Gilo.	Denguoce	talked	to	his	sister	and	
asked	if	her	son	could	come	to	 live	together	with	his	
son,	Othieno	Denguoce.	They	were	the	same	age,	and	
they	grew	up	together	as	kids.	Denguoce	had	married	
a	couple	of	women.	Some	women	didn’t	like	Othieno	
because	he	was	circumcised.	Denguoce	grew	older	and	
passed	away.	He	was	higher	than	his	son	on	the	throne.	
The	women	didn’t	 like	Othieno	 for	 that	 reason.	The	
women	liked	Gilo,	but	Gilo	didn’t	belong	to	Denguoce	
who	was	higher	on	his	throne.	Othieno	got	angry	and	
killed	his	father’s	sister’s	son,	Gilo.	The	First	World	War	
happened at that time. The people left Africa to go to 
Asia	and	Europe.	Othieno	and	his	group	got	defeated	
in	the	battle.	Achuole	killed	her	brother’s	son,	Othieno.	
She and her group won on the battlefield.

William omot is 42 and originally from sudan.
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A Secret Story From the 
Karen	Culture
Khin ye, st. Paul

Once	upon	 a	 time,	 there	was	 a	 special	woman.	One	
day she went with her sisters to get vegetables on the 
mountain.	 Then	 the	 clouds	 got	 dark	 and	 lightning	
struck	her.	She	was	knocked	out	for	a	bit.	When	she	
got home, she felt uncomfortable and fell down on 
the floor. Then she found out she was pregnant, but 
she was a single woman and had never been married. 
Then,	she	named	her	baby	Mu	Yeh	Peh.	This	girl	was	
special	because	when	she	drank	water	her	neck	shone.	
It	looked	like	lightening.	Then,	later	when	she	grew	up,	
the	Thai	King	Number	Five	needed	her	help,	because	
her	 blood	 was	 special.	 It	 would	 make	 the	 country	
peaceful.	She	was	very	beautiful.	When	 the	king	 saw	
her,	he	didn’t	want	 to	 sacrifice	her,	 so	he	 took	her	as	
his	wife.	 	This	king	had	five	wives,	 and	Mu	Yeh	Peh	
was	the	last	wife.	Later	the	other	wives	killed	Mu	Yeh	
Peh.	Before	Mu	Yeh	Peh	died,	she	spoke	these	words	of	
wisdom	for	the	Karen	people.	She	told	the	king,	“First,	
you	must	 love	the	Karen	people.	Second,	you	should	
welcome	 the	Karen	people	 into	 your	 country.	Third,	
you	must	 help	 them	 and	 take	 care	 of	 them.	 Fourth,	
do	no	evil	things	to	Karen	people.	Fifth,	you	shouldn’t	
fight and argue with them. Sixth, you should not go to 
war	with	them.	Seventh,	do	not	secretly	betray	and	kill	
them.”	As	a	result,	the	Thai	kings	have	welcomed	the	
Karen	people	into	their	country	and	taken	care	of	them	
in refugee camps.

Khin ye is 32 and originally from burma.

Untitled
Khadra Jama, Waite ParK 

We saw the garden near to our school, and it did not 
look	good.	There	was	trash	in	the	garden	and	the	
flowers were dead, except for one tiny flower. The 
color of the garden was brown and yellow. I felt sad 
about the garden, how it used to be and how it is now. 

Acculturating, yet 
Preserving
Vilma e. fontaneZ, aPPle Valley

I	came	from	Puerto	Rico.	Puerto	Rico	is	part	of	United	
States.	My	country	is	small,	but	beautiful.	Puerto	Rico	
has a lot of historical places, beaches, and delicious 
food, and the weather is always warm.

My	 husband	 Julio	 was	 a	 police	 officer	 in	 Puerto	
Rico	 for	 12	 years,	 and	my	 job	 in	Puerto	Rico	was	 a	
secretary	 for	 an	 administrative	 office	 at	 HIMA-San	
Pablo	Hospitals,	near	my	house.	We	decided	to	move	
to	Minnesota	 in	 2006	with	my	 two	 little	 daughters,	
Rotcehmarie	 and	 Vianca	 Krystal.	 After	 months	 of	
living	 in	Minnesota,	 I	 just	wanted	 to	go	back	 to	my	
country	 because	 it	 was	 difficult	 for	 me	 to	 stay	 here	
without my parents and my sole brother.

The	adaptation	here	was	very	difficult	for	me	the	first	
two years, because the culture and weather here was 
very	 different	 versus	 my	 country.	 We	 are	 hospitable	
people and always we show our feelings. For example, 
in	 my	 country,	 we	 always	 give	 a	 kiss	 on	 the	 check	
and hug when you see or you say goodbye to family 
and	 friends.	Especially,	we	need	 to	 always	 say	 to	our	
parents	the	word	“bendición”	(blessing)	every	time	we	
are greeting and saying goodbye. I will never forget the 
faces	of	my	daughters’	teachers	in	America	the	first	time	
they saw my daughters leave me to go to class, because 
they cannot understand why my daughters never give 
their	hand	to	shake	and	have	eye	contact,	even	when	
they	speak	to	my	daughters.	So,	my	husband	requested	
a	meeting	with	my	daughter’s	 teacher	and	the	school	
principal to explain a litte bit about our culture and 
our	 favorite	holiday	on	 January	6,	Three	King’s	Day.	
This holiday we celebrate with the family together, 
give	 gifts,	 and	make	 a	 great	 party	 and	 our	 country’s	
traditional food. I never send my daughters to school 
on this day, because it is very important to us to never 
lose our culture no matter where we live. That is why 
starting	this	year	2015,	my	husband	and	I	have	decided	
to celebrate our Christmas holidays always in Puerto 
Rico	with	both	family	and	friends	and	especially	in	the	
warm weather.

Vilma e. fontanez is 46 and originally from mexico.



126 Journeys

As	I	am	working	in	the	health	care	area,	those	aspects	
of	cultures	are	essential.	Therefore,	I	like	to	keep	those	
aspects of cultures with me in my career.

niko lee is originally from burma.

Culture	and	Traditions
anonymous, aPPle Valley

I	 am	 from	Eritrea,	East	Africa.	 I	have	many	 cultures	
and	 traditions	 that	 are	 different	 from	 the	 traditions	
in	 the	 United	 States.	 How	 we	 get	 married,	 how	 we	
celebrate our holidays, and how we welcome our 
guests	to	our	home	are	some	of	the	differences.	When	I	
came to America, I was confused for a while about the 
culture	until	I	got	used	to	everything	in	the	U.S.	Here	
is	the	difference	for	me.	When	I	came	to	the	U.S.	the	
way	I	spoke	to	a	person	and	how	I	acted	had	different	
meanings.	 I	 am	 not	 speaking	 about	 the	 English	
language,	but	the	manners	that	I	had	from	Eritrea.	For	
example,	a	friend	of	mine	is	American,	and	we	know	
each	other	due	to	our	kids	going	to	the	same	school.	
When	they	came	to	my	house,	they	liked	our	traditional	
food, which is spicy. At first, I had a hard time. I was 
thinking,	what	am	I	going	feed	them?	My	kids	taught	
me	not	to	worry.	This	country	is	not	like	our	country	
where	you	have	 to	cook	and	spend	more	 time	 in	the	
kitchen.	You	just	give	them	what	we	eat	every	day,	like	
hot dogs, burgers and mac and cheese which is easy 
to	make.	One	day,	I	wanted	to	get	together	with	their	
family, and I invited them for our traditional food. I 
was so surprised they loved it! While they were eating, 
I	 asked	 them	again	 and	 again	 to	 eat	more	 and	more	
because this is how we eat in our country. My friend 
Ms.	Kim	is	so	smart,	she	understood,	and	she	asked	me	
if	my	manners	were	cultural.	I	said,	“Yes,	this	 is	how	
we	respect	guests	to	make	them	comfortable.”	I	taught	
her	the	Eritrean	way	and	she	taught	me	the	American	
ways.	Thank	God,	she	is	so	nice,	and	my	kids	learn	a	
lot things about American culture because they spend 
more time at their school and with their friends too, 
and they taught me too. I appreciate Americans because 
they	 understand	 and	 respect	 everybody’s	 culture	 and	
traditions. They help new Americans get comfortable 
to	live	in	the	U.S.	And	the	person	I	appreciate	most	is	
my	teacher	Tina.	She’s	been	teaching	me	everything.

Newcomer	in	the	USA
niKo lee, st. Paul

I	have	been	in	the	USA	for	just	over	one	year,	and	there	
are some ways I had to adapt to American culture.

In	American	culture	there	are	some	differences	from	
my	home	country’s	culture.	That	difference	sometimes	
caused me discomfort, but later it became familiar. At 
first,	 I	 liked	 the	 system	 that	wherever	 you	 go—such	
as	office	or	bus	stop—people	follow	a	first	come,	first	
serve system that is equal and fair. Also particularly, 
assisting vulnerable people such as elders, children, or 
disabled people. Fairness is respectful and valuable. The 
second cultural aspect I learned from my experience 
is that when an American sees a person in need they 
usually	ask,	“Do	you	need	help?”	and	immediately	give	
help.

One	 night	 after	 work,	 while	 I	 was	walking	 to	my	
apartment	from	the	bus	stop,	the	snow	was	falling	like	
a	 shower.	 I	was	alone	all	 the	way	along	the	sidewalk.	
I	 put	 my	 backpack	 on	 my	 head	 and	 kept	 walking.	
During	 the	 time	 that	 I	was	walking,	 I	 saw	only	 two	
cars on the road passing by. When they saw me each 
driver	offered	me	a	ride.	I	answered	to	the	first	car	that	
my	apartment	is	not	far	and	I	could	walk.	Then	he	said,	
“Are you sure?” and drove away. The second car driver 
was	like	the	first	car.	He	came	out	of	his	car	and	came	
to	me.	Although	 I	 said,	 “I	 am	okay,”	 and	would	 get	
home	soon,	he	said,	“No,	you	cannot	walk	like	that	in	
the snow.” 

One	of	his	hands	took	my	backpack	and	the	other	
grabbed	my	arm.	Then	he	took	me	into	his	car	and	sent	
me to my apartment. From that lesson I learned that 
Americans	have	a	kind	of	sympathetic	aspect	to	their	
culture,	which	is	very	valuable	and	warm.	But	I	am	not	
sure	if	that	is	culture	or	behavior.	I	like	the	two	above	
mentioned	aspects	of	American	culture	and	they	stick	
with me. 

In my home culture, we help people who need help 
and	 obey	 parents’	 or	 guardians’	 and	 older	 people’s	
instructions.	 Helping	 people,	 sympathizing	 with	
vulnerable people, and obeying elders are good aspect 
of	 our	 culture.	 They	 are	 also	 included	 in	 our	 Bible	
study. 
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My Country
WellinGton santos, rosemount

Brazil	 is	 my	 country,	 the	 largest	 country	 in	 South	
America.	Brazil	has	approximately	200	million	people.	

Brazil	is	a	mixed	country;	there	are	a	lot	of	different	
kinds	 of	 people	 living	 there.	 The	 south	 part	 was	
colonized	by	Italian	and	German	people,	the	southwest	
by	Spanish,	and	the	north	and	the	northeast	by	blacks	
from slaves and native Indians.

The financial center is concentrated in the southwest 
and south. The south and southeast basically earn a 
living by agriculture and tourism with their beautiful 
beaches.

In February there is a traditional holiday called 
Carnaval.	During	 four	days	 the	people	go	 to	 famous	
streets	 in	 Sao	 Paulo	 and	Rio	 de	 Janeiro	 and	make	 a	
parade with their carnival costumes.

Wellington santos is 39 and originally from brazil.

Superstitions in Mexico
huGo hernandeZ, Waite ParK

In Mexico there are a lot of superstitions. If you open 
an	umbrella	 inside	 of	 the	 house	 it’s	 bad	 luck.	 If	 you	
want	good	luck,	you	need	a	rabbit	foot.	Friday	the	13th	
is a bad day to get married or to go outside the home. 
Also,	if	you	have	a	bad	day,	all	the	people	say	you	wake	
up with the left feet. Another common superstition is 
when	 somebody	needs	good	 luck	 for	 something	new	
always say, “Please cross the fingers.” There are others, 
like	if	you	break	a	mirror,	you	will	have	seven	years	of	
bad	luck,	or	when	you	walk	under	the	ladder.	But	the	
most common is when you say something bad, but you 
don’t	want	it	to	occur,	say,	“Touch	wood.”

My	Favorite	Holiday
Zai Kuan chen, WorthinGton

In	China,	New	Year’s	is	a	big	holiday	for	everyone.	The	
government	gives	a	week’s	vacation.	Many	people	who	
work	far	away	will	come	home	to	celebrate	the	holiday.	
Parents	buy	new	clothes	 for	 their	kids.	Grandparents	
give children red envelopes. The whole family comes 
together	 to	 cook	 great	 foods	 and	 drink	 beer.	 The	
children	 get	 together	 to	 do	 fireworks,	 play	 many	
games,	and	celebrate	the	holiday.	I	love	Chinese	New	
Year’s.	I	also	enjoy	the	food.	It	is	a	time	to	meet	with	
my friends. It is a great holiday. I hope everyone has a 
wonderful holiday.

Zai Kuan chen is 50 and originally from china. 

My	Roots
anGelina Pimentel, oWatonna

My name is Angelina Pimentel. I came to America ten 
years	ago.	 I	was	born	 in	a	 small	 town	 in	Michoacán,	
Mexico. My country is beautiful, and rich in culture 
and traditions with an impressive history. Mexico is 
colorful and cheerful with delicious food and a lot of 
good people.

Right	now,	Mexico	is	having	a	time	with	insecurity	
and	corruption.	However,	I	hope	Mexico	will	return	to	
being a beautiful country. I miss it a lot.

Now,	 I	 have	 a	 family	 with	 my	 husband	 and	 two	
children—one boy and a girl. They are my life. For 
them this is their country, and we are proud to be 
part	of	this	great	nation.	Here,	they	will	have	a	better	
education	 for	a	better	 life.	Nevertheless,	 I	would	 like	
them	to	know	where	they	come	from,	and	be	proud	of	
their Mexican roots. God bless us always. 

angelina Pimentel is originally from mexico.
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Peaceful Life Without 
Tears
Gay Ka mWee, st. Paul

My	name	is	Gay	Ka	Mwee.	I	am	from	Thailand.	In	our	
country,	 in	 the	morning	 the	 chickens	will	 wake	 you	
up	to	get	ready	for	cooking.	In	the	morning	you	will	
smell	of	each	neighborhood’s	delicious	rice,	fish	paste,	
and fresh air that comes from bamboo, durian, and 
mango trees. In our culture, adults have to eat first, 
then children can eat after. We especially eat rice, fish 
paste, bamboo shoots, and hot chili. After we ate and 
did	housework,	we	gathered	around	and	go	to	people’s	
houses	who	have	TV.	So	we	go	watch	TV	 there.	On	
Sweet	December	time,	we	pray,	and	we	eat	special	food	
like	sticky	rice.	We	gather	around	and	go	to	concerts.	
In concerts, people sing Christmas songs, dance, throw 
candies, show their talents, and have fun. There is no 
hate, fighting, or jealousy in our village. If you have 
bad	behaviors,	or	fight,	or	are	crazy	in	drugs,	old	people	
or	 adults	will	 gather	 and	 talk	 to	 you	 about	what	 are	
good and bad decisions. So our village in Thailand is 
really fun to live in and a peaceful place. I hope you 
visit our village, where people are friendly and always 
welcome visitors.

Gay Ka mwee is originally from thailand.

Two	Cultures
farhia ahmed, Plymouth

I’m	 talking	 about	 some	 difference	 between	 Somalian	
culture	and	American	culture.	What	are	the	differences?	
The first I will discuss is respect for teachers. In my 
culture,	you	have	to	respect	the	teachers	and	can’t	call	
them	by	their	names.	You	also	can’t	call	your	parents	
by their names. When I came to America, I went to 
school.	 I	wanted	 to	ask	 the	 teacher	 something	 in	 the	
way	 that	 I	was	used	 to.	 	 I	 said,	 “Teacher,”	but	when	
she came to me, she said to call her by her name. After 
that, when I had a question, I was shy to call her by 
her name because it was inappropriate to address her 
in that way.

farhia ahmed is originally from somalia. 

A	Folk	Tale
anab Jibril, Waite ParK

This is a story about a woman. A long time ago, there 
was	a	woman.	She	had	one	chicken.	Every	morning	
she	got	two	eggs.	One	day	the	woman	thought	if	she	
gave	the	chicken	a	lot	of	food	she	could	get	many	
eggs.	A	few	months	later	the	chicken	became	fat	and	
stopped	laying	eggs.	The	woman	was	looking	for	
many eggs, but she lost her two eggs. So the people 
said,	if	you	have	something	small	and	are	looking	for	
more you will lose the small amount you had before. 
So,	if	you	are	always	looking	for	more,	you	may	lose	
what you have. 

The Myth of La Llorona 
(The	Weeping	Woman)
aldo carrillo, Waite ParK

The basic story tells of a beautiful woman who drowns 
her children. In Mexico, the legend is about a woman 
who	 had	 a	 romance	 with	 a	 Spanish	 king.	 They	 had	
three	children	who	she	loved,	protected,	and	took	care	
of.	When	the	young	woman	asked	the	king	to	marry	
her, he did not want to. Later the man abandoned her, 
and he married a high society woman. When the other 
woman	realized,	hurting	and	completely	desperate,	she	
killed	 their	 children,	drowning	 them	 in	a	 river.	After	
she	 killed	 their	 children,	 she	 felt	 so	 terrible	 that	 she	
threw herself in the river. Some people said that they 
had	heard	 a	woman	wailing	 by	 the	 river.	Even	 some	
said	 that	 when	 the	 woman’s	 wailings	 are	 close	 it	 is	
because she is far away, and when it is far away she is 
close.
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education and have a good job before they get married. 
That is my dream. I am so proud to be in America. Last 
thing	I	would	like	to	say:	thank	you	for	Journeys	and	I	
am	so	proud	to	be	a	part	of	the	Journeys	book.

houa yang is 34 and originally from thailand.

General	Francisco	Morazan:	
A	Short	History	of	Central	
American Independence
aGustin PereZ, minneaPolis

Francisco	 Morazán	 is	 remembered	 for	 his	 dream	 to	
unite Central America and liberate it from the Spanish 
Crown.	He	was	born	in	Tegucigalpa,	Honduras,	but	his	
parents were immigrants from Spain. In that time, not 
everyone had access to education, except the children 
of Spanish immigrants. When he grew up in school, he 
earned	a	good	position	in	the	government.	He	brought	
the	first	printing	press	to	Honduras	and	founded	the	
first	newspaper.	He	wanted	everyone	to	know	how	to	
read	and	write.	He	printed	a	lot	of	textbooks	to	donate	
to schools, and he declared education had to be free 
for	 everyone.	 When	 the	 king	 of	 Spain	 knew	 about	
Morazán’s	plans	to	equalize	education	even	for	Native	
Indians,	the	king	became	indignant.	The	king	accused	
Morazán	of	conspiracy	against	the	government,	because	
they wanted to continue to control the people. When 
many	people	learned	to	read,	Morazán	published	more	
information	 about	 how	 the	 Spanish	 king	 oppressed	
the	people,	and	it	was	time	to	protest	for	freedom.	He	
proclaimed the independence of Central America, and 
he fought for independence. After Central America 
won	 independence	 on	 September	 15,	 1821,	 he	 still	
fought	to	keep	Central	America	united,	but	he	never	
could.	 He	 was	 assassinated	 for	 his	 dream	 to	 keep	
Central America united in one country. In my opinion, 
Morazán’s	idea	was	brilliant	because	if	Central	America	
were united, we would be a more powerful country.

agustin Perez is 34 and originally from honduras.

Time	to	Change	Hmong	
New	Year	Marriage	
Customs
houa yanG, minneaPolis

Hi	everyone,	my	name	is	Houa	Yang	and	I	came	from	
Thailand.	I	would	 like	to	share	what	I	am	concerned	
about,	especially	Hmong	New	Year	marriage	customs.	
When our parents lived on the highest mountain in 
Laos,	 they	 didn’t	 go	 to	 school	 and	 didn’t	 have	 any	
education.	Their	 job	was	only	 farming.	Usually	every	
family had many children and needed more population 
to expand their farm. They wanted more animals and 
crops for survival until the next year. They fed their 
own	animals	and	planted	their	own	rice.	They	worked	
hard	before	the	New	Year	came.	In	the	past	our	parents	
married	 very	 young,	 most	 after	 the	 New	 Year.	 They	
believed if they married young they could help their 
family	and	take	good	care	of	their	parents’	farm.	

Now	 it’s	 the	 twenty-first	 century,	 but	 our	Hmong	
community	 hasn’t	 changed	 yet.	 We	 still	 marry	 very	
young.	We	celebrate	Hmong	New	Year	every	year	from	
September	until	December	in	the	North	through	the	
South.	After	Hmong	New	Year	every	year,	a	thousand	
couples of our young new generation get married when 
they	are	still	young,	like	our	parents	before.	I	think	our	
leaders	know	about	this,	but	they	don’t	care.	It	doesn’t	
help our community anymore and it causes our new 
generation	to	have	low	education.	I’m	not	against	our	
culture,	but	it’s	the	truth	of	Hmong	culture.	Our	leader	
collects	a	 lot	of	money	after	our	New	Year.	 It	doesn’t	
help our community go forward, but it causes young 
people to often lose out on their chances for education. 
In	the	U.S.	everything	is	different	from	the	past.	After	
teenagers	get	married,	they’ll	have	a	child	and	have	to	
support	their	family,	so	then	they	have	to	go	to	work.	
Some people finish their high school, but some people 
don’t.	This	is	the	real	life	of	our	community.	

I	 would	 like	 to	 say	 thank	 you	 to	 the	 American	
people	and	 the	U.S.	government	 for	 the	opportunity	
for	my	family	to	come	spend	our	new	life	in	the	U.S.	
I	 promise	 to	myself	my	 kids	won’t	 get	married	 early	
like	our	parents.	I	hope	my	kids	will	grow	up	stronger	
like	American	 kids.	 I	 pray	my	kids	will	 have	 a	 good	
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Harry
sabrina abuKar, robbinsdale 

Once	upon	a	time	there	was	a	boy	named	Harry.	He	
was	10	years	old	and	he	was	nice	and	kind	to	all	 the	
people	who	lived	in	the	village.	One	Sunday	morning,	
a	group	of	boys	asked	Harry	to	play	with	them.		Harry	
asked	 them	where	 they	were	 going	 to	play,	 and	 they	
said that they were going to the mountains, which 
was	 very	 dangerous.	Harry’s	mother	 always	 told	 him	
bad	stories	about	the	mountains,	but	he	was	a	nice	kid	
and	 couldn’t	 refuse	 their	 request.	Harry	 went	 to	 the	
mountains with them.

The	sun	began	to	set	and	the	sky	got	dark.	Harry’s	
mother started to worry about her son and she 
immediately	went	around	and	asked	 the	neighbors	 if	
they had seen him in the area. A few hours later, the 
boys returned to the village and saw all of the people 
waiting	 for	 them.	 Harry’s	 mother	 ran	 to	 them	 and	
asked	about	her	son.	They	said	that	Harry	injured	his	
leg	while	they	were	playing	and	they	took	him	to	the	
hospital.

Immediately,	 Harry’s	 parents	 and	 the	 people	 in	
the village went to the hospital. They waited for the 
doctor	and	when	he	came	out,	asked	him	how	Harry	
was	doing.	The	doctor	said	that	Harry	didn’t	break	his	
bone	 but	 they	 would	 still	 have	 to	 take	 care	 of	 him.	
Harry’s	mother	asked	him	to	promise	that	he	won’t	go	
to	 the	mountains	 again.	Harry	promised	never	 to	go	
to	the	mountains	again.	Harry	realized	that	his	mother	
was telling him the truth about the dangers of the 
mountains, and he was glad to be with his family again.

sabrina abukar is 20 and originally from somalia

Tradition	and	Culture	Story:	
Family Is Proud of Me
feliX ato-daVies, bloominGton 

I was born deaf in the city of Cape Coast, Ghana, in 
West Africa. I grew up on a farm. I always helped my 
family. My family cut trees to get a farm. We collected 
trees. We put trees in a pile with gas. We lit a fire, then 
we stood and watched the fire go out in the evening at 
sunset. We went home. We were exhausted and very 
hungry. We ate cassava with fish stew. It was very hard 
work.	We	went	to	bed,	then	woke	up	early	because	of	
hot sun. We went to the farm. We put vegetable and 
fruit seeds in the ground. The rain came. The plants 
grew. Finally we got red tomatoes and green corn. Then 
we collected vegetables and brought them home. My 
mother	asked	me	if	I	wanted	to	work	selling	tomatoes.	
I	said	yes.	I	was	15	years	old.	I	couldn’t	speak	English.	
But	I	knew	Fante	language	and	Ghana	sign	language.	I	
worked	every	day	selling	tomatoes	at	home.	I	earned	a	
lot	of	money.	They	liked	me	because	I	was	friendly	and	
I did a good job. I was proud. I also brought rice to 
bring	back	to	sell	on	streets.	I	gave	money	to	my	family.	
It	was	hard	work.

Around May, Cape Coast gets flooded streets every 
year.	 On	 the	 flooded	 streets	 of	 Cape	 Coast,	 I	 saw	
catfish.	I	caught	catfish	and	put	it	in	a	basket.	I	took	
catfish home for my family to eat. I got coconuts for 
my	 family.	 I	 climbed	 a	 tree	 and	 got	 10	 coconuts	 to	
fall to the ground. I put coconuts in a bag. I carried 
coconuts	in	the	bag	on	my	head	and	I	walked	home.	I	
gave	it	to	my	family	to	drink	and	eat.	It	was	delicious.

My	 aunt	 and	 mom	 always	 cooked	 for	 my	 family.	
My	mom	taught	me	how	to	cook.	We	sat	on	the	floor,	
eating together. We had never eaten on the table. It is 
my culture and my family.

felix ato-davies is originally from Ghana. 
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being	to	know	that	we	are	part	of	you	and	we	have	same	
feelings and desires as you. So, support us as “human.” 
Human	has	to	be	prevailing	PEACE	on	earth!

THANK	YOU!

My	Country,	Oromia
fariha yousuf, minneaPolis 

I have two children: Suhail Ali, a boy, four years old, 
and	Shahnaz	Ali,	a	girl,	two	years	old.	Soon	I	will	have	
another	child,	but	I	don’t	know	if	it	will	be	a	boy	or	a	
girl. 

I	am	from	Dire	Dawa	in	my	country,	Oromia.	My	
country	is	in	the	Horn	of	Africa,	in	the	neighborhood	
of	Kenya,	 Sudan,	 Egypt,	 Eretria,	Djibouti,	 Ethiopia,	
and Somalia. In the city where I grew up, the weather 
is	 always	 summer.	 We	 have	 all	 kinds	 of	 fruits	 and	
vegetables there: strawberries, cherry tomatoes, peppers, 
mangoes, bananas, oranges, avocado, mandarins, 
papayas, pineapples, guavas, grapes, grapefruit, limes, 
lemons, apples, tomatoes, and potatoes. 

In	 my	 country,	 there	 is	 a	 13th	 month	 called	
“sunshine.” It is only five days long. Muslims have 
two	 big	 holidays	 called	 Eid	 al-Fitr	 and	 Eid	 al-Adha.	
On	 these	 two	 holidays	 all	 families	 go	 to	 the	masjid,	
or	mosque,	for	prayer	and	then	go	home	for	breakfast.	
For	 breakfast	 we	 eat	 mulawaha	 (bread)	 with	 atria	
(vermicelli)	and	tea.	For	 lunch,	we	eat	 rice	with	goat	
meat,	 enjar	 (Ethiopian	 bread),	 hulbat	 marakh	 (goat	
meat	stew),	and	doro	wat	(spicy	chicken	stew).

fariha yousuf is originally from ethiopia. 

Melting	Tibet
tenZin dhonyoe, fridley

Tibet	 was	 one	 of	 most	 beautiful	 and	 peaceful	
countries in this world. We have been very rich in 
natural	 resources,	 such	 as	 silver,	 lead,	 zinc,	 lithium,	
uranium,	and	other	raw	materials.	Tibetan	copper	and	
gold deposits are worth nearly one trillion dollars to 
China.	Tibet’s	rivers	supply	water	to	half	of	the	world’s	
population and China is diverting and damming 
them	 for	 hydropower.	 China’s	 growing	 transport	 in	
Tibet	 takes	natural	 resources	 out	 and	moves	military	
forces	and	Chinese	workers	in.	China	calls	Tibet	“The	
Western	Treasure	House”	since	invading	it	in	1950.	

Our	great	leader	His	Holiness	the	14th	Dalai	Lama	
and	 around	 150,000	 Tibetans	 fled	 Tibet	 in	 1959,	
during	 the	 invasion	 in	 Tibet	 by	 communist	 China	
lead by Chairman Mao. The communist Chinese 
keep	trying	to	destroy	Tibet’s	rich	culture	and	history.	
Chairman	Mao	has	a	top	record	of	the	highest	killer!	
Tibetans	around	that	generation	had	 felt	hell	on	 this	
beautiful	 earth.	We	Tibetans	both	 inside	and	outside	
of	 Tibet	 had	 and	 are	 still	 having	 the	 most	 difficult	
situation	 in	 the	 20th	 century.	 Tibetans’	 defense	 of	
their land is met with imprisonment and torture to 
death	and	rains	of	bullets.	Since	2009,	more	than	134	
Tibetan	martyrs	have	self-immolated	to	protest	against	
China’s	oppression.	Most	of	 them	are	15	 to	40	years	
old. Their words shouted while fully engulfed in flames 
are	almost	always	the	same,	“Tibet	needs	freedom,	and	
His	Holiness	Dalai	Lama	must	return	to	Tibet.”	

Nothing	can	provide	all	the	information	needed	to	
help	the	UN	discuss	the	human	rights	in	Tibet,	but	it’s	
my humble request to all business people, politicians, 
and	most	of	all	the	UN	to	give	more	genuine	concern	
and	interest	in	basic	human	rights,	the	world’s	natural	
resources,	and	the	well-being	of	new	generations.	

We	 Tibetans	 are	 lucky	 to	 have	 a	 leader	 like	 His	
Holiness	 the	 Dalai	 Lama.	With	 his	 tireless	 struggles	
for	Tibetan	people	and	the	peace	of	the	world	for	the	
past	50	years,	he	let	the	world	know	that	Tibet	exists	
and	Tibetans	are	human	beings.	With	his	guidance,	we	
trust	and	hope	soon	both	inside	and	outside	of	Tibet,	
Tibetans	will	be	together,	and	we	will	make	it	happen	
no matter when. We humbly request every human 
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eggplants, tomatoes, and chili peppers. They grew 
bananas, pineapples, guavas, and betel trees. We had 
many	animals—pigs,	chickens,	ducks,	and	dogs.	

My	 parents’	 family	 didn’t	 live	 in	 our	 village.	 Our	
family	lived	in	a	different	place.	We	had	only	our	family	
house—no	other	houses	near	us.	Our	house	was	near	
streets and roads, and many people roamed there. My 
parents had many friends. In the summer, sometimes 
we went to find vegetables in the forest. Sometimes 
we went to fish in the river. My mother and I went to 
the forest to cut trees, bamboo, and firewood. We saw 
many birds and other animals. We heard birds singing 
and saw birds flying, and I was very happy. We saw 
many tall trees, many tall bamboo plants, and many, 
many plants and flowers. There were many colors. 
Everything	was	 good	 and	 clean	 and	 beautiful	 in	 the	
forest.

In the rainy season, sometimes my parents and I 
went to find bamboo shoots in the forest. Sometimes 
I followed my parents and went to their farm. I saw 
them grow many plants on the farm. I saw many hills, 
villages, mountains, waterfalls, rivers, trees, many 
bamboo plants, and other plants. I saw everything was 
good and everything was beautiful in my country and 
my place.

When I was seven years old I went to school with 
my older sisters and older brother in the rainy season 
in	Thailand	near	the	Burma	border.	There	was	an	area	
where	Karen	children	could	live	and	go	to	school.	We	
lived	with	my	oldest	 sister.	 She	was	married.	During	
the summer season we went to visit my parents in 
Burma	and	we	helped	them.	

Because	my	country	had	many	wars	and	we	didn’t	
have	opportunity	or	work,	in	1992,	when	I	was	13	years	
old, my family moved to the Thai border. I will never 
forget my place and my country. I love my parents and 
all my siblings and relatives so much. 

I hope one day I will visit my country. 

thaw htoo is 35 and originally from burma. 

When	Evil	Comes	to	a	
Village 
youa VanG, st. Paul 

The	book	The Arrival	by	Shaun	Tan	reminds	me	about	
some	 evil	 I	 used	 to	 see	 in	my	 life.	Tan’s	 dragon	 tail	
represents that some evil in the city is similar to the 
monkey	 I	 saw	 in	 my	 life.	 I	 remember	 that	 in	 1995	
some	evil	had	happened	in	our	neighbor’s	community.	
One	day	in	the	afternoon	a	man	in	that	village	saw	two	
monkeys	were	running	in	front	of	him	in	the	village.	
He	hurried	to	go	inside	his	house	to	get	his	gun	and	
shot	the	monkeys	right	away.	One	of	them	was	dead.	
After	he	shot	 that	animal	dead,	he	saw	it	 looked	 like	
a	monkey,	but	it	was	not	a	monkey.	It	had	very	long	
teeth, and its chest was red and ugly. The man was 
scared	and	didn’t	pick	up	that	animal,	and	he	quickly	
ran	home.	He	told	people	that	he	shot	some	unusual	
animal	 dead.	 After	 that	 about	 a	 week	 I	 heard	 some	
sound	 cried	 around	 the	 village	 in	 the	morning.	One	
day	after	that	sound	happened,	13	people	got	sick	and	
died,	and	people	continued	to	be	sick.	In	my	culture	
people	 don’t	 shoot	 animals	 that	 come	 to	 the	 village.	
That	 is	my	people’s	 religion.	People	believe	that	 if	an	
animal	or	a	monkey	comes	to	the	village	it	represents	
some evil. This bad situation made people in the 
community	scared,	and	they	talked	and	murmured	to	
each other and left. Some people moved to my village, 
some	went	to	another	village.	They	left	their	pets	back	
in their village. They only brought their suitcases and 
went out of the village. The evil I saw in my life is 
similar	to	the	dragon	tail	in	Shaun	Tan’s	book.

youa Vang is originally from laos. 

My Past and My Future
thaW htoo, st. Paul

I	want	to	talk	about	my	past.	When	I	was	a	child	I	lived	
in	my	 country,	 Burma.	My	 parents	were	 farmers.	 In	
Burma	there	are	two	seasons—rainy	season	and	winter.	
My parents grew many plants there: rice, corn, peas, 
melons,	 okras,	 black	 beans,	 long	 beans,	 cucumbers,	
pumpkins,	ginger	roots,	spinach,	celery,	spring	onions,	
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My	Journey
senGchan  V.  thao, st. Paul

I was born in Laos and grew up in Laos. My life was 
very fun living with my family there. My ethnicity is 
Hmong.	 I	 came	here	 in	2007	and	I	came	by	myself.	
I	 came	 to	 the	United	 States	 to	 get	married	with	my	
fiancé.	 I	 brought	 two	 suitcases	 for	my	 stuff	 and	my	
traditional clothing. I left my parents and all my family 
members over there. My father passed away two years 
ago	and	I	didn’t	see	him	for	the	last	time,	so	I’ve	felt	
very sad.

I	have	 lived	 in	St.	Paul	since	I	came	here.	I	 like	to	
live	in	St.	Paul	because	there	are	a	lot	of	Hmong	people	
here	and	it’s	easy	to	go	to	school.	It’s	easy	to	find	Asian	
foods.	My	mom	sewed	Hmong	clothes	for	me	before	
I came here.

The	Hmong	traditional	clothes	are	worn	for	special	
days	 like	 a	wedding	day	 and	Hmong	New	Year.	The	
couple	in	the	wedding	should	wear	Hmong	clothes	for	
their	party.	We	have	a	big	celebration	on	Hmong	New	
Year	for	three	days	and	a	lot	of	Hmong	people	wearing	
the	 same	 clothes.	 The	 Hmong	 New	 Year	 in	 Laos	 is	
different	from	here	and	more	fun	because	we	celebrate	
outside	and	it’s	not	cold.

My	mom	 also	 gave	me	 one	 thing	 that	 looked	 like	
an American quarter, but it was two times bigger. In 
Hmong	we	call	it	Nyiaj	Kis	Laus.	The	Nyiaj	Kis	Laus	
we	 can’t	 use	 like	 regular	 money,	 but	 it	 is	 important	
because we use it when people have a lot of rashes all 
over	the	body.	We	boil	an	egg	to	eat	and	break	it	in	half	
and	take	out	the	yolk,	putting	the	Nyiaj	Kis	Laus	inside	
the egg. We wrap it with a thin towel and roll it over 
the	person’s	body.	When	finished	you	will	see	the	coin	
change	from	white	to	black.	If	you	do	it	a	few	times	the	
rash will be gone and feel better.

That’s	why	my	 life	 in	 Laos	was	 different	 from	 the	
United	 States.	 All	 the	 things	 my	 mom	 gave	 me	 are	
valuable	to	me,	and	I	will	keep	all	these	things	for	my	
children in the future.

sengchan  V.  thao is originally from laos.

Hmong	Thailand
ratchada santithanyoroJ, st. Paul 

I have many wonderful memories of Thailand which I 
will treasure for life, except one: racism.  It is a disease 
that	infects	minorities	worldwide,	especially	since	I’m	
Hmong	and	lived	in	Thailand.		

I’m	 a	 sixth-generation	 Hmong	 born	 in	 Thailand.	
My ancestors immigrated from China due to political 
conflicts. They settled in the northern Thai province 
called	Nan.	They	 resided	 in	 the	mountains	 for	many	
years.	 In	 l966,	 all	 minorities	 were	 required	 by	 the	
government to move to the city due to the war in Laos. 
The	 King	 of	 Thailand	 was	 supportive	 to	 our	 people	
during this time. This is where my five siblings and 
I	were	born.	My	parents	talked	about	how	hard	their	
life was in the city. They lived in poverty and faced 
racial discrimination. They have been called “Miao,” 
which	means	wild	cat	and	uncivilized	people,	 instead	
of	Hmong.	We’ve	always	been	segregated.		

In	l974	my	parents	got	married.	My	father	changed	
their first and last name into Thai names. Shortly after 
that, he was hired to be a primary school teacher. When 
we were born our parents gave us all Thai names, so we 
could go further in life. For example, it was easier to 
go to college and locate a good job with a Thai name.  

In	l998,	I	attended	college	in	Uttaradit,	a	province	
in Thailand. It was hard being a minority. So I studied 
hard	and	tried	to	speak	Thai	fluently.	At	the	same	time,	
I	never	forgot	my	Hmong.	During	the	last	semester,	my	
American professor advised me to focus on jobs that 
involve	my	first	language,	Hmong.	In	late	2005,	I	got	
hired	by	the	United	Nations	and	then	the	International	
Rescue	 Committee.	 Hmong	 aren’t	 uneducated	 and	
uncivilized	 people.	 We’re	 a	 rich	 culture	 and	 always	
strive to be better, as other ethnic groups do.

In	2008,	I	moved	to	the	United	States	of	America.	
My perspective about who I am has changed completely 
while living in this developed country. I have freedom 
and	opportunities	in	life	equal	to	other	people.	Every	
ethnicity is mandated by law to be treated equally here. 
I no longer feel ashamed about my nationality. I am so 
proud	to	be	Hmong!

ratchada santithanyoroj is 35 and originally from 
thailand. 
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Camping	With	Kids	101
When my three children were young, I wanted to find something that we could do as a family that would create 
lasting	memories.	I	remembered	that	when	I	was	a	child	my	parents	often	took	my	younger	sister	and	me	on	
camping trips. I have many fond memories of these trips, and I thought maybe this would be something I could 
do	with	my	children.	I	was	a	young,	single	mother,	and	I	didn’t	have	much	money.	Camping	seemed	like	it	
would	work,	and	it	would	not	be	very	costly.	I	am	not	sure	exactly	what	I	was	thinking	when	I	had	this	plan.	
After the first attempt, I had a whole new respect for my parents.

I	bought	a	tent	and	some	camping	supplies	and	reserved	a	camp	site	at	a	park	near	home.	My	father	had	
recommended that we stay close to home on our first trip in case we had any trouble with the new equipment. 
I	announced	to	the	kids,	“We	are	going	camping.”	This	plan	was	poorly	received	by	my	five-year-old	daughter,	
Katie,	when	she	realized	I	meant	outside	in	this	thing	that	I	had	set	up	in	the	yard.	In	the	yard,	of	course,	it	was	
a	fun	fort	to	play	in,	but	in	the	woods?	No	way;	she	wasn’t	going.	I	explained	the	many	places	and	ways	that	
people camp. This was not a good idea. The thought that people stayed in the woods without a bathroom or 
running	water	was	unacceptable	to	my	little	princess.	Her	brothers,	however,	wanted	to	know	when	we	were	
leaving. They also thought they should practice using the bathroom in the wild, something I strongly advised 
against.

When	the	day	arrived,	I	packed	my	three	children	and	their	cousin,	Alex,	whom	the	kids	decided	should	
also	have	this	experience,	in	the	car.	My	parents	followed	us	to	the	campsite	to	help	set	up.	Looking	back	on	
it,	I	think	they	just	wanted	a	good	laugh.	We	arrived	at	the	campground	15	minutes	later,	found	our	campsite,	
and proceeded to unload the car. My middle child, Matthew, started inspecting the site for insects, his favorite 
pastime.	He	was	 later	 spotted	at	 the	picnic	 table	with	a	five-inch-long	centipede	crawling	on	his	hand.	He	
thought	it	was	a	caterpillar.	His	grandfather,	seeing	the	look	of	horror	on	my	face,	ended	that	fun	by	returning	
this	creature	to	the	wild.	I	was	unable	to	speak	at	the	time	due	to	the	minor	stroke	I	was	having.	

Grandma followed Alex, whom she tried to calmly to convince to return to the campsite, as he ran down the 
road	bound	for	home	after	realizing	he	had	to	stay	the	night	with	no	video	games.	Andrew,	my	eldest	son	at	
13,	assisted	in	setting	up	the	tent.	This	prolonged	the	process	due	to	the	fact	that	he	had	to	question	everything	
I	asked	of	him.	An	hour	later	the	tent	was	finally	up.	Andrew	complained	he	was	starving	after	all	that	work.	
Alex,	my	eight-year-old	nephew,	was	back,	and	he,	too,	was	starving.	Matthew,	age	seven,	was	halfway	up	a	
tree	on	the	campsite.	The	princess	announced	she	was	on	a	hunger	strike.	I	stared	at	the	tent	that	didn’t	look	
quite	like	the	picture	on	the	box	and	wondered	at	this	idea.	My	parents,	noticing	me	staring	at	the	tent,	smiled.

Grandma	and	Grandpa	took	the	children	for	a	walk	while	I	got	things	ready	for	dinner.	I	made	hamburgers	
and	hotdogs,	which	seemed	to	appease	the	starving	masses.	We	lit	a	fire;	everyone	enjoyed	Grandpa’s	stories	
about his vacations to the farm as a boy. We roasted marshmallows and fought over the last piece of chocolate. 
I	thought	to	myself,	“This	might	work	after	all.”	As	Grandma	and	Grandpa	prepared	to	leave,	the	princess	and	
Alex	tried	to	hitch	a	ride	back	to	the	civilized	world.	(We	weren’t	exactly	in	the	deep	woods	that	they	believed	
at	the	time	and	were	only	15	minutes	from	home.)	They	were	reminded	of	all	the	fun	they	would	have	and	that	
they could stay up later than normal when camping. Problem solved, and both returned to their chairs at the 
fire.	Grandpa	reminded	me	to	watch	the	weather.	“It’s	spring	and	storms	pop	up,	you	know,”	he	stated	as	he	
left. I should have left with him.

We	sat	by	the	fire	awhile	after	they	left,	sharing	stories	and	making	plans	to	take	a	walk	and	go	to	the	nature	
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program	at	the	park	the	next	day.	It	was	getting	a	little	windy,	and	by	now	it	was	pretty	late,	so	I	suggested	
bedtime.	All	were	tired	and	complied	without	much	fuss.	Arranging	the	children	in	the	tent	took	a	little	work.	
An	eight-man	 tent	may	very	well	hold	eight	grown	men,	but	 it’s	 a	bit	 small	 for	 a	mother	 and	 four	young	
children,	who	certainly	cannot	be	touching	each	other	in	any	way,	shape,	or	form.	Eventually,	everyone	was	
snuggled in their sleeping bags and ready for sleep.  

The	first	 flash	 of	 lightning	went	 unnoticed	 by	 these	 precious	 little	 treasures	 of	mine.	The	 first	 crack	 of	
thunder, however, did not. Andrew and Matthew, who thought this was the best thing ever, hollered, “Cool, 
it’s	a	storm.”	They	asked	to	sit	in	the	attached	screen	room	and	watch	the	lightning.	Lightning	now	flashed	like	
a	strobe	light	from	the	‘80s,	quickly	followed	by	the	resounding	crack	of	thunder.	

“Absolutely	not,”	I	snapped.	“Are	you	two	crazy?”

Alex,	certain	we	were	all	going	to	perish	at	any	moment,	proceeded	to	start	shrieking,	“We’re	all	going	to	die.”	

Katie	threw	me	a	look	that	would	make	a	lesser	woman	shudder.	“I’m	not	talking	to	you,”	she	bellowed	over	
the	now-raging	storm.	“None	of	my	friends	have	mothers	as	mean	as	you,”	she	boldly	stated.		

When you are in a tent with light rain falling, a light wind, and four children age thirteen and under, it can 
be	easily	interpreted	by	the	company	you	keep	as	a	major	hurricane.	By	now,	two	children	wanted	to	go	outside	
and watch the storm and two were completely inconsolable, crying and screaming, certain that I was going to 
get	them	killed.	I	silently	promised	myself,	“I	am	never	camping	with	children	again.”

Against	the	odds,	we	all	survived	the	short-lived	thunderstorm	and	lived	to	camp	another	day.	Not	the	next	
day though, because we went home. Children who get no sleep do not get along well with others. Mothers 
who	do	not	sleep	do	not	either.	By	morning	the	ground	was	wet	and	muddy.	Not	a	good	thing	when	you	have	
boys	that	get	dirty	sitting	on	the	couch.	Everything	in	the	tent	was	soaking	wet.	Did	you	know	that	if	you	tell	a	
seven-	and	13-year-old	not	to	touch	the	tent	because	it	will	leak,	they	will	promptly	test	that	theory?	They	will	
test	it	on	every	inch	of	the	tent	within	their	reach.	They	will	then	complain	that	there	is	a	leak	over	their	heads	
and will have no idea how that happened. 

By	morning	they	were	bored	and	could	not	imagine	what	I	would	ever	come	up	with	to	entertain	them.	
“There	is	nothing	to	do	here,”	they	exclaimed	to	the	entire	campground	as	loudly	as	possible.	Bacon	and	eggs	
for	breakfast	were	nowhere	near	enough	to	change	their	minds.	Alex	and	the	princess	would	not	speak	to	each	
other	until	we	agreed	to	go	home.	By	the	time	the	car	was	packed,	all	four	children	were	mad	at	each	other	
and, of course, me. As I herded them into the car, I smiled to myself, “Grandma and Grandpa are going to love 
this story.”  

My parents were not at all surprised when they heard we only survived one night. Grandma suggested that 
the next time she would come along to help out. Grandpa stated that he would love to, but, of course, he 
would	probably	have	to	work.	Smart	man.	So	began	my	epic	journey	to	have	fun	with	children	in	the	woods.	
Many years and many camping trips later, these precious children would come to understand that this was not 
punishment	for	unforgivable	sins	as	they	believed	at	the	time.	I	hope	that	when	they	have	children,	they	take	
them	camping.	I	smile	at	the	thought	and	remind	myself	to	thank	my	parents.	If	camping	had	been	anything	
like	this	experience	when	I	was	young,	my	parents	deserved	a	badge	of	courage	for	ever	taking	the	second	trip.	
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I	Am	More	Than	Just	a	Victim
It	was	a	hot	and	muggy	day	in	June.	I	had	spent	the	day	raking	and	doing	yard	work	for	my	mom.	I	had	made	
plans	earlier	in	the	week	to	attend	a	birthday	party	for	my	best	friend’s	grandmother	that	evening	and	then	
stay	the	night	with	my	friend.	My	friend,	Laura,	had	recently	ended	an	abusive	relationship.	Laura’s	mom	was	
concerned about her being alone that night, and it seemed excessively important to her that I stay with Laura. 
Even	though	I	was	exhausted	from	the	long	day	of	yard	work,	I	got	my	three-year-old	son,	Andrew,	ready	to	go.

While	getting	ready	I	explained	to	my	mom	that	I	really	didn’t	feel	up	to	going	to	the	party	or	staying	the	
night.	Normally,	I	would	have	just	called	my	friend,	explained	how	I	felt,	and	she	would	have	understood.	
My	mom	kept	telling	me	just	to	make	the	call.	I	refused	to	do	that.	I	felt	with	every	fiber	of	my	being	that	I	
absolutely	had	to	uphold	this	promise.	No	matter	how	tired	I	was,	I	had	to	go	and	stay	the	night.

On	the	way	to	the	birthday	party	I	drove	past	Laura’s	ex-boyfriend	Michael.	He	was	walking	down	the	road	
not far from the party I was heading to and the house where I would spend the night. I was relieved that he was 
walking	in	the	opposite	direction,	not	wanting	any	trouble	that	day.	Now,	I	knew	this	man	quite	well;	he	had	
even	babysat	my	son	a	few	times.	He	looked	at	me	as	I	drove	past.	It	was	just	a	look:	no	emotions	played	across	
his	face,	no	hint	in	his	gaze	gave	insight	to	his	thoughts.		

Once	we	arrived	at	the	party	I	told	Laura	and	her	mom	about	passing	Michael.	I	told	them	where	I	saw	him,	
the	look	he	gave	me,	and	my	reaction	to	it.	I	explained	to	them	that	“the	hair	stood	up	on	the	back	of	my	neck.”	
I	never	fully	understood	what	that	meant	until	this	day	when	this	man	looked	at	me.	It	was	the	creepiest	feeling	
I	had	ever	had.	Michelle,	Laura’s	mom,	asked	again	if	I	was	going	to	stay	the	night.		I	promised	her	that	Andrew	
and	I	would	stay.	I	will	never	forget	her	next	words:	“Thank	you.	There’s	safety	in	numbers.”			

When	the	party	ended,	Laura	and	I	took	Andrew	and	went	back	to	the	house.	It	was	her	parents’	townhome,	
and Laura had moved there after ending her relationship. They were in the process of painting and remodeling 
the	lower	level	to	make	an	apartment	for	her.	The	windows	had	been	left	open	to	air	it	out.	It	was	a	beautiful	
evening	and	neither	of	us	gave	this	a	second	thought.	Later	on,	Laura’s	sister	Beth	showed	up.	She	had	planned	
to	go	up	north	to	meet	their	parents	but	had	gotten	out	of	work	late	and	was	too	tired	to	drive.	She	decided	
she	would	stay	the	night	and	go	in	the	morning.	Laura,	Beth,	and	I	talked	for	a	while,	reminiscing	about	when	
Beth	was	younger.	We	laughed	and	joked	with	Beth	and	eventually	decided	it	was	time	to	get	to	bed.	I	knew	
Andrew would be up early.

We	were	all	sound	asleep	when	Beth’s	piercing	screams	filled	the	house	several	hours	later.	Laura,	believing	
her	 sister	was	having	a	nightmare,	got	up	and	went	out	 to	 the	 couch	where	Beth	 slept.	Holding	her	 arms	
outstretched	to	comfort	her	 sister,	 she	did	not	expect	what	happened	next.	 It	was	not	Beth	coming	at	her.	
Michael	lunged	at	Laura.	Still	half	asleep,	she	struggled	to	comprehend	what	was	happening.	He	was	hitting	
her.	He	backed	her	into	the	kitchen	as	he	continued	his	assault.		

I	heard	Laura’s	muffled	screams	immediately.	I	am	not	sure	why,	but	instinctively	I	knew	Michael	was	in	the	
house.	I	had	no	time	to	react.	I	was	still	sitting	in	the	bed	with	my	three-year-old	son.	Michael	was	charging	
through	the	doorway.	“He’s	going	 to	beat	me	up,”	 I	 remember	 thinking.	Like	a	man	at	war	 jumping	on	a	
grenade to save his platoon, I covered my son to protect him. I felt Michael land on top of me. I felt the blows to 
my	back	and	head.	I	prayed	for	my	son’s	safety.	Now	my	screams	filled	the	night.	As	I	screamed,	and	I	was	fully	
aware	that	I	was	screaming,	my	father’s	voice	whispered	in	my	head,	“If	you	can’t	fight	back,	play	dead,”	advice	
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he had often given Laura and I in our youth. I was suddenly aware that I had stopped screaming. Michael was 
gone	as	quickly	as	he	arrived.

I	hesitated	only	a	moment	before	checking	on	my	son.	He	was	whimpering	quietly	but	did	not	appear	to	be	
hurt, at least not from what I could see in the dimly lit room. I could feel the warmth of blood run down the 
side	of	my	face	and	neck.	Gingerly	I	stood	and	picked	Andrew	up	off	the	bed.	I	did	not	feel	safe	in	this	room.	
I	had	no	idea	where	Michael	had	gone.	I	went	to	the	bathroom	and	shut	and	locked	the	door.	It	was	only	a	
moment	before	I	realized	if	he	were	to	come	back	we	would	be	trapped.	I	cautiously	opened	the	bathroom	door.		

The house was filled with an eerie silence. I needed to get help. Still carrying Andrew I proceeded cautiously 
to	the	kitchen	in	search	of	the	phone.	The	floor	was	covered	in	blood.	Looking	quickly	around,	I	saw	no	one.	
The silence was deafening. I grabbed the phone and put it to my ear. There was no dial tone. I slammed it 
down	on	the	hook,	snatched	it	up	and	tried	again.	It	was	dead.	I	realized	I	would	have	to	go	to	the	neighbors	
for	help.	It	was	still	dark	out	and	I	had	no	idea	where	my	friends	had	gone.	By	the	blood	streaks	down	the	wall	
and	cabinet,	I	knew	at	least	one	of	them	had	been	hurt.

I	quickly	went	down	the	steps	to	the	front	door.	It	was	still	locked.	I	fumbled	with	the	two	locks	trying	to	
hurry	to	open	the	door,	my	heart	pounding	in	my	chest.	The	neighbor’s	door	was	only	steps	away.	I	rang	the	
bell,	pounded	on	the	door	and	screamed	for	help.	A	young	man	flung	the	door	open	and	quickly	ushered	me	
inside.	Laura	was	there,	lying	in	the	living	room,	bloody	and	crying,	hugging	a	pillow	to	her	chest,	rolling	back	
and forth. I was told the police were on the way. 

Although	it	seemed	like	hours,	the	police	arrived	quickly,	and	Laura	and	I	were	taken	by	ambulance	to	the	
hospital.	Laura	went	directly	to	surgery.	Everyone	was	asking	questions.	I	just	wanted	to	know	where	Beth	was.	
I	needed	to	have	someone	go	get	my	son	from	neighbors	that	I	didn’t	know.

I	would	learn	several	hours	later	that	Beth	had	lost	her	life.	I	would	learn	Laura	was	seriously	injured	but	
alive.	I	would	learn	we	had	all	been	stabbed.	As	the	realization	hit	me	that	he	had	been	trying	to	kill	me,	I	was	
shaken	to	my	core.	I	had	approximately	14	wounds.	It	was	hard	for	them	to	count.	Many	were	on	my	head,	
and	I	refused	to	let	them	shave	it.	You	worry	about	strange	things	while	in	the	throes	of	trauma.	I	was	afraid	
my bald head would scare my son.

The	next	few	months	were	a	frenzy	of	court	appearances,	doctors,	surgeons,	and	lawyers.	I	was	going	to	be	
court-ordered	to	have	the	tip	of	the	knife	removed	from	my	back,	although	I	had	already	decided	to	have	this	
done	for	my	own	reasons.	Everyone	was	talking	about	how	we	were	victims.	They	reminded	us	constantly	that	
we were victims. I was now a victim.

As	 time	went	 on	 the	 physical	wounds	 healed.	The	 emotional	wounds	were	 not	 as	 easily	 repaired.	Over	
the	next	months	and	years	I	was	still	afraid	and	still	felt	like	a	victim.	Would	this	be	the	rest	of	my	life?	This	
fear?	Was	I	just	a	victim	now?	I	knew	that	I	could	not	spend	the	rest	of	my	life	in	fear.	I	began	a	journey	that	
continues	to	this	day.	I	didn’t	want	to	be	just	a	victim	or	survivor.	I	wanted	to	live.

I	knew	I	needed	to	change	how	I	saw	this	event,	to	look	at	it	a	different	way.	It	happened,	it	was	part	of	who	
I	was	now,	but	this	was	not	my	entire	story.	Slowly	I	began	to	look	for	any	positives.	It	could	have	been	worse.	I	
began to be grateful for anything I could. My son was not hurt and was not an orphan at three. My best friend 
was	alive.	“There’s	safety	in	numbers”	rang	in	my	ears.	My	being	there	gave	Michael	another	focus	and	may	
have	saved	Laura’s	life.	Her	being	there	served	the	same	purpose	and	may	have	saved	my	life.	It	was	a	beginning.
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What	would	make	someone	hate	me	so	much	that	they	would	want	me	dead?	I	started	to	delve	deeply	into	
my	life.	I	analyzed	my	past,	my	present.	I	looked	at	how	I	was	in	this	world.	How	I	treated	people.	When	you	
really	start	to	take	a	good,	hard,	honest	look	at	yourself	it	can	be	a	very	eye-opening	experience.	I	began	to	
change	the	things	that	I	didn’t	like.	I	apologized	to	people	I	felt	I	had	wronged.	I	became	a	new	me.

June	10,	2015,	will	mark	the	25th	anniversary	of	this	life-changing	event.	I	can	proudly	say	that	I	have	come	
a	long	way	over	the	course	of	those	years.	When	I	speak	of	it	now	I	speak	not	of	the	pain	as	much	as	what	I	have	
learned from it. My perspective has changed and my status has changed. I am not just a victim. I am a person 
who	has	had	a	very	traumatic	experience	in	my	life,	but	that	event	does	not	define	me.	I’ve	learned	that	life	has	
more meaning once you find the courage to live it.

Today	people	are	often	shocked	to	hear	I	am	grateful	that	I	was	provided	an	experience	that	made	me	look	
more closely at the person I was, providing me the catalyst to be the person I am. My journey has been long, 
and	I	have	yet	to	reach	the	end	of	the	road.	I	still	see	myself	as	a	work	in	process	even	though	I	have	learned	
much along the way. I will always be grateful for that.  

This	story	is	not	just	my	story;	it	is	my	family’s	story,	my	friend’s	story,	my	child’s	story.	It	seared	through	not	
only	our	families	but	Michael’s	family	as	well.	It	is	hard	to	imagine	the	ripple	effect	created	by	one	single	event	
and the number of lives that are touched. As I stand before you today, I wholeheartedly believe I did not simply 
survive this trauma. I am experiencing my life, following my dreams, healing what continues to need healing 
as it appears to me, and enjoying every moment. I am living.  

My	life	has	not	been	like	the	fairy	tale	image,	and	that’s	okay.	Things	have	not	gone	exactly	as	I	planned,	
and	that,	too,	is	okay.	I	have	lived,	learned,	and	processed	many	things	that	have	made	me	a	better	person.	
Today	I	have	a	story,	and	I	tell	it	in	hopes	that	one	day	it	may	help	another	who	is	faced	with	the	overwhelming	
challenge	of	finding	their	way	out	of	the	darkness	and	into	the	light.	In	the	end,	I	think	that’s	the	best	that	we	
can	do	while	we	are	here,	to	share	our	stories	and	let	others	know	they	are	not	alone.
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Attitude
What	makes	the	difference	in	how	two	different	people	respond	when	faced	with	a	similar	situation?	Some	
would say faith, support, or upbringing, while others would say attitude and choices. I have a favorite quote by 
Carl	Jung:	“I	am	not	what	has	happened	to	me.	I	am	what	I	choose	to	become.”	I	am	a	firm	believer	that	it	is	
attitude	that	makes	the	difference.	While	I	believe	that	faith,	support,	and	upbringing	play	a	part,	they	are	not	
what	makes	the	biggest	difference	for	me.			

When	I	 started	 studying	 in	preparation	 for	 the	GED	exams	early	 in	2014,	my	 life	was	 fairly	peaceful.	 I	
worked	on-call	in	disaster	response	at	the	time	and	was	not	currently	deployed,	so	I	was	able	to	attend	school	
regularly.		Since	my	job	often	took	me	far	from	home,	I	had	discussed	this	with	my	teacher,	who	promised	to	
work	with	me	if	I	was	called	to	work.	I	would	have	to	stop	attending	class	and	then	restart	when	I	returned	
home.	I	hated	the	thought	of	having	to	drop	my	classes	but	was	grateful	that	my	teacher	was	willing	to	work	
with me if I was deployed.

In	early	February	my	father	was	diagnosed	with	cancer.	He	chose	to	fight	for	his	life	and	started	chemotherapy.	
My	parents	came	to	live	with	me	so	that	I	could	help	with	any	care	my	dad	may	need.	He	began	his	treatments,	
and	 they	 appeared	 to	 be	working;	 the	 tumor	was	 shrinking.	 In	 early	March	 he	 developed	 a	 rash	 and	was	
diagnosed	with	skin	cancer.	Chemo	had	to	stop	so	radiation	could	begin.	He	now	had	to	go	to	the	doctor	
every	day	for	treatments.	He	was	getting	weaker	and	weaker	and	my	time	was	spent	running	back	and	forth	
to	hospitals	and	doctors’	offices.	Early	on	Easter	Sunday	morning,	I	was	notified	I	had	just	lost	a	cousin	due	to	
heart	failure.	My	Dad	passed	only	a	few	short	hours	later.	Two	family	members,	two	different	hospitals,	two	
deaths.	My	heart,	now	broken,	felt	like	a	million	tear-soaked	shards	of	glass.	

The	next	week	was	a	whirlwind	of	funeral	arrangements	and	notifying	family	that	we	had	lost	not	one,	but	
two	family	members.	We	held	my	cousin’s	funeral	Friday	and	my	dad’s	the	following	Monday.	One	week	after	
burying	my	father’s	ashes	I	was	called	to	work	out	of	state	in	Alabama,	requiring	me	to	stop	attending	classes.	I	
was	gone	almost	two	months.	Upon	my	return	home	I	promptly	contacted	my	teacher	and	was	back	working	
on	my	GED.	

I	admit	that	while	my	dad	was	sick	and	I	was	driving	back	and	forth	across	town	daily	to	take	him	to	chemo	
and	radiation	treatments,	the	thought	did	cross	my	mind	to	stop	working	on	my	GED.	It	seemed	like	I	was	
always at the hospital for one reason or another. I could have said, “This is too much,” and given up. I chose 
to	continue	to	study,	often	doing	homework	in	the	waiting	rooms	of	hospitals	or	doctors’	offices.	I	spent	so	
much	time	there	that	the	nurses	would	often	ask	what	subject	I	was	working	on	and	how	it	was	going.	Dad	
knew	how	important	this	was	to	me,	and	I	knew	he	would	be	devastated	if	I	had	to	stop	studying	because	I	
was caring for him. 

Although	 I	 could	have	put	off	homework,	making	excuses	 that	 I	was	 always	 at	 the	doctor	or	hospital,	 I	
decided	instead	to	use	that	time	to	work	on	homework.	I	took	advantage	of	the	quiet	in	hospital	rooms	and	
office	waiting	rooms.	I	welcomed	the	distraction	from	the	many	things	going	on	with	my	dad	in	the	next	room.	
The	support	from	my	family	and	nursing	staff	and	my	teacher’s	willingness	to	work	with	me	made	this	plan	
possible. 

When	I	could	have	worried	about	not	working,	I	decided	instead	to	be	grateful	that	I	was	able	to	drive	my	
dad	back	and	forth	to	appointments.	I	was	grateful	that	I	was	able	to	spend	the	time	with	him,	even	if	we	had	
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to do it in hospitals most of the time. I was grateful to be home and able to help care for both of my parents. 
Mom,	worrying	about	Dad	and	trying	to	care	for	him	as	best	she	could,	also	needed	a	little	care.	

I	could	have	just	dropped	my	adult	education	classes	when	I	was	deployed	to	Alabama,	gone	to	work,	and	
not	continued	studying	for	my	GED	when	I	returned.	I	chose	instead	to	go	right	back	to	studying.	I	did	obtain	
my	GED	in	2014.	I	passed	all	four	tests	between	September	and	October,	passing	three	with	honors.	

While	I	worked	through	the	challenges	in	my	personal	life,	my	career,	and	the	testing	process,	I	tried	to	keep	
a	positive	attitude	and	focused	on	the	end	result.	I	had	made	choices	that	put	this	off	for	far	too	long,	and	I	was	
determined	to	obtain	my	GED	in	2014.	My	attitude	is	what	made	the	ultimate	difference	for	me.	The	support	
from	all	the	people	in	my	life	helped	make	it	possible	for	me	to	accomplish	this	goal.	

Words	cannot	ever	explain	how	I	felt	when	I	was	notified	that	I	had	passed	the	final	test.	Not	only	was	I	
proud	that	I	did	it,	but	I	was	proud	that	I	didn’t	let	my	many	challenges	hold	me	back	this	time.	I	kept	my	eye	
on	the	prize	and	refused	to	give	up.	A	little	over	30	years	after	leaving	school,	I	have	finally	earned	my	GED	
and can now focus on a new goal and possibly a college education. 
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KRISTIN KAASE has	embarked	on	a	personal	journey	to	overcome	and	move	past	the	
life-changing	experiences	she	has	encountered.	In	the	aftermath	of	these	thought-provoking	events,	she	
has	embarked	on	a	path	towards	an	extraordinary	personal	recovery	and	spiritual	quest.	Now	that	she	
has	obtained	her	GED,	she	is	looking	into	the	fields	of	psychology,	energy	medicine,	and	the	healing	
traditions	of	other	cultures.	Kristin	currently	works	as	a	Chemical	Health	Technician,	remains	on-call	in	
disaster response, and shares her story with others in hopes that it may help them overcome the challenges 
they	face.	She	lives	in	a	suburb	of	the	Twin	Cities	with	her	mother,	three	children,	two	dogs,	and	three	cats.	
Kristin	is	a	student	at	Metro	North	Adult	Basic	Education–Centennial	Adult	Continuing	Education.
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Holidays	I	Love	to	
Celebrate
yuridia GutierreZ, WorthinGton

In Mexico we celebrate the Posadas. It is from the 15th 
through	the	24th	of	December.	Each	night	we	have	a	
mass,	and	at	the	end	we	walk	down	the	sidewalk	with	
candles,	singing,	and	holding	the	statue	of	Jesus	el	niño	
Dios	(baby	Jesus).	When	we	finish	the	walk,	we	have	
a	hot	bowl	of	food	to	eat,	a	piñata	to	break,	and	a	bag	
of	candy	to	take	home.	I	remember	those	moments	a	
lot	because	in	the	USA	we	do	not	have	this	celebration.	
But	we	do	have	other	new	holidays	 to	celebrate	here	
that	I	love,	like	Thanksgiving,	the	Fourth	of	July,	and	
others.

A	 holiday	 I	 love	 to	 celebrate	 here	 in	 the	 USA	 is	
Christmas	because	 in	my	country	we	didn’t	 celebrate	
it.	Instead,	my	mom	and	dad	got	drunk	every	holiday,	
and	they	never	celebrated	anything.	When	it’s	the	first	
day	of	December,	we	start	 to	celebrate	with	my	son’s	
birthday.	Then	we	set	up	the	Christmas	tree.	The	kids	
start to write letters to Santa, and I start to decorate the 
house. As the date approaches, presents start to appear, 
the	emotion	begins,	and	Christmas	feels	near.	When	it’s	
Christmas	Day,	we	start	packing	everything	to	go	on	a	
trip to visit our family that lives far away from here. 
And when we get there, they are waiting for us with 
food and happiness. At the end of our stay, everyone 
is	happy	and	satisfied.	I	give	thanks	to	God	for	the	life	
that	he’s	giving	to	me	because	I	love	my	family	and	the	
life	that	I’m	living	here	in	the	USA.

yuridia Gutierrez is 28 and originally from mexico.

Thanksgiving	Day
yolanda sim, st. Paul

Thursday,	November	23,	2006,	was	Thanksgiving	Day	
when	we	first	arrived	in	the	United	States	of	America.	
My	husband’s	coworker	was	waiting	 to	pick	us	up	at	
the airport. Then, she drove us to our new home in St. 
Paul.	To	our	big	 surprise	 there	was	 this	huge	banner	
taped on our living room wall welcoming our family to 
the	United	States	of	America.

Next,	my	 husband’s	 co-worker	 came	 back	 later	 in	
the	afternoon	at	4:00	p.m.	She	invited	us	to	join	her	
family	to	celebrate	our	very	first	Thanksgiving	Day!	It	
was a very long and exciting day filled with food and 
festivities with our new friends.

Finally, my husband and I reflected that day and 
agreed	how	 lucky	 and	grateful	we	were	 to	meet	new	
friends	who	showed	us	their	kindness	and	generosity.	
That day we really felt and experienced the real meaning 
of	Thanksgiving.

yolanda sim is 47 and originally from the Philippines.  

My First Winter in 
Minnesota
moinna mayaKi, st. louis ParK

This is my first winter in Minnesota. Minnesota is one 
of	the	coldest	places	in	the	U.S.	It	seems	very	cold	for	
me,	 but	 I	 realize	 that	 it’s	my	 favorite	 season.	 It’s	my	
favorite	 season	because	 this	 is	my	first	 time	 I’ve	 seen	
snow. I sometimes hold it in my hand and even try 
to	eat	it.	That	makes	me	so	happy.	And	in	this	season,	
I	 realize	 that	 I	 can	 rest	 enough,	 I	 can	 think	 about	
anything	that	I	can	organize	in	my	life.	I	can	also	sleep	
enough	 because	 the	 night	 is	 very	 long.	 Well,	 I	 like	
summer in Minnesota too, but winter is better for me.

moinna mayaki is 20 and originally from niger.
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Snow	Time	and	How	to	
Prepare for It
farhan Gure, Waite ParK

Put	your	winter	jacket	on	before	you	leave	the	room	or	
apartment building. Start your car and return to your 
apartment building. Stay inside for at least five minutes 
if it is really cold because it is better for you and your 
car to give it time to warm up, so you can drive without 
feeling	cold.	When	you	hit	the	road,	make	sure	you	are	
driving	 slowly.	When	 you	 approach	 a	 traffic	 light	 or	
stop	sign,	don’t	hit	 the	brake	so	hard	because	the	car	
can	skid	and	turn	in	the	other	direction	by	itself,	so	you	
will	not	be	able	 to	control	 it	anymore.	Be	aware	and	
don’t	let	that	happen	to	you.	Even	though	I	know	that	
only	God	knows	what	is	going	to	happen	to	you,	and	
you cannot prevent bad things from happening, you 
need to be very careful as much as you can. I am just 
urging	you	to	take	care	of	yourself	and	others.	All	in	all,	
this	is	winter,	so	you	need	to	keep	that	in	mind.	Think	
about yourself and others. I wish you all the best.

The Flower Garden
maha al-aZZaWi, Waite ParK

The school garden is big and beautiful. There are some 
trees around it, and the short green grass covers the 
ground.	If	you	take	a	look,	on	the	right	of	the	garden,	
there	 is	 a	 circle	 of	 rocks	 surrounding	different	 lovely	
flowers	 like	 daisies	 and	 lavender.	That	 circle	 of	 rocks	
and	beautiful	flowers,	with	the	colors	of	sky	and	shapes	
of	clouds,	reflects	a	wonderful	painting.	You	see	from	it	
the greatness of the creator. That picture begins to die 
because of the winter on the doorstep, but it reflects 
another lovely picture of nature in spite of the long 
hard	winter.	I	like	the	flower	garden	because	it	makes	
me happy when I see it, especially in the morning.

My Story
anonymous, Woodbury

It	was	Christmas	time	when	I	was	talking	to	my	friend.	
I saw my dad trying to hide our Christmas present. I 
didn’t	mean	to	look.	However,	I	watched	him.	After	he	
left,	I	went	to	look	at	what	it	was.	It	was	a	trick	because	
I	always	wanted	to	know	what	we	had	before	Christmas	
day.	It	happened	that	my	dad	was	pretending	to	make	
me	believe	that	what	he	kept	there	was	our	present.	He	
made	me	confused	about	the	real	present.	I	walked	in	
there when I opened the box it was wood and empty 
boxes. So I went to tell everybody, there is no present 
this year and they believed me because I always told 
when we have and what we have. At the end of this 
time, it was my mom that hid the present. They made 
me	 believe	 they	 didn’t	 have	 anything.	 I	 was	 the	 last	
person	 to	 know	what	we	had	 and	 it	was	 fun.	 I	 can’t	
believe that. I started doing it when I was a child! 

Last Christmas, under the tree I saw one present with 
my	name.	I	didn’t	know	who	it	was	from.	I	looked	at	
the	box	until	I	could	not	take	it	anymore,	so	I	opened	
it and used it before Christmas. After I finished, I 
wrapped	 it	back	up.	 I	know	 I’m	not	 supposed	 to	do	
that.	 So	 don’t	 try	 it.	 Finally	 this	 writing	 makes	 me	
remember something that I have been doing for a long 
time.	It	makes	me	realize	what	I	was	like	and	what	I	did	
when I was a child.

October	Garden
cecilia naVa, Waite ParK

October	 is	 the	month	when	the	 smallest	breeze	gives	
us a shower of autumn leaves, where bending asters 
and	milkweeds	are	blown	by	the	heavy	breeze.	A	cold	
morning will soon fill the garden with heavy snow, and 
the garden will soon be forgotten in the deep snow. 
I	 stare	 at	 the	 garden	 and	 ask	myself,	will	 spring	 ever	
come again?
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Adapting	to	My	New	
Place
Zeinab abdi, saint Paul

My first day in Minneapolis was happy. It was summer 
time, and the weather was very nice and warm. It was a 
beautiful place to live. At first, I learned how to find a 
job.	Immediately,	I	got	a	job,	and	I	took	a	bus	to	work	
five	days	a	week.	I	made	good	money	and	supported	
myself	 and	 my	 family.	 I	 enjoyed	 walking	 with	 my	
friends	 around	 the	 lakes	 to	watch	birds	 singing,	 kids	
playing, and people sitting and enjoying the beautiful 
flowers. I thought my dream was coming true, but I had 
no idea what was coming next with the weather. After 
a few months, the weather began changing. Winter 
was	coming.	One	day,	I	stood	by	the	window	and	saw	
snow was falling on the ground, and when I opened the 
door, I saw snow everywhere. I was surprised! I worried 
about	how	I	was	going	 to	get	 to	work.	 I	wore	heavy	
clothes	like	a	coat,	gloves,	and	hat,	etc.	Even	though	I	
wore heavy clothes, my body felt very cold. It was hard 
to	go	to	my	work	because	I	had	to	walk	two	blocks	to	
the bus stop. Anyway, I pushed myself to continue to 
go	to	my	job,	even	in	the	cold.	I	felt	different	than	I	did	
at first. I thought, with the cold, maybe my dreams are 
not coming true. After a couple years, I had adapted to 
the	weather.	Finally,	I	knew	the	reality.	I	drove	my	car	
in	the	winter,	and	everything	seemed	like	normal.

Zeinab abdi is originally from somalia.

Mother of God
ricardo diaZ, minneaPolis 

My family tradition is to celebrate the birthday of 
the	Guadalupe	Lady.	My	wife	cooks	great	food	for	all	
the people celebrate with us. It is a tradition to pray 
the	 rosary.	 The	 celebration	 is	 December	 12.	 After	
we finishing praying, we eat the food and have some 
drinks.	 My	 family	 has	 a	 tradition	 of	 celebrating	 the	
Guadalupe	Lady.	My	wife	cooks.

ricardo diaz is 48 and originally from the usa.

The	Most	Beautiful	
Moon	of	the	Year	in	
Tulum,	Mexico
ana GuZman, minneaPolis 

Every	 November,	 many	 people	 come	 from	 different	
places	to	join	in	Tulum,	Mexico,	because	in	that	place	
they can see the most beautiful moon of the year. These 
people participate in Mayan rituals for a few days. The 
rituals consist of the people congregating on a specific 
beach,	and	they	make	a	big	circle,	and	in	the	middle	
there is a bonfire. The leader starts the ritual with 
Mayan songs, and then the people participate with a 
few	words	to	say	thank	you	for	the	moon	being	there.

Those rituals are for a few days. The rituals are 
very	 interesting	 because	 the	 leader	 speaks	 in	 the	
Mayan language, but also in the ceremony there is an 
interpreter because not all people that participate in the 
festivities	speak	the	Mayan	language.

Tulum	is	located	in	the	southeast	of	Quintana	Roo,	
Mexico.	Tulum	 is	 a	 very	 famous	 place	 because	 there	
are very important Mayan ruins and the most beautiful 
beaches in the state.

ana Guzman is 40 and originally from mexico.

New	Year’s	Day
mai WenZ, brooKlyn ParK 

I	 would	 like	 to	 tell	 you	 about	 New	 Year	 in	 my	
hometown.	We	celebrate	New	Year	for	a	couple	days.	
On	 that	 day,	 you	 can	 visit	 your	 family,	 and	 you	 go	
house	 to	 house.	 You	 say	 good	 things,	 and	 they	 will	
give	you	lucky	money.	Then	we	have	lunch	or	dinner	
together.	We	play	games,	sing,	or	make	a	joke.	I	miss	
it	a	lot.	I	will	visit	someday	on	the	New	Year	and	show	
my	son	how	different	it	is.

mai Wenz is originally from Vietnam.
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Lieu	gave	this	to	the	king.	The	king	was	happy.

This	 traditional	 pastry	 has	 symbolized	 Vietnamese	
culture.	 Every	 year	 we	 not	 only	 celebrate	 Lunar	
New	 Year	 to	 remember	 our	 ancestors	 but	 we	 also	
have protected and maintained this respectful and 
meaningful culture for future generations. 

linda tran is 67 and originally from Vietnam.

Thoughts on Winter
silVia Panameno, inVer GroVe heiGhts

My first day in America was so hard for me because 
I	came	to	Minnesota	on	January	15,	2005.	 It	was	 so	
cold! It was snowing, too. I remember that I was scared 
because in my country the temperature is always very 
hot.	 Now,	 I	 have	 been	 living	 in	 Minnesota	 for	 ten	
years,	and	I	like	the	weather.	I	like	this	country	because	
I	have	the	opportunity	to	work	and	to	learn	English.	
In	the	winter,	I	like	to	play	outside	with	my	sons.	We	
have fun together.

silvia Panameno is originally from el salvador.

The	Trip	I	Never	Forgot
lidia shPynoV, eaGan

I	 am	 from	 the	 Ukraine.	 My	 husband	 and	 I	 have	 a	
daughter.	 Our	 daughter	 has	 one	 son,	 our	 grandson.	
His	 name	 is	 Daniel.	 In	 2013,	 Daniel	 had	 a	 special	
birthday,	his	bar	mitzvah.	When	a	boy	is	thirteen	years	
old,	his	family	gives	him	a	big	present.	Our	family	and	
our	 daughter’s	 family	 went	 to	 Hawaii.	 I	 have	 never	
forgotten	 this	 trip.	 We	 went	 to	 Pearl	 Harbor	 and	
watched all the ships. We listened to the history about 
World	War	II.	Hawaii	is	a	fantastic	state.	I	appreciate	
my good fortune for this happy time in my life.

lidia shpynov is 67 and originally from ukraine.

Vietnamese	Traditional	
Pastry	(Banh	Chung	and	
Banh	Day)
linda tran, st. Paul

The	start	of	 the	Lunar	Year	coincides	with	a	new	 life	
cycle.	It	is	reflected	in	the	Viet’s	customs	and	traditions.	
And	 then,	 once	 a	 year,	 this	 culture	 finds	 a	 striking	
portrayal	 in	 the	 celebration	 of	Tet,	 the	 “Lunar	 New	
Year.”

Preparing	 for	 Tet	 consists	 of	 acquiring	 plants,	
flowers,	 other	 decorations,	 and	 numerous	 Tet	 gifts.	
People	often	pay	off	debts	and	sew	or	buy	new	clothes.	
It	 is	very	 important	and	necessary	to	cook	foods	and	
cakes.	 Every	 household	 keeps	 the	 Tet	 dishes	 always	
ready for serving. 

“Banh	Chung”	 is	 a	 seven-inch	 square	 by	 two-inch	
thick	sweet	rice	cake.	In	preparation,	sweet	rice	grains	
are	soaked	in	water	overnight.	Then,	they	are	drained.	
Next,	 the	grains	are	wrapped	in	banana	 leaves,	or	“la	
dong.” The sweet rice grains are wrapped with a layer 
of mashed mung beans and a few slices of meat in the 
middle. Finally, they are tied with bamboo strings. We 
cook	the	Banh	Chung	for	 six	hours	 in	boiling	water.	
The	cakes	are	then	pressed	under	heavy	weight	to	drain	
water from the wrappings, and to compact the grains. 
The leaves impact a green color. Cubes of the pastry 
can be served alone or with meat and sauces.

“Banh	Day”	is	simple.	That	is	a	round	flat	cake	made	
of flour of sweet rice.  

Banh	 Day	 and	 Banh	 Chung	 are	 inseparable	
companions because their round and square shape 
symbolize	 Heaven	 and	 Earth.	 They	 have	 been	 the	
traditional pastry since the early day of the nation. 
According	to	the	story,	the	third	king	of	Hung	Vuong	
declared he would give his throne to the one serving 
him	 the	 dish	 he	 like	 best.	 All	 princes	 went	 out	 and	
brought	back	all	sorts	of	rare	delicacies.	Lang	Lieu	did	
not have the means to travel far and was unhappy not 
to find anything. God appeared to him and explained 
that rice had nourished man. The God also gave him 
instructions	 to	 make	 a	 square	 cake	 from	 sweet	 rice	
grains	 and	 a	 round	 cake	 from	 sweet	 rice	 flour.	 Lang	
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My	New	Weather	
enGedaseW mellese derese, minneaPolis 

My	name	is	Engedasew	Derese.	I	came	from	Ethiopia	
two years ago. I live with my family. The first time I 
came to Minnesota, the weather was good. Then, day 
to	day,	the	weather	changed	and	became	too	hot.		But	
still,	this	was	good	for	me	because	I	like	hot	weather.	
But	then	after	a	few	months	the	green	had	passed.	The	
Minnesota earth changed brown and yellow. It was 
beautiful. Again after two months Minnesota changed 
to	white.	I	was	surprised!	I	had	never	seen	snow	back	
home. The earth is white and cold. When I told my 
friends	back	home,	nobody	trusted	me	about	cold	like	
this.	I	can’t	explain	about	the	weather.	How	is	cold?	We	
never	knew	about	the	snow	in	our	lifetime.	But	by	this	
time, the weather is fun for me, but sometimes I am 
confused when driving in the snow.

engedasew mellese derese is originally from ethiopia. 

Coming to Minnesota
sadiyo hassan, minneaPolis 

The place I grew up is Somalia. It is summer all 
year	 long	with	no	winter	 at	 all.	 I	 came	 to	Nashville,	
Tennessee	 in	 September	 1995.	After	 one	month	 and	
20	days,	I	moved	to	Minnesota,	on	October	28th.	It	
was	snowing	outside,	and	I	was	shocked	and	surprised.	
I wore summer shoes because that was all I had from 
Kenya.	I	could	not	walk	outside	because	I	didn’t	have	
proper shoes for the winter, so someone told me to 
stay inside the car while one of my relatives bought 
me shoes. I understand what I am doing now, and I 
have achieved a lot. Most of my children are college 
and high school students, while one of them graduated 
from	 college	 and	 works.	 I	 overcame	 a	 lot	 since	 that	
snowy day in Minnesota.

sadiyo hassan is originally from somalia. 

I’m	Talking	About	the	
Weather
batun aW musse, minneaPolis

In Somalia we have four seasons, and they are very 
different	from	those	we	have	here	in	Minnesota.	First,	
we	have	 Jilal,	 known	 as	 the	dry	 season.	 It	 lasts	 from	
January	 to	March,	 and	 it’s	 followed	by	Gu,	 the	 long	
season	of	rain.	It	starts	around	April	until	June.	The	last	
two	are	Haga’a	and	Deyr,	both	seasons	of	rain,	but	not	
for	long.	They	last	from	October	to	December.

batun aw musse is 50 and originally from somalia. 

Winter,	You
miriam clara, st. Paul 

You	are	frigid,	like	a	digit

You	are	pale,	like	a	veil

You	are	danger,	like	a	stranger

You	are	despair,	like	a	stare

You	hold	a	power	people	fear,	but	it	would	not	be	a		
	 magical	Christmas	if	you	didn’t	appear	this	time	of		
 year

Unbounded	beauty	you	possess—no	one	soul	can		
 contain the happiness lingering through the air

Own	the	months	ahead,	my	dear—I	will	be	prepared		
 to see you countless times until you decide to  
 disappear

miriam clara is originally from mexico. 
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Carnaval.	 This	 festival	 is	 originally	 from	 Brazil,	 but	
we celebrate it throughout almost all South America. 
This celebration is in February, and goes on for two 
weeks.	All	people	are	dancing,	eating	with	friends	and	
family, and there are a lot of activities in Manta for 
these	two	weeks.	Another	one	of	my	favorite	events	is	
Halloween,	which	is	bigger	and	better.	I	am	not	sure	
where	this	celebration	started,	but	it’s	very	colorful	and	
many people wear costumes made by hand. They dance 
and sit in front of the fire on the beach with songs of  
romantic guitar, and enjoy the romantic and relaxing 
sunset. I love my hometown. I definitely encourage you 
to visit any time of the year.

david leonardo Jimenez bermeo is 23 and originally 
from ecuador.

My Mexico: Lindo y 
Querido
maribel salas, minneaPolis

My name is Maribel. I am from Mexico. I came to 
Minnesota	in	November,	1999.	

I remember my first day in Minneapolis. It was a cold 
and	cloudy	day.	I	remember	the	day	my	friend	took	me	
out	to	know	the	city.	There	was	no	one	outside,	only	
leafless	trees	that	make	me	sad,	and	I	started	thinking,	
“That will be my new life.” I was also separated from 
my family. I got here in the beginning of winter and see 
the	differences	between	cold	days	and	spring.	The	place	
where I came from has very beautiful weather all year 
long, but after fifteen years living in Minneapolis, I can 
say when winter comes, I enjoy it. I love seeing snow, 
seeing	how	each	bit	 is	a	wonderful	 shape	 in	different	
ways,	 and	 also	 I	 like	 going	 outside	 to	 play	 and	have	
fun	with	my	son.	He	also	loves	snow.	I	am	very	happy	
living	here,	 and	have	 known	 a	different	 country	 and	
especially	Minnesota,	no	matter	that	it’s	cold.	But	my	
dream is to return someday to the beautiful country 
where I was born.

My Mexico: beautiful and lovely.

maribel salas is originally from mexico.

My First Winter
lourdes hernandeZ Zayas, minneaPolis

My	 name	 is	 Lourdes.	 I	 am	 from	 Veracruz,	 Mexico.	
Veracruz	 is	 a	 tropical	 state.	 When	 it	 is	 cold,	 the	
temperatures	 reach	 zero	 degrees	 Celsius,	 -32	 degrees	
Fahrenheit. Most of the time the temperatures are 
higher.	 I	 didn’t	 know	 the	 snow,	 only	 in	 American	
movies that I watched on television. When I watched 
movies of snow, I watched inches of snow shoveled 
on	the	sidewalks.	I	came	to	the	U.S.	in	June	2004.	In	
June,	the	weather	is	beautiful,	not	cold.	In	December	
of the same year, my family and I went out to eat. My 
husband	was	driving	and	it	didn’t	take	long	to	get	to	the	
restaurant. When we were waiting for the food, I saw 
something	like	feathers	falling.	I	wasn’t	worried	because	
I	didn’t	know	what	was	truly	going	on.	I	thought	that	
there	was	 a	 place	 on	 the	 second	floor	with	 ducks	 or	
chickens	and	somebody	was	cleaning	and	that	was	the	
reason.	But	when	we	were	 eating,	 the	 feathers	 didn’t	
stop	 falling,	 so	 I	 asked	my	husband,	 “What	 is	 that?”	
and	he	answered,	“Ooh,	it’s	snow.”	

“What?” I replied. So we had to eat faster and go 
home	because	I	didn’t	want	to	get	stuck	here,	far	from	
our	home.	Now	I	know	that	could	not	happen,	because	
it	was	snowing,	but	not	too	much.	I	like	the	snow,	but	
not	 the	 cold.	 I	 like	 to	 see	 the	 figures	 that	 are	 in	 the	
snow, beautiful flowers made with perfection.

lourdes hernandez Zayas is originally from mexico.

Manta,	My	Sweet	Home
daVid leonardo JimeneZ bermeo, minneaPolis

My	 name	 is	 David	 Jimenez.	 I	 am	 originally	 from	
Ecuador’s	capital,	Quito,	a	“cold	city”	also,	but	not	as	
cold as Minneapolis. The city where I grew up is not 
Quito, but Manta. Located south of Quito, the weather 
is	very	warm	all	the	times	of	the	year	and	it’s	nearby	the	
Pacific	Ocean.	It’s	a	very	small	town	with	only	5,000	
inhabitants.	Manta	is	well	known	because	of	the	exotic	
beaches and weather and delicious food. The houses 
are dilapidated, but are well decorated for an occasion. 
At Christmastime they are decorated with light and 
stunning	 colors.	 One	 of	 my	 favorite	 celebrations	 is	
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My	Transition	to	America
estefania VarGas, minneaPolis

My	 name	 is	 Estefania	 (23).	 I	 am	 from	 Medellín,	
Colombia, and I just finished law school in February 
2013.	Then	I	decided	to	move	to	Minneapolis	on	April	
18,	 2014.	 I	 came	 here	 like	 an	 au	 pair	 (babysitter).	
Today	I	can	say	it	is	the	most	amazing	experience	in	my	
life.	You	learn	different	stuff	every	day,	you	learn	how	
be	 independent,	 you	meet	 new	 friends	 and	 different	
cultures, and the most important thing, you meet 
yourself.	 I	 feel	 so	 lucky	because	 I	 found	 a	 great	host	
family, a great school, and really nice friends. I cannot 
ask	for	more.	I	am	so	grateful	for	every	experience.	

But	also	 I	have	 to	 say	 it	 is	difficult.	You	miss	your	
family, your friends, and your country, and it is hard 
to be far away from home. My mom, my dad, and 
my	brother	came	 to	visit	me	 in	November.	We	went	
to	Chicago	for	a	weekend;	we	could	not	believe	how	
amazing	 it	 is,	 the	Windy	City.	They	were	 so	 excited	
to see the snow, but there was not snow in Chicago 
for those days. We were wishing to travel soon to 
Minneapolis	and	see	the	snow;	the	news	said	that	the	
snow would come soon. The people told us, “Are you 
guys	 crazy?	Don’t	 call	 the	 snow,	 it	 is	 still	 fall.”	But	 I	
really was expecting to see the snow for first time with 
my parents and my brother. And here we go! I got a 
text from my host family saying, “Snow starts here in 
about	five	to	six	hours.	Too	bad	you	will	not	be	here	
when it starts.” When we got to Minneapolis, it was a 
great	experience.	We	saw	snow	everywhere.	It	was	like	
a	movie;	everything	was	white.	We	just	got	home,	left	
the	 luggage,	 and	we	went	outside	 to	walk.	Yeah,	TO	
WALK!	We	were	like	little	kids	picking	snow	up	and	
throwing	 it	 away.	 It	was	 cold,	 -19º	C,	 but	we	didn’t	
care. We were just enjoying the great moment that 
life	 was	 giving	 us.	On	 our	 first	 weekend	 of	 snow	 in	
Minneapolis,	my	host	family	took	us	sledding.	It	was	a	
new experience for us and I am sure we will remember 
forever.	These	are	the	kind	of	memories	that	make	you	
smile	when	you	think	about	them.	

estefania Vargas is 23 and originally from colombia. 

How	Is	the	Winter	in	
Minnesota?
WunGbee lor, minneaPolis

When the winter begins, the air and ground will get 
cool.	The	temperature	will	decrease	to	20	degrees	and	
then	 go	 below	 zero.	 It	 also	 becomes	 negative	 15	 or	
more.	It	creates	snow	that	falls	everywhere.	Each	year	
the	snowfall	is	different.	It	can	vary	a	lot	and	it	can	be	
15 inches deep.

During	the	winter,	it’s	always	cold	and	snowy.	When	
it	gets	cold	and	snowy,	we	will	keep	our	children	safe	
at home. They cannot play and run outside very much. 
They	will	play	within	our	sight	and	back	in	the	home.

After that, if it becomes snowier, it can cause people 
difficulty	 driving	 on	 the	 roads	 by	 more	 snow	 and	
slippery	 ice.	 It	will	be	hard	 for	people	 to	go	 to	work	
and	come	back	home.	Also,	it	is	difficult	for	us	to	go	
to	 stores	and	 look	 for	 food.	People	driving	can	cause	
cars	to	skid	and	slide.	The	cars	have	more	chances	to	
crash	 and	 be	 in	 accidents.	 When	 there	 is	 a	 blizzard	
and	it’s	very	cold,	it	can	cause	the	cars	engines	to	stop	
working	on	the	road.	In	Minnesota,	everybody	has	to	
pay attention while driving in the winter season, and 
be careful when we plan to go anywhere.

This is how it goes during the winter time until 
spring	season.	There	is	no	rain,	and	we’ll	not	hear	any	
thunderstorm sounds until spring. The plants, trees, 
and leaves will not grow until spring season approaches.

Wungbee lor is 44 and originally from laos.

All About Summer
eKram Kalifa, brooKlyn ParK 

Summer	 is	my	 favorite	 season	 because	 I	 like	 to	 take	
my	children	out	for	a	bike	ride	in	the	park.	Also,	my	
children	and	I	like	to	eat	cold	vanilla	ice	cream.	I	like	
to	sit	down	and	watch	them	play	soccer,	ride	bikes,	and	
just	sit	in	that	beautiful	sun	and	watch	the	ducks	in	the	
lake.	Summer	has	my	favorite	color,	green!	Everything	
is green in the summer: trees, flowers, and of course 
the	beautiful	sun!	I’m	so	happy	summer	is	coming	up.

ekram Kalifa is 28 and originally from ethiopia.
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Stories About My Family 
and Me
bonitu Wario, minneaPolis 

I’m	 from	 Ethiopia	 and	 I	 lived	 in	 Minneapolis	 since	
May	2014.	Before	I	came	here,	I	lived	with	my	family	
and I loved them, and also we respected each other. 
I have four brothers. At holidays, we were celebrating 
together. So I remember them all the time and still I 
love them because they are a lovely family. I wish peace 
to my family and country, and bless them.

When I arrived in this city, the weather or season was 
beautiful,	 so	I	was	happy.	I’ve	 seen	many	things,	 like	
the	Mississippi	bridge,	the	Mall	of	America,	different	
recreation	 areas,	 parks,	 and	 also	 free	 education	 for	
adults,	like	Open	Door	Learning	Center.	I	saw	these	all	
and I am happy for them.

Again, I saw another season, winter, and some snow. 
Oh!	These	were	somewhat	difficult	for	me	because	I’ve	
never seen snow before. So winter is hard for me and 
snow	is	too.	But	I	like	its	color	even	if	it	is	hard	or	bad,	
for its color. I say Glory to God!

bonitu Wario is 26 and originally from ethiopia.

Crane and Flowers
yWa eh Kler, st. Paul 

Cold	as	Heaven	
ryan Wohlers, st. cloud

Cold as heaven
Before	there	is	a	breeze	again
Before	the	cooling	day	of	Lent,	she	may	be	gone.
My	great	grandmother	asks	me	to	tell	her
Again about the snow.
We sit on her white bed
In the white room, while outside
The Caribbean sun winds up the world
Like	an	old	alarm	clock.
I	tell	her	about	the	enveloping	blizzard	I	lived	through
That	made	everything	and	everyone	the	same;
How	we	lost	ourselves	in	drifts	so	tall
We	fell	through	our	own	footprints;
How	wrapped	like	mummies	in	layers	of	wool
That	almost	immobilize	us,	we	could	only
Take	hesitant	steps	like	toddlers
Toward	food,	warmth,	shelter.
I	talk	winter	real	for	her,
As she would once conjure for me to dream
At sweltering siesta time,
Cool stone castles in lands far north.
Her	eyes	wander	to	the	window,
To	the	teeming	scene	of	children
Pouring out of a yellow bus, then to the bottle
Dripping	minutes	through	a	tube
Into her veins. When her eyes return to me,
I	can	see	she’s	waiting	to	hear	more
About the purifying nature of ice,
How	snow	makes	way	for	a	body,
How	you	can	make	yourself	an	angel
By	just	lying	down	and	waving	your	arms
As you do when you say goodbye.

ryan Wohlers is originally from the usa. 
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Janis	Day	has	a	special	meaning	from	generation	to	
generation.	It	doesn’t	matter	in	which	part	of	the	world	
we are, we celebrate Ligo, including in Minneapolis. 
Latvians are scattered all over the world.

Kaspars Jurevics is originally from latvia. 

Carnival Costume 
Competition
Jansel hernandeZ, minneaPolis

My favorite holiday tradition is Carnival in the 
Dominican	 Republic.	 I	 wear	 the	 costume	 of	 Diablo	
Cojuelo in a costume competition. I go to the street 
to see the parade. It is very fun and I see many people 
along the street, more than one hundred people.

The	 best	 costume	 wins	 and	 takes	 two	 thousand	
dollars. The competition is very important for the 
country	and	the	participants.	I	like	my	tradition.	The	
people	 look	 very	 happy.	 I	 am	 very	 happy	 when	 the	
carnival begins.

Living in Minnesota
halima sheiKh, minneaPolis

 When I lived in Somalia, I used to hear about the 
winter in Minnesota. I heard people would fall down 
and	break	their	legs,	hands,	and	backs.	I	heard	there	are	
nine months of cold weather and people would have 
to	walk	every	day	in	the	cold	and	needed	blankets	to	
stay warm.

I	was	not	happy	because	I	don’t	like	the	snow.	In	my	
country the weather is not cold. It is warm and nice 
with	no	snow.	I	was	scared	to	walk	outside	because	I	
didn’t	want	to	fall	down.

Coming to Minnesota was very scary because of the 
weather.	It’s	very	cold	and	snows	a	lot.	In	the	summer	
and	fall,	Minnesota	is	very	beautiful.	Everybody	I	meet	
is very nice. My teachers and my friends in Minnesota 
are nice.

halima sheikh is 71 and originally from somalia.

Celebrating “Ligo”
KasPars JureVics, minneaPolis 

My	 family’s	 favorite	 traditional	 holiday	 is	 Janis	Day,	
or	“Ligo.”	 In	Latvia,	we	celebrate	Saint	 Janis	Day	on	
June	 23rd	 and	 24th,	 the	 summer	 solstice.	 Janis	Day	
is a living tradition of ancient pagans which is on the 
shortest night of the year. The celebration starts from 
the	moment	we	wake,	having	a	great	day	and	staying	up	
all night. In smaller villages everyone gathers together 
before	sunrise	to	“ligo”	(celebrate)	all	day	and	night.

My	family	makes	traditional	foods,	especially	cheese	
with	caraway	seeds,	piragi	(bacon	rolls)	and	homemade	
beer.	Everybody	decorates	their	homes,	back	yards,	and	
cars	with	fresh-cut	tree	branches.	The	girls	and	women	
wear	crowns	of	flowers;	boys	and	men	wear	crowns	of	
oak	leaves	on	our	heads.

The most important job of the day is to put a huge 
bonfire	 together.	 When	 it’s	 getting	 dark	 outside,	
everybody gathers around the bonfire to light it. At 
dusk,	two	archers	bend	their	bows	with	burning	arrows	
to set fire to a wooden barrel standing on a high pole. It 
illuminates	the	place	where	people	take	part	in	magical	
Janis	night.	

Many	Latvians	dress	up	in	traditional	folk	costumes	
and	dance	all	night	with	beer	and	cheese	tasting.	You	
can’t	sleep	on	Janis	night,	otherwise	you	will	be	sleeping	
for the rest of the year. If your field is not planted, your 
neighbors	 gather	 to	 sing	 a	 song.	Tradition	 says	 that	
singing helps to clean the soul and body. 

Before	sunrise,	when	the	bonfire	is	low,	we	jump	over	
it.	Jumping	over	the	bonfire	burns	away	bad	spirits	and	
makes	a	person	stronger	physically	as	well	as	spiritually.	
I	 wouldn’t	 recommend	 jumping	 over	 the	 bonfire	 if	
you’ve	had	too	many	drinks,	though.

At	 midnight,	 single	 men	 and	 women	 go	 looking	
for fern blossoms. Finding a fern blossom can have 
spiritual	effects,	but	only	if	you	believe.	They	can	help	
you	find	your	other	half	(a	husband	or	wife),	or	help	
women	get	pregnant.	(There	are	incredible	stories	from	
women who had a hard time getting pregnant before 
finding	a	fern	blossom	on	Janis	Day.)

Janis	is	traditionally	the	most	common	male	name.	
Everybody	called	Janis	holds	a	special	honor	on	this	day.
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Having	hot	meals	with	family	and	friends	

Such	as	soup,	stew,	bread,	cake.	Hot	drinks

Are	important	too	like	tea	and	cocoa	so	the	

Body	can	maintain	a	healthy	and	strong	temperature

During	the	winter	months.	Fresh	new	trends	are	being	

Created in the winter time for springtime! 

I believe wintertime is a mystical experience

dorothy Johnson is 51 and originally from the usa. 

My	First	Time	I	Came	to	
America
amina hussein, minneaPolis 

On	 February	 27,	 2014	was	 the	 first	 time	 I	 came	 to	
Minneapolis. It was the worst cold of the weather in 
winter of Minneapolis. The snow covered everywhere. 
People and cars were slipping. I never saw snow before 
that day. I felt very cold and surprised about how 
the weather was cold. When I was exiting the gate of 
airport	my	daughter	asked	the	people	who	were	waiting	
outside to bring the car near the edge of the gate. Then 
when we were on the road I was surprised about the 
snow on the roadside. Also I was surprised that the 
trees were bare. I thought they were dead because there 
weren’t	any	green	leaves,	but	people	told	me	the	trees	
were	only	cold.	Really	I	didn’t	realize	until	I	saw	with	
my eyes during summer all the trees being green, and 
during	fall	time	they	were	throwing	leaves	down.	Now	
I	know	how	the	weather	changes	the	condition	of	the	
trees and I was not surprised the next time. 

amina hussein is originally from somalia. 

The Glow of Love
dorothy Johnson, minneaPolis 

The	snow	I	think	is	magical

It	lights	up	Minnesota’s	darkest	nights	in	the	
wintertime

While	falling	from	the	sky

It’s	heartfelt	with	smiles,	laughter,

And love from anyone who has ever 

Seen the crystal shine from the snow

Some people also sacrifice in the winter—

Time,	leaving	adversity	behind	to	bring

Forth	the	spirit	of	God’s	love	for	family

Families, I believe, become more engaged

In the wintertime with reaching out

To	others	and	relatives	they	haven’t	

Heard	from	in	many	years,	sending

Christmas cards, having long phone

Conversations, and visiting one another

People also go shopping at the mall 

Oh	what	enjoyment	it	is	in	observing	lots	of	

Smiling faces, everyone wrapped all up

In their coats, boots, hats, and scarves and mittens

To	stay	warm	from	the	cold	weather

Jingle	bells	are	ringing,	Christmas	carols

Are being played, much sweet smells and 

Laughter are in the air

On	Christmas,	when	family	and	friends

Open	their	gifts,	they’re	flush	with

Happiness!
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author name

My Childhood
When	I	think	of	my	childhood,	I	have	a	lot	of	memories	of	school.	I	really	liked	recess	because	in	those	days	
I	had	a	lot	of	friends,	and	after	school	we	met	to	play	or	dance.	I	really	liked	when	we	worked	in	groups.	It	
was	fun	and	we	shared	a	lot	of	ideas	together.	For	Mother’s	Day,	we	always	had	a	talent	show	that	I	loved	to	
participate	in.	We	decorated	the	school	with	flowers	to	make	a	special	day	for	all	the	mothers.	

When I was a child, I always played outside with my sister and friends. We made a little house and brought 
the	dolls	and	blankets.	We	also	used	sand	to	make	cakes.	After	school	we	met	outside	until	 it	was	time	for	
dinner.	I	always	took	care	of	my	little	sister	because	my	father	was	working	all	day.	When	we	played,	I	always	
was	the	mom,	since	I	was	kind	of	a	mom	to	my	sister.		

I	remember	a	cultural	tradition	that	we	celebrated	on	November	2.	It	is	called	“El	día	de	los	muertos”(Day	of	
the	Dead).	We	decorated	a	table	with	flowers,	pictures,	drinks,	candles,	and	food	for	our	people	who	have	died.	
We	name	that	an	ofrenda	(offering).	This	is	really	similar	to	Memorial	Day	in	the	United	States.	We	went	to	
the	cemetery	to	visit	and	bring	food	and	flowers	to	their	graves.	The	symbol	of	the	Day	of	the	Dead	is	a	special	
orange flower. They have a special scent too.

My	favorite	thing	about	that	day	is	that	they	made	a	sugar	skull	for	the	table.	Sometimes	they	have	a	special	
dance too. It was my favorite memory of my childhood and still is.

Dear	Clemente
Dear	Clemente,

I	just	want	to	let	you	know	how	much	I	love	you,	because	you	are	so	kind,	so	nice,	and	almost	a	perfect	
husband.	I	like	the	fact	that,	even	though	we	have	been	together	a	long	time,	you	are	still	romantic.

Our	love	is	strong	enough	to	overcome	all	problems.	We	made	a	beautiful	family.	You	are	a	good	example	for	
our	kids	because	you	are	a	hard	worker,	and	you	always	try	to	make	us	happy	no	matter	what.

I	just	want	to	let	you	know	I	love	you.

Sonia

featured author
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SONIA LANDAVERDE was born in Mexico City. With three brothers and 
three sisters, she is the middle child in a family of seven. Sonia was nine when her mother, Silvia, 
died.	Raised	by	her	father,	Jose	Luis,	she	often	acted	as	mother	with	her	younger	siblings.	Clemente	
Bastida	was	a	friend	of	her	brother.	Sonia	was	sixteen	when	they	met.	Two	years	later,	at	the	age	of	
18,	Sonia	and	Clemente	married.	Their	first	child,	Karla,	was	born	in	Mexico	City.	Clemente’s	sister	
lived	in	Minnesota.	Again	and	again	she	urged	her	brother	and	sister-in-law	to	come	and	live	near	
her.	Finally	Sonia,	Clemente,	and	Karla	made	the	journey	to	the	place	they	and	their	son,	Jonathan,	
born in Minneapolis, would learn to call home. Sonia	loves	to	learn	and	enjoys	her	English	language	
classes	in	Brooklyn	Center.	When	her	teacher	told	her	one	day,	“You’re	going	to	write,”	Sonia	started	
to	write.	She	hasn’t	stopped.	Today	she	is	not	only	a	wife,	mother,	and	grandmother,	she	is	also	about	
to	become	a	published	author.	When	asked	what	is	next	for	her,	Sonia	smiles	and	puts	it	simply:	
“Finish	school	and	be	open	to	the	future.”	Sonia	is	a	student	at	Osseo	Adult	Basic	Education.
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Going	to	Job
man monGer, saint Paul
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How	I	Solved	a	Problem
Zemhret haGos, st. Paul

Money	 borrowed	 must	 be	 returned.	 In	 2012,	 I	 was	
randomly	 selected	 by	 the	Diversity	Visa	 lottery.	Two	
things	 happened.	 One	 was	 being	 happy	 because	 of	
getting	a	DV.	One	was	being	depressed	because	I	had	
no money. So I borrowed from my friend who has been 
in	America.	 I	 had	 an	 agreement	 to	 pay	 back	 to	 him	
soon. I used all the money he gave me and reached the 
United	States	of	America	safely.	

But	here	is	a	problem.	I	did	not	get	a	job	as	soon	as	
I	came.	After	three	months	of	looking	for	a	job,	I	got	
my	first	job	in	the	airport.	Working	by	this	job,	I	also	
could	not	return	the	money	very	soon.	But	I	tried	to	
save money. When I saved some, I bought a car. I used 
the	car	to	go	work	and	save	time.	I	spent	a	lot	of	time	
waiting for a bus and lost the time to sleep or do other 
duties. 

When	I	got	enough	time,	I	tried	to	look	for	another	
job. After many applications, I found my second job as 
a	nursing	assistant.	I	worked	hard	and	I	saved	money.	
But	still	my	problem	was	not	solved.	Even	though	I	felt	
ashamed not to pay my debt on time, I finally returned 
the	money	 I	 took.	 I	 felt	 confident	when	 I	 gave	 it	 to	
him. All my depression was gone. Generally, when I 
return	what	I	use	or	take,	it	makes	me	happy.	I	thanked	
him very much.

Zemhret hagos is originally from eritrea. 

My Favorite Place
hiPolita VasqueZ, brooKlyn ParK

My	favorite	place	to	visit	is	Lake	Superior	in	Duluth,	
Minnesota. I enjoy going there because it is so pretty 
and	quiet.	My	family	and	I	take	a	trip	twice	a	year	to	
enjoy	the	beautiful	places	in	Duluth,	like	the	Lake	and	
Aerial	Bridge	by	the	lighthouse.	We	also	like	to	go	up	
the	North	Shore	to	see	Gooseberry	Falls	and	Split	Rock	
Lighthouse.	I	can’t	wait	to	go	again	next	year.

hipolita Vasquez is originally from mexico.

Why I Came to America
GioVanny martineZ, WorthinGton

My	 name	 is	Giovanny	Martinez.	The	 reason	 I	 came	
to	America	is	because	they	didn’t	have	enough	jobs	in	
Mexico.	That	 is	 why	 I	 came	 to	 the	United	 States	 of	
America.	I	wanted	to	work	hard	and	make	good	money	
to help my parents and my little brothers and sisters. 
But	when	 I	 crossed	 the	 river	 to	 the	United	States	 of	
America, it was a very, very hard time. I remember that 
I	walked	a	lot	with	the	others,	my	friends.	I	remember	
that	we	walked	about	three	weeks.	It	was	a	very,	very	
hard	 time	 because	 we	 were	 very	 tired	 from	 walking	
so long. We were hungry and very thirsty because we 
didn’t	have	anything	for	eat	or	drink	for	three	weeks.	
So it was a very hard time when I crossed the river 
and	came	to	the	U.S.	But	now	I’m	very	happy	to	live	
here.	 I’m	very	proud	because	 I	worked	very	hard	 for	
about	26	years,	and	I	 learned	a	 lot	of	good	things	 in	
the	U.S.	I	try	to	come	to	school	to	learn	more	English,	
and	I’m	a	good	student.	I’m	very	happy	now	because	
I’m	an	American	citizen.	I	respect	people	and	I	like	to	
work	together	in	the	United	States	of	America,	in	this	
beautiful country.

Giovanny martinez is 47 and originally from mexico. 

My	House
Pa PaW, fulda

I have a small house with two bedrooms and one 
bathroom.	I	 like	my	 little	 living	room.	It	has	a	 light,	
mirror,	 sofa,	 rug,	 end	 table,	 curtains,	 and	 a	 smoke	
detector. 

I have a small bathroom with one window. In my 
bathroom	I	have	a	mirror,	sink,	towels,	a	shower,	and	a	
toilet. With five children, it is sometimes dirty! 

My	family	 is	 living	 in	Fulda.	My	five	children	 like	
Fulda.	People	are	very	helpful.	I	like	living	in	Fulda.
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A Patch of Flowers
reyna mata, Waite ParK

Surrounded	by	river’s	rocks

Like	an	island	floating

On	an	immersed	field	of	grass

This little patch of flowers

With the touch of

Autumn’s	pencil

Is telling me

How	suddenly	things	can	change

And the sleeping flowers are ready to sleep

For the winter time

And	like	a	miracle	they	will	be	back

In summer time

Garbage is the intruder

In their place

Life is never fair

My	Rental	House
PaW shee, fulda

I have a big house. There are three bedrooms and two 
bathrooms.	I	like	my	big	kitchen.	It	has	a	refrigerator,	
stove,	oven,	sink,	chairs,	table,	dish	towels,	microwave,	
plates, bowls, and lots of cabinets. My family has seven 
people	who	live	in	my	house,	so	I	cook	a	lot.

My living room is big. In my living room are two 
sofas,	 three	windows,	a	TV,	 two	rugs,	a	bookcase,	an	
arm chair, a cabinet, a piano, and a computer. We 
sometimes eat in our living room.

My	family	likes	living	in	Fulda.	Fulda	is	very	good.	
Most	people	are	nice.	I	like	Fulda!

My Childhood
VienGKou thao, brooKlyn ParK

When I was child, I really loved to play games, watch 
cartoons,	 and	 play	 soccer.	 Every	 day	 after	 school,	 I	
played soccer with my friends. I was not a good player, 
but I enjoyed joining with them and playing together. 
I ran and ran but I was never tired. We played until 
sunset.	I	got	home	about	7:00	p.m.,	took	a	shower,	ate,	
watched	cartoons,	and	did	my	homework.	 If	 I	didn’t	
have	homework	from	school,	I	started	to	play	a	game	
about an hour before I went to sleep.

I	 really	 liked	 to	 play	 video	 games.	 It	 was	 amazing	
and	 very	 exciting	 when	 my	 hand	 held	 the	 joystick	
and	 controlled	 the	 hero	 that	 I	 loved.	 I	 liked	 to	 play	
fighting games, fantasy games, and racing car games. 
The fantasy games still have very beautiful graphics, 
nice pictures, nice movement, and a good story. In the 
fighting and racing car game, I have to pay attention 
to every moment. It is very exciting for me while 
controlling	my	car	or	 if	my	hero	 is	fighting.	 I’m	not	
afraid of any accident with my car or my body, but 
I’m	afraid	 to	 lose	my	racing	and	fighting.	The	racing	
car	video	game	gives	me	knowledge	about	a	lot	of	cars,	
brands, power, how fast it is, speed, and the country 
that	made	the	car.	I’m	still	playing	video	games,	but	not	
as	much	as	when	I	was	a	child.	I’m	waiting	to	play	with	
my	kid	when	he	knows	how	to	play.

I loved my childhood, I love my family, brother, and 
sister—I	have	a	good	family.	My	dad	and	mom	took	
care of everything for their children. I just had to study, 
eat,	and	play.	Sure,	I’m	helping	my	dad	and	mom	out	
by	working,	but	not	too	much,	and	it’s	not	too	hard	for	
me.	Right	now,	I’m	a	father	of	two	kids.	I’m	working	
hard	every	day.	But	my	parents	worked	harder	than	me	
because they had six children.
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Hmong	Radio	in	St.	Paul
thonG VanG, st. Paul

The	 first	 time	 I	 moved	 to	 the	 United	 States,	 I	 felt	
nervous driving a car alone on the street. My friend 
told	me	to	listen	to	the	Hmong	Radio,	AM	690,	while	
I	drive.	One	day	in	the	morning,	I	was	driving	my	red	
Toyota	Camry	1999	to	school,	and	I	heard	Seng	was	
speaking	on	the	Hmong	Radio.	He	was	talking	about	
the	topic	of	a	new	life	 in	the	United	States.	The	first	
words I heard were how to begin and how to survive 
in	the	U.S.	He	discussed	the	difficulties	all	foreigners	
face	 from	 different	 countries	 around	 the	 world.	 He	
also encouraged everyone that came to this country 
to	 learn	 and	 speak	 English	 because	 English	 is	 the	
dominate	language.	He	said	that	foreigners	can	find	a	
job,	work,	and	survive	in	the	United	States,	if	they	can	
communicate	in	English.	Seng	is	an	inspiring	speaker,	
and after I heard him on the radio, I called him and 
got	to	know	more	about	him	and	his	life	in	the	United	
States. 

Seng	Xiong	was	 born	 in	 Laos.	He	 grew	up	 in	 the	
high	mountains	of	Phou	Bia,	where	he	farmed	for	daily	
living.	During	the	Vietnam	War,	Seng	and	his	family	
escaped	 to	 Thailand.	 He	 lived	 in	 the	 Camp	 Vinai	
for	 about	 one	 year	 until	 he	 migrated	 to	 the	 United	
States.	He	settled	in	St.	Paul,	Minnesota,	where	a	huge	
Hmong	 community	 resides.	 Seng	 learned	English	by	
taking	 adult	 classes	 and	 later	 obtained	 a	 certificate	
in construction. Seng supported his family by fixing 
houses	 as	 his	 job.	 He	 soon	 became	 the	 founder	 of	
Asian	American	Broadcasting,	a	Hmong	Radio	Station	
in	the	Twin	Cities.	His	purpose	is	to	create	a	cohesive	
community	 and	 create	 opportunities	 for	 the	Hmong	
people.

I still turn on my car radio when I drive, especially 
in	the	morning.	I	tune	into	AM	690	to	listen	to	Seng’s	
news	 and	 talk	 show	 in	my	 language,	Hmong.	Many	
elders	 in	the	Hmong	community	like	to	listen	to	the	
news that Seng reports every morning because they 
don’t	understand	 the	news	on	TV	 that	 is	 in	English.	
I	 feel	happy	that	there	 is	a	Hmong	person	like	Seng,	
who	enjoys	giving	out	news	to	the	Hmong	community,	
and	also	talks	about	interesting	topics	to	keep	people	
listening and give hope to them as they live their life 
in America.  

thong Vang is 35 and originally from laos. 

My	Story	of	Dreams	and	
Missing My Country
anisa ali, minneaPolis

I am from Somalia and I grew up there. There were 
no	jobs,	and	this	is	why	I	came	to	the	United	States,	
looking	for	a	better	future.	I	left	Somalia	on	September	
16,	1996.		

I	arrived	in	Minnesota	in	1996.	I	worked	one	job	in	
the	morning.	I	am	a	hard	worker,	but	I	left	dissatisfied.	
I	decided	to	go	to	school.	I	know	I	deserve	to	have	a	
better	job,	but	I	need	to	learn	English,	and	first,	I	need	
to	learn	writing,	reading	and	speaking	English.	I	hope	
one day soon I can visit my family.

anisa ali is 26 and originally from somalia.

A	Rude	Supervisor	
ifrah mohamed, minneaPolis

My name is Ifrah Mohamed. I am from Somalia. 
I was born in Somalia, in the state of Muqdisho, at 
Abanadir	 Hospital	 in	 1989.	 My	 family	 moved	 from	
my	 country	 to	 Kenya	 in	 April	 1991,	 because	 it	 had	
problems	 with	 the	 government	 fighting—that’s	 why	
we	moved	 to	Kenya.	 I	 grew	 up	 in	Kenya.	My	mom	
is	a	refugee.	She	came	to	the	USA	on	April	15,	1993.	
Later, she sponsored me, my brother, and my sister to 
come	to	America.	I	finally	came	to	the	United	States	on	
September	21,	2006.	

On	my	first	day	I	came	to	the	city	of	Richmond	in	the	
state	of	Virginia.	My	first	job	was	at	the	Omni	Hotel	
in	Richmond.	I	 felt	different	 things	 in	 that	 job.	One	
day, my supervisor wanted me to do something and 
called me with his finger. I felt very sad because in my 
country,	people	don’t	call	each	other	with	their	fingers.	
Now	I	understand	that	this	is	normal	in	this	country,	
but	in	Somalia,	it	is	rude,	like	the	middle	finger	in	the	
USA!	I	was	very	upset,	so	I	went	to	the	manager.	We	
all	went	into	the	office	to	talk.	The	manager	told	my	
supervisor	not	to	call	me	with	his	finger	anymore.	He	
apologized,	and	after	that	he	didn’t	do	it	again.

ifrah mohamed is originally from somalia. 
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Everything	was	different	from	what	I	thought.	Even	
to rent an apartment, you had to have someone sign 
for you. Getting a job is not easy. When you apply, 
they	ask	you	for	a	reference:	who	do	you	know	in	that	
company?	Also,	you	have	to	make	eye	contact.	That	is	
hard for us to do because of our culture.

Some things are true! The freedom, equal rights, and 
peace.	 I	 am	 really	 thankful.	 If	 you	 have	 children	 or	
are pregnant, you can get medical coverage and food 
support, and also for the baby there is the Women, 
Infants, and Children program. In my country there is 
no food or nutrition support.

I learned about credit. I can borrow money from 
a	 bank	 to	 buy	 a	 house	without	 full	 payment.	 In	my	
country, when you buy a house or a car, you have to 
pay	all	the	money	before	the	paperwork.

Why did people tell me such untrue things about 
the	U.S.?	Later,	I	understood	that	their	jobs	in	the	U.S.	
were	 not	 professional.	 In	 the	 U.S.	 they	 had	 to	 start	
from	zero.	I	decided	maybe	they	were	ashamed	of	that.	
If	I	were	them,	I	wouldn’t	be	ashamed.	

If	 I	 go	 to	 college	 and	 graduate,	 I	 can	work	 in	my	
career. There are a lot of people from my country who 
have graduated and are living a good life.

Whatever	it	is,	even	if	life	is	difficult,	I	love	the	U.S.	
because	the	U.S.	is	the	homeland	of	my	kids.

alem bedane is 31 and originally from ethiopia.

When I Came to the 
United	States
hilario arroyo cardenas, minneaPolis 

When	I	came	to	the	United	States	of	America,	I	wanted	
to	work	 as	 a	mechanic,	 but	when	 I	was	 going	 to	do	
my	application,	 somebody	 asked	me,	 “Do	you	 speak	
English?”

I	 said,	 “No.”	 He	 said	 to	 me,	 “You	 need	 to	 start	
English	because	you	need	to	talk	with	the	customers.”

hilario arroyo cardenas is originally from mexico. 

My Career
asha bodhle, minneaPolis

The first job I want is a nurse. I will help the doctor 
take	care	of	sick	children	because	I	would	like	to	help	
people. Maybe that job will have good pay. I would also 
like	to	meet	people	who	come	from	different	countries	
and cultures.

For	my	second	job,	I	would	like	to	own	a	business	
because	sometimes	a	personal	business	makes	a	lot	of	
money. I hope my business becomes a big company 
when	I	make	more	money.	I	would	like	to	help	poor	
people in the world, especially young children. For 
example, children without a dad. I hope to reach my 
goal someday.

For	 my	 third	 career,	 I	 would	 like	 to	 become	 a	
teacher,	 because	 when	 I	 have	 a	 Child	 Development	
Associate	diploma	then	I	will	study	more.	I	would	like	
to	improve	my	speaking,	reading,	and	writing.	I	would	
like	to	work	with	young	children.	I	like	to	help	them	
with	their	class	work.

asha bodhle is 41 and originally from somalia. 

What People Said About 
Life	in	the	U.S.
alem bedane, st Paul

Since	I	was	a	child,	I	thought	I	knew	about	the	U.S.	
About getting a job, having a nice house, having a 
modern car, and living a life. This is what people 
coming	back	from	the	U.S.	told	me:

“When you get to the airport, the hiring company 
will give you a ride and they will give you a job on 
the next day, and a house with full furnishings and no 
rent.”

When	 I	 asked,	 “Does	 the	U.S.	 have	 homeless	 and	
poor people?” 

The	answer	was,	“No,	never	at	all.”

I always wished to win the green card lottery. After a 
lot of dreaming and praying to win, my husband and I 
won.	Then	we	came	to	the	U.S.
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Community
manuel quichimbo, minneaPolis

Hello,	my	name	is	Manuel	and	I	am	from	Ecuador.	I	
was	living	in	the	south	of	Ecuador	far	out	of	the	town.	
It	was	a	village	called	Bacpancel,	but	it	grew	and	now	
it	 looks	 like	 a	 small	 town.	 The	 people	 are	 friendly,	
helpful,	and	kind.	Some	people	work	on	construction,	
others	as	 farmhands.	When	I	was	there,	I	worked	on	
construction and sometimes I helped my mom plow. 
I always helped on Sundays to move animals from one 
place to another. Afterwards I went to play soccer or 
hang out with friends.

Sometimes the community had a problem, so the 
authority called the people of the community to a 
general meeting in the church. When all the people 
came	 to	 the	 meeting,	 the	 authority	 started	 talking	
about	 the	 problems,	 like	 cleaning	 up	 the	 ditches	 by	
the	road,	cleaning	portable	water	tanks,	and	recycling	
plastic and glass. A few days later, the people started 
to	work	for	five	days	or	more	and	I	also	joined	them	
for	 work.	 The	 people	 worked	 from	 eight	 to	 five	 on	
community projects.

manuel quichimbo is originally from ecuador.

Warm Soup
PhayPhanon XayamonGKhon, brooKlyn 
center

When	 I	 get	 hungry,	 I	 think	 of	 noodle	 soup.	 At	 my	
house,	winter	is	the	season	of	colds.	I	have	time	to	cook	
noodle soup for my family. I see the noodle soup in my 
kitchen.	For	most	of	the	time,	the	soup	just	simmers	
away on the stove. It smells so good. For good taste, 
season	with	salt	and	pepper.	I	hear	two	small	kids	say,	
“It’s	so	good.”	Be	careful	when	you	touch	the	hot	bowl.	
I hope you enjoy your soup today.

Phayphanon Xayamongkhon is originally from laos.

A	Bitter	Experience
somelanyo doGbey, richfield

I	decided	to	learn	how	to	play	a	piano	when	I	was	23	
years	 old.	 It	was	 in	Lomé,	Togo.	Over	 there,	 besides	
private lessons, there were few places that gave free 
lessons or almost next to nothing. I did my research 
and found a good learning center where music students 
practiced	twice	a	week—Wednesday	3:00–6:00	p.m.,	
and Saturday from nine to noon. I contacted them and 
took	an	appointment	for	a	first	meeting	and	class	on	
the	next	Saturday	morning.	I	showed	up	by	8:30	a.m.,	
very	 excited.	 The	 other	 students	 got	 there	 by	 9:00.	
There were about six students in the class. It was a very 
mixed age group class, ranging from seven years old 
and	up;	I	was	the	oldest	among	the	students.

Everybody	got	his	instrument	of	choice	and	started	
practicing under the supervision of a teacher. I was 
directed to a piano because that was my choice, and 
the	teacher	gave	me	a	music	note	book	and	asked	me	
to	play.	I	wasn’t	sure	I	heard	what	he	said;	I	asked	him	
to	repeat	it	and	he	did.	I	couldn’t	believe	he	wanted	me	
to	play	the	note!	I	touched	the	keys,	made	a	sound,	and	
told him I had never played an instrument before in 
my	life.	He	asked	me	if	I	knew	how	to	read	the	notes	
and my answer was also negative.

Consequently, he told me it would not be easy for 
me to continue with the class. I felt really out of place, 
and	I	was!	Everybody	but	me	was	knowledgeable	about	
playing an instrument before getting there, and was 
busy	playing	around.	I	knew	then,	it	was	going	to	be	
my first and last time in that music school. Therefore I 
decided	to	play	Do	Re	Mi	Fa	So	La	Ti	Do	over	and	over	
again.	After	a	while,	the	teacher	stopped	by	and	asked	
me	if	I	know	how	to	type	a	machine.	When	I	replied	
yes, he said he could tell.

What a big relief when it was the end of the class at 
noon! I finally stood up and left the class with shame, 
regret, and bitterness. Later on, I said to myself, “At 
least I tried.”  

somelanyo dogbey is originally from togo. 
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without	 forgetting.	 Now	 we	 have	 American	 bank	
credit.	For	example,	if	we	spend	$500,	we	pay	the	full	
$500	back	because	for	that	we	will	have	a	good	history.

The	 bad	 side	 of	 credit	 I	 dislike.	 In	 my	 country,	
Ethiopia,	 these	 cards	 are	 used	 by	 rich	 people,	 not	
poor	people.	One	time,	for	example,	one	businessman	
bought	 a	 $100,000	 bire	 house	 and	 didn’t	 make	
payments for one year. That is not good. The interest 
was	increasing	day	to	day	like	bacterial	germs.

Genet mekurya is 31 and originally from ethiopia. 

My	Hobby
meGha raGhaV, Plymouth

My	 name	 is	Megha	 Raghav.	 I	 am	 28	 years	 old.	My	
home	country	is	India,	and	I	have	been	in	the	U.S.	for	
the last five months. I am a naturally empathetic person 
and pride myself on my loyalty to my friends and 
family. I have made some great time with all of them. 
Of	all	 the	people	I	had	asked	for	advice,	my	parents,	
my	 friends,	 even	 a	 teacher	 had	 given	me	 a	 different	
suggestion. I am not that good enough to judge others 
and not trying to do so, especially since I have made 
some	foolish	mistakes	in	past.	When	I	was	just	maybe	
four	or	five	years	old,	my	parents	 took	me	to	 the	art	
museum in India. There I approached with curiosity 
the	portrait	of	running	horses.	I	suddenly	realized	that	
the	striking	and	colorful	pixilate	image	I	had	seen	from	
afar was actually composed of hundreds of individually 
painted	squares.	I	was	totally	amazed	and	that	was	the	
day that made me a good painter. As I grew older it was 
special to me, creating art that inspired me.

A part of all this learning, human nature is one of 
my	other	interests.	I	think	the	nature	of	every	human	
is	different.	I	am	always	curious	about	how	different	a	
person	responds	differently	in	different	circumstances.	
This	is	what	I	really	love	to	know,	“the	human	behavior.”

My other hobby is travelling, and I was too excited 
when	I	got	the	news	that	I	am	going	to	USA.	Now	I	am	
in	USA	and	love	this	place.	Different	culture,	different	
people.	Now	I	have	a	new	opportunity	to	learn	human	
behavior and love to do this.

megha raghav is 28 and originally from india. 

A Beautiful	Career
KhadiJa ammar, st. Paul 

A long time ago, I wanted to be a nun, because I saw the 
nuns	working	in	the	hospital.	They	looked	wonderful	
in their long, white dresses. It was my desire, my 
intention,	to	be	a	nun.	I	wanted	to	work	in	a	hospital,	
too. My dream was to be a nice and helpful person—a 
nun—but	my	religion	wouldn’t	let	me	be	a	member	of	
the Christian religion. After that I decided to enroll in 
a college to get my license to become a nurse. When I 
finished four years in the college, I was able to choose 
my career direction because I was an excellent student. I 
was even congratulated by my counselor at the college. 
She presented me with a French dictionary because 
of my achievement. I started to practice nursing. My 
dream to wear the beautiful, white cloth and help 
people	had	 come	 true.	 I	worked	 forty	 years	 in	many	
different	hospitals.	After	that	I	retired	from	the	hospital	
and received a pension from the government. When I 
finished	my	career	I	decided	to	join	my	sons	in	the	U.S.

Khadija ammar is originally from morocco. 

How	I	Used	American	
Credit to Solve My Problem
Genet meKurya, st Paul

Sometimes	 I	 want	 different	 clothes,	 things	 for	 my	
house,	 kid’s	 books,	 or	 Christmas	 gifts.	 First,	 my	
husband and I discuss this. After that, we go to the 
bank.	Why?	To	 apply	 for	 a	 credit	 card.	We	 tell	 our	
reason to the customer service people. After that, they 
look	at	my	and	my	husband’s	background.	We	have	a	
good history. 

By	agreement	and	signature,	we	get	a	credit	card	and	
we	can	buy	anything	we	need.	Like	that	we	solve	our	
problem.

This credit card use is a good thing. It means we have 
to	constantly	make	the	monthly	payments.	If	we	don’t	
make	the	monthly	payment,	it	isn’t	good.	A	bad	history	
will register, because the credit card user was careless or 
stopped the monthly payments.

My	husband	and	I	pay	every	month	with	a	check,	
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My Story
maria Jose floreZ Garcia, st. Paul

My	 name	 is	 Maria	 Jose	 Florez	 Garcia.	 I	 am	 from	
Colombia	and	I	was	born	in	the	city	of	Bucaramanga	
on March 16. My ethnicity is Latin. I grew up in 
Bucaramanga.	My	 life	 was	 busy	 and	 focused	 on	my	
tennis. When I was eight my parents were playing in 
tennis tournaments and winning, and I was with them 
all	the	time,	watching	them,	working	all	the	time	to	be		
better.	They	are	my	inspiration.	I	came	to	the	United	
States	 on	 December	 13,	 2014,	 and	 I	 came	 alone.	 I	
am	 in	 the	United	 States	 to	 improve	my	English	 and	
study	biology	and	am	looking	for	a	scholarship	to	my	
sport.	 I	 brought	 my	 tennis	 rackets	 with	 me	 because	
they remind me of my family and how much time I 
dedicated to my sport. I left my parents and my brother 
to follow my dream of studying in Minnesota. When 
I	 think	about	my	object	or	my	 treasure,	 I	 remember	
when	my	brother	was	my	instructor	and	told	me,	“You	
can do everything you put your mind to.” We won one 
tournament together and two bracelets. When I play 
tennis I use that bracelet and my mind plays with my 
memories and I travel to my past. I remember when 
I	was	 playing	 tennis	 for	 the	 first	 time	with	 him.	He	
is my inspiration too. All the time my parents would 
say	to	me	“echar	pa’	delante”	or	“ay	que	guerrerarla.”	
In	English	 it	means	“keep	going	with	your	way”	and	
“try to get it,” because my parents taught me that you 
need	 to	make	 the	difference	 in	person	 and	 your	 life.	
Everybody	can	do	the	same	as	you,	but	you	can	make	
something special for yourself, and you can overcome 
the	obstacles	in	your	life.	Now	when	I	am	without	my	
parents	I	think	and	remember	the	moments	with	them,	
but	I	am	here	and	I	know	God	has	good	things	for	me	
in	the	United	States.

maria Jose florez Garcia is originally from colombia. 

God’s	Orchestra
ricK PenaZ, rocKford

Silently	the	breeze	that	tickles	the	leaves	slips	past	my	
ears in a whisper and a song. The birds chirp in a sort 
of rehearsed harmony. Then, almost as if on cue, the 
tree frogs decide to join in, along with the echo of the 
squirrel	 chat	 that	 bounces	 off	 trees	 and	 reverberates	
inside my ears. Chills go up my spine as I sit in awe 
and	amazement.	Then,	I	hear	the	brook	trickle	down	
and	splash	gently	on	the	rocks	below	the	falls.	The	soft	
crunch of the wild grapes and berries that I munch 
coincides with the sound of the wings of a bee that 
is	trying	to	gather	pollen	to	bring	back	for	his	queen.	
All of a sudden I hear the soft crumble of dried leaves 
under	 the	 hooves	 of	 a	 fawn	 as	 he	walks	 in	 search	 of	
some	tasty	flowers	to	fill	his	belly.	Looking	up	into	the	
azure	sky,	I	see	the	clouds	passing	by	in	utter	silence	as	
they move in unison with the orchestra of the woods, 
conducted	by	the	hands	of	God.	I	take	a	deep	breath	
and the smell of wildflowers ricochets inside my nose. 
There is nothing more simultaneously pleasing to every 
single sense I have been given.
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My	Free	Time	
eliZabeth reyes enciso, aPPle Valley 

I love my free time, because I am enjoying myself 
for	 the	 moment.	 I	 have	 different	 activities,	 and	 one	
most important to me is to spend good time with 
my daughters. For example, play outside, go to the 
water	park,	karaoke	singing,	camp,	fishing,	and	more.		
Another of my favorite free time activities is painting 
art	because	it	relaxes	me,	and	it	makes	me	feel	good.	I	
like	painting	different	things	with	different	materials.	
It depends on the subject of the drawing if I use oil, 
acrylic,	crayons,	or	watercolor.	 I	don’t	have	a	 favorite	
kind	of	art	because	every	technique	is	beautiful	for	me.	
I paint landscape, animals, people, and flowers, and 
create	new	ideas.	I	use	a	canvas,	sketchpad,	paintbrush,	
and	palette,	 and	 I	paint	murals,	portraits,	 etc.	 I	 can’t	
paint every time I want to, because my emotional 
feeling is very important to have in the moment when 
I create my art.

elizabeth reyes enciso is 38 and originally from 
mexico. 

Volunteering
sVetlana GoldenfanG, edina

I	came	from	Russia	a	couple	of	years	ago.	At	that	time	
I	had	noticed	 a	 lot	 of	differences	between	 life	 in	 the	
United	States	and	in	my	homeland.	I	even	started	to	
write	these	things	down.	Of	course,	life	in	each	country	
is	different.	But	one	thing	that	had	surprised	me	a	lot	
was the idea of volunteering! It was something new 
for me. It is a really good idea to help other people, 
share	 your	 time	 and	 knowledge,	 and	 give	 people	 an	
opportunity to get, absolutely free, something they 
need.

In	Russia,	people	also	help	each	other	a	lot.	However,	
this help is inside the family or between friends. I 
think	that	volunteering	is	something	different.	In	my	
opinion, when you give something to people for free 
with	all	your	heart,	it	makes	you	feel	satisfied,	proud,	
and	 happy.	 People	 who	 get	 your	 help	 become	 kind	
and happy too, and they sooner or later will share this 
feeling with somebody else.

Thanks	to	the	volunteering	work,	we	can	go	to	some	
museums	 for	 free,	 study	 English,	 and	 get	 help	 with	
paperwork.	Often	volunteers	provide	help	and	care	for	
seniors and more. In our class we have extremely good 
volunteers.	 They	 do	 this	 work	 with	 inspiration,	 and	
they are always considerate and patient. Some of them 
have	worked	at	our	school	for	more	than	15	years.	They	
have helped us a lot and have become our friends. We 
all really appreciate it and now I am a volunteer, too! I 
am	working	at	the	Russian	Educational	Center	helping	
kids	 to	 study	Russian	 ABCs	 and	 grammar.	 It	makes	
me happy!

svetlana Goldenfang is originally from russia. 
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I decided I could be a waiter. I could get a job 
anywhere	if	I	spoke	English.	People	suggested	that	I	get	
a computer program, and I experimented with it. Then 
I	decided	to	go	to	school	to	take	classes.	They	have	good	
teachers.	After	I	took	a	few	years	of	classes,	I	decided	
to	go	back	to	the	same	place	I	went	before	and	apply	
again. Finally, they decided to hire me. I have no idea 
how	I	did	it,	but	I	did.	Now	I	work	with	many	different	
people, and everyone has good communication.

The other waiters respect me because I can read the 
notes on the board. Sometimes we share ideas or even 
jokes.	

They selected me for employee of the month. 
My life is bright because it is the beginning of new 
opportunities.	My	boss	told	me,	“You	are	dependable	
for	the	restaurant	and	you	represent	Hispanics.	We	are	
proud of you.”

The	Best	Birthday	
ariana Vollmar-benitZ, minneaPolis 

When	 I	 was	 younger,	 I	 played	 on	 a	 basketball	 team	
for	many	years.	Basketball	was	my	favorite	sport,	and	
we won many tournaments. My dream was to be able 
to	 go	 see	 a	 professional	NBA	 game,	 but	 that	 dream	
was	kind	of	impossible	because	at	that	time	I	lived	in	
Mexico.	I	stopped	playing	basketball	and	later	I	moved	
to	the	USA.	It	was	complicated	to	play	because	life	here	
was	too	busy	with	working	and	taking	care	of	my	kids.	

My husband saw me watching the games on the 
TV.	During	 the	NBA	season,	 sometimes	we	watched	
together,	and	he	knew	my	dream	was	to	go	to	a	NBA	
live game. 

Last year on my birthday, he made my dream come 
true;	 he	 surprised	 me	 with	 VIP	 tickets	 for	 an	 NBA	
game	at	the	Target	Center.	We	were	sitting	in	the	low	
first	row	next	to	the	local	team,	the	Timberwolves.	As	
we	were	VIP	members,	we	got	valet	parking,	dinner,	
free	drinks,	and	best	of	all,	 the	chance	 to	meet	 some	
players to get autographs. 

Definitely	I	had	one	of	the	best	birthdays	of	my	life,	
and	thanks	to	my	husband	for	making	my	dream	come	
true.

ariana Vollmar-benitz is originally from mexico. 

Mother Theresa
anh Vu, coon raPids

India	is	a	big	country	on	this	earth.	India’s	population	
is one of the top ten countries with the highest 
populations in the world. Their economy is developing, 
and they have a lot of rich people. They also have a lot 
of poor people who do not have a house to live in. 
Some people want to help those people to have a better 
life.	One	of	them	was	Mother	Teresa.

Mother	 Teresa	 was	 a	 Roman	 Catholic	 nun	 of	 a	
Roman	Catholic	 religious	 congregation.	 She	 lived	 in	
India a long time. She saw the separation of the rich 
and	the	poor	 in	India’s	society.	She	saw	a	 lot	of	poor	
people who did not have a house to live in and did not 
have drugs when ill. She wanted to help those people to 
have	a	better	life.	According	to	the	canon	law	(Roman	
Catholic	Church	law),	a	nun	cannot	work	for	money.	
She	could	not	work	to	earn	money	for	the	poor,	so	she	
earned money by donations. Some rich people helped 
her with her ideas. She used the money from donations 
to build houses for the poor, to buy drugs for the ill, 
and	to	cook	free	food	for	poor	people.	She	got	most	of	
the	sick	people	who	did	not	have	houses	and	lived	in	
public places to those houses. She received help from a 
lot	of	people	for	her	activities.	She	loved	the	poor	like	
herself. 

Mother	Teresa	is	my	hero.	She	did	a	lot	of	things	for	
the poor not only in India, but also in other countries 
around the world. 

anh Vu is originally from Vietnam. 

Finding	a	Job
alfredo castellanos, eaGan 

Sometimes problems occur when you never expect 
them.	I	had	to	find	a	job	when	I	came	to	the	States.	It’s	
hard	without	knowing	English.	The	opportunities	are	
not the same. I tried to apply in restaurants, but they 
always	selected	people	who	spoke	their	languages.	They	
said,	“Your	communication	is	not	what	I	want.”	I	tried	
over	and	over	to	find	a	job,	but	nothing.	One	night	I	
dreamed,	“Why	don’t	I	take	an	English	class!”
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The	History	of	an	
Extraordinary	Chef
nelson GomeZ, st. louis ParK 

Adam	Rigelman	is	a	professional	chef	in	New	York.	He	
works	 for	 a	well-known	 restaurant	 in	 the	 city.	Adam	
is	 married	 to	 Sofia	 Perez,	 a	 beautiful	 woman	 from	
Venezuela.	They	have	two	kids,	Christine	and	Carlos.

Adam	is	a	very	creative	chef.	Unfortunately,	 in	 the	
place	 where	 he	 works,	 he’s	 not	 allowed	 to	 create	 his	
own	 dishes.	 He	 has	 to	 follow	 the	 owner’s	 rules	 and	
recipes. As a result, he decides to quit his job even 
though	 the	 restaurant	 where	 he	 works	 is	 one	 of	 the	
best	 in	 the	 city.	His	wife	 totally	 supports	 him	 in	his	
decision.	She	knows	he’s	very	talented	and	can	succeed	
with his own restaurant.

Adam	and	his	 family	decided	to	take	a	vacation	to	
visit	Sofia’s	family	in	Miami,	Florida.	The	whole	family	
went out for dinner to this Cuban restaurant, where 
Adam	ordered	this	famous	Cuban	sandwich.	He	fell	in	
love with sandwich to the point where he had a idea to 
bring	this	popular	sandwich	to	New	York	City.

Adam	 is	 excited	 and	 looking	 for	 a	 place	 in	 New	
York	 to	 start	 his	 own	 restaurant.	 Because	 of	 his	 lack	
of	money,	he	can’t	afford	a	place	for	a	restaurant.	So	at	
the	end	of	the	story	he	ended	up	buying	a	food	truck	
where	he	started	his	amazing	Cuban	sandwiches.	Later	
he became so popular and had one of the best food 
trucks	in	the	city,	thanks	to	his	talent	and	courage.

nelson Gomez is 30 and originally from el salvador. 
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Greetings
When	I	entered	the	United	States	of	America	for	the	first	time,	there	were	so	many	things	that	really	astonished	
me. Since it was my first time, I was anxious to become accustomed to things and situations here. 

The	first	thing	that	surprised	me	happened	when	I	took	a	walk	around	the	place	where	I	live.	When	a	white	
man	greeted	me	saying,	“Hi!”	with	warm	smile,	I	replied,	“Hi!”	but	immediately	looked	back	and	tried	to	recall	
where	and	when	I	had	met	him	before.	Maybe	in	the	plane,	at	the	airport,	or	at	the	United	States	embassy	
in Addis Ababa. These were the only places I remember that I had conversations with white men before this 
incident.	I	really	exerted	a	lot	of	effort,	but	I	couldn’t	recall	the	exact	particular	time	and	place	where	I	had	met	
him	before.	I	was	thinking	about	him	when	another	white	woman	greeted	me	saying,	“Hi	there!”	She	was	riding	
a	bicycle.	I	didn’t	remember	her,	either.	How	could	people	whom	I	do	not	know	greet	me?	I	really	became	a	
little	bit	confused.	Maybe	there	is	someone	who	looks	like	me	and	is	well-known	by	dwellers	here.	I	already	
started	to	believe	that	there	is	someone	who	looks	like	me	around	here.	The	third	incident	that	confirmed	my	
thought	happened	when	an	African-American	man	greeted	me	saying,	“What’s	up,	man?”	and	passed	me.	

When	I	arrived	home	after	the	walk,	I	told	my	dad	about	all	the	incidents	of	greetings.	He	laughed	at	me	
and	explained	that	it	is	quite	normal	to	greet	people	you	meet	regardless	of	your	knowledge	about	each	other.	

After	my	dad	explained	to	me	about	the	greeting,	I	really	became	amazed	because	greeting	a	person	whom	
you	do	not	know	is	not	common	in	my	country,	Ethiopia.	If	you	greet	a	person	whom	you	don’t	know,	you	
would	be	considered	as	crazy	or	something	else.	

After	realizing	everything	about	greeting,	I	also	started	to	greet	people	in	the	same	way.	I	really	loved	this	
culture	 and	wanted	 to	 internalize	 and	make	 it	my	 own.	Then	 I	would	 greet	 people	 on	 a	 daily	 basis.	 It	 is	
something	that	does	not	cost	me	anything	but	makes	me	feel	happy	and	comfortable.

featured author
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Reading	Habits
I	have	come	across	a	lot	of	remarkable	experiences	since	I	arrived	to	the	United	States	of	America.	It	is	now	a	
little	more	than	a	year	since	I	left	my	home	country	Ethiopia.	Within	the	past	13	months	of	my	stay,	I	have	
experienced	different	 circumstances	 and	 situations.	Fortunately,	most	of	 these	 experiences	were	 interesting,	
educational,	and	life-changing.	One	of	these	experiences	that	I	found	wonderfully	educational	was	the	reading	
habit of the people of America.

I	will	never	forget	the	first	day	I	took	a	train	to	school.	There	were	many	people,	traveling	to	their	respective	
destinations,	who	were	reading	books.	At	first	I	thought	they	were	going	to	take	an	examination	at	a	particular	
college or university and were reading to get ready. This assumption did not stay with me long as some of 
the	 readers	 left	 the	 train	while	 others	 stood.	 I	 really	 wanted	 to	 know	what	made	 people	 read	 in	 such	 an	
uncomfortable place. I wondered how people could focus with full concentration regardless of the presence of 
many	people	in	the	train.	For	me,	the	only	place	I	know	where	many	people	read	silently	is	in	the	library.	It	
made	me	recall	the	one	I	used	to	use	in	my	hometown.	To	my	surprise,	not	only	passengers	who	had	already	
taken	seats	were	reading	but	also	those	who	were	standing	and	struggling	with	the	jerky	movement	of	the	train.	
In	addition	to	this	surprising	and	amazing	culture	of	reading,	almost	all	the	passengers	rarely	made	disturbing	
noises.	Even	during	rush	hours,	when	trains	get	full	of	passengers,	people	can	read	their	books	without	any	
problem.	I	felt	regret	for	my	own	reading	habit	that	demands	preconditions	like	no	noise	and	no	disturbance.	
I	used	to	choose	places	like	green	recreational	areas,	riversides,	and	even	the	forest	to	enjoy	a	book.	If	I	have	to	
read at home with full concentration, I used to prefer the night when everything was quiet and calm.

I	continued	to	experience	this	amazing	culture	of	reading	after	that	first	incident.	I	realized	that	people	here	
read	virtually	everywhere.	I	noticed	people	reading	in	many	places	like	bus	stops,	train	stations,	recreational	
centers,	and	the	like.	Books	are	considered	as	one	of	the	basic	needs	for	the	people	of	the	United	States.	It	
is	not	that	difficult	to	witness	that	reading	is	more	than	important	for	American	people.	Without	a	doubt,	
I	was	 inspired	to	read	after	observing	this	amazing	culture	and	promised	myself	 to	read	books	without	the	
preconditions I used to demand.

Now,	I	am	trying	to	read	books	without	waiting	for	my	old	preconditions	to	be	fulfilled.	This	is	one	of	the	
great	and	life-changing	experiences	I	have	ever	had	since	I	came	to	the	United	States.	I	am	training	myself	to	
read without choosing particular places and have convinced myself that I can also read anywhere. I understand 
that	reading	is	very	important	for	me.	By	reading	books	I	can	get	knowledge,	and	the	more	knowledge	I	have,	
the	better	equipped	I	am	to	solve	any	difficulties	I	might	face.

mohamed abafoGi
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mohamed abafoGi	was	born	 in	Ethiopia	and	speaks	Oromo,	Amharic,	
and	English.	He	immigrated	to	the	USA	in	April,	2014,	and	is	currently	 living	with	his	dad	and	
sister	 in	 Minneapolis.	 He	 is	 attending	 class	 at	 Volunteers	 of	 America	 Adult	 High	 School	 and	
will	 graduate	 in	 June	 2015.	He	 likes	 reading	 books,	watching	movies,	 and	meeting	 new	people.
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Never	Stop	Learning
antonio VasqueZ, brooKlyn ParK
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My	Journey	to	Deaf	ABE	
Program
hussein yahya, minneaPolis 

I	 like	 to	 learn	 American	 Sign	 Language	 (ASL).	 The	
first	time	I	used	sign	language	was	at	Franklin	Library,	
getting	 help	 with	 my	 homework	 for	 a	 couple	 of	
months.	One	day,	I	met	a	girl	who	worked	as	an	ASL	
interpreter.	We	 started	 to	 know	 each	 other.	 She	 told	
me about a lady named Mary who could help to teach 
me ASL and give me information about school. Then 
I gave her my email, and she sent my information to 
Mary.	Finally,	Mary	emailed	back	and	I	met	her	at	the	
library. The first time I saw her, she taught me a lot and 
gave me more information about where I could begin 
school.	I	started	school	here,	at	ABE	deaf	school,	and	
am so happy to get this opportunity to learn ASL. I 
am	proud	to	be	here,	and	knowing	ASL	will	provide	
me with profound understanding and opportunities in 
the future.

God bless this program that gave us this opportunity. 
Thank	you.

hussein yahya is originally from ethiopia. 

Coming to America
eliZabeth laGuer, farminGton

I,	Elizabeth,	was	born	in	Mexico.	I	am	deaf.	My	parents	
are worried about me because I am deaf. My parents 
were	looking	for	public	school.	I	went	to	public	school.	
I	did	not	know	spoken	or	written	Spanish.	A	few	years	
later,	I	moved	to	America.	My	parents	started	looking	
for a deaf school. They found a deaf school. The next 
day I went to the first day of school. I was happy, 
and I met new students and my teacher. I had never 
learned	English.	The	teacher	 taught	me	how	to	write	
in	English.	I	had	never	seen	sign	language	before.	I	was	
shocked.	I	wanted	to	learn	sign	language.	I	learned	a	lot	
of	English.	I	don’t	want	to	give	up	on	my	education.	
It	makes	me	 feel	 amazing.	 I	 love	 it.	 I	 would	 like	 to	
thank	my	parents,	teacher,	and	America.	I’m	proud	of	
America.

elizabeth laguer is 31 and originally from mexico.

My School
burhan esse, minneaPolis

I	was	born	in	Somalia.	There	was	war	and	I	didn’t	have	
a	school.	I	grew	up	not	knowing	teaching.	I	learned	no	
American	Sign	Language	(ASL).	I	moved	to	America.	
First, I learned ASL, how the deaf communicate. Then 
I	had	to	 learn	English	sentences.	My	family	does	not	
know	 ASL.	 One	 sister	 knows	 ASL.	 I	 like	 to	 read.	
I	 like	 to	 practice	 vocabulary	 words.	 I	 was	 going	 to	
Minneapolis	Community	and	Technical	College	with	
other deaf people to learn ASL. When I was young, 
I	 went	 to	 the	 Ann	 Sullivan	 School,	 Southwest	High	
School,	and	Metro	Deaf	School.	Mainstream	school	is	
very	hard.	 I	did	not	understand	the	 interpreter.	Deaf	
people are better at ASL. I go to the library to read. I 
like	to	learn	about	computers.	I	worked	at	a	children’s	
summer	school	in	2010.	I	want	to	improve	my	English	
sentences.	 I	have	 transitioned	 to	 go	 to	 the	deaf	ABE	
school.	 I	 like	 vocabulary	 games	 and	 reading	 stories.	
I	write	 stories.	 I	 like	 to	draw	pictures.	 I	 like	maps.	 I	
can communicate with writing. I will try hard with 
my	English	sentences.	I	have	struggled	very	hard	with	
English.	I	will	practice	my	sentences.	It	will	help	me	try	
to have good sentences.

burhan esse is 20 and originally from somalia. 

Follow	Your	Right	Path
PhuenG au, Plymouth

I am Phueng, but everyone calls me Melissa. I was 
born	 in	 northern	 Minnesota.	 I	 like	 to	 read	 manga	
and	learn	new	words.	Someday,	I	would	like	to	write	
a	 story	 about	my	 favorite	 things,	 like	wolves,	 anime,	
angels,	and	demons.	But	I	need	to	learn	English.	I	am	
coming	to	ABE.	I	am	still	 learning	new	words.	After	
I learn vocabulary and grammar, I will understand it 
clearly.	Thank	you	to	my	teacher	who	teaches	me	and	
gave	me	a	 simple	book.	My	favorite	 thing	 is	keeping	
life	balanced,	like	yin	and	yang,	while	you	wait	for	new	
opportunities to travel your own path.

Phueng au is 27 and originally from minnesota. 
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My	Experience	With	
School
yonG thao, st. Paul

In	1987,	I	was	born	in	Laos.	About	age	one	to	three	
years	 old,	 I	moved	 to	 the	USA.	We	were	 saving	 our	
lives because Laos and Thailand had a war. A few years 
later, I went to elementary school. There were some 
hearing and deaf students in the elementary school. I 
was	a	kid	and	I	had	a	friend.	But	I	felt	uncomfortable	
with	 hearing	 people	 because	 I	 couldn’t	 hear	 them.	
Some	deaf	people	had	hearing	aids,	but	I	didn’t	know	
about hearing aids. A few months later I got a new 
hearing	aid.	I	wanted	to	learn	more	English	and	math.	
I	 liked	 picture	 books.	 I	 did	 not	 read	 the	words.	My	
teachers tried teaching me about reading sentences. 
I was stubborn to my teacher. I could understand 
counting numbers for math, and I learned to add and 
subtract. I used to count by hand. I had fun in math 
and I improved. 

A few years later, I moved to a new school called 
Como. For a few months, I had a bad fever. I was in the 
hospital. I had a bad fever and headache. My parents 
were very worried about me. After about one or two 
months,	 I	 felt	 better.	 I	wanted	 to	 go	 back	 to	 school	
to	 learn	more	English	and	math.	 I	had	 improved	 for	
learning reading and math. I was growing up. When 
I	 was	 12	 years	 old,	 we	 moved	 to	 a	 new	 house	 in	
Minneapolis.	I	went	to	the	Anne	Sullivan	School.	It’s	
for	 4th	 and	5th	 grades.	 I	made	new	 friends	 at	Anne	
Sullivan.	 When	 I	 was	 in	 9th	 to	 12th	 grade,	 I	 went	
to high school. We had learning education classes. I 
took	tests	every	year.	Then	I	wanted	to	go	to	college.	
I	was	a	good	artist.	But	a	few	years	later,	when	I	went	
to	 college,	 they	 had	 no	 art	major.	 I	 decided	 to	 take	
the printing project class. I was not interested in the 
printing project. After one year, I finished the printing 
project. I got a certificate of graduation. So I was 
looking	for	a	new	college.	Then	I	wanted	to	go	to	ABE	
school.	I	want	to	learn	more	English	and	math.

yong thao is 27 and originally from laos.

My Feelings About 
Hearing	and	Deaf	People
felicia lee, laKe elmo

I	went	 to	Humboldt	High	 School.	 It	 is	 on	 the	west	
side.	 I	was	 there	 since	 I	was	 a	 7th	 grader	 to	when	 I	
was	a	12th	grader.	Humboldt	has	a	Deaf	and	Hard	of	
Hearing	 (D/HH)	program.	 I	 had	 a	problem	because	
I	 don’t	 live	 in	 St.	 Paul.	 I’m	 from	Lake	Elmo.	 I	 took	
a van to school every day and it was pretty long to 
get	there.	I’m	deaf.	I	had	a	few	special	D/HH	classes	
and	 took	 a	 lot	 of	 mainstream	 classes	 (hearing	 and	
deaf	 students	 together).	At	 first	 I	was	 struggling	 and	
confused	when	I	had	mainstream	classes	at	Humboldt.	
Then I got used to it. I have a lot of hearing friends 
and less deaf friends. I love teaching them how to sign 
and to learn about deaf culture! Sometimes I feel funny 
and	awkward	at	the	same	time	because	each	year	other	
schools	have	 a	D/HH	dance	night.	Last	 time	 I	went	
to	Metro	Deaf	 School	 for	 the	D/HH	dance	night,	 I	
met	many	deaf	people,	and	I	didn’t	even	know	them	
or	hadn’t	met	 them	before.	 I	didn’t	usually	hang	out	
with deaf and hard of hearing people or go to deaf 
events, but I got used it. It was fun. I graduated from 
Humboldt	 in	2014	and	I	planned	to	go	to	college	at	
Century,	 but	 I	 prefer	 Saint	 Paul	 College.	 Now	 I’m	
attending	Communication	Services	for	the	Deaf	adult	
education	classes	to	take	practice	assessments	to	pass,	
and then go to Saint Paul College. 

I	always	had	one	interpreter	and	sometimes	CART	
(Communication	 Access	 Real-Time	 Translator,	
a person who listens to the teacher and types the 
words)	 in	 each	 class.	 It	 was	 weird	 and	 funny	 that	 I	
felt comfortable with hearing students when I had a 
group or partner. I always argued or disagreed with 
Deaf	students’	ideas.	I	always	got	frustrated	when	hard	
of	hearing	and	hearing	students	talked	without	sign.	I	
didn’t	 even	understand	what	 they	 said.	 I	 liked	 seeing	
some people who were interested in ASL and always 
asked	me	when	they	wanted	to	learn	new	sign	words,	
so they can communicate with me. 

felicia lee is 19 and originally from laos.
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like	my	parents.	I	did	not	understand	in	the	beginning.	
Later, I understood that education plays a vital role 
in	determining	one’s	standard	of	living.	I	compared	a	
teacher’s	life	and	a	farmer’s	life.	As	a	result,	I	found	vast	
differences	between	the	two.	 	

Teachers	 could	 afford	 money	 for	 good	 food,	
expensive clothes, and a house to live in. They were 
respected in the community. They did not have to do 
physical labor or expose their bodies to the sun and 
rain to earn money.

On	the	contrary,	farmers	could	not	expect	to	afford	
the nutritious food, good clothes, and a house to live in 
like	they	wanted	even	though	they	worked	hard	every	
day. They had to do physical labor and expose their 
bodies to the hot sun and rain to collect a small amount 
of	money.	Their	wages	were	 lower	 than	 a	 teacher’s.	 I	
realized	that	it	was	the	difference	between	the	educated	
and	the	uneducated.	That’s	why	I	like	to	keep	up	my	
education in one way or another as far as possible.

To	sum	up,	my	teacher’s	divine	sentence	influenced	
me to become more educated in order to earn a better 
livelihood and become prosperous in life.

dhan subba is originally from bhutan. 

Challenges	and	Joys
hui lin, north st. Paul 

Many immigrants are pursuing their dreams in the 
United	States.	I	moved	to	the	USA	in	2007	from	China.	
I	am	the	sole	person	in	the	USA	in	my	family.	I	have	
not	seen	them	since	I	moved	here.	How	I	miss	them!	
Especially	 on	 the	 holidays,	 like	 Christmas	 and	 New	
Year,	 I	 have	 dreamed	 of	 a	 family	 reunion.	 I	 couldn’t	
get supports from my family when I needed them. 
I	 recollect	 the	day	when	 I	was	having	a	C-section	 to	
deliver my two sons at the hospital alone. My husband 
had	to	work.	Life	is	difficult	in	the	U.S.

But	 I	 feel	 joy,	 too.	 There	 are	 great	 education	
opportunities,	 even	 for	 adults.	 Everybody	 can	 get	 a	
better living through adult education. It is impossible 
in my country. I really love my school.

hui lin is 36 and originally from china.

Lack	of	Education	is	
Darkness
mahad mohamed, minneaPolis 

A	 skinny	 young	man	with	 a	 narrow	 face,	 Abdirisak,	
was a friend of my brother, Ahmed. They used to go 
to a same school and even sometimes came to our 
home together. I remember one day that Ahmed and 
Abdirisak	 arrived	 at	 our	 home	 in	 the	 late	 afternoon.	
They	 ate	 some	 food	 and	 drank	 tea.	 After	 that,	 they	
went into one of our rooms and started studying.

I went into the room after them and sat by them. I 
did	not	know	how	to	write	or	read	my	own	language,	
Somali. I was curious about what they were doing, so 
I	watched	them	closely.	I	liked	their	activities,	such	as	
writing	and	reading.	Then	I	asked	Abdirisak	to	teach	
me	 how	 to	 write	 and	 read	 Somali.	 He	 accepted	 my	
request	 without	 hesitating.	 Abdirisak	 ordered	 me	 to	
bring	a	pencil	and	a	book.

I	 was	 extremely	 excited;	 I	 got	 up	 and	 ran	 to	 beg	
my	daddy	to	give	me	some	money	to	buy	books	and	
pencils.	He	offered	me	two	dollars	quickly.	I	went	out	
immediately,	 bought	 two	 books	 and	 one	 pencil,	 and	
came	back	 to	Abdirisak	with	 them.	Abdirisak	 started	
writing	on	my	book	“aqoon	 la’aani	waa	 iftiin	 la’aan,”	
which	means	lack	of	education	is	darkness.

In summary, I am so appreciative about what 
Abdirisak	has	done	 for	me.	He	dedicated	his	 time	to	
make	me	a	different	person.

mahad mohamed is originally from somalia. 

Better	Education,	Better	
Life
dhan subba, roseVille

I was born in a remote village where there was no 
school.	 However,	 when	 I	 turned	 eight,	 my	 parents	
admitted me to a primary school which was in a distant 
place.

While I was studying in grade four, one of my 
teachers told me that I had to study hard and not to be 
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When I Was a Child
mai VanG, brooKlyn center

When I was a child, I always went with my parents to 
the farm every day. When we went to the farm, my 
parents	had	many	different	things	to	plant.	I	helped	my	
parents plant crops. We planted rice, bananas, sugar 
cane, and other vegetables. There were also days when 
I	went	 to	 the	 farm	with	my	brothers.	There’s	a	 small	
creek	near	our	farm.	We	would	go	to	the	creek	and	go	
fishing for fish and crabs. If we did catch any, we would 
go	back	to	our	farm	and	cook	it	for	our	family	to	eat.	
They were really good because they were fresh out of 
the	water.	We	also	went	swimming	 in	the	creek	with	
other children in our villages. It was a lot of fun.

Also when I was a child, I enjoyed going to school 
because	I	wanted	a	better	life.	My	school	started	at	8:00	
a.m.	and	went	to	4:00	p.m.	I	can	still	recall	our	break	
time during play time. I remembered all the girls would 
gather up to go jump rope outside. As we started, two 
girls would hold the ends and the rest of the girls would 
get in line waiting for their turns. When it was time 
to	go	back	inside	to	learn	more,	I	remember	learning	
about how to count and do math. I also remember 
learning how to spell. The teacher would call us up, 
one	by	one,	 to	write	on	the	blackboard	to	 test	us	on	
spelling. I learn the most this way because it helps me 
see and pronounce the word as I write. I also learned 
how to write poetry in school. We usually would go 
through	others’	poetry	work	and	then	we	would	have	
to write our own. I wrote poetry about my garden and 
my home. These were some of the greatest times of my 
childhood, and I enjoyed it a lot.

mai Vang is originally from laos.

My	Journey	to	the	U.S.	
ta blay PaW, roseVille 

My	journey	to	the	U.S.	was	very	hard	because	I	didn’t	
understand	English.	 I	went	 to	 school	and	I	met	new	
friends	 and	 teachers.	 I	 was	 afraid	 and	 shy	 to	 ask	
questions	that	I	don’t	understand.	Sometimes	I	feel	very	
sad.	I	had	hard	time	to	read,	write,	and	speak	English	
language. Also I had to face many problems by some 
of	the	students.	They	mocked	me	and	said	bad	words	
to	me	because	I	didn’t	understand	English.	Sometimes	
they	 treat	 me	 unfair	 and	 disrespect	 me.	 Every	 time	
when	teachers	told	me	to	work	with	them	they	never	
do	the	work.	They	just	sit	and	talk	to	each	other.	They	
told	me	to	do	all	the	work	that	teachers	give	us	to	do.	
Even	 though	we	have	 to	work	 individually	 they	 take	
my	 worksheet	 and	 erase	 my	 name	 and	 wrote	 down	
their	name.	They	told	teacher	that	they	work	together.	
I	was	very	angry	but	I	couldn’t	do	anything.	I	want	to	
talk	to	teacher	but	I	can’t	explain	because	my	English	
was	worse	and	I	don’t	understand	all	words’	meanings.	

After school I told my parents about the problems 
and that I hate education. They said they would find 
a	way	to	solve	my	problems.	One	week	later	my	uncle	
in	Canada	came	to	visit.	He	bought	for	me	a	computer	
and	taught	me	English	every	day	after	school.	Now	I	
feel	 like	 I	 can	 deal	 with	 the	 school	 problem.	 I	 went	
to my teacher and told him everything that happened. 
The	 teacher	 asked	 all	 students	 that	 treat	 me	 unfair	
questions. They said show us your evidence. They still 
thought	that	I	was	stupid	and	don’t	understand	English.	
I	asked	my	teacher,	“Do	you	still	have	the	assignment	
that	we	turned	 in?”	He	said	yes.	 I	 told	him	to	check	
the	handwriting.	He	checked	the	handwriting	and	he	
saw	all	worksheet	and	none	of	their	handwriting.	The	
teacher	 told	 them,	“You	got	a	good	grade	because	of	
her.” All of the students were confused that I was brave 
and fight for my right. After that they said sorry to me 
and told me to forgive them.

I am happy that my parents always supported me 
even	 though	 they	 don’t	 understand	 English.	 They	
always	find	a	way	to	help	my	problem.	Education	is	not	
easy	to	get.	To	get	an	education	you	have	to	be	patient	
and deal with many things. 

ta blay Paw is originally from myanmar. 
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Last August, we moved to Woodbury, Minnesota. 
I sent my son to school with mixed feelings of 
excitement,	anxiety	and	perplexity.	Every	day,	my	son	
went	to	school	happily	and	came	back	home	with	his	
beautiful	smile	and	talked	about	his	interesting	school	
life	exultantly.	I	couldn’t	help	asking	myself:	“What	is	
the core and goal of education?” Meanwhile, I found 
when	 I	 knew	more	 about	 the	American	 education,	 I	
began	to	appreciate	it.	For	example,	schools	in	the	U.S.	
offer	different	level	classes	to	meet	various	requirements	
and	students	can	choose	some	courses	that	they	like	in	
high	school.	It’s	really	fantastic.	Although	the	American	
education	is	not	perfect,	kids	can	learn	knowledge	in	a	
happy	environment.	That	is	what	I	seek.	I	wish	my	son	
can	grow	up	to	be	a	knowledgeable,	 responsible,	and	
optimistic person.

Xi chen is 40 and originally from china.

I Am Poem
Poi Poi, st. Paul

I	am	a	lazy	student

I	wonder	why	I	am	lazy	in	class

I	hear	teachers	are	talking

I	see	all	students	are	working	hard

I want to get a good grade

I	am	a	lazy	student

I pretend I am a smart girl in class

I feel not strong

I touch pencil

I worry that I will fail the test

I	am	a	lazy	student

I understand why teachers teach me a good thing

I say “I will try”

I dream I want to become a flight attendant

I try hard on my education

I hope teacher not yell at me again

I	am	a	lazy	student

Poi Poi is originally from thailand. 

My	Education	Hopes
deKa mahamed, minneaPolis

I	was	 born	 in	 Somalia.	 In	 June	 2014,	 I	 came	 to	 the	
United	States.	I	miss	my	country	because	my	country	
has good weather and good food and good land and 
air. Also, I miss my mother. I miss my youngest sister 
because	she	is	my	best	friend.	I	hope	I	will	go	back	to	
my country when there is peace because there is not 
peace in my country. Peace is the life of the world. If 
you have good peace, you have good life.  

I	 like	 the	United	States	because	 there	 is	peace	 and	
good	 education.	 Education	 is	 the	 knowledge	 of	 the	
world. If you have a good education, you get a good 
life	and	respect.	If	you	don’t	have	education,	you	don’t	
have	anything.	You	don’t	get	a	better	job.	I	advise	you	
to get a good education.

I	go	to	the	Open	Door	Learning	Center	right	now.	I	
want	to	prepare	to	get	my	GED.	My	second	goal	is	to	
go to a college. After I get my associate degree, I will 
prepare to go to a high university. My third goal is to be 
a good student and listen to my teachers. Then I will be 
a doctor in the future, finally.    

I	 am	 thankful	 for	 my	 dear	 teachers	 and	 my	
schoolmates.

deka mahamed is 21 and originally from somalia.

A	New	Perspective	
on American Primary 
Education
Xi chen, Woodbury

Before	 moving	 to	 the	 U.S.,	 frankly	 speaking,	 I	 had	
some prejudice towards American primary education. 
In	many	Chinese’	 eyes,	American	 primary	 education	
is	 very	 weak,	 and	 what	 the	 children	 do	 at	 school	
is	 just	 to	 play	 and	 to	 have	 fun.	 Although	 I’m	 not	 a	
“tiger	mother”	and	I	don’t	agree	with	teaching	a	lot	of	
calculation	when	kids	are	only	two	years	old.	However,	
I still wonder what my son would learn in elementary 
school, just have fun?
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The	Road	of	Hope
carmen mairena, Golden Valley

The Adult Academic Program at Sandburg Learning 
Center in Golden Valley is the road to achieving the 
dreams of a good education for a better and more 
successful life.

 The Adult Academic Program teaches you that 
there is no limit or age to getting a good education 
in order to pursue a better and more satisfactory life. 
This	program	offers	the	big	opportunity	to	all	people	of	
different	nationalities,	age,	race,	religion,	or	language,	
to	learn	English,	get	the	GED	diploma,	go	to	college	or	
university,	get	job	skills,	or	get	a	preferred	profession.	
The Adult Academic Program is endowed with excellent 
and very professional teachers that give the students the 
best	of	their	knowledge	and	experience	to	help	them	to	
reach their goals and expectations.

The Adult Academic Program stands for all the 
people that desire to continue their education and reach 
the	goals	 that	 they	could	not	 realize	or	finish	before.	
This program also gives help to the parents with little 
children who want to prepare for a better future life 
for their family. The children are attending preschool 
in	the	childcare	program,	while	the	parents	are	taking	
their classes. This great opportunity is a tremendous 
benefit to those that want to have a successful life for 
themselves and their family.

Actually, I am a student in the Adult Academic 
Program at Sandburg Learning Center. I have been 
studying	 English,	 and	 my	 main	 goal	 is	 to	 learn	 the	
English	language	well,	so	I	can	go	to	college	to	improve	
my education and healthcare career. Then when I 
retire,	 I	would	 like	 to	be	 a	 teacher’s	 aide	 in	 an	 adult	
education	program,	where	I	can	give	back	part	of	the	
benefit and help that I have received in this school and 
in this country.    

I encourage anyone that wants to improve his or her 
education and obtain a passport to college or university 
to come to the Adult Academic Program or an adult 
education program near you and use the opportunity 
that	it	offers.	Don’t	miss	the	great	opportunity	of	your	
life!

carmen mairena is 77 and originally from nicaragua.

Why	Education	Is	
Important to My Family 
and Me
WaGbala nalenGe mbanGo, monticello

Definition	of	Education

Education	 is,	 etymologically,	 the	 action	 to	 “guide	
outside,”	that	is	to	say,	develop	knowledge	and	skill.	It	
now commonly means learning and the development 
of physical, mental and intellectual faculties, the 
means and results of the development activity. 
Education	includes	human	skills	and	cultural	elements	
characteristic of geography and historical period.

Every	 country	 in	 the	world	 has	 its	 own	 education	
system,	with	 a	 traditionally-given	 role	 to	 parents	 (or	
their	substitutes)	of	the	children	to	bring	them	to	the	
manners	of	adulthood.	The		intervention	of	states	differs	
according	 to	 the	country.	Education	 is	considered	an	
important part in the development of people, hence, 
the	development	of	a	Right	to	Education.	A	successful	
education system is therefore a major advantage. 
Education	is	transmission	of	knowledge	and	intellectual	
training of men and women.

Firstly, I found that education is the most important 
thing in the life of man or woman. For example: if you 
have a good education, you can direct the other people 
in the society. If you have had a good education, you 
can also have a good job, and good salary, and with 
good education, your family can live better, and have a 
home,	and	foreign	travel	as	you	like.	

My	Heartache

I have a lot of heartache about the schools that are 
in my native village: no good school buildings, no 
materials appropriate for the lessons, the students 
lack	the	classical	objects	such	as	notebooks,	pens,	and	
carrying case. When I arrived here, I noticed a big 
difference	between	the	program	of	American	education	
and that of my country.

Wagbala nalenge mbango is 61 and originally from the 
democratic republic of the congo.
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one	son	and	one	daughter.	Now	I	 live	 in	Minnesota.	
The	weather	 is	cold	but	I	 like	 it	here.	 I	have	been	 in	
Minnesota	 for	 two	 months.	 I	 go	 to	 an	 Adult	 Basic	
Education	school	called	Open	Door	Learning	Center.	
I’m	 learning	 English.	 The	 teachers	 are	 very	 good.	
They	help	me	to	learn	English	very	well.	I	would	like	
to get a diploma, and then go to college. I could not 
complete my studies in my country because of the war. 
Now,	I	am	grateful	for	what	the	government	is	doing	
for me and my family. My children are getting a free 
education, and they will be able to live better.

nimo ali is 32 and originally from somalia. 

Why	Do	I	Like	Hubbs	
Center?
fatmeh fofana, st. Paul

I	like	the	Hubbs	Center	for	the	following	reasons:	the	
Hubbs	Center	is	a	school	for	adult	education,	they	have	
all the necessary equipments for learning, and there are 
well qualified and professional teachers. Moreover, they 
offer	times	and	flexibility	that	will	help	you	to	have	a	
schedule	that	works	out	for	you.

As	 I	 said,	 the	 Hubbs	 Center	 has	 equipment	 like	
computers,	books,	magazines,	maps,	etc.,	to	help	with	
your studies and improve your reading and writing 
skills.	There	are	also	distance	learning	classes	you	can	
take	online	at	home,	 if	you	are	unable	to	be	there	 in	
person.	 The	 Hubbs	 Center	 has	 very	 good	 teachers	
who are always willing to help you. They teach to your 
level	of	understanding.	Some	teachers	give	homework,	
writing	and	reading,	to	help	improve	your	skills.	There	
are	also	different	times	for	classes	that	suit	your	work	
schedule. 

The	most	 important	 thing	 I	 like	 about	 the	Hubbs	
Center is that all these services are provided free.

fatmeh fofana is 33 and originally from the republic 
of sierra leone.

My	English	Dream
olGa GonZaleZ, oWatonna

Since	 I	 could	 reason,	 I	have	always	 liked	 the	English	
language. From the time I was very small, I played 
talking	English	to	my	toys,	and	talking	just	like	in	the	
movies.	I	did	not	even	know	what	they	said.	Although,	
sometimes	 the	 child	 in	 me	 believed	 that	 speaking	
English	was	only	speaking	Spanish	backwards.

When I was only eight years old, my parents insisted 
that	I	enroll	in	a	course	in	English	that	would	start	at	
the beginning of the school year in September. With 
effort,	 my	 dad	 paid	 for	 the	 first	 month.	 Back	 then,	
he earned little, and there were many expenses in my 
family, because there were six children in all, apart from 
my mother.

Although	I	could	only	study	English	a	short	time,	I	
still	remember	my	first	book.	I	repeated	the	phrases	and	
words, and I wrote them on the walls of the house with 
crayons.	Then	my	mom	made	me	wash	off	the	walls.	I	
had the illusion that one day my parents would send 
me	to	the	United	States	to	study	English,	as	some	of	
my	classmates	were	sent.	However,	it	was	not	possible	
in	my	case	for	lack	of	money.

I	 studied	 and	 worked	 in	 order	 to	 graduate	 from	
college,	and	I	managed	to	 learn	a	 little	more	English	
by	teaching	myself.	Finally,	last	November	I	found	the	
opportunity	to	go	to	school	here.	I	took	advantage	of	
this	every	day	to	learn	all	possible	English	information.

I appreciate the time and dedication of the people 
who	 have	 supported	 me.	 Mastering	 English	 gives	
me the advantage of exploring every opportunity 
to overcome anything anywhere, regardless of age, 
culture,	and	country.	It	is	never	too	late	to	start.	I	think	
my dream has finally come true.

olga Gonzalez is 49 and originally from mexico. 

Education	is	Important	
nimo ali, minneaPolis 

My	name	is	Nimo.	I’m	new	to	the	community.	I	come	
from	 Kenya	 and	 have	 been	 living	 there	 for	 fifteen	
years.	 It	has	become	my	second	country.	I	have	kids,	
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birthday from being in the world and for trying to get 
things	right.	One	day,	I	knew	I	could	be	free	from	the	
past. Well so much for this. I am now going to church 
every Sunday. God has called me to be an usher, and 
I	 do	woman’s	ministry	work	with	 addiction	 healing.	
Today,	my	life	is	not	where	it	used	to	be.	I	am	now	at	
the	Open	Door	Learning	Center	 for	my	GED.	Here	
at	the	Learning	Center	I	thank	God,	and	two	people	
that	take	the	time	with	us	all.	Thank	you,	Lindsey	and	
Lloyd.

margaret Windom is 57 and originally from the usa. 

My	Rule	For	Life
anonymous, minneaPolis

I	was	born	in	the	Middle	East.	I	came	to	America,	and	
Minnesota,	on	the	first	of	May	in	2014.	I	go	to	school	
for	adults	at	Open	Door	Learning	Center.	I	see	Lloyd	
Brown	 in	 the	morning;	 he	 teaches	me	 and	helps	me	
learn	how	to	pronounce	words.	He	 is	 so	nice.	 In	 the	
evening,	there	is	a	beautiful	woman.	Her	name	is	Kat	
Aymeloglu. 

After two months, I started teaching Arabic language 
at	Open	Door	Learning	School,	the	same	place	that	I	
study	English.	If	you	can	ask	my	heart	what	will	be	best,	
I have a rule for my life: smile! If you are uncomfortable, 
then	 the	 smile	 will	 reflect	 your	 personality.	 “Make	
smiles”	is	my	logo.	Finally,	I	hope	everyone	will	make	
their dreams a reality, and not destroy their lives. And I 
hope they will live happily with those who love them.

My Personal Story
sadiyo dahir, minneaPolis

My	name	is	Sadiyo	Dahir.	I’m	Somali.	I	was	born	in	
Somalia	 and	 grew	up	 in	 Somalia.	 I	moved	 to	Kenya	
in	2012.	After,	 I	moved	 to	 the	USA	 in	2014.	When	
I	came	here,	I	didn’t	know	everything	because	I	was	a	
new	person	in	the	United	States,	and	I	started	school.	
My first day in school, I was sad because I did not 
know	how	to	speak	English.	I	was	distant.	Every	day	I	
read	a	lot	of	books	because	I	wanted	to	speak	English,	
and also I wanted to be intelligent. I used to go to the 
library to learn how to improve myself. Sometimes I 
just	thought	I	didn’t	know	what	I	was	supposed	to	do	
because nobody helped me at home. The only thing I 
needed was help, but nobody helped me, and I was sad 
every day. That was my first month in school and it was 
difficult	for	me.	But	now	I	am	so	happy	because	I	know	
how	to	speak	English,	and	also	my	expectation	is	now	
to	be	intelligent,	smart	like	other	students.	I	used	to	be	
sad but now I am so happy because I get my dream and 
goal,	like	how	to	speak	English	and	how	to	understand	
the	teachers	and	how	to	do	my	homework	because	I	get	
everything. Also, I want to continue my education for 
my life and also I want to get my dream. My dream is 
to be a journalist or a doctor. I hope I will achieve my 
dream	and	I	would	like	to	thank	my	teachers.

sadiyo dahir is originally from somalia.

On	My	Way
marGaret Windom, minneaPolis

Hi,	 and	my	 name	 is	Margaret	 Ann	Windom.	 I	 was	
born	in	Omaha,	Nebraska.	I’m	57	years	old.	I	was	my	
mother’s	oldest	child	out	of	five.	I	look	back	at	where	I	
came from, and I tell you this, I am very blessed to be 
standing here and doing the right thing because my life 
was a living hell. I was on drugs and shoplifting and 
using people to get what I wanted. As time went on, I 
could	not	get	into	getting	my	GED	because	I	wanted	
to	do	things	and	go	to	school	too,	but	I	saw	you	can’t	
put	your	work	mentality	with	your	street	mentality.

So	today,	I’m	looking	at	being	seven	years	clean	on	
my	sister’s	birthday,	August	4.	That	day	is	my	recovery	
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How	to	Start	a	Life	in	the	
U.S.
lenssa merGerssa, st. Paul

At first, communication with other people is very 
tough.	And	it	is	very	hard	to	get	help	without	speaking	
the language. There are a lot of opportunities to go to 
school, however. For example, free language schools 
are in Minnesota state. That helps a lot to improve the 
language.

It’s	 a	 community	 that	 helps	 interpret	 languages,	
especially around hospitals. Some people can get help 
through friends from their country who already live in 
the	U.S.	They	 can	 help	 each	 other	 to	 communicate.	
American people are very understanding. Whatever 
word,	 when	 we	 speak	 out,	 they	 try	 to	 help	 and	
understand.

It’s	 not	 easy	 to	 know	 the	 words,	 for	 example,	 to	
respect	 people.	Words	 like	 thanks,	 sorry,	 and	 excuse	
me.	Or	words	to	greet	each	other	with	respect.	These	
words can be learned in school or around people, for 
example, in the bus station, in shopping areas, or on 
playgrounds.

I really appreciate the information I get from going to 
school. It also helps me meet others in my community.

To	sum	up,	there	are	many	opportunities	to	get	help	
and	learn	to	live	in	the	U.S.	But	to	really	change	your	
life, education is the best.

lenssa mergerssa is 35 and originally from ethiopia.

The	Three	Things	I	Like	
About	the	Hubbs	Center
martha malcolm, st. Paul

The	three	things	I	like	about	the	Hubbs	Center	are	my	
teacher, the security system, and the fact that it is free.

My	teacher	is	very	knowledgeable	and	experienced.	
Being	out	of	school	for	so	many	years,	it	is	a	plus	for	
me	to	have	a	teacher	like	her.	She	explains	everything	
clearly and even brings her own materials to class. She 
makes	learning	fun.	That	is	one	of	the	reasons	I	like	the	
Hubbs	Center.

I	like	the	security	system	at	the	Hubbs	Center.	With	
all	the	trouble	in	the	world	today,	we	need	to	know	we	
are	safe	at	school.	I	like	the	fact	that	everyone	entering	
and	leaving	the	building	has	to	swipe	their	I.D.	card.	
Going	 to	 a	 school	 that	 includes	 so	 many	 different	
nationalities, it is a good system to have everyone wear 
an	 I.D.	badge.	That	 is	 another	 reason	why	 I	 like	 the	
Hubbs	Center.

I	 also	 like	 the	 Hubbs	 Center	 because	 it	 is	 free.	
Education	has	always	been	a	major	priority	for	me.	I	
was brought up in a family that told me that education 
is	 the	 key.	 But,	 sadly	 enough,	 they	 could	 not	 afford	
to let me finish high school. So when I moved to St. 
Paul	and	heard	about	the	Hubbs	Center’s	free	classes,	
I	quickly	 inquired	more	 about	 them.	And	here	 I	 am	
today—attending classes. I always wanted to finish 
high	 school,	 but	 couldn’t,	 so	 a	 free	 school	 is	 very	
important	to	me.	The	Hubbs	Center	gives	me	another	
opportunity	to	be	in	school.	I	am	going	to	make	sure	
that	when	I	leave	I	am	a	more	knowledgeable	person.	
I	 would	 definitely	 recommend	 others	 to	 the	 Hubbs	
Center as they are the best!

School	 would	 be	 very	 boring	 if	 I	 had	 a	 different	
teacher. I feel safe with the security system, and classes 
at	 the	Hubbs	Center	 are	 free.	Thanks	 to	 the	Hubbs	
Center,	 I	 have	 another	 chance	 to	 be	 back	 in	 school	
once more. 

martha malcolm is 47 and originally from Jamaica.



education 183

School in Mexico 
JorGe marin sancheZ, minneaPolis 

My	 name	 is	 Jorge	 Sanchez.	 I’m	 from	 Mexico.	 I	
remember my school in Mexico. It was a very small 
school with two classrooms and one very small space 
for	 physical	 education	 for	 six	 different	 grades.	 My	
school had only two teachers, and sometimes only 
one. It was the first school in my town and close to my 
house so I started my primary school there, studying 
in the same classroom with five other grades. There 
were many classmates older than me. The school did 
not have computers, so I spent seven years studying 
in that situation. When the day finally came for my 
graduation and everything was ready, my family was 
happy and I was excited to recite a speech and one 
poem for the ceremony. The day before my graduation 
the	 teacher	 told	 me,	 “Jorge,	 you	 are	 not	 going	 to	
graduate tomorrow.”

I	 was	 so	 angry,	 and	 I	 asked	 him	 why	 not.	 He	
answered,	 “Because	 I	 have	 been	 thinking	 for	 a	 little	
while.  I decided to let your classmate Pedro to graduate 
in	your	place,	because	he	is	older	than	you.	He	also	is	
too old to be in this school.” I was very angry. I left 
the school crying, and I went to my house to tell my 
mom and brothers that there was no graduation for 
me. I had no choice, so I went to the school there for 
one more year. Then I went to my secondary school 
in another town. It was one hour from my house, so I 
walked	that	distance	for	three	years.	It	was	almost	the	
same: three classrooms, two teachers, a cornfield, and 
only	four	computers	for	about	fifty	students.	However,	
the	computers	never	worked,	so	we	never	used	them.	
My	 class	 relied	 on	 lessons	 from	 an	old	TV	 for	 every	
class, and I never had the opportunity to learn how to 
use a computer.

I	think	ten	years	without	computer	experience	made	
my	life	more	difficult,	but	now	I	live	in	Minneapolis,	
Minnesota.	 I’m	 learning	 how	 to	 use	 a	 computer,	
learning	 English	 as	 my	 second	 language,	 and	 I’m	
studying	 for	my	GED.	 I’m	 very	 happy.	The	 teachers	
are	 very	 kind	 and	 patient.	 I	 feel	 happy	 because	 I’m	
improving	my	English.	I	want	to	say	thanks	to	Open	
Door	 Learning	Center	 and	 the	 teachers	 for	 teaching	
me	English	and	teaching	so	many	other	people.

Jorge marin sanchez is 28 and originally from mexico. 

Move	to	the	United	
States
say Wah PaW, st. Paul

When	I	first	came	to	the	United	States,	one	thing	that	
was hard for me was language. When I went to school 
I	 didn’t	 understand	 English.	 I	 didn’t	 know	 anyone,	
and	no	one	talked	to	me.	I	didn’t	want	to	go	to	school	
because	I	didn’t	understand	what	my	teacher	said.	After	
a few days, my teacher wanted us to write about our 
lives. Then everyone started to write but me, because I 
didn’t	know	how	to	write.	Then	my	face	turned	to	red	
and	I	looked	so	worried.	When	I	went	the	other	day	my	
teacher	 asked	me,	 “Did	you	finish	your	homework?”	
But	I	did	not	say	anything	to	my	teacher.	Then	I	felt	
afraid and a tear started to come and I was crying. 

After	a	few	months	I	met	Karen	people.	When	I	first	
met	my	Karen	friend,	she	helped	me	a	lot,	and	when	I	
want to go somewhere, I want her to go with me. She 
is a good friend to me. When I started eighth grade she 
was not still in the same school as me. She moved to 
another state with her family. When I started eighth 
grade	I	kinda	knew	a	little	English	and	didn’t	need	help	
from	other	 people.	When	 I	 first	 came	 to	 the	United	
States I thought my life would be easy, but it is not easy. 
It’s	hard	for	us	to	find	a	job,	and	you	can’t	go	free	like	
my	own	country.	When	I	started	10th	and	11th	grade,	
I	 knew	 a	 lot	 of	English	 and	 I	 did	my	homework	by	
myself. For my parents it was hard to find a job because 
they	did	not	go	to	school,	and	they	have	to	work	hard	
for	us,	and	they	can’t	speak	English	like	we	speak.	That	
was why my parents wanted me to go to school and 
start	 to	work	hard	 in	 school,	 to	get	 good	grades	 and	
to	 be	 a	 good	 daughter.	My	parents	 don’t	want	 us	 to	
work	hard	 like	 they	do.	 I	 think	 that	 it’s	hard	 for	our	
parents,	and	for	us	not	as	hard.	I	think	America	is	hard	
for the first time, but later it is easy for us because if 
we	know	how	to	speak	English	very	well	and	if	I	have	
more	education,	then	I	can	find	the	easy	jobs.	If	I	know	
how	to	speak	English	very	well,	then	I	want	to	help	the	
people	who	don’t	know	how	to	speak	English,	and	my	
parents.

say Wah Paw is originally from burma. 
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I	Like	Hubbs	Center	
School
daniel belacheW, st. Paul 

I	like	the	Hubbs	Center	school	for	three	reasons.	These	
are as follows: it is my nearest school, it is a convenient 
school for me, and it has talented, educated teachers 
and	good	staff	members.

The	Hubbs	Center	is	my	nearest	school.	It	is	one	to	
two	miles	from	my	house.	If	I	get	extra	time,	I	can	walk	
to attend my first class without being late. Generally, 
the school is near to me. An added advantage is saving 
transportation expenses and gas consumption. I save 
time and I can attend the first period without rushing.

It	 is	 convenient	 for	me.	When	 I	 am	 in	 the	Hubbs	
Center, I feel a “student feeling” that helps me to 
concentrate on my education. Also, the teachers 
approach with smiling faces. I also appreciate the 
teaching methods! It is all so convenient for me.

Hubbs	 has	 talented	 teachers	 and	 good	 staff	
members. School by itself is not only buildings or 
learning	equipment.	It	has	to	have	knowledgeable	and	
skilled	 teachers.	At	 the	Hubbs	Center,	 the	first	 good	
thing	 is	 that	 all	 teachers,	 including	 all	 staff	workers,	
are	 knowledgeable.	 I	 know	most	 of	 the	 students	 are	
immigrants	and	adults.	It	is	tough	to	teach	these	kinds	
of	students	because	they	come	from	different	cultures,	
beliefs,	 knowledge,	 accents,	 experiences,	 and	 so	 on.	
With	all	these	kinds	of	students	to	teach,	the	teachers	
must	be	patient,	quick,	and	understanding.	They	have	
to	know	how	to	work	with	all	this	and	more.	All	these	
requirements	are	performed	by	Hubbs	Center	teachers	
and	staff.

This	I	why	I	like	the	Hubbs	Center.

daniel belachew is 44 and originally from ethiopia.

I	Taught	Andrew	Chinese
chanG miao li, Woodbury

I taught Andrew Chinese. Andrew is my grandson. 
He	 is	 very	 clever.	He	 studies	 at	 Lake	Middle	 School	
in	 seventh	 grade.	 He	 likes	 math.	 He	 participates	 in	
math	class	sponsored	by	the	University	of	Minnesota	
every Thursday. It is said he is learning ninth grade 
math!	But,	 he	 doesn’t	 like	 the	Chinese	 language.	He	
feels	 Chinese	 is	 too	 difficult,	 especially	 writing.	 His	
mother	(my	daughter)	sends	him	to	Chinese	class	every	
Saturday.	 His	 Chinese	 teacher	 tells	 us	 that	 Andrew	
reads	his	math	book	in	Chinese	class!

What can I do to help Andrew learn Chinese? 
Originally,	 I	 thought	 child’s	 education	 is	 the	parent’s	
matter,	the	grand-generation	don’t	need	to	participate.	
Now,	I	have	changed	my	mind.	I’d	like	to	try	teaching	
Andrew Chinese.

After	the	consent	of	my	daughter	and	son-in-law,	I	
started to do it. First, I told Andrew the reason why so 
many	people	like	to	learn	Chinese.	China	is	developing	
quickly.	 China	 has	 the	 second	 biggest	 economy.	
Although	China	is	not	rich,	it	has	1.3	billion	people—
this	 is	 a	 big	 market.	 In	 America	 people	 are	 highly	
motivated	to	learn	Chinese.	For	example,	in	the	Twin	
Cities	 there	 are	 seven	Chinese-English	 schools	where	
students	 study	 English,	 while	 studying	Chinese.	The	
number	of	students	is	increasing	quickly.	I	understand	
that there is a waiting list to participate in the double 
language	 schools.	 I	 said	 to	 Andrew,	 “Of	 course	 you	
don’t	need	to	go	to	these	schools,	because	you	live	in	a	
family	that	speaks	the	Chinese	language.	Your	parents	
and	grandparents	are	all	from	China.	You	have	a	good	
situation	 for	 learning	 Chinese.	 You	 need	 to	 learn	
Chinese seriously!”

Yesterday	 I	 taught	 the	 text	 “lotus.”	 First	 he	 read	
following me, then I taught new words and expressions. 
I	 showed	him	my	photos	of	a	variety	of	 lotus	 I	 took	
in	China	at	Hangzhou’s	West	Lake.	I	told	him,	“West	
Lake	is	China’s	cultural	heritage.”	One	of	these	photos	
was	interesting	for	him.	One	bee	is	flying	near	the	lotus	
flower.	Andrew	and	I	talked	a	lot	about	China,	though	
he felt that writing Chinese is too hard yet.

I	 think,	 this	 is	 just	 starting.	 I	 have	 confidence	 in	
teaching Andrew Chinese and increasing his level.

chang miao li is 68 and originally from china. 
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about a hearing aid box worn on the chest and that 
Minnesota	had	the	best	education	in	North	America.	
He	 gave	 me	 a	 used	 hearing	 aid	 box.	 My	 parents	
discussed the education in Minnesota. My dad flew to 
America	 because	 he	wanted	 a	 job	 in	Minnesota.	He	
found	a	new	job.	He	worked	hard	and	saved	money.

My mom found a little school. I went everyday 
but	 couldn’t	hear.	My	hearing	 aid	did	not	work.	My	
mom and I went to the passport building. After we 
got passports we flew to America. When we arrived, 
my dad was excited to see us. We went to Minneapolis 
and decided to settle there. My parents found the Anne 
Sullivan Communication Center. I went to school. I 
learned	American	Sign	Language,	math,	and	English.	
We moved to St. Paul. I felt alone all the time. I changed 
schools. I felt a little behind in education when I was 
a	 kid	 because	 I	 never	 read	 teenage	 books.	 I	 went	 to	
the	library	or	Barnes	&	Noble.	I	liked	to	read	comics	
without	 speech	 bubbles.	 I	 went	 to	 Barnes	 &	 Noble	
every Saturday and Sunday. It was beautiful. My mom 
and	I	rode	the	bus.	A	deaf	man	named	Felipe	Eduardo	
saw	us	chatting.	He	told	us	about	Metro	Deaf	School	
and	said,	“I	believe	you	can	do	it.	Don’t	give	up.”

I	went	to	the	Metro	Deaf	School.	I	learned	English	
grammar	 and	 read	 books.	 I	 argued	with	my	 teacher,	
Michelle,	 because	 I	 feared	 English	 grammar.	 She	
knew	I	 struggled	with	 it.	 I	didn’t	know	how	to	write	
the	 English	 rules	 and	 I	 felt	 frustrated	 with	 English	
vocabulary.	After	I	decided	to	learn	English	vocabulary,	
it	was	better	than	before.	I	know	Michelle	and	Felipe	
believe I can be successful someday. When it hit me, I 
cried.	I	became	motivated	to	learn	to	read	books	and	
English	grammar.	I	had	to	work	hard.

When	you	have	determined	a	goal	and	take	action	
you	become	a	different	person.

Juan delgado is 22 and originally from ecuador. 

The Importance of 
Education
lee her, st. Paul

When	I	was	born	in	Laos	in	1985,	my	parents	lived	in	
the jungle with my grandparents and my eight brothers 
and	 sisters.	Our	 education	was	 very	 limited,	only	up	
to fifth grade. My mother was not happy with the 
education	that	was	being	offered	to	us,	so	in	1998	my	
parents decided we should move to a bigger town. My 
grandparents	didn’t	want	to	move.	In	their	minds,	they	
thought	it	would	be	harder	to	raise	livestock	and	grow	
crops.	My	mother,	 though,	knew	 that	 education	was	
more	important	for	all	of	her	children.	Once	we	were	
in town, my mother was able to grow vegetables and 
sell	them	at	the	market.	This	supported	the	education	
of all her children.

In	2006	I	met	my	husband	when	he	was	on	vacation.	
It happened so fast. All I remembered was meeting him 
and	soon	after	being	on	a	flight	to	the	United	States	of	
America. When I arrived here, my husband enrolled 
me	in	school.	He	also	knew	that	education	was	going	
to	help	me	in	this	country.	In	July	2008,	I	had	my	first	
child.	In	2010,	my	husband	and	I	purchased	my	first	
car.

I	have	been	blessed,	but	I	have	also	worked	very	hard.	
Looking	back	at	what	my	mother	wanted	for	us,	I	see	
that education is very important. I want my children 
to	know	that	we	can	do	anything	if	we	are	educated.

lee her is 30 and originally from laos. 

My Motivation Leading 
to My Goal
Juan delGado, minneaPolis 

I	was	born	in	Cuenca,	Ecuador.	I	and	Karito,	my	sister,	
were	playing.	My	mom	yelled	to	Karito,	who	turned.	
Mom	 yelled	 again.	 I	 couldn’t	 hear.	 She	 found	 out	 I	
became	deaf.	My	parents	felt	brokenhearted	and	cried.	
My	 mom	 took	 me	 to	 a	 hospital.	 The	 doctor	 tested	
me	and	found	I	am	deaf.	He	discussed	with	my	mom	
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I believe that everything has an end. I have come a 
long way to where I am now. And I believe once you 
trust	yourself	and	put	effort	into	it,	everything	will	be	
possible.

Zamda hassan is originally from the democratic 
republic of the congo.

I	Like	My	School	
leyla omer, Golden Valley

My	name	 is	Leyla	Omer,	 and	 I	 am	 from	Ethiopia.	 I	
came	 to	 the	 United	 States	 in	 March	 2012.	When	 I	
came to Minnesota I saw snow and I felt surprised 
because it was the first time in my life that I had seen 
it. When I arrived, I also started attending school.

I	 like	 my	 school	 because	 when	 I	 attend,	 I	 am	
learning	 English.	 At	 home	 we	 all	 speak	 the	 Oromo	
language.	English	 is	very	 important	 for	everyday	 life.	
For	example,	you	need	English	skills	to	communicate	
with	 people	 in	 the	 workplace,	 when	 shopping,	 and	
in	 college.	 Before	 I	 came	 to	 school,	 I	 knew	 how	 to	
read	 English,	 but	 now	 I	 learn	 vocabulary,	 grammar,	
listening, and more reading.

Before	 I	 started	 school,	 I	didn’t	communicate	with	
my	 neighbor,	 and	 I	 didn’t	 know	 how	 to	 make	 an	
appointment at the clinic. After coming to school, I 
have	made	a	 lot	of	friends	from	different	countries.	I	
am	happy	because	we	communicate	in	English	which	
makes	me	 learn	 it	 faster.	 School	 is	 very	 nice	 for	my	
kids	 as	 well.	 They	 come	 on	 a	 school	 bus	 and	 have	
lovely teachers and friends. They have a lot of fun 
when they come to school and are very happy. They 
gain	 knowledge	 and	 update	me	 on	 their	 day	 to	 day	
activities.	We	all	really	like	our	school!

leyla omer is 27 and originally from ethiopia. 

This	I	Believe	
Zamda hassan, st. Paul

I believe in being successful. I believe everything has 
an end. For me being successful started with learning 
English.	

I	 had	 the	 desire	 to	 speak.	 However,	 my	 attempts	
to	 communicate	 in	 English	 at	 the	 beginning	 were	
disappointing. Going to school was the main issue. 
Every	 time	 when	 I	 heard	 people	 talking	 how	 other	
children	treat	others,	it	was	making	me	sick	at	the	same	
time worried.

The first day of school I was very timid and unsure of 
what	to	do,	and	I	didn’t	know	anybody	at	all.	I	didn’t	
want	people	to	ask	me	questions	because	I	thought	they	
were	going	to	make	fun	of	me.	I	didn’t	even	understand	
English	at	all.	 It	 seemed	that	people	 looked	at	me	as	
someone	 who	 wasn’t	 very	 smart,	 or	 they	 would	 say,	
“You	deaf.”	All	of	 that	 is	because	I	didn’t	understand	
what	people	were	saying.	I	felt	dumb	because	I	couldn’t	
say	anything.	I	felt	like	I’m	in	a	different	planet.	Like	
an alien in language.

Those	 days	 were	 difficult	 but	 I	 thank	 my	 lovely	
mom. She helps me a lot, pushing me to do what I am 
supposed to do. I remember my mom would tell me 
this phrase, “The eyes of people is poison.” That means 
if	 you	 really	 care	 about	 the	negative	 thought	or	 stuff	
that	people	may	say	or	talk	about	you,	you	will	never	
be	 successful.	Because	 she	knew	 I	 can	do	 it,	 but	 I’m	
afraid of the reaction of other people.

A	 month	 later	 I	 was	 trying	 hard.	 I	 knew	 the	
only	 way	 to	 speak	 English	 is	 to	 communicate	 with	
others.	 I	 couldn’t	 let	myself	down,	 so	 I	 keep	making	
conversations,	 trying	 to	 make	 friends.	 I	 try	 to	 do	
everything	that	is	possible	for	me	to	speak	English.	

A	year	later	I	started	to	speak	English.	It	wasn’t	good	
but at least I did try my best and made lots of friends 
that I will never forget. 

Now	I	speak	English,	not	 like	a	native	speaker	but	
I try. I understand what my teacher is saying in the 
class.	I	can	ask	questions	if	I	didn’t	get	what	they	were	
teaching.	This	is	success	to	me	because	before	I	couldn’t	
do that. 
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Learning	English
lanG nGuyen, st. Paul

My	name	 is	 Lang	Nguyen.	 I	 am	 from	Vietnam.	My	
family	moved	to	the	U.S.	in	September	1995—I,	my	
husband,	 and	 our	 three	 children	 (one	 daughter	 and	
two	sons).	When	we	first	came	I	didn’t	speak	English.	
I	was	lucky	because	one	Vietnamese	family	lived	in	my	
apartment building. When I lived here about three 
weeks,	 my	 new	 friend	 told	 me,	 “Lang,	 you	 should	
come	to	learn	English	with	me.”	

I	said,	“No,	because	I	don’t	know	English,	I	can’t.”	

She	 said,	 “You	don’t	know	English.	You	will	 learn.	
Okay?”	

After	 I	 went	 with	 her	 for	 two	 weeks	 I	 didn’t	
understand.	I	told	her,	“Tomorrow	I	will	stay	home.”	

She said, “Why?” I did nothing, and at home I never 
slept. 

I	thought,	“We’ll	live	here.	Because	we	never	will	go	
back	to	my	country	I	think	I	will	continue	to	learn.”	

lang nguyen is 70 and originally from Vietnam. 
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The	Secret	House

Many	years	ago,	there	was	a	very	big	house	in	a	thick	jungle.	The	house	
was surrounded by tall trees and there was a waterfall nearby. The place 
was very beautiful and a dream house to live in. Three persons were 
fortunate	enough	to	live	in	that	amazing	house,	a	mother	and	her	two	
little	daughters.	One	servant	commuted	twice	a	week	for	cleaning	and	
other household activities. The servant was living in the village that was 
near	that	jungle.	One	needs	to	cross	a	river	to	enter	into	the	jungle	from	
the village.

One	day	in	the	morning,	when	the	servant	was	walking	towards	the	
house, he found lots of jewelry on the path, which was going towards 
the house. When the servant reached the house, he found the mother 
and one child dead, and her other daughter was missing. The panic 
stricken	servant	immediately	ran	out	of	the	house	and	ran	back	to	the	
village. The villagers tried to find the missing daughter, but they failed.

Five years after that incident, a couple found that house while they 
were hunting animals in the jungle. They decided to renovate it and 
move into that house. When they moved in, the next day, villagers 
found their bodies near the river.

From that day on, no one has lived in that house.

featured author
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Zeal PariKh

Identity
Seeking	for	new	identity,

Here	in	the	States,

I’m	striving	for	my	individuality.

Searching new opportunity,

In so many ways,

I’m	looking	for	some	possibilities.

Coping with my anxiety,

From the first day,

I’m	gulping	strange	locality.

Adopting strange ways of courtesy,

Don’t	know	what	to	say,

I’m	facing	hard	realities.

Blaming	loathing	circumstances,

Yet	everyday,

I’m	hoping	for	serendipity.

Seeking	for	new	identity,

Here	in	the	States,

I’m	striving	for	my	individuality.
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Remembrance
This	piece	of	writing	is	from	my	old	diary	dated	on	February	2,	2014.	On	that	day	I	was	in	Mumbai,	India,	for	
my	visa	application	for	the	USA.	My	fiancé	was	in	the	USA	at	that	time,	and	I	wanted	to	be	with	him	as	soon	
as possible. In the evening I was roaming around the city, and when I sat near the seashore at Churchgate to 
Marine	Drive,	this	is	what	I	felt	at	that	time:

Sitting	on	a	shore,	watching	the	orange,	rippled	water	blending	with	the	sun,	I	started	missing	him	(my	
fiancé).	I	was	looking	at	many	couples	sitting	in	front	of	the	shoreline.	They	were	laughing	and	smiling.	They	
made me remember my first memory with him on the same place where I was sitting, in front of the beautiful 
sea	 beside	 him	holding	 his	 hands.	He	 has	 given	me	 great	memories	 to	 cherish	 and	 beautiful	moments	 as	
memories.

Suddenly	I	saw	a	white	bird	with	a	long	beak.	He	was	also	searching	for	his	partner	to	go	home.	I	smiled	from	
inside	and	thought	everything	in	this	world	signifies	something	positive,	different,	and	in	favor	of	you	when	
you	are	in	love.	He	is	away	from	me.	Here,	on	this	beautiful	seashore,	he	is	not	with	me.	He	is	away,	but	I	can	
feel that he is in me. I am him now.

featured author
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ZEAL PARIKH is	 from	Gujarat,	 India.	 She	moved	 to	 the	United	States	 in	 June	of	
2013.	She	 lived	 in	Michigan	before	moving	to	Minnesota,	and	she	has	recently	moved	to	Rhode	
Island.	Zeal	earned	her	BA	in	Architecture	and	her	MA	in	Art	Design	and	Communication	from	
Centre	for	Environmental	Planning	and	Technology	University	in	Ahmedabad,	Gujarat,	 in	India.	
Zeal	is	multi-talented:	not	only	does	she	speak	three	languages	(Gujarati,	Hindi,	and	English),	she	
also	enjoys	working	with	her	hands.	She	knits,	crochets,	makes	jewelry,	and	she	has	taught	quilling.	
She	would	like	to	thank	this	publication:	“It	really	lifted	my	self-esteem	because,	after	coming	here,	
there	was	no	opportunity	to	express	myself.	I	brought	a	sketchbook	from	my	country,	but	before	this	
I	never	used	it;	but	this	gave	me	the	opportunity	to	scribble.	We	need	some	purpose,	so	this	gave	
me	the	purpose	to	do	it.	So	thank	you	very	much.”	Zeal	is	a	student	at	Adult	Options	in	Education.
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Dreamweaver
tim sPicer, duluth
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wHo i AM
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My Life
yu almeida, minneaPolis 

I	went	 two	times	 to	Arizona	and	Texas.	My	husband	
had	a	vacation.	He	said	we	will	go	to	California	next	
year. We will drive to California. I want more vacation 
time	for	travel.	My	favorite	places	are	the	USA,	Japan,	
Mexico,	Hong	Kong,	China,	and	more.	It	is	good	fun!	
I	am	wise.	My	family	 travels,	but	my	kid	has	 to	 stay	
in	 school,	 and	my	 husband	 has	 work.	 I	 have	 school	
too.	I	want	to	learn	English	and	get	letters	and	I	need	
to communicate through writing with hearing people 
because I am deaf.

I was born in China. When I was 11 years old, I 
moved	to	Hong	Kong	and	lived	there	for	22	years.	My	
family	moved	to	the	USA	on	September	25th,	2001.	I	
did	not	know	America	Sign	Language	and	English	at	
all. I needed to learn America Sign Language. I told my 
sister-in-law.	She	helped	find	a	place	with	deaf	people	
in	school.	Now	I	go	to	school	at	the	Communication	
Services	for	the	Deaf	Adult	Education	program.

Americans say I am sweet, great, nice, chatty, fun, 
and	lots	of	help.	My	friends	say	they	like	to	eat	Chinese	
food.	They	want	me	to	make	Chinese	cooking.	

yu almeida is originally from china.

Coming to America
thuy nGuyen, WorthinGton

My	name	is	Thuy	Nguyen.	I’m	from	Vietnam.	I	came	
to	the	U.S.	 in	2007.	When	I	arrived	 in	America,	 life	
was	very	difficult	for	me.	I	didn’t	know	what	to	do	or	
who	to	talk	to	because	I	didn’t	speak	any	English.

I	 came	 here	 to	 see	 my	 husband.	 I	 don’t	 have	 any	
relatives in Minnesota. It is very cold and snowy here. 
Now	I	live	in	Minnesota	with	my	husband	and	we’ve	
got	two	little	kids.	I	miss	my	big	family	in	Vietnam.	I	
want	to	go	back	to	visit	my	family	in	Vietnam.	I’m	so	
happy to be here!

thuy nguyen is 32 and originally from Vietnam. 

What	Makes	Me	Happy
Priscilla boadi-afoaKWa, st. Paul

There	are	a	lot	of	things	that	make	me	happy	when	I	
do them. Some of those things are as follows: going to 
church,	going	to	work,	hanging	out	with	friends,	and	
talking	with	family	members.	

In the first place, going to church is one of the things 
I	do	that	makes	me	happy.	The	reason	is	that	when	I	go	
to	church	I	get	the	chance	to	talk	to	people	I	have	not	
met	for	a	week	and	also	get	the	chance	to	dance	and	
praise my Lord. 

Secondly,	I	feel	happy	when	I	go	to	work	even	though	
it’s	not	easy	getting	up	early	in	the	morning.	But	when	
I	get	there,	I	feel	happy	working	with	my	residents.	The	
reason	is	that	interacting	with	my	residents	makes	my	
day and prevents me from being bored at most times, 
so	I	enjoyed	going	to	work	and	even	miss	some	of	them	
when	I	am	off	duty.	

Moreover, hanging out with my friends is another 
thing	 I	 do	 that	makes	me	 happy.	The	 reason	 is	 that	
sometimes I feel lonely and bored at home, but when 
I go out with friends and hang around for some time I 
feel	okay	and	that	makes	me	not	to	feel	nostalgic	since	
I	don’t	have	any	family	members	around	here.

The	last	thing	that	makes	me	happy	is	talking	to	my	
family	members	on	the	phone,	and	that	makes	me	feel	
happy as never before because they are the people who 
encourage me in life at all times.

Priscilla boadi-afoakwa is originally from Ghana. 

Untitled
anonymous, minneaPolis

I was born in Somalia. I have a big family. They live in 
Somalia, my mama and five brothers and four sisters. 
I	went	 to	 the	Middle	East	 in	1985,	 then	I	married	a	
smart	man.	I	have	now	five	kids.	Now	there	are	three	
sons and two beautiful daughters. I want all of us to 
be together.
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I Miss My Family
mauricio naVarro, brooKlyn center

When	I	was	19	years	old,	I	left	my	family,	my	town,	my	
country of Mexico. I lived in Los Angeles, California, 
for four years. I was living with my two brothers 
together	 in	a	 small	apartment.	During	 that	 time,	my	
younger brother decided to come to Minnesota with a 
friend. I was sad, but after a year I came to Minnesota 
too.	Now	I	have	lived	here	for	16	years.	I	met	my	wife,	
we got married, and we have three children. They love 
Minnesota.	My	wife	and	I	work	very	hard	to	help	my	
son	to	get	a	career.	He	has	two	years	in	college.	He	is	
working	for	Wells	Fargo	Bank.	School	is	very	expensive,	
but we hope he finishes his career. We hope one day we 
can visit my family in Mexico. I miss my parents. I 
remember when we rode horses around Mexico on our 
farm.	We	worked	very	hard	on	the	farm	to	grow	a	lot	
of vegetables. I miss Mexico.

mauricio navarro is originally from mexico. 

Just	for	a	Moment
miKe sheGstad, minneaPolis

I just live for the moment

I	wake	up	to	see	that	moment

I am happy just to be in that moment

Now	this	moment	must	move	on	to	the	next	moment

Now	this	moment	has	moved	on	

I feel stronger all along

My	name	is	Mike	and	we	all	move	on

mike shegstad is 27 and originally from the usa.

About My Life
raaqiyo Guure, minneaPolis

My	name	is	Raaqiyo	Guure.	I’m	from	Somalia,	and	I	
moved	to	the	United	States	in	2006.	I’ve	almost	lived	
here eight years. I left my country for my own good. 
There were wars, violence, and chaos. People were 
fighting others over something as little as tribes, even 
though	everyone	was	equal	to	one	another.	I	work	at	
an adult day care center at the moment. I love my job 
because	 I	 get	 to	 help	 people	 and	work	with	 friends.	
Everyone	 at	my	 job	 is	 caring	 and	 looks	 out	 for	 one	
another.	They’re	like	my	second	family.	I’m	kind,	and	
a	humble	smile	can	change	how	a	person	looks	at	you.	
I	 think	making	a	good	first	 impression	 is	key.	 I	 tend	
to cooperate and listen to other people. I always want 
to learn. I go to school as often as I can. If I am not 
working	 and	 not	 at	 school,	 I’m	 at	 my	 house	 or	 the	
library	reading	books.	I	love	children.	I’m	kind	towards	
them because they deserve care and love. I always 
wanted	 to	 leave	 my	 mark	 on	 the	 world.	 My	 mom	
raised me well and always taught me to treat others 
well.	Thanks,	everyone.

raaqiyo Guure is originally from somalia.

My Life Story
anonymous, st. Paul

I live in St. Paul. I was married in Chicago, and I have 
four children, two boys and two girls. We are a happy 
family.	My	husband	is	a	good	person;	he	always	takes	
care	of	our	family.	He	pays	our	bills	and	expenses	with	
a	 lot	of	effort.	Also,	my	husband	helps	our	kids	with	
homework	and	plays	with	them	after	school.

My actual life is very busy. In the morning, I go to 
school	to	learn	English.	In	the	afternoon,	I	cook	and	
clean	at	home.	 I	also	 take	care	of	my	kids	with	 their	
activities. In the evening, I serve dinner to my family. 
When	we	finish	dinner,	I	clean	in	the	kitchen.	Then	we	
go to sleep.
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Turns	of	Life
anonymous, eaGan

Twelve	minutes	ago

I	was	prideful,	knew

All plans of my life

																						But	now	.	.	.

The road was too slippery

I	was	busy,	ran	quickly

But	roads	don’t	forgive	

                       Any wrongs

Two	minutes	ago

Shoulder welcome for

I leave all my duty

And	rest	in	junk’s	“hotel”

Road	rage	is	my	gaffe

Repent	of	stupidity

I	listen,	death’s	breath

Emergency	going	away	.	.	.	

Day	by	Day
larry mcclendon, st. cloud

Day	after	day,	I	sit	here	in	this	mess

I have to confess, I am the one

That got me here

I wish just for one day all the pain would just go away

I try to hide all my pain with the dope I do

And tell you what? There is no hope, 

It just hurts that much more when I start coming 
down

Family	and	Home	Life
anonymous, burnsVille

I’m	from	Somalia.	I’ve	lived	in	Minnesota	the	last	nine	
years with my family. I have two boys and a husband. 
My brothers live in another state with their own family. 
Last	October,	 they	 all	 came	 to	Minnesota	 to	 visit.	 I	
cooked	 and	 cleaned	 a	 lot.	 We	 did	 so	 many	 things	
together.	They	visited	us	for	two	weeks	and	then	went	
back	 home	 to	 Seattle,	 Washington.	 We	 had	 a	 great	
time	 every	day.	We	Skyped	our	mom	 in	Kenya,	 and	
she loved it, because we were all together in one place. 
It was a fun time. After they left, I found a job. It was 
a	temporary	job,	but	I	missed	my	school.	It	took	all	of	
my	 time	because	we	got	 started	at	8:00	a.m.	 to	3:00	
p.m.	 It	 was	 hard	 for	me	 because	 it	 takes	my	 school	
time	away.	For	me	now,	 I	 come	back	and	next	 time,	
I’m	going	to	look	for	a	job	on	Friday	and	Saturday	and	
Sunday.	That	will	be	my	goal.	 I	 improve	my	English	
during	the	week	and	work	on	the	weekend.	I’m	really	
happy	to	be	back	at	school	now.

The Secret
claudia hernandeZ, Waite ParK

I	remember	one	day	I	saw	a	program	that	spoke	about	
the	 book	 The Secret.	 This	 book	 is	 about	 the	 law	 of	
attraction, and I found it very interesting. The next 
day	I	was	thinking	positively,	I	said	everything	is	going	
okay,	and	so	it	happened.	I	really	was	shocked	because	
everything went as I had planned. I always came late, 
and that day was an exception because it seemed that 
the lights were always going to be green for me, and I 
arrived early everywhere I went. Actually the children 
that	 day	 didn’t	 fight,	 there	was	 no	mischief,	 and	my	
husband called me to say, “I love you.” Sometimes he 
doesn’t	have	time	to	call	me,	but	that	day	he	did.	Then	
when	I	was	parking	in	front	of	a	store,	somebody	came	
over	to	me	and	gave	me	a	coupon	for	$8	to	spend	in	the	
store, and I just smiled.

I	 thought	 that	 book	was	 right	 because	 you	 attract	
what you want. The mind is very powerful, but also 
I	think	that	is	due	to	the	attitude	of	each	person.	The	
truth is I have good days and bad days, but I always 
think	that	tomorrow	will	be	a	better	day.
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No	Heart
reGinal hooKer

What	the	heck	did	you	really	do,	lost	your	gift,	you	
were	snoozin’

Probably	out	gettin’	high,	hangin’	out	with	some	
losers

See	my	momma	raised	a	genius,	and	I’m	cooler	than	
a cooler

I	ain’t	never	lost	my	mind,	until	I	really	had	to	use	it

See you may have needed space, but what you 
thought	sex	was	gon’	do?

Now	a	king	like	me	been	born,	feeling	the	way	I	feel	
about you

Every	day	and	through	hard	times,	I	seen	Momma	
hurt ‘cause you

So I did whatever to grind, ‘cause success we had to 
pursue

When	she	was	sick,	I	fed	her	soup,	looking	for	you,	
ain’t	have	a	clue

Losin’	my	mind,	wastin’	my	time,	losin’	my	focus,	
thinking	‘bout	you

When Momma needed attention, I reminded her of 
you

I	swear	your	genes	is	so	strong,	I’m	a	different	version	
of you

I’m	so	sure,	absolutely,	positively,	living	through	you

Every	time	she	opens	her	eyes,	it’s	not	me	she	sees	it’s	
you

And	every	time	I	look	in	her	eyes,	I	wish	you	were	
here so things can be cool

And most of the time, I sat by her side, and she told 
me love was for fools

Introduction
suudi osman, minneaPolis

Hey,	my	name	is	Suudi	Mohamed	Osman.	Today	I’ll	
be	talking	a	little	about	myself.	I	was	born	on	January	
27,	1988.	 I	was	born	 in	Kenya.	 I	 lived	 in	Kenya	 for	
13	 years,	 so	 I	 speak	 Somali.	 Thats	 one	 of	 the	 main	
languages	that	Kenyan	people	speak	as	well	as	Swahili	
and	English.	My	nationality	is	Somali,	and	I	love	that	
because	I’m	proud	of	my	culture	and	 language.	Now	
I	 live	 in	 North	 Minneapolis,	 Minnesota.	 I’ve	 been	
in	America	 for	 14	 years,	 and	 I	may	 say	 it’s	 different	
from	 Africa.	 Like,	 for	 example,	 the	 school	 that	 I	
went	to	when	I	came	to	the	United	States.	I	went	to	
a	 school	 called	Edison	High	School.	The	people	 and	
the	teachers	were	so	kind.	My	favorite	school	subjects	
had	to	be	English	and	math.	The	reason	why	is	that	I	
wanted	my	English	to	be	strong	and	my	math	as	well.	
I	 haven’t	 learned	 any	 other	 foreign	 language	 when	 I	
went	 to	Edison	High	School	because	 I	 already	had	a	
lot going on with other things. My favorite hobbies are 
jump	roping,	singing,	and	dancing.	On	my	free	time	
I	 like	 spending	 time	with	my	 family	members	 that	 I	
haven’t	seen	for	a	while.	My	plan	for	the	future	would	
be finishing my education, buying my own house, and 
starting a family of my own.

suudi osman is 28 and origianlly from somalia. 

My Life
sado mohamed, minneaPolis

I	was	born	in	Somalia	in	1983.	I	went	to	a	school	in	
Somalia. I have two children, one boy and one girl. I 
came	to	Minneapolis	 in	2012.	I	am	a	student	now.	I	
didn’t	 speak	English	before	 I	 came	here.	My	country	
has very nice weather. Minnesota has very cold weather. 
I miss my family. I love my family so much. My sister 
is	smart.	My	teachers	help	me.	Thank	you	for	helping,	
teachers. 

sado mohamed is 31 and originally from somalia. 
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It was all I could do

To	run	from	the	pain

Took	a	long	time

But	the	hour	is	near

My eyes are wide open

I’m	seeing	crystal	clear

So	I	finally	look	within

And face the fear in me

I jump into the abyss

And	LOVE	sets	me	FREE

My fears were all illusions

I had created in vain

I turn around and I face them

No	more	running	from	the	pain	

robert coxe is originally from north dakota.

Future	Filmmaker
dustin GonZaleZ, faribault

I,	 Dustin	 Gonzalez,	 am	 immersed	 in	 movies.	 In	
1892	the	Lumière	brothers	 invented	cinematography.	
Georges	Méliès	is	the	pioneer	of	special	effects.	

The early cinema pioneers inspired me to become a 
filmmaker	in	the	future.	Filmmakers	don’t	like	digital	
cinema	because	35	millimeter	film	will	be	forgotten	in	
the future. My film style will be nonlinear narrative, 
special	effects,	and	cinematography	like	a	professional.	
My	dream	is	 to	be	a	cinematographer,	 to	make	shots	
that never existed in the movies before, and to win 
major movie awards.

My	movies	would	end	up	as	masterpieces	like	Stanley	
Kubrick,	Christopher	Nolan,	Quentin	Tarantino,	and	
Alfred	Hitchcock.	I	hope	the	movies	will	exist	 in	the	
future.

dustin Gonzalez is 24 and originally from minnesota.  

Running	From	the	Pain
robert coXe, st. cloud

I	woke	up	this	morning

Had	tears	in	my	eyes

Years	turned	like	pages

Passed me right on by

Fear had my heart

And	wouldn’t	let	it	go

I was afraid of my gift

And refused to let it grow

I	drove	myself	crazy

Went	right	off	the	track

I was up in the clouds

Now	I’m	on	my	way	back

I searched for a way out

I even jumped on a plane

Trying	to	get	away

Running	from	the	pain

It was so long ago

When I first heard the sound

It was blowing in the wind

The walls were coming down

I	couldn’t	let	it	go

Something deep inside

I searched for the secret

A	truth	I	couldn’t	find

I	knew	it	was	crazy

I	knew	it	was	insane
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She was born and brought up in a remote village 
in India in a big, loving family. The village was 
surrounded by nature. The majority of the inhabitants 
used to do farming for their living. They farm rice, 
various vegetables, and some fruits throughout the 
year.	The	farmer’s	market	used	to	set	up	twice	weekly	
in the center of the village. She spent her childhood 
in	 a	 three-storied	 building	 made	 of	 clay,	 wood	 and	
bamboo! There was no electricity that time, and she 
used	 to	 study	 by	 lamp	 or	 lantern	 light.	 Her	 father	
was a teacher, and she was good in her studies too. 
After completing her primary schooling, she came to 
a nearby town for higher education. She was fond of 
music since her childhood, and learnt vocal music from 
her	mother.	To	pursue	her	dream	to	become	a	playback	
singer, she did graduation and masters in Indian Music. 
This phase in her life was quite interesting. She met her 
dearest	one,	who	she	decided	to	walk	alongside	the	rest	
of her life. 

After	 her	 dream	 marriage	 she	 traveled	 to	 North	
America with her husband. It was a thrilling experience 
while	traveling	through	clouds.	She	stayed	in	America’s	
natural state. The first few months, she was scared to 
communicate with people in public places because 
of	language	barrier.	There	was	cultural	difference	too.	
Her	attire	and	appearance	used	to	easily	attract	locals’	
attention. 

While	 life	 was	 taking	 its	 own	 course,	 she	 reached	
to an important junction in her life. She experienced 
motherhood. It changed her life completely. The 
situation	taught	her	many	new	skills	and	gave	invaluable	
experiences.	 While	 she	 was	 busy	 with	 her	 kid,	 she	
started focusing on her musical hobby again. It was 
difficult.	Western	and	Indian	music	are	fundamentally	
different,	but	she	did	not	give	up	and	started	learning.	
In	2013,	she	moved	to	Minneapolis	during	winter.	She	
never imagined winter can be so harsh. She found an 
opportunity	 to	 increase	 her	 English	 skill	 and	 joined	
ESL.	With	help	from	Ruth	Madam,	she	is	progressing	
well	to	meet	her	destiny.	Thank	you	for	your	patience	
to	read	through	my	journeys.	I	am	Dolan,	wishing	you	
a very happy and prosperous new year.

dolan Pahari is originally from india.

Fight Against the Wind 
and Win
maria PereZ, monticello

I separated from my husband when my baby girl was 
four months old. My husband and his family were very 
untidy and dirty. They used bad language. My life was 
not easy because I had to move from Guadalajara, or 
my	 husband	 and	 his	 family	 would	 have	 taken	 away	
my baby to another city. I went to the bus station 
and	looked	at	the	map.	Where	am	I	to	go?	More	and	
more distance from Guadalajara. Chihuahua was very 
good—close	to	the	United	States.	Go	to	Chihuahua.

I confronted big problems in Chihuahua—no 
house, no family, and little money. I needed a home 
and	work.	Only	family	at	the	church	helped	my	baby	
and	 me.	Two	 weekends	 later,	 I	 got	 my	 first	 work—
cleaning	 and	 cooking	 in	 a	house	 for	one	 family.	The	
family	paid	for	my	work	and	house	for	my	baby	and	
me.	One	year	later,	I	got	work	in	photography.	Before	
in	Guadalajara,	I	worked	in	photography	for	14	years.	
But,	 in	Chihuahua	 no	 good	 pay.	 Six	 years	 later,	my	
new	work	was	 in	 the	 government—the	 office	 to	 pay	
the	teachers	for	schools	in	64	little	cities.

My	daughter	came	to	the	United	States	to	study	seminary	
when	she	was	18	years	old	with	formal	papers.	I	lived	in	
Chihuahua	and	worked	for	the	government	at	this	time.

I’ve	been	 a	 resident	of	 the	United	States	 for	 about	
nine	 years.	 I’ve	 studied	 English	 for	 more	 than	 two	
years.	I	like	to	live	here	for	me	and	my	family.	I’d	like	
my	citizenship.	Nowadays,	my	daughter	and	her	family	
are	living	in	California.	I’m	very,	very	happy.

maria Perez is originally from mexico.

Life	is	a	Never-Ending	
Journey
dolan Pahari, Plymouth

Today	 I	will	 introduce	you	 to	 a	 sweet,	 innocent	girl.	
She is riding a fantastic journey in her life, and I will 
narrate her multicultural experience through her eyes. 
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Short	Story	of	Morka	
Dikale
morKa diKale hamso, st. Paul

I	am	from	father	Dikale	Hamso,	mother	Hawo	Mino.	
I	was	born	on	February	20,	1953.	 I	 learned	 some	 in	
Ethiopia.	I	lived	in	Ethiopia	from	1997	to	2005.	For	
long	years,	I	worked	in	the	government	in	the	city	of	
Shashamane.	In	2006,	I	came	to	America.	I	came	with	
my daughter. My daughter is a very good student. She 
works.	I	am	living	in	a	house	with	my	daughter.

morka dikale hamso is 61 and originally from 
ethiopia.

My	Story	of	Dreams	and	
Misses	and	Hope
naimo hirsi, minneaPolis

I was born in Somalia. I went to school in Somalia. I 
came	to	America	in	2010.	I	miss	Atlanta	because	that	
is the first place I came. Then I moved to Wisconsin 
in	 2013.	 I	 moved	 to	 Minnesota	 in	 2014	 with	 my	
husband. I miss my family and my grandmother. I miss 
my country and neighbors and weather.  

I have five boys, and they are beautiful. I hope my 
children will be good boys. I hope I will be a good 
mother and my husband will be a good father. I wish 
for	a	baby	girl,	after	three	years,	inshallah	(God	willing),	
because my first boy wants a baby girl.   

I have five brothers and eight sisters. I miss my sisters 
and	brothers.	They	are	in	Kenya,	Somalia,	and	Europe.	
Only	I	am	in	America.	I	dream	of	my	sisters,	brothers,	
grandmother, weather, and neighbors.  

I	learn	English	because	it	is	an	international	language.	

naimo hirsi is 26 and originally from somalia.

This Is My Story
fredy aleJandra hueZo Garcia, st. Paul

My name is Fredy Alejandro Garcia. I live in St. Paul, 
Minnesota.	 I	 like	 going	 to	 school.	 This	 morning,	
I	 worked	 in	 the	 Shuang	Hur	 store.	 After,	 I	 came	 to	
school.	For	me,	it	is	very	interesting	to	learn	English.	I	
know	sometimes	I	don’t	understand	the	teacher	when	
she	writes	an	example.	I	think	that	is	funny!

fredy alejandra huezo Garcia is 22 and originally 
from el salvador.

My	Name	Is	Zem	Zem
Zem Zem bulte, st. Paul

My	 name	 is	 Zem	 Zem	 Bulte.	 I	 am	 from	 Ethiopia.	
I	was	born	 in	1948.	 I	 am	66	years	old.	 I	have	 seven	
children,	four	boys	and	three	girls.	I	came	to	the	USA	
on	October	3,	2013.	I	have	been	here	for	one	year	and	
four	months.	I	am	so	happy	to	live	in	the	USA	in	St.	
Paul, Minnesota.

Zem Zem bulte is 66 and originally from ethiopia.

Me
habibo lohos, st. Paul

I am a mother, student, and nice woman.  

I	like	to	speak	English.	I	am	a	hard-worker.

I	hate	winter.	I	like	summer.	I	hate	cold-weather.	I	like	
children.	I	hate	snakes.	

I am happy.

I	like	my	school.	I	like	tea.	I	like	healthy	food.

habibo lohos is 45 and originally from somalia.
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My Story
anonymous, minneaPolis 

I am coming to class. I am happy. I have a good class. I 
am	from	Somalia.	I	came	to	the	United	States	in	2012.	
I	came	with	my	family.	 I	came	on	an	airplane.	 I	 like	
Minneapolis.

Spray Paint
marcus barshaW, st. cloud

The	magic	touch	of	an	artist’s	brush—shook	up—in	
the	rattle	cans	I	clutch—took	off	in	aerosol	clouds	
for	a	month—a	cough,	I	couldn’t	clear	my	lungs—
enough—color	to	make	it	run.	I’m	more	fun	than	the	
rest	of	you—you	want	me	shunned.	No	one	has	ever	
believed in me once—until I was done.

Smile	Now	Cry	Later
adam reilly / atom, saGinaW
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My	Dream	and	My	
Hopes
fadumo Gelle, minneaPolis

My	name	 is	Fadumo.	 I	 came	 to	Minnesota	 in	2007.	
I have one daughter. She was born in Minnesota. I 
go	to	school	four	days	a	week	and	I	work	three	days:	
Friday, Saturday, and Sunday. The reason I am doing 
all	 that	hard	work	 is	 I	want	 to	have	a	better	 life	and	
better future because I have more responsibility to all 
my	family,	my	kids,	and	others	who	need	my	help.		

So	 you	 know	 where	 I	 come	 from?	 I	 came	 from	
Somalia.	 My	 country	 has	 civil	 war,	 no	 work,	 not	
safe,	no	school.	Life	is	difficult.	That’s	why	I	came	to	
America. 

My dream is to be a doctor. I want to help the 
children around the world.

fadumo Gelle is 24 and originally from somalia.

Tuyet	in	America
tuyet bice, minneaPolis

My	name	is	Tuyet.	I	am	from	Vietnam.	I	came	to	the	
United	States	in	March	2003.	I	live	in	Minnesota.	The	
weather	 can	 be	 very	 cold.	 I	 really	 like	 the	 people	 in	
Minnesota. They are very friendly. I go to school four 
days	a	week.	My	teacher,	Sheri,	is	very	nice	and	helps	
me	with	my	work.	I	always	try	my	best	to	learn,	even	
when	the	English	can	be	difficult,	because	my	teacher	
is so encouraging. 

I	 like	 to	 watch	 TV	 everyday,	 so	 I	 can	 learn	 new	
words. I am married to my husband, and I have one 
eleven-year-old	 daughter	 who	 is	 in	 the	 fifth	 grade.	
We enjoy watching movies, playing games, and going 
shopping together. 

When	I’m	done	with	school,	I	would	like	to	get	a	job	
and have money to visit the country I grew up in. And 
I’m	happy	that	I	have	a	nice	family.	

tuyet bice is 43 and originally from Vietnam.

My Life
Kadra Karieh, minneaPolis

My	name	is	Kadra.	I	was	born	in	Somalia.	I	moved	to	
America	 in	2013.	 I	 came	 to	Missouri,	 then	 I	moved	
to	Minnesota.	 I	 like	Minnesota	because	 I’m	with	my	
family. I have seven children. I have two brothers, and 
I have five sisters. 

I	 go	 to	 school	 for	 the	first	 time	 in	America.	 I	 like	
school.

Kadra Karieh is 34 and originally from somalia.

Whiteface
Joe tynJala,  aurora

I am from the woods

From trees and water

I am quiet at night

And bustling by day

I am cold in winter

And warm during the day

Joe tynjala is 20 and originally from the usa.

My Life
faduma ali, oWatonna

My name is Faduma Ali. I was born in Somalia, but 
I came from Syria. After I came from Syria, I settled 
in Atlanta, Georgia. I lived in Georgia for about six 
months. I moved to Minnesota and I got married and I 
had	a	child	in	2001.	I	have	two	sisters	and	a	niece	who	
live	with	me.	I	have	lived	in	Minnesota	for	14	years.	I	
wish	to	learn	English	well.	My	goal	is	to	get	a	GED.

faduma ali is originally from somalia.
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Grateful
aleXandra rodriGueZ, st. louis ParK

I	 thank	God	 for	 the	opportunity	he	has	given	me	 to	
reinvent my life. When I was young, I dreamed of 
being	 a	UNESCO	Goodwill	Ambassador	 to	 create	 a	
culture of peace, tolerance, education, and human 
rights. For years I studied: laws, codes of social conduct, 
world history, oratory, etiquette and protocol, ancient 
cultures, political ideas, war, and peace. I wanted to 
support people in building bridges of peace, love, and 
respect for ethnic and cultural diversity. I am not the 
Goodwill Ambassador I expected to be. There were 
other missions to accomplish, other bridges to build. 
I	 have	 lived	 in	 the	 United	 States	 for	 the	 last	 nine	
years, a land of blessings and freedoms, where dreams 
come	true.	 I	can’t	be	 the	 representative	of	UNESCO	
I want to be, but I can be a dignified representative 
of	my	country,	the	Dominican	Republic.	This	country	
welcomes	and	protects	citizens	of	the	world	regardless	
of	origin,	creed,	race,	color,	language,	or	culture.	Here,	
now, I can be the ambassador I wanted to be, but with all 
my immigrant brothers and sisters. I can support them 
through	extending	a	hand	without	asking	anything	in	
return,	a	smile	of	solidarity,	a	look	of	empathy,	timely	
information, and a word of commendation. We, 
citizens	of	 the	world	 in	 this	nation,	are	a	monolithic	
unit	 that	 seeks	 peace	 and	 progress	 for	mankind.	We	
are	 all	 ambassadors	of	 goodwill	 and	 that’s	more	 than	
enough	to	be	thankful	and	feel	gratitude.

alexandra rodriguez is 55 and originally from the 
dominican republic.

Coming to America
mu hah, fulda

My	family	is	happy.	I	like	American	school.	My	boys	
like	to	go	to	the	school.	I	like	my	American	food.	My	
friends	are	good.	 I	 like	Fulda.	My	grandmother	 likes	
America.	I	like	my	teacher.	My	family	is	good	and	my	
teacher is good.

My Life
alia Waday, minneaPolis

My name is Alia. I have a big family. We are 11 sisters 
and one brother. I am the first child in my family. I 
came	 from	 Ethiopia,	 from	 a	 city	 called	 Dire	 Dawa.	
It’s	on	the	east	coast	of	the	Harar	region.	I	arrived	in	
America	with	a	fiancé	visa	to	join	my	husband	around	
1999.

Before	I	came	to	Minnesota,	we	lived	in	Philadelphia.	
We	 came	 to	 Minnesota	 in	 2012.	 I	 love	 living	 in	
Minnesota.	It’s	as	tough	as	Philadelphia.

I	am	a	married	mom	with	five	kids.	I	have	four	boys	
and	a	daughter.	Now	I	am	ready	to	start	my	education	
because	my	kids	are	grown	up.

alia Waday is 41 and originally from ethiopia. 

Stories About Me
fatuma ahmed, minneaPolis

My	 name	 is	 Fatuma.	 I	 live	 in	 the	 United	 States	 of	
America, the state of Minnesota, and the city of 
Minneapolis.	 I	 came	 from	 Somalia	 to	 the	 Kakuma	
Refugee	 Camp	 in	 Kenya.	 I	 have	 lived	 in	 America	
for	 eight	 months.	 The	 USA	 is	 the	 best	 country	 in	
the	world.	 I	 like	my	 second	 country.	 If	my	 sentence	
is	wrong	or	 correct,	 I	don’t	know	because	 I’m	a	new	
student in the school. Please excuse me. Can you see 
my story is finished? This is my information.

fatuma ahmed is 46 and originally from somalia. 

About Me
umer ali badane, st. Paul 

My	name	is	Umer	Ali	Badane.	I	walk	every	day	around	
the	Como	lake.	I	am	from	Ethiopia.	I	came	to	the	USA	
in	2004.

umer ali badane is 71 and originally from ethiopia.
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I Am From
ah mu taW, st. Paul

I am from ordinary weather

I am from sharing rice equally

I	am	from	where	water	needs	to	boil	first	to	take	a	
bath

I am from the feel of comfy

ah mu taw is originally from thailand. 

Untitled
eh sar, st. Paul

I	am	Karen	Girl

I wonder why my life is hard

I	hear	people	are	talking

I want to be a good student

I	pretend	like	I	was	a	math	teacher

I	feel	like	I’m	hurting	my	family

I worry about my life

I cry when I miss my old best friends

I	say	that	one	day	I	will	go	back	to	my	country

I dream that I want to be a math teacher

I try hard at my classes

I	hope	I	will	go	back	to	my	country	where	I	was	born

eh sar is originally from myanmar. 

My	Background
roda adam, minneaPolis

I	am	from	Somalia.	 I	went	 in	1997	to	Abu	Dhabi.	 I	
went	to	school	 in	Abu	Dhabi.	Then	my	dreams	were	
to get a diploma and get a job. Then I moved again to 
Minnesota	in	2004.

roda adam is 32 and originally from somalia.

My	Journey	to	Minnesota
ali salah, minneaPolis

I am Ali. I came from Somalia. I was born in Mogadishu 
city.	After	that,	I	graduated	high	school.	I	like	my	home	
country	because	the	weather	 is	mild.	It’s	not	hot	and	
humid.	It’s	not	cold	and	snowy.

Since	 1991,	 Somalia	 has	 not	 had	 a	 government.	
When	 the	 government	 fell,	 I	went	 to	Kenya.	 I	 lived	
many	years	in	the	Kakuma	Refugee	Camp.	When	I	was	
in	Kakuma,	I	got	resettlement	to	the	USA.

My family and I came to Minnesota and we live in 
Minneapolis. The Minnesota weather is good, except in 
the winter because it is dangerous. Summer is beautiful 
because all the trees are green. Fall is beautiful because 
the trees are many colors.

ali salah is 50 and originally from somalia.

Boston
haWo abdulle, minneaPolis

In1996	when	I	came	in	the	United	States,	it	was	very	
important for me because I got a good job. At that time 
I	came	from	Kenya	to	Boston	with	my	family.	We	got	a	
good life and a safe place to live and we felt proud. First 
of	all,	the	children	went	to	go	to	school	to	learn	English,	
but	the	adults	went	to	work	and	learned	English	too,	
afternoon or at night. Sometimes we needed to go 
shopping	and	washing	clothes	and	preparing	breakfast	
or lunch or dinner. When I was doing what I wanted I 
felt better about myself. At that time in our life it was 
very important to come to America because we got a 
good job and a better place to live. At that time and 
today	I’m	a	different	person	because	today	I	don’t	feel	
scared or lonely, and I can go any where I want. If I 
need	to	go	shopping	I	can	do	it.	But	before	I	couldn’t.	
Now	 I	 know	 everything	 without	 asking	 help.	 That’s	
why	I	am	different	before	we	were	in	our	country.

hawo abdulle is originally from somalia. 
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This Is My Life
rafaela de barrera, minneaPolis 

My	 name	 is	 Rafaela.	 I	 was	 born	 in	 Saucillo	 in	
Chihuahua,	 Mexico,	 in	 1950.	 I	 grew	 up	 in	 Juarez,	
Mexico. I lived with my brothers and sisters, mother, 
and father. I went to primary school for six years. My 
first	 job	was	 in	a	 factory.	Next,	 I	worked	 in	a	beauty	
shop for three years, and then I got a diploma and 
became	a	nurse	for	14	years.

I	moved	from	Mexico	to	the	U.S.	in	2004.	I	worked	
in	a	Levi	jeans	factory	in	El	Paso,	Texas,	for	two	years.	
I came to Minnesota and did assembly in another 
factory.	I	live	in	Minneapolis	with	my	husband	Ramon	
and	my	son	Jesus.	I	want	to	learn	to	read,	speak,	and	
write	in	English,	and	I	will	work	hard.

For fun, I go shopping for my family at the store. 
And	I	like	to	cook!	This	history	is	young	and	old.

rafaela de barrera is 64 and originally from mexico. 

The Story of My Life
dora anGelica cameos, minneaPolis 

My	 name	 is	 Dora	 Angelica	 Cameos.	 I	 was	 born	 in	
December	of	1980	in	the	Mexican	state	of	Morelos.	I	
grew up in Morelos for 15 years, then I moved with my 
family	to	Mexico	City	for	10	years	more.	My	family	is	
big,	but	I	have	only	one	older	brother.	He	is	three	years	
and one month older. I played with him all the time. 
He	cares	for	me	so	much.	I	love	my	brother.		

I have one handsome boy—his name is Isaac, and I 
want one more baby. As for my education, I finished 
high	school	in	Mexico,	and	now	I’m	learning	English.	
I	 moved	 to	 the	 state	 of	 Minnesota	 in	 2005	 when	 I	
married	 my	 husband.	 I	 worked	 for	 three	 years	 in	 a	
bakery	in	Chaska.

I	like	to	go	to	Zumba.	I	like	to	cook	cupcakes,	and	
I	knit	and	crochet	hats,	mittens,	and	more.	My	future	
plan is to open my own sewing business.

dora angelica cameos is 34 and originally from 
mexico. 

Memories of My 
Childhood
shenG yanG, st. Paul

When	I	was	young,	I	experienced	poverty.	Nobody	gave	
me a dollar to buy the clothes and shoes I needed. I also 
lacked	education	and	parenting,	so	I	felt	very	sorrowful	
in my childhood. I always hoped that one day I would 
have the education I craved, the car I wanted, and a 
good	job.	I	always	wished	that	I	didn’t	have	to	work,	
but	 I	 knew	 that	wherever	we	 lived,	 we	 had	 to	work	
hard	so	we	wouldn’t	desire	what	others	had.

When	I	was	born	in	1989	in	a	small	village	in	Laos,	
I was the seventh child in my family. When I was three, 
my parents got divorced. My sisters and I lived with my 
mom,	and	my	brother	lived	with	my	dad.	Because	our	
siblings were separated from one another, we missed 
each other very much. In addition, we went to live with 
my	older	sister	and	brother-in-law	not	so	far	from	my	
old village. Life without a father was very hard because 
there	was	no	one	who	helped,	and	people	didn’t	respect	
us.	My	mom	and	I	walked	about	two	hours	every	day	
to	get	to	the	farm.	I	was	always	very	exhausted.	Every	
day I just went to the farm and came home. There was 
no time to go to school, no time to play, and no time 
to	shop	like	other	girls.

In	1999	 I	finally	 started	 school	 in	my	 community	
and	had	some	good	friends.	Every	day	after	school	and	
even	during	break	time,	though,	I	had	to	take	care	of	
our	cow	and	the	buffalo.	I	worked	hard	in	school,	too.	
I was never absent because I hoped education would 
help me reach my goal of a better future. Seven years 
later, I left school because my sister got married, and 
my	mom	didn’t	have	money	to	support	me	continuing	
to the next level.

Finally,	I	met	my	husband	in	2008.	He	was	a	lovely	
man	and	older	than	me,	but	I	knew	he	was	capable	of	
loving	me.	I	married	him	and	in	2009	came	to	the	U.S.,	
this peaceful country where I could go to school again. 
I want my descendants to remember that wherever 
we	 lived,	we	 had	 to	work	 hard.	We	 understood	 that	
education	was	the	key	that	opened	the	door	to	a	better	
future. Lastly, remember to be a good person so in the 
end you can receive something good.

sheng yang is 25 and originally from laos. 
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The	Dawn	of	Recovery	Is	
Here
hylton dacre, st. Paul

As I arise this morning

I open my window and I let in the dawn

For so long I wanted to live in the shadows . . .

Preferred	to	lurk	in	darkness

Rather	than	face	the	light	of	truth

For	so	long	I’ve	been

Afraid to find out who I am

I	now	know	that	no	matter	what	happens

I	can’t	go	back	and	live	in	the	darkness	again

For so long I held in my feelings and

Blocked	my	natural	self-expression

Never	again	will	I	go	back	to	that	kind	of	existence

My needs are real and deserve my attention

I need to be touched, to be loved, to be listened to 
and cared for

And how do I get my needs met?

By	speaking	words	I’ve	never	spoken

Words	like	.	.	.	I	am,	I	need,	I	feel	are	now	part	of	my	
vocabulary at last

I	walk	into	the	dawn	of	recovery	and	celebrate	my	life

hylton dacre is 68 and originally from Jamaica. 

My	Life	History
yasin hassan, minneaPolis

My	name	is	Yasin.	I	was	born	in	Mogadishu	in	1989.	
My family is eight people, one sister and seven brothers. 
I	moved	to	Kenya	in	2014.	I	am	a	good	worker.	I	plan	
to	be	a	doctor.	 I	 am	educated	 in	English.	 I	have	five	
children.	For	fun,	I	like	to	play	soccer.

yasin hassan is 26 and originally from somalia. 

My	Name	Is	Hussein	
Mohamed
hussein mohamed, minneaPolis 

My	 name	 is	 Mr.	 Hussein	 Mohamed.	 I	 was	 born	 in	
Mogadishu,	 Somalia,	 in	 1950.	 I	 grew	up	 in	 Somalia	
with	 a	 big	 family	 of	 around	20	people.	 I	 started	my	
education at around seven years old and continued 
until I finished high school. Then I got a scholarship 
to	 study	 outside	 the	 country.	 I	 went	 to	 Russia	 and	
attended	the	university,	and	I	graduated	there	in	1982.	
Then I taught auto mechanics at the technical institute 
in	 Odessa	 for	 five	 years.	 I	 speak	 Somali,	 Russian,	
Arabic,	a	little	Urdu,	and	some	English.

I	worked	in	the	United	Arab	Emirates	for	10	years	
and	in	Kenya	for	one	and	a	half	years.	When	I	returned	
to	Somalia,	I	worked	at	the	Ministry	of	Education	and	
the Ministry of Labour and Sports. After several wars 
in	Somalia,	I	moved	to	the	U.S.	in	2013.

hussein mohamed is 64 and originally from somalia. 

About Me
ZuleiKa abdi, st. Paul

My	name	is	Zuleika	Abdi.	I	am	from	Ethiopia.	I	came	
to	the	USA	on	May	15,	2013.	I	am	a	mother.	I	have	
four	kids,	two	boys	and	two	girls.

Zuleika abdi is 38 and originally from ethiopia.
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I Came for Freedom
sadiyah nuru, minneaPolis

My	name	is	Sadiya.	I	was	born	in	Ethiopia.	I	wanted	to	
go	to	America.	I	came	to	America	in	2006	for	freedom.	
I	 did	 not	 go	 to	 school	 in	 Ethiopia.	 I	 need	 to	 go	 to	
school	 in	America.	 I	need	 to	 speak	English	 and	 read	
and write. 

I	 miss	 my	 country.	 I	 like	 my	 family.	 I	 have	 one	
brother	and	three	sisters.	They	live	in	Ethiopia.	

I	like	Minnesota.	I	have	six	children,	three	boys	and	
three girls.

sadiyah nuru is 60 and originally from ethiopia. 

Who I Am
nimo ahmed, st. Paul

My	name	is	Nima.	I	am	from	Djibouti.	I	came	to	the	
United	States	on	November	12,	2012.	 I	didn’t	know	
that	it’s	going	to	be	cold	like	this,	plus	I	didn’t	know	the	
language.	All	I	knew	was	“hi”	and	“bye.”

I felt empty. My brother was the only one who could 
speak	English.	But	then	I	met	a	women.	Her	name	was	
Mary	Helen.	She	lives	in	Atlanta	now.	She	helped	me	a	
lot	with	my	English	and	everything	that	I	needed.	She	
taught	me	how	to	go	shopping	and	stuff.

My	life	in	Djibouti	was	very	different.	I	used	not	to	
go	to	school.	But	now	that	I	am	in	a	different	country,	
I	realized	that	I	have	to	bring	myself	up.	My	family	is	
back	in	Djibouti.

I am really proud of the teachers, family, and friends 
who	helped	me	a	lot.	Especially,	thanks	to	Mary	Helen.

nimo ahmed is originally from djibouti. 

The	Very	Dangerous	
Escape
fatouma mohamed, minneaPolis 

I	am	Fatouma.	I	came	to	America	in	1999.	My	children	
grew up in America. They are going to school and they 
are	working.	I	also	am	working.	I	go	to	school.	I	am	
speaking	English.	I	am	very	happy	now.	I	have	a	good	
life	but	I	need	to	see	my	friends.	I	don’t	have	any	family	
because I lost my mother and father.

fatouma mohamed is 57 and originally from somalia. 

Moving for 
Opportunities	
teidy ochoa, minneaPolis 

I am from Mexico. I moved to Minneapolis for more 
opportunities for jobs. I have one daughter. She is nine 
years old. I am divorced. My family lives in Mexico. 
I	 live	 here	 with	 friends.	 I	 work	 in	 a	 clinic	 in	 the	
office.	 I	 am	happy	here	with	work	and	 school.	 I	 like	
Minneapolis, Minnesota.

teidy ochoa is 30 and originally from mexico. 

My	Background
farhia Wehelie, minneaPolis

I am from Somalia. I was born in Mogadishu. I grew 
up	in	my	motherland.	I	came	to	Kenya	in	2009,	and	I	
was	married.	I	lived	in	Kenya	three	years,	then	I	came	
to	 the	 United	 States.	 My	 family	 and	 I	 are	 living	 in	
Minneapolis now. I have six brothers and one sister. I 
have two children and a lot of friends.  

I always dream of my brothers and one sister who 
lives	in	Europe,	so	I	can	vist	them	if	Allah	wishes.

farhia Wehelie is 30 and originally from somalia. 
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My	Journey
lun Pi, st, Paul

I	 was	 born	 in	 Burma.	 I	 grew	 up	with	my	 grandma.	
I moved to Malaysia with my sister. I met a lot of 
hard times without my parents. It was my first time 
to do everything without any other people. I am the 
youngest one in my family, even in grandchildren. So, 
I always follow one of my elders in the family. When I 
arrived in Malaysia, my youngest life was over. I had to 
do	by	myself.	I	started	to	work	in	laundry.	I	spent	three	
years	in	Malaysia.	I	didn’t	study	anything	in	Malaysia	
because	 I	 had	 to	 work	 for	 food	 and	 a	 place	 to	 live.	
Finally, I arrived in America. I have a chance to study 
again. 

lun Pi is originally from burma. 

I Am Poem
dah moo, st. Paul

I am from strong women wise at the future

I	wonder	knowledge	is	powerful

I hear the wind blow to my ears

I want to become a caterpillar out of my shell

I am from strong women wise at the future

I pretend to be an adult

I	feel	like	a	little	kid

I touch myself as mature

I cry in my room without reason

I pretend to be an adult

dah moo is originally from thailand. 

Somewhere	Only	I	Know
ah taW, st. Paul

I am from a massive pot, clay filled with fresh water

From	colorful	mats	for	the	comfort	and	rattan	basket

Where fruits and veggies were stored

I am from a big house made with hard and durable 
woods

Where	you	could	feel	the	walls	that	are	like	woven	
fabric

I am from the wildflowers, coconut trees, mango trees, 
and banana trees

I	am	from	waking	up	early	in	the	morning

And marching down to the garden with my mom

And from every Sunday going to Sunday school and 
church

Until	the	sun	goes	down	and	daylight	disappears

I	am	from	flat	ground	and	green	land	called	Teetao

Where you could hear the softness of water running 
in a big river

I am from a place where I still have nostalgia of my 
childhood

A	Dream
aleXandra GonZaleZ, minneaPolis

I feel the world fly each time that it goes on. I see the 
Earth	still	the	same	before	the	time	is	going	to	change	
around	me.	But	this	is	just	a	dream;	it	is	just	a	lie;	so	
many	people	have	to	say	goodbye.	You	need	to	wake	
up to leave.

alexandra Gonzalez is 20 and originally from ecuador. 
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My	Name	Is	Luz
luZ maria cantres morales, minneaPolis

I	 was	 born	 in	 Puerto	 Rico.	 I	 came	 to	Minnesota	 in	
2000.	I	worked	two	jobs,	one	in	the	morning	and	one	
at	night.	I	am	a	hard	worker,	but	I	have	two	sons	and	
one daughter. I have three brothers and two sisters. I 
have one brother in Minnesota. I need to learn writing, 
reading,	 and	 speaking	 English.	 I	 miss	 my	 family	 so	
much.

luz maria cantres morales is 65 and originally from 
Puerto rico 

Deaf	Can
anonymous, oWatonna

I have experienced what I see through my life, since 
I learn my vision through hearing people and deaf 
people,	hearing	people’s	perception	and	misconception	
about	what	deaf	 can’t	do	 like	hearing	people.	 I	 learn	
what	I	see	myself,	that	I	can	do	like	hearing	people.	So,	
we	cannot	let	hearing	people	oppress	us.	Deaf	people	
are successful in jobs and careers. I strongly believe that 
deaf	 can	 do	 it.	Don’t	 let	 hearing	 people	 tell	 us	what	
we	can’t	do!	Say,	“Yes,	 I	 can,”	and	 stand	up	 for	what	
you	believe	in.	You	can	do	it.	My	point	of	view	is	that	
hearing	 people	 tend	 to	 think	 the	 deaf,	 like	 me,	 are	
not	capable,	not	like	them	in	the	hearing	world.	In	a	
realistic	world,	deaf	can	do	it	like	in	the	hearing	world.	
Therefore,	the	deaf	surely	can,	just	like	hearing	people.	
Deaf	can	do	it!	I’m	proud	of	being	a	deaf	person	who	
stands	up	for	what	they	believe	in,	themselves.	That’s	
my	bottom	line,	“Deaf	can.”

My Life in Minnesota
leticia caZales saldiVar, minneaPolis

My name is Lety. I am from Mexico. I live in 
Minneapolis. I am married, and I have four children, 
three girls and one boy. I have many dreams for my 
family to have a better life and job, and for my children 
to	have	better	opportunities	to	study.	I	like	Minnesota.	
My	life	is	better.	I	am	a	student	that	studies	English	at	
Santo	Rosario.	I	am	happy	here.

leticia cazales saldivar is originally from mexico. 

God Put It in Me
shirley milon, minneaPolis

God put it in me

God gave me a life for me

God plan a life for me

God	wake	me	up	from	things	around	me

God	look	my	way,	said	I	put	it	in	your	hand

Lean on me. Lean on me.

I gave you life and love and peace

Thank	you	Jesus	for	loving	me

God put it in me

I gave you life and love and peace

You	put	me	in	the	step	to	saying	thank	you	Jesus

Thank	you	Jesus

You	open	my	heart.	Love	me.

Put it in me God, put freedom in me to love you 
more

Thank	you,	thank	you	Lord

shirley milon is 59 and originally from the usa. 
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How	I	Solved	a	Problem
When I was younger growing	up	in	Japan,	I	hated	studying	English	so	much.	English	is	very	different	from	my	
native	language	grammatically	and	has	different	writing	and	pronunciation.	My	first	time	studying	English	was	
when	I	was	in	sixth	grade.	I	was	really	interested	in	the	beginning.	However,	the	class	was	way	more	boring	than	
I	thought.	I	was	disappointed	that	we	didn’t	practice	speaking	English.	I	wanted	to	have	a	native	English	teacher.	
Instead	I	was	shocked	that	the	teacher	was	Japanese,	so	her	speaking	was	Japanese-English.	My	expectations	
were too high. And also, everyone who tried to pronounce words correctly got laughed at by other students. 
Because	of	this,	I	was	reluctant	to	read	and	speak.	At	the	time,	I	never	imagined	about	studying	abroad	or	going	
to	live	in	other	countries.	Likewise,	in	Japan,	there	is	no	necessity	nor	are	there	many	opportunities	to	speak	
English.	In	addition,	I	wasn’t	serious	about	learning	a	second	language.	In	my	country,	studying	English	is	more	
focused	on	tests,	such	as	the	TOEFL	(Test	of	English	as	a	Foreign	Language)	or	TOEIC	(Test	of	English	for	
International	Communication)	tests,	and	getting	ahead	in	school	rather	than	speaking	and	communicating.	I’d	
rather	study	conversation	in	English	than	get	good	scores	on	paper	exams.	

However,	 around	 the	 same	 time,	 I	 started	 listening	 to	 rock	music	 from	Europe	 and	 the	U.S. My mom 
listened	to	rock	music	from	the	 ‘70s	and	‘80s,	 like	the	Carpenters	and	the	Beatles.	My	older	brother	 loved	
listening to American music, too. I would listen to my radio in my bedroom. My brother and I shared a love of 
American	music.	My	friends	listened	to	only	Japanese	pop	music.	On	the	other	hand,	I	was	not	interested	in	it	
at	all.	I	was	listening	to	English	songs	every	night	from	the	radio	no	matter	how	old	they	were.	

I	couldn’t	understand	the	lyrics	without	translations,	but	even	though	I	didn’t	understand,	I	kept	listening	
because	I	loved	the	sounds	of	words.	Most	sounds	in	English	do	not	even	exist	in	Japanese,	and	all	these	new	
sounds were interesting and exciting. I	was	obsessed	with	the	English	pronunciation.	How	can	I	speak	like	
that? At the same time, I	started	thinking	that	I	wanted	to	know	the	meanings	without	translations,	so	I	began	
looking	up	the	meanings	of	the	lyrics	in	the	dictionary.	I	never	told	anybody	I	wanted	to	speak	English	well.	
It	was	just	my	secret.	I	didn’t	want	to	appear	different	from	my	friends.	I	was	afraid	to	be	alone.	So,	I	studied	
in secret. 

First,	I	tried	to	improve	my	listening	skill.	I	had	repeated	the	same	song	over	and	over	without	reading	the	
English	lyrics,	and	tried	to	sing	along.	After	a	while	of	listening	and	singing,	I	caught	many	words,	though	I	still	
didn’t	know	the	meaning.	This	was	only	to	get	the	sounds	and	become	used	to	listening	in	English.

The	next	step	I	tried	was	checking	the	English	lyrics	and	comparing	them	with	the	sounds	I	caught.	Many	
times	in	English,	people	pronounce	two	words	as	one,	like	“wanna”	instead	of	“want	to.”	I	found	a	lot	of	similar	
types of pronunciations, which was helpful later when I studied conversation and pronunciation. Lastly, I 
verified	the	meaning	of	the	lyrics	using	Japanese	translations	and	dictionaries.	Sometimes	I	was	surprised	after	
I	discovered	the	meaning	of	the	songs.	Because	the	music	sounded	sad,	I	expected	that	the	words	would	be	
sad as well. For example, some love songs have words that are happy, on the other hand, the music sounds sad. 
However,	the	actual	meaning	of	the	song	was	the	opposite	of	what	I	expected.

In conclusion, I solved the problem in three steps and became someone who is interested in learning other 
languages and cultures.	Because	of	my	love	of	music,	I	wanted	to	learn	English,	and	I	worked	hard	at	it.	After	
years of studying, I was able to go to college for two years in America, and I recently passed the Certified 
Nursing	Assistant	license	test.	Now	I	live	in	the	U.S.	I	still	struggle	studying	and	speaking	in	English,	but	every	
time	I	listen	to	my	favorite	music,	it	reminds	me	of	how	I	got	into	studying	English,	and	it	gives	me	confidence.
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AYANO PLANTE was	born	and	raised	in	Japan.	She	attended	college	in	Japan	and	spent	
two	years	studying	abroad	at	Washington	State	in	Tacoma,	WA.	She	returned	to	her	country	in	2007	and	
met	her	future	husband,	who	is	a	native	Minnesotan	but	worked	in	Japan	for	six	years.	Ayano	and	Nicholas	
married	in	Hawaii	and	lived	there	briefly	before	relocating	to	the	Twin	Cities	in	May,	2014.	Ayano’s	
goal	is	to	work	in	the	medical	field.	She	has	previous	training	as	a	nursing	assistant	and	has	taken	college	
coursework	in	nursing	in	Japan.	She	recently	completed	her	training	as	a	nursing	assistant	in	compliance	
with	U.S.	standards.	As	a	nursing	assistant,	she	tries	to	anticipate	what	is	important	for	the	person	she	is	
caring	for.	Her	mom	instilled	in	her	the	philosophy	of	treating	people	well,	so	others	will	respond	likewise.		

She	enjoys	the	many	opportunities	that	she	has	in	America,	especially	in	the	Twin	Cities	area.	Ayano	
and her husband currently live in downtown Minneapolis with their adopted cat, Apollo. In her spare 
time	she	enjoys	listening	to	music	and	watching	movies.	Her	favorite	genre	of	music	is	alternative	rock.	
Ayano is a student at International Institute of Minnesota.



212 Journeys

Untitled
elesia barse, bufffalo



memories 213

MeMories



214 Journeys

One	Day	at	the	River
deysi y. meJia, WorthinGton 

In	1990,	when	I	was	eight	years	old,	my	family	and	I	
lived in the country, two hours away from the city. We 
were	a	poor	family	with	a	mom,	dad,	and	10	children.	
We	didn’t	have	money	to	go	to	visit	 the	ocean	or	do	
any	expensive	trips.	So	my	dad	desired	to	take	us	to	the	
closest	river.	It	was	a	15-minute	walk	from	our	house.	
The	river	wasn’t	 too	big	and	we	could	 swim	and	fish	
all	day	long.	My	dad	caught	fish	and	my	mom	cooked	
it for us. It was an inexpensive trip but we really had 
a	 nice	 time	playing	with	 rocks,	 branches,	 flowers,	 or	
anything that was around. I will never forget that 
adventure and always remember when I hear somebody 
say,	“You	don’t	have	to	be	rich	to	visit	some	place	and	
have a fun time.”

deysi y. mejia is originally from el salvador. 

My Life Story
sonJa saVic, corcoran

Spring is my favorite season because of all the huge 
fantastic smells there are. I have my best memories 
from when I was a child of how all the trees, grass, and 
flowers	smelled,	as	well	as	the	many	different	colors.

My	 best	 beautiful	 memories	 were	 when	 I	 looked	
after the sheep. This wonderful incredible animal was 
my favorite at this time. My memories stay forever in 
my mind. The sheep ate the grass so happily and this 
sound made me sleepy. So I slept so deep in the fat 
grass.	One	time	my	neighbor	came	and	woke	me	up.	
She	said	to	me,	“Dear	child,	wake	up!		A	snake	could	
come and bite you!” That was one of the best of many 
moments in my life.

As a little girl, I grew up in a village area in former 
Yugoslavia.	I	was	very	calm	and	liked	to	be	alone	to	look	
around me to see what was happening. In my mind, 
that awareness was very rich to explore: all the beautiful 
sounds	from	the	forest	trees	and	all	kinds	of	animals	and	
singing	birds.	That	was	my	time	to	relax	and	think.

When	I	think	today	about	my	childhood,	it	was	rich	
in	many	 things.	Our	parents	were	 sick;	 they	 became	

bitter in concentration camp during WWII period 
from	1941	 to	 1945.	 	But	 they	 loved	 each	 other	 and	
the children. They created this beautiful place. At 
that	time,	from	1960	to	1970,	a	 lot	happened	in	the	
world.	Many	countries	needed	young	people	to	work	
in fabrication or other jobs, depending on what we 
had been educated for.  My emigration to Australia 
was	easy	for	me	to	decide	and	just	leave.	I	looked	at	a	
TV	program	about	Australia.	From	that	moment,	the	
yearning to go to Australia was strong, even though I 
couldn’t	speak	English	and	didn’t	know	anyone	there.

My first impression in Perth, Australia, was just, 
WOW!	I	saw	everything	was	different:	the	soil	was	red,	
there	were	many	kinds	of	very	colorful	flowers,	as	well	
as tall bright trees I had never seen before. I just loved 
to be there. At that time I was in a traumatic situation 
because	I	left	my	life	where	I	was	born.	But	still	I	was	
happy	because	I	had	curiosity,	courage,	and	naiveté.	I	
was never scared to be there and live in the beautiful 
environment. 

sonja savic is 66 and originally from bosnia.

An	Important	Day
hiWot niGusse, eaGan

Friday,	May	25,	2009	was	a	very	important	day	in	my	
life because it was the day I got the high score in my 
class.	First,	I	woke	up	from	my	bed,	washed	my	face,	
and	brushed	my	teeth.	Next	I	went	to	the	kitchen	to	
make	a	breakfast	and	a	coffee	for	my	family	and	me.	
Then	 we	 went	 to	 the	 breakfast	 room	 to	 enjoy	 our	
breakfast.	Then	we	got	dressed,	and	all	of	us	went	to	
my school.  When we went to the school, my teacher 
told me my score was high, and she gave me a large 
dictionary and some money in front of many people. 
Wow! When I remember that day I feel so happy and 
remember how I was a very smart and clever student 
in my class.

hiwot nigusse is 24 and originally from ethiopia.
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The	Most	Unusual	Place	
I’ve	Ever	Slept
li lo, Plymouth

About	30	years	ago	we	traveled	a	lot.	We	had	quality	
in	our	life.	Every	weekend	we	climbed	a	mountain,	or	
picnicked,	or	drove	the	car	to	eat	at	a	restaurant	at	the	
site of a good scene. Visiting friends during that time 
was a most pleasing reminiscence. 

Once	 upon	 a	 time,	 my	 husband	 spontaneously	
went	to	the	east	coast	in	Taiwan.	The	east	coast	is	like	
a private paradise. It has the highest concentration of 
indigenous people and tribal members who maintain 
their language and lifestyle. The land is also preserved. 
It	is	fantastic,	so	beautiful,	so	natural.	That’s	what	we	
headed for. 

After	work,	 it	was	 about	 6:00	 p.m.	We	 set	 off	 for	
paradise. My husband drove alongside the mountain. 
It	was	getting	darker	and	darker	and	everyone	was	tired	
and	falling	asleep.	My	husband	couldn’t	stand	anymore	
and	decided	he	had	to	sleep.	But	he	didn’t	know	where	
we	were,	and	he	couldn’t	think	anymore.	I	felt	the	view	
was so beautiful. My husband had the same feeling as 
mine.	But	we	couldn’t	figure	out	where	the	sound	came	
from. We slept in the car. The day was dawning, oh my 
God!	We	were	so	close	to	the	Pacific	Ocean.	It	had	high	
ridge	lines	like	a	mirage.	We	also	got	stuck	in	the	sand.	
During	that	time	we	bought	a	brand	new	Jeep,	four-
by-four	 off-road,	 and	 we	 could	 drive	 over	 a	 shallow	
river or high mountain without trouble.

li lo is originally from taiwan.

Scary Moment
nimco hashi, minneaPolis

When I was young, I sometimes used to live with my 
grandmother. She owned many farms, cows, and goats. 
She	liked	to	give	her	surplus	food	to	the	poor	people.	
She	was	 a	 hard	worker	 and	wanted	 all	 her	 family	 to	
work	hard	 too.	One	day,	 she	 sent	me	 to	 the	 farm	 to	
bring some grass for the cattle. After that I went with 
my friends. When we reached the farm, they said, “We 

can have a competition, and whoever gets the most 
grass will be the winner.” Then we ran to the south, 
north, east, west, every direction. I saw beautiful grass 
which	lay	near	the	river,	and	I	didn’t	want	the	others	to	
see the grass because I wanted to become the winner. 
Later I started to cut the grass, but I felt movement. 
I called two of my friends and told them about the 
movement.		They	said,	“Look	under	the	grass.	Maybe	
it is a crocodile.” Then I saw two big legs under the 
grass.	After	that	I	realized	I	needed	to	get	help	from	my	
friends. I called them and told them, “I am going to 
die!”	They	said,	“Come	down	slowly	and	don’t	talk	at	
all.”	I	was	lucky.	The	crocodile	was	asleep,	but	I	became	
like	paralyzed	when	I	saw	the	crocodile	legs.	I	also	left	
my	shoes,	knife,	and	robe	on	top	of	the	crocodile.	Then	
my	friends	took	me	home.	It	was	my	lucky	day	and	my	
losing day too because my grandmother said, “I will 
never send you to the farm again.”

nimco hashi is originally from somalia.

About My Problem
ifrah mohamed, st. Paul

It	was	January	14,	2010.	We	were	coming	back	from	
a trip. We were at the airport in Gothenburg, Sweden. 
We	were	in	the	restroom,	and	I	was	changing	my	son’s	
diaper	when	 I	 realized	my	 daughter	wasn’t	with	me.	
Earlier	 that	 day	 my	 mother	 told	 me	 I	 have	 to	 pay	
extra care to my daughter or else she might get lost. I 
remembered	my	mother’s	voice	and	 I	was	panicking,	
and	I	didn’t	know	what	I	was	doing.	I	ran	in	the	hall	
screaming,	“Ashwaz,	where	are	you?!”	I	was	crying.	My	
son was slipping out of my hands. I ran and ran in 
different	directions.

I	was	about	to	go	to	the	information	desk.	I	saw	her	
with a security lady. I started to laugh and cry at the 
same time. “My beautiful,” I said to her, “my beautiful 
daughter,	 Ashwaz,	 come	 to	 your	 mother.”	 She	 was	
three	years	old	at	the	time.	I	went	back	to	the	restroom	
and	got	my	stuff	I	left	in	the	changing	spot.	We	went	
to our gate, and we sat and went home.

ifrah mohamed is originally from somalia. 
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When I Was a Child
maria fuentes, brooKlyn center

I have a big family—my mother, my father, and I have 
four sisters and two brothers. I am the second of seven 
children.	Sometimes	I	helped	my	mom	take	care	of	my	
little brothers. Also, I went to school. When I came 
home from school, I also helped my father on the farm 
to water the corn and plant beans and tomatoes. When 
I	did	return	to	 the	house,	 I	did	homework	because	I	
went	to	sleep	as	early	as	8:00	p.m.	When	I	was	a	child,	
I	spent	my	time	working	in	the	house	or	on	the	farm,	
so I never had time for play with my friends.

My	school	was	far	away	from	my	house.	Every	day	
I	walked	30	minutes	from	my	home	to	school.	In	my	
school, boys and girls went to the same school. The 
teachers were both males and females. All my teachers 
spoke	Spanish.	 I	went	 to	school	Monday	to	Friday.	 I	
had	homework	every	day.	Sometimes	I	did	not	finish	
my	 homework	 because	 I	 did	 not	 have	 enough	 time.	
I	 did	 not	 like	 go	 to	 the	 school	 because	 I	 didn’t	 like	
getting up early in the morning.

In	 my	 culture	 we	 have	 different	 traditions.	 For	
example	 October	 31	 is	 the	 night	 of	 Halloween.	
November	1	is	the	Day	of	the	Dead.	All	people	went	
to the cemetery carrying many flowers for graves. After 
that	in	my	home	my	mother	cooked	a	lot	of	food	and	
put flowers and candles together on a big table. Family, 
school, and traditions are memories of my childhood.

maria fuentes is originally from mexico.

Important	Experience
milaGro ulrich, shaKoPee

Three	days	 after	 I	 came	 to	 the	USA,	 I	 got	 a	 job	 in	 a	
restaurant	 washing	 dishes.	 I	 didn’t	 understand	 any	
English.	After	finishing	work,	I	had	to	walk	to	my	house.	
It	was	 very	 cold	when	 I	was	walking.	A	police	 officer	
stopped	 me.	 I	 didn’t	 understand	 what	 he	 asked	 me.	
He	let	me	go.	I	felt	embarrassed	because	I	didn’t	know	
English.	The	next	day	I	started	looking	in	a	dictionary	to	
learn	basic	English.	Since	then	I’ve	learned	a	lot.

milagro ulrich is 48 and originally from el salvador.

An	Unforgettable	Day
yeZbalem mandefro, st. Paul

June	28,	2008	was	an	unforgettable	day	for	me.	It	was	
the	day	I	got	my	kids.	First	I	felt	a	stomachache.	Then	
I	went	 to	 the	 hospital.	 Also	 the	 doctor	 checked	 and	
treated me. After an hour, twin babies were born. The 
doctor	 and	 the	nurses	 told	me,	 “You	had	 two	 sons.”	
Also they said the babies were healthy. I was very happy.

Finally	I	came	back	to	my	home.	My	neighbors	came	
at that time. There was a big ceremony, and especially 
porridge was the most favorite food there. I celebrate 
by	preparing	different	items	of	food	every	year	because	
this	is	my	sons’	birth	date.

yezbalem mandefro is 39 and originally from ethiopia.

Memories	of	the	Ocean
camille ito, Woodbury

My grandparents have a summer house on a beach in 
Rio	de	Janeiro,	Brazil.	Every	summer	break,	I	went	to	
this house in my childhood. I, my brother, my cousins, 
and	our	friends	played	and	explored	each	rock,	shell,	
tree, animal, and the waves. I remember my family 
was happy and together during our lunches after we 
returned from the beach.

I learned about the ocean and the nature at that 
time. I learned about love and the happiness at that 
time	too.	I	used	to	wake	up	every	morning	and	go	to	
the beach to feel the sand on my feet, the sun rays on 
my	skin	and	the	smell	of	the	ocean.

I miss sunny days, my childhood, and my family 
gatherings. I miss the time when the ocean was my 
backyard.

camille ito is 27 and originally from brazil. 
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My Childhood
Kia thao, brooKlyn center

When I was a child, I lived with my mom and dad. My 
family was big and we lived together with seventeen 
people in my family. I am the fourth child of my 
mom. I had five sisters and three brothers. My dad also 
married a second wife, and she had five children too. 
We all lived together. In Laos, we had a big farm. My 
mom and dad were very busy and I had to help them 
take	care	of	all	my	younger	brothers	and	sisters.	When	
I was seven years old, I went to school.

I	 liked	 school	 because	 I	 had	 a	 lot	 of	 friends	 and	
had	 fun	 at	 school.	 I	 liked	 my	 first	 teacher	 because	
she taught me how to write, draw, and read. She was 
very nice. Furthermore, she taught me a lot of things, 
including school rules. I learned how to be nice to my 
friends at school. She is the teacher I miss a lot from 
when I was little.

One	day,	when	 I	was	 a	 second	 grader,	my	 teacher	
wrote	some	words	on	the	chalkboard.	My	friend	and	
I	were	 told	 to	 read	 them.	However,	 the	 teacher	 said	
that if we cannot read the words, we had to stay by 
the board and those who can read can go to sit down. 
At	 that	 time,	my	 friends	 could	not	 read.	However,	 I	
was the only one who could read. My teacher said, 
“You	have	to	pinch	your	friends’	ears.”	After	I	pinched	
their	ears,	I	was	afraid	to	walk	home	because	they	were	
waiting to fight me. That was the scariest day of my life, 
and	 fortunately	nothing	happened	 to	me.	Today,	my	
children’s	childhood	is	very	different	than	mine.

Kia thao is originally from laos.

My Childhood
brenda chaVeZ, brooKlyn ParK

When I was a child, I lived with my parents, and 
brothers,	and	one	sister.	My	mom’s	name	is	Nelly	and	
my	 father’s	 name	 was	 Armando.	 My	 three	 brothers’	
names	are	Hugo,	Victor,	and	Antonio,	and	my	sister’s	
name is Miriam. I was number four in the siblings. We 
were	a	happy	family.	My	dad	worked	on	the	farm,	and	
I loved going to the farm with him. Many times my 
mom and I had to bring lunch to my dad on the farm. 
We	had	 to	walk	 like	 one	 hour	 to	 get	 there,	 carrying	
all the food, or sometimes we rode horses, and that is 
another thing I really enjoyed too.

My	school’s	name	was	Amador	Zalasar.	The	school	
was	behind	my	house.	The	school	started	at	8:00	and	
went	 until	 1:00.	 I	 remember	when	 I	was	 late,	 I	 just	
jumped the fence and I was in, because they closed 
the	door	at	8:00.		If	you	were	late	you	couldn’t	get	in	
for the rest of the day for school. Sometimes my mom 
brought	lunch	to	school	for	my	sister	and	me.	On	all	
Mondays, we did honors to the flag, and we sang the 
national anthem.  

When	 I	was	 a	 child,	 I	 liked	 to	play	outside	of	my	
house	with	my	friends.	In	my	town,	usually	all	the	kids	
came	out	to	play	all	afternoons	about	4:00	to	8:00.	We	
played	 lots	 of	 games	 like	 hide	 and	 go	 seek,	 baseball,	
tag, hopscotch, and some of the parents were out to 
watch	the	kids.	We	had	like	15	to	20	kids.	I	enjoyed	
my entire childhood with my family and friends—all 
my neighbors were very nice people.  

brenda chavez is originally from mexico.
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We	were	 33	 persons	with	 the	 name	 “boat	 people”	
on	March	17,	1983.	Since	 then	I	 settled	 in	 the	USA	
on	 January	18,	1984.	 I	 chose	America	 as	my	 second	
beloved country, to live here for the rest of my life.

A country far away from Vietnam—a country that, 
at a certain time, fought with us to protect democracy. 
An unforgettable memory for the history of Vietnam. 
God bless America.  

toan nguyen is 60 and originally from Vietnam.

My	Name	Is	Mohamed	
Jama
mohamed Jama, minneaPolis

My	name	 is	Mohamed	Jama.	 I	was	born	 in	Somalia.	
When	I	was	born,	I	was	young	and	it	was	1954.	My	
family was a big family. They had many animals—they 
were	keeping	cows,	goats,	camels,	and	sheep.	When	I	
grew	up	I	took	care	of	livestock.	While	I	was	a	child,	
I	did	not	go	to	school	because	I	wasn’t	living	in	a	city.	
I was living in the forest, and in the forest there is no 
school.

mohamed Jama is 60 and originally from somalia. 

My Story
bleh Wah, st. Paul

My	name	is	Bleh	Wah.	I	want	to	tell	about	my	story.	My	
village	is	near	the	cliff	and	mountain.	The	mountain	is	
green. My village is near the river. The river is beautiful 
and	 there	are	many	 stones	 in	 the	 river.	 I	don’t	 forget	
my village in Myanmar. In Myanmar there is violence 
that	 hurts	 people,	 but	 I’m	 lucky	 now.	 I	 live	 in	 the	
United	States	of	America.	Now	life	is	easy	in	America,	
but sometimes I remember my village. My life is very 
long—I	can’t	write	about	it	all.	When	I	remember	my	
life	I	want	to	cry.	Thank	you.

bleh Wah is 46 and originally from burma. 

An	Important	Day
ferede aGa, st. Paul

Wednesday,	May	14,	2014	was	a	very	 important	day	
in my life because it was the day I got a visa to come 
to	 the	 United	 States	 of	 America.	 First	 I	 received	 an	
appointment for an interview at American embassy in 
Ethiopia.	Second,	I	submitted	my	personal	documents	
to	the	officers	of	the	embassy.	Then,	the	officers	ordered	
me	to	pay	the	interview	fee.	At	6:00	p.m.,	I	attended	
the interview for one hour. Finally, I got my visa which 
helped	 me	 to	 lawfully	 come	 to	 the	 USA.	 It	 was	 a	
wonderful day in my life.

ferede aga is 28 and originally from ethiopia.

Democratic	Over	Blood	
and	Death
toan nGuyen, st. Paul

My	name	 is	Toan	Nguyen.	 I	was	born	on	December	
22,	1951	in	the	city	of	Saigon,	Vietnam.	I	grew	up	in	
a	country	of	war.	When	I	was	19	years	old,	I	engaged	
in the military to protect the freedom republic of 
Vietnam, as many other young males had done before 
me.	In	fact,	I	 joined	air	force	helicopter	gunship	235	
Pleiku.

April	1975	was	a	black	month:	on	April	30,	1975,	
the	South	Vietnam	regime	collapsed	and	it	was	taken	
over	 by	 North	 Vietnam	 communists.	 Hundreds	 of	
thousands of South Vietnamese soldiers were put in 
prisons disguised as concentration camps. They were 
accused of being against communism. They were left 
hungry and tortured to death without a date of release. 
What	 a	 tragedy!	 I	was	 lucky	 to	 be	 released	 in	 1978.	
Sick	and	poor,	I	could	not	find	a	job	because	I	was	a	
soldier of the former regime. I decided to escape out of 
Vietnam by boat. I finally succeeded the ninth time, 
arriving	in	Indonesia	on	March	17,	1983.

I had a choice to freedom, which could lead to death 
at sea, or if I succeeded, I must leave behind my beloved 
country,	 my	 wife	 and	 my	 two-year-old	 daughter,	 my	
parents, all my relatives and neighbors that I had cherished.
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My	Journey	in	Canada
Ghislaine Gillard, hastinGs

For a vacation, we went to northern Minnesota with a 
friend, specifically to Grand Portage.

We had decided to spend one day in Canada at 
Thunder	 Bay.	 When	 we	 arrived	 at	 the	 border,	 the	
customs	 agent	 asked	 us	 for	 our	 passports	 and	 the	
reason for our visit.

We	 replied,	 “We	 are	 going	 just	 to	 visit	 Kakabeka	
Falls,	Thunder	Bay,	and	shopping.”	Our	day	was	very	
pleasant	until	our	return	to	the	U.S.	border!

At this moment, everything became very complicated 
for	me	only	because	the	officer	at	customs	asked	me	for	
my	passport	 and	my	green	 card.	Unfortunately,	 I	had	
forgotten my green card in my suitcase in Grand Portage!

I	 was	 quiet	 and	 thought,	 “No	 problem.”	 All	 my	
papers are in the immigration file from Chicago!

The	 officer	 loaded	 my	 contact	 information	 in	 his	
computer	and	.	.	.	I’m	unknown!

The	minutes	passed,	but	 the	 customs	officer	didn’t	
want	to	let	me	go	to	the	U.S.

One	long	wait	began.	After	waiting	an	hour	and	still	
unsuccessful	searches,	the	officer	came	back	to	me,	and	
he	began	by	taking	all	my	finger	prints	and	took	photos	
of me.

We were all worried about this inexplicable situation! 
The	 customs	 officer	 was	 very	 conscientious,	 and	 he	
absolutely wanted to find his information about me. I 
had to stay until he found it!

My husband, having no more arguments to 
convince	the	officer	that	I	was	in	good	standing	with	
the American administration, addressed him and said, 
“Can	I	ask	you	a	favor?”	The	customs	officer	answered,	
“Yes,	of	course!”	My	husband	very	seriously	said	to	him,	
“Please,	 take	my	wife.”	The	 customs	 officer	 laughed,	
and, a few minutes later, finally told me that my papers 
were in order and that I could leave. Since then I have 
returned several times to Canada, and I assure you that 
this	adventure	has	taught	me	a	lesson.	Never	again	will	
I forget my green card!

Ghislaine Gillard is 65 and originally from france.

My Vacation in a Small 
Village
haWa eGal, minneaPolis

In	2003,	I	was	age	thirteen.	I	was	attending	school.	I	
was	in	my	third	year.	Every	year,	my	school	was	closed	
for three months, and every year, my sister went on 
vacation	after	school	closed.	She	used	to	go	to	different	
cities where my aunt and other relatives of my mother 
lived.	When	 she	 came	 back,	 she	 told	me	 everything	
she saw there, what she ate, what she played with, and 
other	things	I	hadn’t	seen.	The	next	year,	when	it	was	
summer, I decided to go somewhere too. I told my 
parents that I wanted to go on vacation in this term. 
My parents accepted my request and they suggested I 
go	to	a	different	aunt	who	lived	in	a	small	village.		

I went to that small village, but there were no funny 
stories	to	tell	my	sister.	I	told	my	aunt	to	take	me	back	
to	my	parents’	place.	She	told	me,	“There	are	a	lot	of	
things here that I have never seen before, but you have 
to wait until we reach our house.” After she said that, 
I thought there was something special in her home. 
When we reached her home, I roamed all the sides of 
the house with my aunt.  

One	day	some	rain	water	got	into	the	house,	and	I	
took	my	bag	to	move	it	to	a	dry	place.	That’s	when	a	
scorpion bit me on the thumb. I was crying all night, 
and there was no medicine. After one day I felt better 
and	tried	 to	play.	My	aunt	 showed	me	their	kitchen,	
but the only thing that surprised me was the place 
where	they	cooked	food.	It	was	three	stones	with	fire	
sticks.	 I	 said,	 “I	 want	 to	 cook	 food	 tonight	 in	 this	
place.”	After	I	touched	one	of	the	sticks,	a	scorpion	bit	
me on my index finger. I felt angry and I said, “Aunt, 
if	you	don’t	take	me	back	to	my	parents’	house,	your	
scorpion will eat all of my fingers, because yesterday it 
bit my first finger and the second one today. If I stay 
ten	 days,	 it	 will	 finish	my	 ten	 fingers.	 After	 that	 it’s	
going	to	eat	other	parts	of	my	body.	You	have	to	take	
me	 back	 before	 that	 happens.”	My	 aunt	 got	worried	
and	she	took	me	to	my	parents’	home.		After	that	day	I	
decided never to go on vacation to a small village.      

hawa egal is originally from somalia.
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scared,	but	they	weren’t	scared	of	anything.	I	was	like,	
“Hey	guys,	don’t	you	see	this	big	tiger?	How	we	gonna	
go	this	way	because	the	tiger	won’t	let	us	go.”	They	said	
to	me,	“Hey	Amin,	all	you	have	to	do	is	don’t	look	at	
his	eyes.	If	you	do	that	it	won’t	touch	us.”	I	closed	my	
eyes	and	held	the	bigger	boys’	hands.	I	was	like,	“Okay,	
let’s	go	guys.”	I	didn’t	open	my	eyes	until	they	told	me	
to open them.

We	 walked	 forward.	 After	 we	 passed	 the	 tiger	 I	
opened	my	eyes	and	looked	behind	me.	The	tiger	was	
still	there.	My	body	was	still	shaking,	even	though	we	
were far away from the tiger. After that the rain started. 
It	was	 really	 heavy	 rain,	 and	we	 didn’t	 even	 have	 an	
umbrella, and we were far away from home. We 
decided	to	go	back	home.	After	that	we	were	walking	
down	a	hill.	I	was	walking	behind	them.	We	came	to	
the	big,	white,	dirty-colored,	very	scary	and	noisy	river.	
The road was beside that river. Accidentally I fell down. 
I	tried	to	control	myself	but	I	couldn’t.	Suddenly	I	slid	
down	with	speed	to	that	crazy	river.	And	then	I	didn’t	
even	know	how	to	swim	at	that	time.	I	yelled.	The	big	
boys tried to save me. They helped me. Finally we went 
home.	The	next	day	I	went	back	to	my	city	and	started	
learning how to swim with my friend. After a couple of 
months I became a good swimmer.

amin Kalifa is originally from ethiopia.

My Favorite Place
maria JimeneZ, maPle GroVe

My	 favorite	 place	 to	 visit	 in	 the	 United	 States	 was	
Disney	World	in	Orlando,	Florida,	 in	July	2008.	My	
daughters,	 and	 I,	 too,	were	very	happy	 to	know	 that	
place. I was surprised when I saw the parade. In the 
parade	 there	 were	 many	 movie	 characters—Mickey	
Mouse, Peter Pan, Snow White, etc. All the things 
there	are	beautiful;	I	remember	it	was	a	fun	trip	for	the	
whole family. Also on that trip for the first time I saw 
the sea. I was so happy, but the sea gave me fear—it 
looked	 so	huge.	 I	 have	 so	many	beautiful	memories,	
and	I	hope	to	someday	return	to	Orlando,	Florida.

maria Jimenez is originally from mexico. 

Arriving	in	the	United	
States
marie alie, oaKdale

Thursday,	 September	 4,	 2014	 was	 a	 very	 important	
day in my life. It is important because it was the 
day	I	arrived	 in	 the	United	States	of	America.	First	 I	
arrived	 at	 the	 John	F.	Kennedy	 International	Airport	
in	New	York.	Then	 I	 later	 got	 on	 the	 next	 flight	 to	
Minneapolis. Later, my mother and my sister came to 
pick	me	up,	and	we	drove	home.	When	we	got	home	
I	took	my	shower	and	later	found	some	food	to	eat.	At	
4:30	p.m.,	we	went	to	the	grocery	store	called	Walmart	
to buy some food items. Then we later went to another 
grocery	store	called	Sam’s	Club	where	we	did	the	rest	of	
the shopping for that day. Finally we got in the car and 
drove	back	home.

marie alie is 28 and originally from liberia.

How	an	Accident	
Happened	to	Me	and	
Made Me Love Swimming
amin Kalifa, minneaPolis

One	 day	 I	 went	 to	 a	 village	 to	 visit	 my	 relative	 for	
two	weeks.	At	 that	 time	 I	was	12	years	old.	 It	was	 a	
vacation time. I mean our school was closed. When 
school closed, I would love to go to the village. So, my 
relative	had	 three	boys.	They	were	18,	 12,	 and	nine.	
Every	day	they	went	to	the	garden.	There	were	many	
scary jungles, rivers, and mountains.

After	 three	 days,	 I	 asked	 them	 to	 let	 me	 go	 with	
them. Their father said to me, you can go with them, 
but you have to be careful. So, I went with them. 
When	we	reached	their	garden	there	were	many	kinds	
of	 fruit,	 like	 oranges,	 guavas,	 bananas,	 papayas,	 and	
sugar canes. All of them were natural. They smelled 
really	 good.	After	we	 ate	many	kinds	 of	 fruit,	 it	was	
time to go to a mountain. We started going, but I 
didn’t	know	what	was	waiting	for	me.	I	saw	a	big	tiger	
on	 the	 tree,	 and	many	kinds	of	 animals.	 I	was	 really	
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to	find	or	make	our	own.	Some	played	with	sticks.	We	
had	to	walk	thirty	minutes	to	school	because	there	was	
no school bus, but we still had fun and enjoyed it very 
much.	Now	I	have	two	sons.	Their	life	is	so	different	
than mine. They ride the school bus to school. They 
have	lots	of	toys	and	games.	They	are	very	lucky	they	
were	born	in	the	United	States.

manolak sivongsay is originally from laos

The Good Life Can 
Come	True
chantha suonG, shaKoPee

I	came	from	Cambodia.	I’m	writing	about	happy	and	
sad times in my life. When I was nineteen years old, my 
parents always advised me to study to improve my life. 
When I was in high school in my country, it was hard 
to get to school because my school was far away from 
my	house.	Sometimes	 it	 rained	so	my	books	and	my	
clothes	were	wet	and	cold.	I	didn’t	have	enough	money	
to	buy	school	supplies	because	my	parents	weren’t	rich.	
They had seven children including me. They were hard 
workers.	I’m	thankful	for	my	parents	and	all	the	things	
that they did for us.

When	I	was	22	years	old,	I	moved	to	live	with	my	
grandpa and aunt. They were very nice to me. I went to 
study	English	and	accounting.	They	taught	me	about	
running	a	business.	I’m	thankful	for	all	the	experience	
they gave to me.

Now	I’m	33	years	old.	I’ve	lived	in	Minnesota	since	
2006.	It	 is	 the	happiest	 time	of	my	life.	I	met	a	very	
kind	man	who	loves	me	so	much,	and	we	are	engaged!	
We have good jobs and have fun together. We will have 
a	better	future.	I’m	thankful	for	everything	that	he	has	
given to me.

I’m	thankful	for	my	teacher	who	teaches	me.	I	will	
improve	my	English.

chantha suong is 33 and originally from cambodia.

My	Happy	Day
hyun Jin shim, Waite ParK

When I reflect on my life, my wedding and delivery 
were	the	best	things.	But,	I	was	very	nervous	during	my	
wedding,	so	I	couldn’t	remember	it	well.	The	delivery	
was too painful for me to remember that, either. 
Therefore, I want to tell about my best trip.

After	 marriage,	 my	 husband	 and	 I	 visited	 New	
Zealand	for	four	weeks	during	our	first	winter	vacation.	
It	 was	 winter	 in	 Korea,	 but	 it	 was	 summer	 in	 New	
Zealand	in	January.	That	was	a	reason	why	we	traveled	
there. We flew to Christchurch in the South Island, and 
we	went	out	from	Auckland	in	the	North	Island.	We	
rented	a	 car	 and	drove	 around	 the	 country.	We	 took	
a	hike	on	a	glacier	in	the	South	Island,	and	we	took	a	
walk	at	a	volcanic	zone	in	the	North	Island.	It	was	very	
interesting	because	our	country	is	small	enough	to	look	
similar all around the country. We were swimming and 
canoeing	on	the	lake,	and	my	husband	did	the	highest	
bungee jump in the world at that time. We saw many 
wild dolphins when we sailed from the South Island to 
the	North	Island.

We	stayed	at	The	Dome,	backpacked,	and	at	hostels,	
so we met many people from other countries. We 
talked	about	each	country	together,	and	we	shared	the	
travel information with them. We were good friends 
pretty fast. 

Actually,	traveling	in	another	country	for	four	weeks	
was not easy, but it was a great memory for me. If 
possible,	I	want	to	visit	New	Zealand	with	my	family	
again. 

My Memory 
manolaK siVonGsay, Proir laKe

I was born and grew up in a village in Laos. It was very 
beautiful, nice and quiet. It had a river nearby, but one 
thing	was	difficult	for	people	living	there.	They	had	no	
electricity. Most people were farmers. The most famous 
crop they grew was rice. When they were done with 
the	rice,	they	grew	fruits	like	bananas	and	papayas,	or	
vegetables. The farmers had no tractors. They used cows 
to	do	most	of	the	heavy	work.	They	had	no	refrigerator,	
microwave,	or	fan,	not	even	a	clock.	Every	morning	the	
rooster	woke	them	up.	The	kids	had	no	toys.	We	had	
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No	Place	Like	Home
achala cham, mahtomdei

Missing home is one of the biggest things in my life. 
I miss my country where I come from, Gambella. 
Gambella	is	a	part	of	Ethiopia,	located	between	Sudan	
and	Ethiopia,	but	we	called	it	Ethiopia.	I	miss	 life	 in	
Gambella because I cannot see the beautiful things I 
used	 to	 see,	 like	 tall	 green	 trees	 I	used	 to	 climb	 into	
with my cousins and friends, and a large river I used 
to go to with my dad to fish and swim, even though I 
don’t	know	how	to	swim	well.	All	of	this	memory	keeps	
coming on my mind every day, night, and year, and 
makes	life	very	challenging	when	I	think	of	it.

Another thing I miss about Gambella is the weather. 
Gambella is a very nice place during spring season. The 
trees are very colorful and the birds will sing in the 
early morning, while you are in bed or opening the 
window.	However,	 the	weather	will	be	dry,	and	there	
is a lot of wind during summer, but by winter, it is 
rainy and wet and sometimes it is hard for people to 
walk	with	shoes	on	because	it	is	muddy	everywhere	you	
go.	I	missed	those	three	seasons	because	I	liked	to	look	
outside	from	my	dad’s	farm	and	walk	around	the	rainy	
day	to	pick	up	mongo	fruits.	

The biggest things I miss in life or my country are my 
mother, sisters, and father, even though my dad died 
twenty-two	 years	 ago.	 I	miss	my	 dad	 so	much	more	
than my mom and sisters because he used to show 
me	 how	 to	 plant	 bananas,	 tomatoes,	 and	 okra.	 My	
dad	and	I	were	very	close.	Even	though	I	do	have	two	
other	sisters,	he	liked	to	teach	me	anything	he	thought	
was	good.	By	showing	me	to	plant	these	vegetables	or	
fruits, it reminded my dad about his dad, who is my 
grandpa, when he used to teach him, and it made him 
happy when he showed me.

achala cham is 38 and originally from sudan.

Amazing	Journey
serafin GodineZ, minneaPolis

This journey started in a little town on the Mexican 
border named Altar in the state of Sonora, approximately 
thirty	hours	by	bus	from	my	home.	Two	friends	and	I	
walked	 in	 the	Arizona	desert	 for	 three	days	 and	 four	
nights and enjoyed each moment in this journey. 

I	remember	that	the	first	night	we	were	walking	for	
seven	hours	 in	 the	middle	of	 the	dark.	 In	 the	desert,	
the	nights	are	very	dark,	and	we	couldn’t	see	each	other	
beyond	five	meters,	so	we	walked	closer.	It	was	the	best	
way	to	keep	together.	We	crossed	dry,	big	ditches	made	
by water when it came down in the desert, bushes with 
big needles, and sometimes cattle running. Then, at 
one point in the night, we stopped to try to sleep a 
little	bit.	But	I	couldn’t,	because	I	had	never	seen	the	
stars	in	the	dark	desert.

Each	night	when	the	sun	goes	down,	you	can	hear	
the	 coyotes,	 and	 the	 temperature	 falls	 down	 quickly	
and	it	is	really	cold	so	you	can’t	sleep,	but	you	have	to	
stop and rest a moment—if you have never seen the 
stars	in	the	dark	desert,	I	will	try	to	describe	this:	they	
look	amazing,	all	 the	 sky	 full	of	bright	and	beautiful	
lights,	 hundreds	 and	hundreds	 of	 lights.	You	 can	 see	
how	the	 sky	goes	 turning	down,	and	 these	appear	 to	
be unreal, but it is true. When you see this, the soul is 
in	peace,	relaxed,	and	you	don’t	feel	how	tired	you	are.	
You	don’t	care	for	anything,	only	to	keep	looking	at	the	
sky	and	its	marvelous	lights.

After one pair of shoes gone, three days thirsty, 
and big smallpox in the plant of my right foot, I give 
you	thanks	God	for	these	amazing	four	nights	 in	the	
Arizona	desert	looking	at	the	stars.

Serafin Godinez is originally from Mexico.
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Sad	to	Happy
hani isacK, oWatonna 

When I was a little girl I used to cry a lot, and my mom 
was	 a	 businesswoman.	 Every	 time	 I	 cried,	my	mom	
couldn’t	handle	my	cries.	She	tried	her	best	to	make	me	
stop crying, so she hired two babysitters: one that held 
me,	and	one	that	cleaned	the	house,	made	milk	for	me,	
and sometimes helped the other one.

When I turned five years old, my dad bought a 
yellow dress for me. It swung when I twirled around. I 
called	all	the	kids	in	my	neighborhood	and	told	them	
to get in a circle, and I will be in the middle. I told 
them to clap their hands and to say my name out loud. 
When I twirled, I laughed. 

hani isack is originally from somalia.

Lucky
asma noor, minneaPolis 

When	 I	was	five	 everything	 changed.	Our	way	of	 life	
changed	and	we	were	so	lucky	to	survive.	It	was		midday.	
My	father	was	professor	at	the	University	of	Lafola.	He	
was teaching that day and the Civil War of Somalia 
began. My mother, my sibling, and I heard a loud 
sound. My mother screamed. My sibling and I cried. 
After a while a man came to tell my mother that my 
father	was	stuck	in	the	university	and	he	sent	the	man	
to tell her flee from the village to a safer one. Mom said 
no, hoping that it would get better. Then the situation 
got worse and Mom decided to flee. Mom told my 
older sister and me to carry anything we could carry. I 
remember I was carrying something we used as a light. 
After	we	walked	so	long,	we	reached	a	safer	village.	After	
one	week	my	parents	decided	to	go	another	state.	My	
dad	brought	a	big	truck	with	other	people.	If	we	took	
the highway the journey would last two days, but it was 
not	 safe	 so	we	 took	other	ways.	 It	 took	us	eight	days.	
During	the	eight	days	we	were	on	the	road	I	remember	
there was not enough water so when we felt thirsty, we 
would	drink	one	 full	mouth	only.	Luckily	we	made	 it	
safely to Manderra. Then we settled there and after one 
year my dad became a leader. After that life was so good 
and	happy.	Every	year	we	had	two	Eid	holidays.	

Coming to America
sonG yanG, st. Paul

We	 came	 from	 Thailand	 to	 the	 United	 States.	 We	
arrived	 in	 Modesto,	 California.	 I	 remember	 like	 a	
dream;	at	that	time	I	was	only	eight	years	old.	It	was	a	
very long ride on the airplane. We were at the airport 
waiting	 for	my	 stepbrother	 to	 come	 and	pick	us	 up.	
He	took	us	to	the	escalator,	but	I	was	afraid	to	go,	so	I	
decided	to	take	the	stairs.	We	stayed	with	my	brother	
and his family. They had three daughters that are my 
age	and	 two	 sons.	My	brother’s	daughter	 and	 I	 liked	
to	play	hide	and	seek.	We	liked	to	take	baths	together	
and	watch	movies.	My	first	day	in	school	was	difficult	
because	I	didn’t	know	English,	and	I	did	not	like	the	
food during lunchtime. 

song yang is 31 and originally from thailand.

The	Best	Place	in	My	Life
safiya ali, st. Paul

The place that has special significance for me is my 
hometown, Mogadishu, Somalia. This is where I was 
born and grew up. The city was very big and beautiful 
before	 the	 civil	war.	 It’s	 on	 the	flat	 land	 and	next	 to	
the	Indian	Ocean.	Also,	the	city	is	surrounded	by	large	
farmlands	and	the	Shabelle	River.	Before	the	civil	war	
broke	 out	 in	 the	 city	 in	 1991,	 my	 family,	 relatives,	
friends,	and	neighbors	lived	in	the	city.	They	liked	and	
helped one another. Then some died, others fled, and 
some of them still remain there. Most of the people 
who live in Mogadishu at this time are strangers from 
different	 towns	 in	 the	 country.	 I	 feel	 Mogadishu	 is	
an important part of my life. Always I remember the 
best times in my childhood, when I played with other 
children	around	the	houses	and	how	everyone	took	care	
of us as her/his own children. Finally, I hope peace and 
beauty will return to Mogadishu. Also, I hope people 
come together again to enjoy the life as in the past. 
Then I will be happy and proud that the best feeling 
will returned in my hometown, the important place 
where I was born and grew up: Mogadishu, Somalia.

Safiya Ali is originally from Somalia.
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“That	will	be	fine.”	I	signed	the	paper	and	took	her	
home.

April	30,	1975,	the	North	Vietnamese	communists	
overran South Vietnam. My family ran away to a town 
600	miles	north	of	Saigon.	

We needed to rent a boat to Saigon. This was a new 
place,	and	we	didn’t	know	the	people.	My	brother	and	
I met one man with a boat anchored in front of the 
market.	We	paid	him	in	advance	and	he	signed	a	paper	
we	kept	for	evidence.	We	spent	our	free	time	walking	
along	the	river,	and	observed	an	old	man	with	a	flock	
of white dogs.

“Did	you	come	from	the	North?”

“Yes,	we	just	came	a	few	hours	ago.”

“Stay	here,	or	keep	moving	to	the	South?”

“We’ll	move	south.”

“Did	you	rent	a	boat?”

“Yes,	we	did,	the	boat	in	front	of	the	market.”

Suddenly he screamed, “What?!” We showed him 
the paper, and he told us that the boat was too old and 
couldn’t	be	used	anymore.	“The	boat	owner’s	 fond	of	
money,	so	he	didn’t	mind	your	lives.	Go	tell	that	man	
my	 name,	 ask	 him	 to	 return	 the	money.	 Bring	 your	
family to my house tomorrow. My son and I will drive 
the	boat	 for	your	 family	 to	Saigon.	 I’ll	help	you	 in	a	
country of troubled times.”

If	we	didn’t	meet	that	man,	my	family	would	be	fish	
bait.

Turns	out	 in	 life,	 if	you’ve	the	chance	to	help,	you	
should.	No	 one	 knows	when	we’ll	 need	 someone	 to	
help	us.	My	culture	has	a	proverb:	“Do	favors	for	others	
without expecting reciprocation.”

lao le is originally from Vietnam. 

From Laos Across the 
Mekong
sue nuta, aPPle Valley

In	March	of	1979,	 I	 escaped	 from	Laos	 to	Thailand.	
At	6:00	p.m.,	I	left	my	home	and	waited	until	dark	at	
the	Mekong	River.	At	9:00	p.m.,	the	boat	came	to	pick	
us	up.	Everybody	moved	quickly	to	the	boat.	We	had	
twelve	people,	and	the	boat	wasn’t	big	enough.	We	had	
to wait for the next boat. We waited until midnight, 
but	 the	 boat	 didn’t	 show	 up.	 We	 were	 so	 afraid	 of	
getting caught. We decided to swim across the river. 
We got to Thailand by dawn. All of us were safe!

sue nuta is 54 and originally from laos.

Help	Each	Other
lao le, st. Paul

When I was in the army, my family depended on my 
salary	only.	So	my	wife	took	care	of	the	children	and	
opened	a	business	to	improve	our	lives.	She	took	orders	
and went to a depot to buy them. She became friendly 
with the owner woman there.

One	 Sunday	morning,	we	 saw	 the	 owner	weeping	
and	mourning	her	younger	sister	Thuy,	who	was	kept	
by the security service last night because they suspected 
she	was	an	enemy	(communist	party).	The	owner	was	
very worried and afraid of what would happen. I said, 
“Let	me	try	to	find	out	and	I’ll	give	you	information	
soon.”

That Monday morning, I went to the security service 
office	 and	 asked,	 “Did	 you	 catch	 the	 lady	Thuy	 last	
night?”

“Yes,	we	did.”

“Does	she	support	the	communist	party?”

“No,	she	doesn’t.	We’ve	made	a	mistake.”

“What	don’t	you	release	her?”

“We’ve	some	problems.	We	must	wait	for	orders.”

“What happens if I pay bail for her?”
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my	 godfather!	 A	 few	 months	 later,	 he	 got	 sick.	 He	
had to spend almost all his money for his treatment, 
hospitalization,	and	other	expenses.	Finally,	after	a	few	
months	fighting	for	his	life,	he	died.	His	family	quickly	
started enjoying what was left of his fortune. 

Nothing	replaced	the	value	of	having	a	comfortable	
life.	 My	 godfather	 had	 a	 successful	 life.	 But	 he	 was	
missing a very important piece: love. Why did he want 
a lot of money when he had an empty and solitary 
life?	When	 people	 die	 they	 will	 take	 nothing	 except	
dirt. My godfather had a sad ending, believing that 
money could give him happiness, however he was very 
wrong.	Anyone	who	thinks	 that	money	 is	everything	
should reconsider. It is preferable to live happily with 
what little you have. Money is important, but not 
everything! Money does not buy happiness!

ana espitia is originally from mexico. 

Grandmother
farhia abdullahi, minneaPolis

When I was young my grandmother raised me very 
well.	She	took	care	of	me.	She	went	to	the	market	and	
she	bought	vegetables	and	fruits.	She	came	back	home	
and	she	cooked	different	food	like	rice	paste,	canjeer,	
macaron,	and	bread.	She	fed	me	and	she	said,	“Eat	the	
food.’’	She	gave	me	a	shower.	Afterwards	she	combed	
and braided my hair. In the afternoon, she prepared a 
nice	and	sweet	cake	and	sambusa.	My	sister	had	lived	
in	 the	United	 States	 for	 six	 years	 and	 she	 called	 our	
father, and she said to send a visa for Farhia to come the 
United	States.	Finally,	I	came	to	Minneapolis.	I	stayed	
for ten years in Minnesota. I called my grandmother 
and	I	said,	“How	are	you,	my	grandmother?”	And	she	
said, “Fine.” And I said, “I sent you money for you,” 
and she was excited. After few years, she passed away. 
That	time	she	died	I	really	cried	and	one	week	I	was	
scared and worried about her. My grandmother was 
looking	like	brown	skin	and	little	fat.	Her	height	was	
middle. She lived in the city and she lived in a house. 
She	 wore	 different	 colors	 like	 brown,	 green,	 purple,	
blue,	orange,	tan,	white,	and	red,	and	she	most	 liked	
to wear blue.

farhia abdullahi is originally from somalia. 

I Love My Village
Wah Wah say, WorthinGton

I	was	born	 in	Burma.	 I	have	 three	brothers	and	 four	
sisters.	 I	 lived	 in	 Burma	 in	 my	 village.	 My	 parents	
worked	on	the	farm.	My	house	was	near	the	field.	In	
my	village,	I	didn’t	go	to	school.	I	loved	it	very	much	
because we had many things: animals, trees, hay, and 
rivers. The rivers had fish, frogs, crabs, and shrimp. 
Every	day	my	family	caught	fish	in	the	river	and	went	
to	the	field	to	work.	I	have	moved	to	the	U.S.	now,	but	
I will always love my village.

Wah Wah say is originally from burma. 

The Worth of Money
ana esPitia, st. Paul

This is the story of my godfather, who believed he had 
everything in his life: money, valuables, property, family 
around	him,	cars,	and	ladies.	But	he	never	realized	that	
he	didn’t	have	one	thing:	“a	true	love.”	He	had	an	easy	
life, but where was love? 

One	day,	I	went	to	visit	him	and	he	was	sitting	on	
his	fancy	sofa	and	looking	very	thoughtful.	I	was	very	
happy	to	see	him,	but	I	looked	at	his	face,	and	I	quickly	
said, “What is wrong?” 

He	answered,	“Well,	I	am	sitting	here	thinking	about	
why I have not married yet. Where is my love? Where?” 

I	felt	bad	and	I	said,	“Somewhere,	Godfather,	don’t	worry.”	

After I finished saying that, he said, “I am going to 
tell	 you	 something,	my	 darling.	Yesterday,	 I	 went	 to	
the church and I saw a beautiful lady sitting in front of 
me.	She	was	very	pretty	with	a	fancy	dress.	I	 like	her	
so much, maybe that is why the question come into 
my mind. I hope to see her again,” he said. It was very 
entertaining listening to him. “I have everything, but 
nobody loves me for who I am. My family only calls 
me when they need money. What can I do, honey?” he 
said.	I	tried	to	say	something	good,	but	I	don’t	think	it	
was enough in the moment. 

After	 we	 talked	 for	 hours	 I	 had	 to	 come	 back	 to	
my	 poor	 house.	 All	 the	 way	 I	 was	 thinking	 about	
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Run	for	Our	Lives
yo shoe  Wah, roseVille 

I	was	born	in	a	Thai	refugee	camp	in	1990.	My	parents	
were	 originally	 from	 Burma,	 now	 called	 Myanmar.		
During	the	‘90s	there	was	a	thousand	battles	between	
the	KNU	 (Karen	National	Union)	 and	 the	 Burmese	
government.	 Thousands	 of	 Karen	 people	 became	
refugees,	homeless,	lacking	property.	There	were	many	
orphans,	and	thousands	of	people	were	killed.	Some	fled	
to Thailand, but some got abused by Thai authorities 
who	 sent	 those	 people	 back	 to	Burma.	Violence	was	
everywhere:	rape,	abuse,	murder.	You	could	see	blood	
everywhere	 in	 the	Karen	State.	Even	when	 I	 lived	 in	
the	Thai	refugee	camp,	the	Thai	authorities	didn’t	give	
us	complete	security.	We	had	to	be	aware	and	keep	our	
eyes open every night. Sometimes we had to hide in the 
jungle and find a safe place.

In	 1999,	 the	 Burmese	 soldiers	 came	 across	 the	
Thai-Burma	 border	 and	 entered	 the	 refugee	 camp.	
They started firing their weapons and burning down 
buildings.	Everyone	started	running	away.	Some	people	
were	wounded	or	killed.	I	remember	running	barefoot	
with	my	mom.	We	didn’t	have	shoes.	You	could	hear	
crying and screaming everywhere. 

The next morning after the camp burned, the Thai 
authorities came and provided us with some food and 
water. I tried to get some for myself and my mother. I 
saw	so	many	people	looking	for	family	members.	We	
slept on the ground without mosquito nets and just a 
piece	of	a	blanket.	Many	foreign	journalists	came	and	
took	pictures.	At	night	we	heard	on	the	radio	and	Thai	
television	 news	 that	 Thailand’s	 refugee	 camps	 were	
violated. There was no peace even in another country. I 
didn’t	understand	how	this	could	happen	to	us.	

In August, all refugees moved to another camp called 
Umphiem.	We	were	safe,	but	we	didn’t	have	any	rights.	
We	couldn’t	leave	the	camp	without	permission.	I	felt	
like	I	was	in	a	prison,	a	cold	dark	place.	But	we	didn’t	
give	up	hope.	We	were	blessed	when	the	United	States	
of	America	welcomed	Karen	refugees.	I	want	my	next	
generation to remember our story.

yo shoe Wah is 25 and originally from burma. 

Abel’s	Life
abel matuZ, st. Paul

One	winter	day	in	the	Twin	Cities,	while	enjoying	the	
snow, my mind began to travel far away, specifically to 
where	 I	was	born.	To	one	place	 in	 southern	Mexico,	
the	 little	 town	where	my	 parents	 live	 right	 now.	 It’s	
interesting	 because	 when	 I	 think	 about	 this	 place,	
sometimes	I	want	to	cry,	because	everyone	there	lacks	
opportunity in life because education, health services, 
and infrastructure of streets and roads are very bad. 
But	also,	it’s	wonderful	because	you	can	see	some	really	
beautiful	mountains.	You	can	feel	and	touch	the	mist	
and you see the sea. What I enjoy most in my life is 
nature.

When	I	was	child,	I	walked	one	hour	to	school.	It	
was	very	difficult	for	me	and	everyone	who	lived	in	that	
place,	but	thanks	to	school	I	got	a	boost	in	my	life.	It	
was a chance to see options, to consider. I remember 
when	I	was	14	years	old,	I	left	my	parent’s	house	to	go	
live	in	the	city.	I	started	working	at	this	age	in	informal	
jobs, helping people. I did anything to eat and find a 
place to live. I really remember the first night I slept 
away from my house alone. It was just very sad. I cried 
a lot, but in the end, it was wonderful because I could 
study	 at	 the	 high	 school	 and	 college.	 I	 worked	 and	
studied.	Subsequently	I	worked	in	a	bank	for	two	years.	
This	company	was	like	a	school	too,	because	I	learned	
so	much	about	business	 and	other	banks	 services.	 In	
2013,	I	had	an	opportunity	to	travel	to	Minnesota	for	
two months, just for vacation. I loved this city so much. 
I	went	back	to	my	country	after	my	vacation	but	later	
I	 had	 a	 chance	 to	work	 in	Minnesota	 so	 I	made	 the	
decision	to	come.	Now	I	am	here	again	with	new	goals	
and dreams, and enjoying every moment of my life.

abel matuz is 27 and originally from mexico. 
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plastic bag. I protected my head and my school bag. 
Crossing the river in the rainy season was dangerous 
and so scary because the rain, with wind and waves, 
could tip a small boat into the river. My life at the time 
was	so	difficult.	

When school was closed in the summer, I went to 
work	to	get	a	little	money	to	support	myself	for	school	
the next year. My job in the summer was to pull bean 
plants and pound the beans. I got Myanmar money 
(400	kyat	per	week).	 I	 saved	my	money.	 I	 supported	
myself. In addition, I helped my parents with the 
harvest. 

In	1999,	the	Burmese	army	attacked	my	village	and	
set it on fire, and we escaped to the Thai border. And 
then	my	parents	moved	to	Maela	Refugee	Camp.	We	
lived	 in	 the	 camp	 for	 11	 years.	 In	 2011,	 I	 came	 to	
the	U.S.	Now	everything	 is	different	and	my	 life	has	
changed.

Paw thaw is 31 and originally from burma. 

My	Hometown	
mei duan qiu, Woodbury 

I	have	lived	in	the	U.S.	for	10	years.	Most	of	the	time	I	
miss	my	childhood	memories.	My	hometown	is	Fuzhou	
Xiao	Ao.	It’s	a	beautiful	small	town—maybe	you	could	
call	it	a	resort.	There	are	mountains	and	the	sea.	Before	
1979,	most	of	the	houses	didn’t	have	TV	or	telephone.	
At that time, the basic jobs were farming and fishing. 
In the summer, there is a fish, shrimp, and crab harvest. 
Usually	adults	take	their	children	with	them	to	catch	
fish. The children play in the sand and build castles and 
swim in the water.  Most of the time, we played outside 
together in the mud. We caught frogs in the farmland. 
Every	child	who	is	playing	gets	dirty	but	when	they	go	
home	they	won’t	be	punished.	Now	a	lot	of	people	in	
my hometown have left. People become less and less.

mei duan qiu is 39 and originally from china. 

Separated
anonymous, minneaPolis

I	was	born	in	Somalia	in	1991.	I	grew	up	in	Mogadishu.	
I	lived	there	until	May	2008.	I	lived	with	my	mother	
and	dad.	We	left	 there	 in	May	2008	and	we	went	to	
a	Kenya	refugee	camp.	It	was	so	sad	to	me	because	I	
lost my dearest people, country friends, especially my 
father living in Somalia. The biggest thing I miss is my 
real	neighborhood.	I	would	like	to	go	back	my	country,	
but fighting still continues. That is the reason I left.

My	Life	in	My	Home	
Country
PaW  thaW, st. Paul

I	was	born	in	Burma	in	a	small,	poor	village.	My	parents	
were farmers. When I was young, I went to elementary 
school	 close	 to	my	 house.	 I	 liked	 school	 and	 I	went	
to school every day. In school the teacher taught only 
Burmese	 language	and	a	 little	bit	of	ABC	alphabet.	I	
finished elementary school, and then I started middle 
school. 

The	middle	school	was	very	far	and	difficult	to	get	
to.	But	the	distance	didn’t	matter	to	me,	because	a	lot	
of	 students	 traveled	 to	 school	 like	 me.	 I	 wanted	 an	
education	and	I	had	a	goal.	In	Burma,	school	started	
in	May	or	 June.	That	 is	 the	 rainy	season	and	 it	 rains	
a lot. School is not free for any of the students. The 
registration, school uniform, and school supplies are 
expensive. When I went to middle school, I was ten 
years	old.	In	the	morning,	I	woke	up	at	4:00	a.m.	and	
I	started	to	cook	rice	and	prepare	everything	I	needed.	
I	packed	my	lunch	and	I	started	to	walk	at	6:00	a.m.	
Why	 did	 I	 wake	 up	 so	 early?	 Because	 I	 didn’t	 have	
electricity	at	home.	I	used	wood	and	bamboo	to	cook.	
It	takes	a	long	time.	

I	 walked	 three	 hours	 to	 school.	 I	 passed	 through	
three small villages and crossed the river with a small 
boat	 to	 get	 to	 school.	 Every	 day	 I	 walked	 back	 and	
forth to school. I was so tired and I felt hungry and had 
no	energy.	It	rained	a	lot	and	I	didn’t	have	an	umbrella,	
but	 I	 had	 an	 idea	 to	make	my	own	umbrella	with	 a	
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would	 go	with	 them	 to	 the	Thai	market.	We	would	
buy other fruit to bring home. Then they would slice 
that fruit into small pieces to sell. It was very fun for me 
because I got to see many things I did not see at home.

Every	day	when	we	wanted	to	take	a	bath,	we	had	to	
walk	up	the	mountain	because	there	were	no	places	to	
take	a	bath	at	the	camp.	It	took	about	thirty	minutes	to	
get to the well. We also washed our clothes there.

Life in the camp was very hard. As a child, I lived in 
a family with a lot of people. When you are young, life 
is fun. When you are an adult, life is a lot harder. These 
are	stories	I	would	like	to	pass	to	my	descendants.

bee Xiong is 34 and originally from laos. 

My	Family’s	Story
eh thau, st. Paul

My	first	name	is	Eh.	My	last	name	is	Thau.	I	have	two	
brothers	and	one	sister.	My	family’s	native	country	 is	
Burma.	We	 are	 from	 the	Karen	 State.	 I	was	 born	 in	
Karen	State	of	Burma.	My	village,	Ba	Heh,	was	small,	
maybe	100	people	or	more.	It	was	in	the	mountains.	

Because	 Burmese	 soldiers	 came	 to	 the	 village	 my	
family	didn’t	stay	in	my	village.	My	family	didn’t	have	
enough	 money	 and	 food.	 But	 anyway,	 my	 family	
moved to a Thailand refugee camp. My family lived 
in the refugee camp for sixteen years. I went to school 
for many years in the camp. I finished high school. My 
father	died	five	years	ago	at	Mae	La	Oon	refugee	camp.	

My	 brother	 finished	 high	 school.	 He	 started	 his	
studies	at	University	Bible	School	 four	years	ago.	He	
must study for five years. My older sister got married. 
My older sister has two sons and one daughter. 

I came to America with my cousin and his family. We 
arrived	on	October	21,	2014.	I	 stay	with	my	cousin.	
I	saw	America	is	beautiful.	But	when	I	arrived	in	the	
USA	I	felt	very	cold	because	I	was	used	to	staying	in	a	
hot or warm country.  

eh thau is 21 and originally from thailand. 

A Life Lesson
Velia dominGueZ, maPleWood 

When I remember my childhood, the most beautiful 
memories	 were	 in	 my	 grandparents’	 house.	 My	
grandparents taught me to be a good person. They 
used	to	bake	and	sell	all	kinds	of	bread.	Once,	when	
I was four years old, I was sitting and waiting for my 
grandmother’s	special	cookie	with	chocolate	chips.	That	
day, there was a little boy outside of the fence watching 
my	grandparents	bake.	It	took	a	lot	of	firewood	to	heat	
the	huge	oven,	so	my	cookie	came	out	of	the	oven	first.	

My	grandpa	told	me,	“Corazón	(Sweetheart),	share	
your	 cookie	 with	 the	 boy.”	 But	 he	 did	 not	 tell	 me	
how	much	of	 the	cookie,	 so	 I	broke	off	a	 little	piece	
and	walked	over	to	the	fence	to	give	it	to	the	boy.	My	
grandpa saw me and said, “Sweetheart, give the big 
piece to the boy.”

I	replied,	“But	it’s	mine!”

He	said,	“Yes,	it’s	yours,	but	for	being	selfish,	you’re	
going to have that little piece, and no more bread for 
you until tomorrow.” 

That day I learned a valuable lesson to pass down to 
my	kids	and	grandkids:	treat	others	the	way	you	want	
to be treated.

Velia dominguez is 39 and originally from mexico. 

Life in a Thai Camp 
bee XionG, st. Paul

I	was	born	in	Thailand.	During	my	time	in	Thailand,	
the ten people in my family were in a small camp. We 
had	no	way	to	work	for	money.	We	couldn’t	go	outside	
the camp because if someone got caught by the Thai 
police, they would be deported to another place.

Every	week	we	waited	for	the	UN	to	send	food.	The	
first	week	they	would	send	rice.	The	next	week	would	
be	vegetables	and	fish.	After	that	they	would	send	pork	
or	 canned	meat.	 Sometimes	 the	 food	didn’t	 last	 very	
long without refrigeration.

My	 mom	 and	 dad	 sold	 food	 like	 papaya	 and	
watermelon	to	make	a	 little	money.	Every	morning	I	
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My Family 
maryam Jamac, minneaPolis 

I was born in Mogadishu, Somalia. I grew up with both 
my	parents	and	my	big	brothers	and	sisters.	My	first	10	
years,	 I	 helped	my	mom	with	 cooking	 and	 cleaning.	
Sometimes terrible things happened when I tried 
cooking	food.	

After I grew up I started school. When I finished 
school I was a teacher for one year. After I finished with 
teaching,	I	started	nursing.	I	worked	in	a	hospital	and	
helped the people in the neighborhood with giving 
medicine and injections. 

In	1997	I	came	to	the	U.S.	I	started	working	until	
2007.	That	year	my	lovely	baby	was	born.	My	husband	
and I feel very happy.

maryam Jamac is originally from somalia. 

The	History	of	My	
Village
mu thu, st. Paul

This is my native village history. My village is small. 
It’s	 a	 beautiful	 place.	 We	 have	 many	 animals,	 trees,	
flowers, and mountains all around. The birds fly in the 
sky	 there.	There’s	 a	 small	 river	 nearby.	 Every	 day	we	
worked,	 then	 came	 home	 and	went	 to	 the	 river	 and	
took	a	bath.

When I was five years old I played with my comrade. 
She was very smart and beautiful. All the time she 
smiled.	Every	day	we	played	together	and	we	went	to	
school.	I	miss	her	so	much.	I’ll	never	forget	her.

I’m	missing	my	village	 and	my	 friends	 so	much.	 I	
never	forget	my	love	for	them;	all	the	time	I	keep	them	
in my heart. Sometimes I see them in my dreams. I 
think	one	day	I’ll	visit	them.	I’ll	tell	them,	“Good	luck.	
Take	care.”	

mu thu is 38 and originally from burma. 

A Memory From My 
Country
ma lay, st. Paul

When I was five years old, before I lived in a Thailand 
refugee	camp,	I	went	to	work	in	the	forest.	I	planted	
corn and chili peppers. I ate together with my friends 
and family. When we finished, we went together in a 
car	to	get	paid—they	paid	70	bahts,	Thai	money.	It	was	
very hot, but with my friends I was very happy. Some 
people were singing.

ma lay is 24 and originally from burma. 

No	Option	but	Escape
siyad mohamed, st. Paul

I still have bad memories of my past in Somalia. A 
violent rebel group abruptly overthrew our powerful 
government within days. There was a surge of chaos. 
Law and order was totally destroyed. My country 
became a living hell. Guns were firing, people were 
running in every direction, and there seemed to be no 
option but to escape.  

Leaving your country for good has to be one of the 
most	difficult	decisions	you	can	be	forced	to	make.	I	
still	 remember	when	 I	was	one	of	 the	850	people	 in	
a small boat. It was so dangerous, but I had no other 
choice but to travel in this perilous way or wait for the 
vicious	rebel	group	who	was	killing	everyone	they	saw.	
After	l8	days	on	the	sea,	we	finally	arrived	in	a	beautiful	
coastal	town,	Mombasa,	Kenya,	where	my	refugee	life	
began. I had not seen my biological relatives until my 
beloved	mother	came	to	the	refugee	camp	13	years	after	
my arrival there. It was the most incredible reunion of 
my life.  

Through this adversity I have learned, there is always 
hope.	 Now,	 I	 live	 in	 the	 U.S.	 with	 my	 family,	 and	
believe we will all get a good education which will 
provide a good life for us. I also learned to never give 
up.	My	journey	has	been	long	and	hard,	but	I	haven’t	
given up and I believe we will have the good life we are 
working	to	have.

siyad mohamed is 51 and originally from somalia. 



230 Journeys

Regrets	
malliKa sutaya, st. Paul

The	person	I	am	now	is	so	different	from	the	person	I	
was at nine years old. I can tell that I have changed so 
much.	I	don’t	want	to	feel	 sorry	again	about	 it	being	
too late for someone. We need to show our love when 
we’re	alive	and	love	each	other	as	best	as	we	can.

She was my childhood friend and older than me. She 
took	care	of	me	more	than	my	own	sister	when	I	was	a	
little girl. She was always patient with me, encouraged 
me, and forgave me for everything. She was my greatest 
and	kindest	friend.	When	I	played	with	her,	I	always	
wanted	 to	win,	 and	 she	 let	me	win.	 I	didn’t	 like	her	
when I was young because I thought she was stingy. 
But	she	never	got	angry	with	me.	I	didn’t	know	that	her	
parents	were	poor	and	couldn’t	afford	for	her	to	go	to	
school. So she had to help her parents earn extra money 
even	though	she	was	just	twelve.	Even	though	her	life	
was	difficult,	 she	 smiled	all	 the	 time.	After	 I	finished	
high	 school	 in	 2002,	 I	went	 to	Bangkok.	We	 hadn’t	
seen	 or	 talked	 to	 each	 other	 in	 two	 years.	 I	 couldn’t	
believe	how	everything	happened	so	fast.	When	I	knew	
more	about	her	 life,	 I	wanted	to	apologize	to	her.	At	
that	time	we	didn’t	have	email	or	the	Internet.	I	wrote	
a	letter	and	sent	it	to	her.	It	took	her	a	month	to	receive	
my	letter.	On	the	same	day	she	got	my	letter,	she	died	
from	gastritis.	I	spent	a	long	time	thinking	about	her	
and	crying.	I	knew	I’d	never	see	her	again.	It	was	too	
late	 to	 apologize.	 I	wish	 I	 could’ve	 seen	 her	 one	 last	
time. She will stay in my heart because she taught 
me to show love to others. And I wanted to tell her, 
“Thank	you.”

mallika sutaya is 26 and originally from burma. 

My	History	and	My	
Hopes	for	Burma
eh moo, st. Paul

I	was	born	in	Karen	State	of	Burma.	I	have	two	sisters	
and	one	brother	and	my	parents.	 In	Burma,	we	bred	
animals. We had enough food and had no problems in 
our	life.	Then	the	Burmese	Army	(they	call	themselves	
the	State	Peace	and	Development	Council,	or	SPDC)	
troops came to my village and burned it. All the 
villagers had to run and hide in the jungle. We had to 
face many problems in the jungle—a food shortage, no 
medical care, no clothes. 

So then I moved to the refugee camp with my 
parents.	This	 camp	was	 Klow	 Pa.	 Klow	 Pa	 was	 next	
to the Salween river which was the border between 
Burma	and	Thailand.	We	saw	Burmese	soldiers	across	
the river. There were two battles between the refugees 
in	the	camp	and	the	Burmese	soldiers	across	the	river.	
We stayed there for three years, then because of the bad 
situation we moved. 

My	 family	moved	 to	Mae	Kaw	Kah	Camp.	 I	 was	
living there for six years then because of the bad 
situation—a mudslide during the rainy season—they 
closed the camp. 

We	 moved	 to	 the	 Mae	 La	 Oon	 camp.	We	 stayed	
there for ten years. When we lived in the camp we had 
many	problems.	We	 couldn’t	 go	outside,	we	 couldn’t	
find jobs, and we had to stay in the camp. We had no 
way to get money. We also got foods from the Thai 
Burma	Border	Consortium	(TBBC).	

In	November	2014	I	had	a	chance	to	resettle	in	the	
U.S.	with	my	wife	and	children.	I	enjoy	living	in	the	
U.S.	 but	 I	 remember	my	own	 village	 in	Karen	 State	
of	Burma.	I	hope	and	pray	for	Burma	to	get	freedom	
soon,	 because	 many	 people	 in	 Burma	 have	 to	 face	
many problems and torture, so they need freedom.

eh moo is 31 and originally from burma. 
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Large and heavy raindrops were pouring on the top 
of the forest and dripping on the ground below. Soon 
there was the beginning of a stream. In the beginning, 
twigs were floating. Then branches and logs were 
floating. The stream had grown.

Within	40	minutes,	the	rain	stopped,	as	if	someone	
had	 slammed	 on	 the	 brakes	 of	 an	 old	 van.	The	 first	
sunrays	pierced	through	the	thick	layer	of	leaves.	Some	
dragonflies started chasing each other. A colony of red 
ants was formed from nowhere, and pursued its way 
upward toward the stream. The atmosphere that was 
muggy became chilly. From a distance, and on a regular 
basis, one could hear the sounds of frogs.

This was the real tropical forest rain.

The	Gift	of	Reading	
ahmad Kathem, coon raPids

I remember that I have received a lot of gifts. Some 
gifts stay in my memory when I compare them to other 
gifts.	Some	gifts	were	expensive	like	pens,	books,	and	
a	wristwatch.	But	the	nicest	gift	in	my	life	was	my	first	
book.	That	book	was	given	 to	me	when	 I	 studied	 in	
middle school. At that time I felt very happy and read 
all	of	 it.	I	remember	I	didn’t	sleep	that	night	because	
I was reading. That gift encouraged me to become a 
reader.	I	like	reading,	and	I	like	buying	books	because	a	
book	is	a	best	friend	and	is	honest—no	lying.

ahmad Kathem is originally from iraq. 

An	Iraqi	Humanitarian	
rihab alobaidi, coon raPids

The	Iraqi	children	needed	help	after	the	war	of	1990.	A	
humanitarian	 named	Kazem	El	 Saher	 decided	 to	 help.	
He	is	an	Arabic	singer	who	is	well	known	in	all	Arabic	
countries.	Some	of	the	Iraqi	children	were	sick.	They	did	
not	have	medicine,	 food	or	milk.	He	donated	 some	of	
his	own	money.	He	also	talked	with	other	organizations	
about	donating	money,	food	and	medicine.	Because	of	his	
work	he	became	an	ambassador	for	UNICEF	from	Iraq.

rihab alobaidi is originally from iraq. 

Coming	to	the	United	
States
anonymous, minneaPolis

At	the	first	day	coming	to	United	States,	 I	arrived	at	
Washington,	D.C.,	at	7:30	p.m.	I	was	very	sleepy	and	
tired.	When	 the	plane	 landed	 the	only	 thinking	 that	
come in my head was, I need a bathroom! I really, really 
needed to use it badly. I entered in the airport and right 
above	my	head	I	saw	a	bathroom.	“Thank	God,”	I	said.	
But	 you	wouldn’t	 believe	what	was	 going	 to	 happen	
to	me.	 I	walked	 towards	where	 the	 bathroom	was.	 I	
read the name up on the wall of the bathroom. I saw 
the	signs	(women,	men),	but	there	was	an	arrow	that	
shows	women	bathrooms.	I	didn’t	pay	attention	to	it,	
so what happened was that I went in. As I got into 
the bathroom, all I saw were men. I was just standing 
right	in	the	middle	of	the	bathroom	and	asking	many	
questions to myself. Some of it was, do American people 
share the same bathroom even though you are man or 
woman?	While	I	was	asking	questions	to	myself,	I	saw	
a security man who was standing still pretending that 
he is washing his hands but he was only watching me. 
He	didn’t	ask	me	anything.	All	he	did	was	watch	me	
with a mean face. After that I left it and held it in until 
I	got	to	San	Diego.

The	Rain	in	the	Tropical	
Forest
nicolas sabah, aPPle Valley

It was a bright, sunny day. After two and a half hours, 
we	sat	down	to	relax	under	a	big	oak	tree.	

Suddenly,	 the	 sky	 darkened	 and	 the	 weather	 was	
muggy.	The	branches	 started	moving	 back	 and	 forth	
and	the	leaves	were	falling	like	crazy.	The	dark	sky	was	
torn by three speedy flashes of lightning followed by 
a	 deafening	 sound	 of	 thunder.	 One	 could	 hear	 the	
wooing of the wind though the leaves. The atmosphere 
was tense. All the creatures had disappeared in a 
glance. Then, the thunder started rumbling again, 
but continuously this time. This was to announce the 
tropical rain. 
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My Childhood
Juan nicholas, brooKlyn ParK

I have many pleasant memories of my childhood. 
When I was a child, I used to play with my friends after 
school.	I	also	used	to	go	to	my	neighbor’s	house.	His	
name	was	Rafael.	He	was	an	old	man	with	gray	hair	
and	nice	smile.	He	liked	to	tell	stories,	and	they	were	
good	stories.	He	told	us	stories	about	past	generations.	
I enjoyed listening to him—it was one of my best 
childhood memories.

I	also	really	liked	school	because	the	school	was	close	
to	my	house.	I	didn’t	have	to	walk	too	far	to	school.	My	
class	was	big	and	I	really	liked	my	teacher.	She	was	my	
4th	grade	teacher,	and	her	name	was	Maribel.	I	really	
enjoyed my recess because I played outside with other 
students.

The	 Day	 of	 the	 Death	 and	 Christmas	 were	 my	
favorite holidays when I was a child. My father taught 
us	about	this	tradition	of	the	Day	of	the	Death.	We	do	
this every year in memory our relatives. The first day 
is	October	31.	We	bring	flowers	to	our	house,	and	we	
decorate a table with food or fruit that our relatives who 
passed	away	liked.	At	night	on	October	31,	my	friends	
and	I	went	trick	or	treating.	I	really	enjoyed	that.	On	
the	 last	 day,	 November	 2,	 we	 brought	 those	 flowers	
and a candle to our relatives that passed away. I also 
like	Christmas	because	on	December	24	at	midnight	
the	whole	 family	 is	 together	waiting	 for	 Jesus	Christ	
to be born. That day the whole family and neighbors 
celebrated	 together	 by	 eating,	 drinking,	 dancing	 and	
opening gifts. From childhood through adult life 
Christmas means peace, love, joy and celebrating with 
family.

Juan nicholas is originally from mexico.

My	Birthday	Gift
fatima abbas, coon raPids

I have received many beautiful gifts in my life, but the 
most beautiful one I have ever received was from my 
father	 on	my	 birthday	 in	 Syria.	On	April	 17,	 2012,	
my father bought four wonderful, nice roses for my 
birthday	 gift.	Their	 colors	 were	 pink	 and	 red.	 I	 was	
very	happy,	and	I	felt	like	I	had	the	most	expensive	gift	
in	my	life.	I	put	the	roses	next	to	my	window.	Every	
morning I gave them water and put them in the sun 
for one hour. These flowers are my favorite flowers. 
But	 they	didn’t	 live	 long,	because	 after	 three	months	
we moved from Syria to Iraq. Then there were just two 
flowers	 left.	 I	 think	 they	 died	 or	 were	maybe	 stolen	
from	other	bad	people.	But	those	roses	were	never	ever	
stolen from my mind and my heart.

fatima abbas is originally from iraq. 

Aventuras
Gladys Gordillo, lauderdale

When	many	people	came	to	the	USA,	they	came	for	
many reasons. In my case, I came for a better life, 
because, since I was young, I heard of this country 
and	the	dreams.	You	know	some	parts	are	true,	but	it	
is not too easy to start again with a new life, culture, 
food,	and	language,	 like	the	 idioms.	I	have	one	scary	
adventure about my time in my new home. 

One	day	in	Minnesota	at	7:00	a.m.,	six	months	after	
arriving	in	the	USA,	I	walked	to	take	the	bus	to	my	job.	
Suddenly, a van came to me and pushed me into the car. 
They	were	talking	with	me	and	asked	questions.	They	
took	my	purse	and	 looked	 inside.	After	a	 little	while	
they opened the door and threw me out of the car. I 
was	very	scared,	but	I	didn’t	understand	anything	the	
guys	 talked	about!	 I	know	they	were	 robbers	because	
they	took	my	money.

Gladys Gordillo is 56 and originally from colombia.
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Happiness
In	Togo,	my	home	country	 in	West	Africa,	we	 live	 like	kings.	Everybody	is	happy,	but	we	don’t	have	great	
wealth.	Everyone	accepts	their	poor	condition.	We	choose	to	be	happy	because	we	can’t	do	anything	about	it.	
People	who	don’t	travel	don’t	know	how	rich	other	people	are	with	material	goods.	If	we	can	find	enough	food	
to	eat,	we	feel	happy.	Everyone	has	a	house	they	own	or	rent.	Where	you	live	is	like	family,	because	you	see	each	
other	every	day	and	help	each	other.	 

Togo	is	an	easy	place	to	live.	It	is	always	warm.	We	have	a	rainy	season	one	or	two	weeks	long.	It	rains	every	
day,	either	hard	rain	for	a	short	time	like	one	hour	or	light	rain	for	the	whole	day.	

My	family	lives	at	the	edge	of	Kara	in	the	northern	part	of	the	country.	Most	of	our	neighbors	are	farmers,	
and	they	often	don’t	have	clocks.	Most	people	hear	the	rooster	songs	and	then	wake	up.	When	the	rooster	sings	
first	they	know	it’s	four	or	five	o’clock	in	the	morning.	When	the	second	and	third	songs	start,	this	means	it’s	
time	to	get	up	and	prepare	for	work	or	school.	

After	 the	rooster	wakes	 the	 family,	mothers	clean	the	houses	and	fathers	go	 to	 the	fields.	Everybody	eats	
breakfast	separately.	They	eat	bread	and	avocado.	Children	get	ready	to	go	to	school.	You	see	kids	running	back	
and	asking	their	moms,	“Did	you	see	my	clothes?	Where	are	my	books?”

School	starts	at	7:00	a.m.	and	goes	to	11:30	a.m.,	then	again	from	3:00	p.m.	to	5:00	p.m.	Some	kids	eat	and	
go	out	to	play	and	some	maybe	take	a	nap	and	maybe	do	their	homework	before	the	afternoon	school.	People	
seem	to	arrive	at	school	or	at	events	close	to	the	same	time	whether	they	have	clocks	or	not.	They	just	notice	
their	neighbors	coming	and	going.	Some	kids	will	wave	and	call	out	to	their	friends,	“Hey,	I’m	going	to	school	
now.	How	about	you?”	Some	of	their	friends	will	say,	“It’s	time	to	go	to	school?	I’m	behind	you.”	They	help	
each	other.	You	can	see	how	much	they	love	each	other.	 

I	was	surprised	by	the	number	of	clocks	I	saw	in	American	people’s	houses.	Some	even	have	clocks	in	their	
bathrooms!	In	Togo,	some	houses	have	one	clock,	and	some	have	none.	Very	few	people	have	watches.	Most	
houses	are	close	together,	and	you	can	go	to	the	next	house	which	has	a	clock	and	ask	for	the	time.	Now	there	
are	cell	phones	in	Togo,	so	it	is	changing.

How	good	 it	 is	 to	 live	 together	and	do	 things	 together	 in	 the	 same	place	 like	 family.	We	don’t	 celebrate	
Christmas	the	way	other	countries	do.	When	Christmas	is	getting	closer,	like	one	month	away,	some	people	will	
start	shopping	for	clothes,	foods,	and	all	kinds	of	things	they	need	for	the	holiday.	In	Togo	not	everyone	gives	
or	gets	presents,	except	everyone	gets	gifts	of	food.	You	do	not	need	to	be	a	family	member	to	get	a	food	gift.	
Everybody	is	welcome	in	every	house.	People	invite	themselves	to	other	houses.	If	you	don’t	go	to	someone’s	
house,	someone	will	come	to	you	and	say,	“Happy	New	Year”	or	“Merry	Christmas,”	and,	“It’s	time	to	play.	
Forget	about	your	old	life.	New	Year,	new	life.”	Since	not	everyone	has	clocks,	the	first	song	of	the	rooster	on	
Christmas	Day	and	New	Year’s	morning	is	when	most	people	will	start	cooking.	On	Christmas,	we	eat rice,	
chicken,	rice,	beef,	and	rice.	More	rice	doesn’t	kill	you.	Eat	rice	and	have	your	tummy	full!	When	we	finish	
cooking	we	go	to	church.	After	church	it	is	time	to	go	eat	rice,	play	the	drums,	and	dance	the	whole	day.	Happy	
people!
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maGnim sodou

Life	Experiences	in	the	United	States	and	Africa
My	name	is	Magnim.	I’ve	been	living	here	in	the	USA	for	three	years.	I	am	from	Togo,	West	Africa.	I	was	born	
and	grew	up	in	Kara,	a	small	town	in	Togo,	where	everybody	is	outside	all	of	the	time	walking	on	the	side	of	
the	road,	and	you	can	see	some	small	groups	of	people	talking	and	laughing.	Even	if	we	don’t	have	great	wealth	
everybody is happy.

I	knew	my	new	day	was	coming	when	the	embassy	called	me	and	told	me	that	I	got	a	visa	to	the	United	
States.	I	was	so	happy	and	told	myself	that	I	was	going	to	have	a	better	life	in	the	United	States.	My	first	day	in	
the	United	States	was	in	New	York	City.	Everything	was	new	for	me,	and	I	stayed	there	for	three	weeks.	They	
have	lights	everywhere	in	New	York	City,	and	I	even	forgot	to	see	the	moon.	In	Togo,	not	everyone	has	electric	
lights.	Most	of	them	use	oil	lamps.	When	the	moon	is	full,	we	go	out.	We	don’t	use	lights,	so	we	use	the	moon	
for	light.	In	New	York,	you	can	see	cars	everywhere,	and	the	noise	can	stop	your	hearing.	In	Togo,	we	don’t	
have many cars. We have more motorcycles. If you want to go somewhere, you have to call somebody to give 
you	a	ride	on	his	motorcycle	and	pay	him	money.	In	Togo,	we	don’t	have	too	much	noise	like	New	York	City.	

I	moved	to	Eugene,	Oregon,	to	live	with	my	aunt	for	four	months.	And	then	I	moved	to	Minnesota	on	
one	of	the	nice	days	in	March.	I	like	living	in	Minnesota	in	the	summertime,	but	in	the	winter,	it	is	too	cold.	
My	biggest	challenge	was	English,	because	I	had	to	learn	how	to	speak	and	write	English.	I	already	knew	four	
languages	when	I	was	in	Togo:	French,	Kabye,	Ewe,	and	Kotokoli.	I	knew	a	little	bit	of	English,	but	I	could	
not	understand	when	people	were	talking	to	me.	So	I	started	studying	English,	and	now	I’m	starting	to	get	my	
GED.	I	hope	I	will	get	my	GED	and	go	to	college.
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MAGNIM SODOU	 was	 born	 and	 raised	 in	 Togo,	 West	 Africa.	 She	 came	
to	 Big	 Lake,	 Minnesota	 by	 way	 of	 New	 York	 (So	 noisy!	 So	 many	 lights!)	 and	 Eugene,	
Oregon.	 English	 is	 her	 fifth	 language,	 and	 she	 often	 writes	 about	 her	 home	 country	 and	
its	 differences	 from	 her	 new	 home	 in	 the	 USA.	 Magnim	 is	 attending	 school	 in	 Big	 Lake	
and	 Monticello,	 Minnesota	 and	 working	 in	 manufacturing.	 She	 expects	 to	 attend	 college	
and	 specialize	 in	 medical	 technology.	 Magnim	 is	 a	 student	 at	 West	 Adult	 Basic	 Education.
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editor

Lucy	 Bixby	 is	 a	 sophomore	 at	 the	 University	 of	 Minnesota–Twin	 Cities,	
majoring	in	English	and	Art	with	minors	in	Technical	Writing	and	Japanese.	
In addition to editing for Journeys, she has also recently edited a novel for a 
family	friend.	She	loves	stories	in	all	their	forms	and	hopes	to	someday	work	
in publishing or illustration with a film critique blog on the side.  

lucy can be reached at bixby029@umn.edu.

Terri	Arganbright
desiGner 

Terri	 Arganbright	 has	 an	 associate	 in	 applied	 science	 in	 Graphic	 Design	
Technology	and	is	completing	her	associate	in	applied	science	in	Electronic	
Publishing	at	Dakota	County	Technical	College	in	Rosemount,	Minnesota.	
Her	 portfolio	 can	 be	 viewed	 at	 www.terriarganbright.com.	 Terri	 enjoys	
spending time with her family, gardening, and traveling. 

terri can be reached at terri.arganbright@gmail.com

Patrick	Conlon-Kvale
marKetinG

Patrick	Conlon	Kvale	is	currently	a	sophomore	at	the	University	of	Minnesota	
Carlson School of Management with hopes of graduating in four years with a 
major	in	Marketing	and	a	minor	in	Spanish	Studies.	In	his	free	time,	Patrick	
likes	to	read,	play	soccer,	and	watch	his	favorite	TV	show,	Game of Thrones. In 
the	future,	he	would	like	to	travel	through	South	America,	teaching	English	
and coaching soccer along the way. 

Patrick can be reached at kvale024@umn.edu
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manaGinG editor

Lauryn	Heineman	recieved	her	bachelor	of	arts	in	English	from	the	University	
of	 Minnesota–Twin	 Cities	 in	 2015	 with	 minors	 in	 Spanish	 Studies	 and	
Medieval Studies. She edited Journeys as well as Ivory Tower,	 the	 U	 of	 M	
undergraduate	 literary	 and	arts	 journal,	 in	2014,	 and	currently	 copyedits	 a	
video game review blog. She lives in St. Paul and plans to pursue a career in 
book	publishing.

lauryn can be reached at laurynheineman@gmail.com.

Jessie	Hausman
editor

Jessie	Hausman	has	an	master	of	education	in	English	from	the	University	of	
Minnesota	as	well	as	a	bachelor	of	arts	in	English	from	St.	Catherine	University.	
Currently,	she	manages	the	office,	clients,	and	volunteers	at	Eastside	Meals	on	
Wheels.	Like	many	of	the	selected	writers,	she	tries	to	view	her	mistakes	as	a	
part of the story.  

Jessie can be reached at Jessie.hausman@gmail.com.
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