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             directornote From
the

mAking oF Journeys

The Minnesota Literacy Council is deeply committed to adult learner leadership. This value stems from 
the	belief	that	each	one	of	us	has	something	important	to	offer.	Twenty-five	years	ago	we	created	a	forum	
to	help	facilitate	the	sharing	of	this	value.	We	believe	that	offering	students	an	opportunity	to	share	their	
experiences and feelings through writing, song, poetry, and other forms of art transforms traditional learning 
into	something	entirely	unique	and	different	for	each	student.	Offering	the	possibility	of	verbally	presenting	
this	work	in	a	public	forum	takes	learners	on	a	journey	in	itself,	down	a	path	that	 leads	beyond	fear	and	
nervousness	to	bravery	and	finally	to	the	triumph	and	pride	of	achieving	something	seemingly	unattainable.	

Over	 the	past	25	years	we	have	witnessed	 this	 transformation	 in	 thousands	of	 adult	 learners	 from	all	
corners	of	the	planet,	each	on	a	journey	of	their	own.	They	are	not	the	first	to	come	this	way	and	they	will	
not	be	the	last,	but	they	have	left	a	lasting	legacy.	In	25	years,	the	Minnesota	Literacy	Council	has	changed	
and	grown	in	many	ways.	This	book	has	grown	and	changed	in	many	ways.	It	has	grown	from	a	few	collated	
pages	to	a	bound	compilation	of	writing	and	art	from	nearly	500	adult	 learners.	I	am	convinced	that	our	
commitment	to	offering	a	forum	for	these	voices	has	helped	us	to	grow	and	lead	alongside	the	artists	and	
authors	you	see	published	in	this	book.

Eric	Nesheim
Executive Director

For	 25	 years,	 the	 Minnesota	 Literacy	 Council	 has	 published,	 in	 one	 form	 or	 another,	 an	 anthology	 of	
Minnesota’s	adult	learner	writings	and	artwork.	What	started	as	Thoughts, became To Open Your Mind, which 
ultimately is now what we call Journeys. Every year, the literacy council puts out a call for submissions of 
writing	and	artwork	to	the	approximately	400	adult	basic	education	centers	in	the	state	of	Minnesota.	Every	
year,	 the	response	to	our	call	 is	astounding.	This	year,	we	received	over	450	submissions,	and	the	selected	
authors	represent	the	remarkable,	and	growing,	diversity	of	our	state.	As	the	only	publication	in	Minnesota	
dedicated solely to adult learner writing, Journeys has given a voice to thousands of immigrants, refugees, 
indigenous	and	native-born	citizens	who	otherwise	would	likely	never	have	their	words	printed.	

In	keeping	with	 the	mission	of	our	organization,	 the	editors	of	 Journeys strive to maintain the original 
voice of each writing submission. Only minor edits are made to each piece, and as such, the reader may notice 
inconsistencies in the use of grammar, abbreviations, and spelling.  

Each year, the production of Journeys	is	driven	by	a	group	of	interns.	This	year,	Chanomi	Maxwell-Parish,	
Lauryn	Heineman,	 and	 Laura	 Chial	 logged	 countless	 hours	 collecting	 and	 editing	 submissions,	 applying	
creativity and patience to the layout and indexing and communicating with the authors and coordinators. 
This	book,	as	in	every	year,	would	not	be	possible	without	their	dedication.	Joshua	Jones	volunteered	his	time	
and	contributed	to	the	great	design	and	layout	of	this	book.	To	all	of	the	interns	and	volunteers	that	worked	
on	this	book,	the	literacy	council	would	like	to	extend	our	thanks.	And	to	all	of	the	authors	and	artists	who	
submitted	work	to	this	book,	thank	you.		
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Our	Journey
CorinA Khin, SAint PAul

The place where I grew up was a small village. My village was located on a hill. It was surrounded by mountains, 
valleys,	and	streams.	There	were	no	cars	or	airplanes.	Everyone	walked	but	I	loved	to	live	in	my	village.	Unfortunately,	

my	family	and	I	had	to	evacuate	from	my	village	and	move	to	the	U.S.	
When	we	lived	in	the	village,	we	faced	many	problems.	Burmese	Armies	always	came	to	the	village	and	burned	the	

houses,	killed	animals,	and	burned	the	stores	of	rice	that	they	saw.	We	escaped	in	the	jungle	when	the	Burmese	Army	
came	to	the	village.	When	we	lived	in	the	jungle,	we	had	no	medicines,	nor	enough	food.	We	had	no	land	to	plant	food.	
Then, my family and I moved to the refugee camp. We lived there for ten years. In the camp, we had no opportunity 
to	go	outside.	We	didn’t	have	any	jobs.	So	my	children	were	hungry	for	bread	and	fruit.	When	they	were	hungry,	they	
only ate rice. 

Finally,	we	had	a	chance	to	move	to	the	U.S.	Then,	we	applied	to	the	U.S.	It	took	one	year.	On	October	8,	2012,	we	
left	from	the	camp	to	Mae	Sot	where	we	checked	our	health.	We	stayed	there	for	one	week	to	check	our	health	and	get	
training. The person who gave us training, taught us how to ride an airplane, and what to do when we started living in 
the	U.S.	

We	were	excited	and	anxious	for	our	journey	because	we	had	never	flown	to	a	big	country.	When	we	got	in	the	first	
airplane,	everything	changed	for	us.	We	heard	different	 languages.	My	children	liked	to	fly	and	watch	TV,	but	they	
didn’t	like	any	food	on	the	airplane.	We	were	tired	during	our	journey	but	later	we	landed	at	the	Minneapolis	airport.	
Our	caseworker	and	my	husband’s	sister	and	his	nieces	welcomed	our	family.	We	were	happy	to	come	to	the	U.S.	

The	first	day	in	Saint	Paul,	we	slept	all	day.	At	night	we	all	awoke.	Everything	changed	for	us.	At	first,	we	missed	our	
relatives	and	country.	But	now	everything	is	better	for	us.	When	I	was	young,	I	grew	up	in	a	small	village	but	now	that	
I am old, my family and I live in a big city in another country.

corina khin is from the karen state in burma. she has lived in saint 
Paul, minnesota, for one and a half years. she has four sons who all go 
to school while her husband goes to work. corina also goes to school 
to study english so she can speak and write english well. her life goal 
is to be a writer. in fact, corina has already been published. when 
she lived in the refugee camp before coming to America, she sent 
her writing to drum Publication group every year and they included 
her writing in their book. the stories that she wrote were about her 
experiences, culture, and folktales in the karen language. she realizes, 
“when i read a lot, i know more english. so i encourage my friends 
who are studying english to read and write a lot.”

coming to AmericA
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My	First	Day	in	
America
BiruKtAit rettA, Worthington

I	came	to	America	on	September	29,	2013	by	winning	the	
Diversity	Visa	Lottery.	When	I	saw	my	family	for	the	first	
time	in	the	USA	I	was	happy	and	surprised.	The	weather	
was so cold and it was hard for me. For one month I lived 
in Minneapolis. It’s the biggest city in Minnesota. On my 
first	day	 I	 saw	a	 lot	of	places	 like	 the	Mississippi	River	
and	 the	Mall	 of	 America.	 I’m	 so	 happy	 that	 after	 two	
months	I	came	to	Worthington	to	search	for	a	job.	Now	
I’m	working	at	Walmart	and	I’m	happy	living	in	the	USA.

birukait retta is 26 and originally from ethiopia.

My	Life	Story
nABor ArgAndAr YAnez, MinneAPoliS

I am from Mexico, and I grew up there. I left Mexico in 
2001	 and	 came	 to	Minnesota	 in	 January.	 In	 	Mexico,	 I	
was	a	farmer.	I	grew	corn	and	beans,	and	I	also	milked	
cows.	I	am	a	very	hard	worker	and	this	is	why	I	came	to	
the	United	States.	The	Mexican	economy	was	not	good,	
so	I	got	a	job	in	Minnesota.	I	have	two	jobs,	and	I	go	to	
school.	I	started	school	in	2012.	To	learn	English	is	very	
difficult,	but	I	love	it	because	it	helps	me	to	communicate	
with	others	and	on	my	job.

nabor Argandar yanez is 51 and originally from 
mexico.

My	Story
FuFA gAjA, Worthington

I will write about my family life in my country. I have 
two brothers and sisters and we lived in Ethiopia. My 
brothers are farmers. My sisters are students. My father 
and	mother	are	 farmers.	My	 father	 is	62	years	old.	My	
mother	 is	 59	 years	 old.	 My	 parents	 had	 five	 children.	
Their	life	was	very	difficult	because	they	had	no	money.	

I	 came	 to	 the	United	States	 four	years	 ago	 to	work.	
I	 work	 now	 at	 JBS	 and	 I	 help	my	 family.	When	 I	 saw	
America	 I	 thought	 it	 was	 very	 beautiful—beautiful	
people, beautiful houses, beautiful cars, and a beautiful 
way.	 So	 I	 liked	 America	 for	 freedom,	 democracy,	
religious	freedom,	economic	opportunity,	etc.	But	I	was	
afraid of the cold winters, the snow, and the tornadoes. 
When	 I	 become	 a	 citizen	 in	 three	 years,	 I	 want	 to	 get	
married.	After	I	get	married	I	will	bring	my	wife	to	live	
in	the	U.S.A.

Fufa gaja is 39 and originally from ethiopia.

A	Journey
SAMBo hAM, BrooKlYn PArK

Two	months	ago,	it	was	the	first	time	for	my	family	and	
me	to	have	a	long	journey.	Travelling	from	my	country	
to	the	United	States	was	the	first	time	for	us,	especially	
by plane. For me it was not easy to stay in plane for over 
18	hours.	 It	was	 really	 enjoyable	 and	 strange,	but	 I	 felt	
concerned	during	the	flight.	I	could	not	see	anything	but	
only clouds and ocean most of the time. 

Another	 problem	 for	 me	 was	 that	 after	 the	 plane	
landed	 in	 Seoul,	 Korea,	 we	 had	 to	 go	 in	 a	 hurry	 to	
continue	on	another	flight.	We	got	past	control	quickly	
and	rushed	to	find	the	terminal	on	time.	During	the	flight	
I	 was	 delighted	 by	 flight	 attendant	 services—watching	
TV,	playing	games,	 and	 food	made	me	 relaxed.	Finally	
we	reached	Minnesota;	we	met	our	relatives	who	picked	
us	up	and	took	us	to	their	house.
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My	First	Day	in	
America
PAtriCK joSiAh, Worthington

My	first	day	in	America	was	a	happy	day	in	my	life	because	
during	the	war	in	my	country	my	father	was	killed	before	
me and I was afraid. I was shot during the war and later 
my	leg	was	cut	off.	I	came	to	America	to	be	free	from	the	
war, so I was pretty happy for that day in my life. I saw so 
many people that have lived here for many years, such as 
friends	and	brothers.	And	I	felt	so	happy	to	be	in	America.

Patrick Josiah is 44 and originally from liberia.

 

We	Often	Need	Help	
from Others
AnonYMouS, ColuMBiA heightS

That	we	often	need	help	from	others	is	very	true.	But	what	
is	hard	is	the	asking.	There	was	a	time	in	my	life	when	I	
arrived	in	USA.	I	didn’t	speak	English	and	when	somebody	
asked	me	a	question	I	could	not	answer	because	I	didn’t	
understand anything. 

I needed to go to the hospital because I was pregnant. 
I	was	afraid	 to	go	 to	 the	hospital	because	 I	didn’t	know	
I	 could	 have	 conversation	 with	 others	 there.	 But	 when	
I arrived at the hospital and I said to the receptionist, 
“It	 is	my	first	 time	and	I	speak	French.”	They	found	the	
interpreter	in	French	who	helped	me	to	fill	all	papers	and	
answer	all	information	about	me	that	they	needed	to	take	
care of me.

Vietnam	and	the	U.S.
KiM PhAM, CirCle PineS

My	name	is	Kim	Pham.	My	birth	date	is	June	10,	1957.	I	
was	born	in	Vietnam.	I	lived	in	Vietnam	for	55	years.	My	
native	language	is	Vietnamese.	I	also	speak	English.	I	was	
first	married	in	Vietnam.	I	was	married	the	second	time	
in Minnesota. I have one son.

	 I	came	to	the	U.S.	alone.	I	left	Vietnam	to	come	
to	the	U.S.	on	December	1,	2012.	When	I	left	Vietnam,	the	
weather was very beautiful. It was warm. When I arrived 
in	the	U.S.,	I	felt	very	happy.	Everything	was	new	when	I	
first	got	to	the	U.S.	In	Minnesota,	the	locations	are	very	
nice, more advanced than in my own culture. I started to 
take	English	class	in	March	2013.	Every	day	I	get	a	ride	to	
school in my husband’s car.

kim Pham is 56 and originally from Vietnam.

My	First	Day	in	
America
thuY nguYen, Worthington

I	 am	 from	Vietnam.	 I	 have	 been	 here	 since	 November	
2007.	When	I	came	here	everything	was	strange	and	new.	
The	people	here	are	so	different,	but	they’re	friendly.	The	
winters are very cold. I came here to be with my husband. 
I	saw	a	snowfall	first	thing.	I	was	happy	to	see	my	husband,	
but	afraid	to	be	in	a	new	country.	Then	I	began	to	enjoy	
going	to	some	restaurants	and	supermarkets.	They	are	so	
different.	I	couldn’t	eat	the	food	because	it	was	new	to	me.	
Now	I	can	eat	everything.	I’m	so	happy	to	be	here.	People	
from	different	countries	have	a	good	life	here.

thuy nguyen is 31 and originally from Vietnam.
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My	First	Day	in	
America
Mu Ber, Worthington

My	name	is	Mu	Ber.	I	just	want	to	tell	you	about	my	first	
day	in	America.	When	I	arrived	in	America	I	felt	like	I	was	
in	a	new	world	when	I	saw	this	new	place.	At	the	airport	I	
saw	my	caseworker	and	my	cousin.	They	were	waiting	for	
me.	When	I	saw	their	faces	I	was	happy	to	be	in	America.	

But	on	 that	first	day	 in	America	when	I	arrived	 that	
December	I	saw	too	much	snow.	I	didn’t	know	if	I	wanted	
to	stay	in	America.	All	of	the	trees	didn’t	have	leaves,	so	
I thought those trees can’t grow up and they’re not alive. 
They	already	died.	But	then	I	remembered	that	I	wanted	
to	stay	in	a	free	place	like	America	where	I	won’t	be	afraid	
of	my	enemies.	Before	I	came,	I	heard	that	America	is	free	
for everybody. You don’t have to be afraid of the police 
when	 you	 didn’t	 do	 anything	wrong.	 But	 if	 you	 did	 do	
something wrong, you have to be afraid of them. I am so 
happy to be here.

mu ber is 25 and originally from thailand.

Living	in	America
i hSuAn Wu, MinneAPoliS

When	I	first	moved	to	America,	I	lived	with	my	parents	in	
a	small	town	in	California.	There	I	spoke	Chinese	with	my	
parents. I read Chinese newspapers, I watched Chinese 
TV,	and	I	always	ate	Chinese	food.	I	felt	I	lived	in	America	
in a Chinese world.

I moved to Minnesota to live with my boyfriend. I 
speak	 English	 with	 him.	 Although	 my	 English	 is	 not	
good, I need to try. I need to read English newspapers, try 
to	watch	English	TV,	and	try	to	eat	America	food.	I	feel	I	
am	living	like	a	real	American.

I started my English class to improve my English and 
to	 know	 the	American	 culture,	 so	 I	 can	 live	 like	 a	 real	
American.

i hsuan wu is 45 and originally from taiwan.

Who	is	Hu	(Who)?
lin hu, SAint MiChAel

Before	 this	 story,	 I	 need	 to	 introduce	 myself.	 My	 first	
name	is	Lin,	last	name	is	Hu.	I	am	from	China.	In	China,	
pronunciation	of	‘Hu’	is	the	same	as	‘who.’	Last	summer,	
my	husband	and	I	went	to	Galveston,	Texas,	and	we	went	
to the airport to return to Minneapolis. We found our 
gate	and	sat	down	waiting	for	departure.	Gradually,	more	
people	arrived.	A	lot	of	people	stood	and	talked	in	front	
of the gate counter. 

Before	 departure,	 the	 gate	 agent	 announced,	
“Passenger	Lin	Hu,	please	come	to	the	counter.”	We	went	
to	the	counter.	The	Gate	Agent	told	us	she	will	move	Lin	
Hu	 to	 first	 class.	Then	 the	 Gate	 Agent	 asked,	 “Who	 is	
Hu?”	My	husband	pointed	 to	me	and	 said,	 “She	 is	Hu.”	
I	answered,	“I	am	Hu.”	The	Gate	Agent	became	confused	
and	asked	again,	“Who	is	Hu?”	I	answered	again,	“I	am	
Hu.”	My	husband	pointed	 to	me	again	and	said,	 “She	 is	
Hu.”	The	Gate	Agent	was	puzzled	and	asked,	“Who?”	“She	
is	Hu,”	my	husband	said.	“I	am	Hu.”	

So	 many	 passengers	 stopped	 talking	 and	 asked,	
“Who?”	After	that	they	were	laughing,	because	they	didn’t	
know	‘Who	is	who?’	At	that	time	my	husband	asked	the	
Gate	 Agent,	 “Excuse	 me,	 my	 SkyMiles	 are	 higher	 than	
Hu,	 why	 didn’t	 you	 move	 me	 to	 first	 class?”	The	 Gate	
Agent	was	quiet,	for	maybe	five	seconds.	She	looked	at	the	
computer,	then	she	laughed	and	said,	“Right	now,	I	don’t	
know	who	is	Hu	(who),	but	you	can	both	go	to	first	class.”

My	husband	and	I	at	the	same	time	said,	“Thank	you,”	
and	we	flew	home	first	class.	After	this	story,	my	family	
and	friends	often	ask	me,	“Who	is	who	(Hu)?”	I	am	always	
serious	and	answer,	“I	am	very	sure	I	am	Hu.”

lin hu is 36 and originally from china.
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My Family
hAi Bleh htoo, SAint PAul

My	name	 is	Hai	Bleh.	 I’m	from	Thailand.	 I	was	born	 in	
Myanmar,	 but	 I	 grew	up	 in	Thailand.	Before	my	 family	
moved	 to	 the	 United	 States,	 we	 lived	 on	 the	 border	 of	
Thailand	and	Myanmar,	which	 is	called	Karen	State,	 for	
many	years.	After	that,	we	had	to	flee	from	our	village	for	
several	years	due	to	the	Burmese	military	attacks	in	that	
area.

We	moved	to	the	United	States	in	August	2013,	to	Saint	
Paul,	Minnesota,	through	the	International	Organization	
for	 Migration	 (IOM).	When	 we	 first	 arrived,	 we	 faced	
many	difficulties	because	we	were	new	to	this	country.	The	
situations	and	 seasons	were	different	 from	our	previous	
land,	the	language	was	also	different	from	ours.	My	wife	
and our child didn’t go out for shopping or visiting friends 
without	me	because	they	couldn’t	speak	English	at	all	and	
they	didn’t	know	how	to	ride	buses.	

A	few	months	later,	my	wife	and	I	had	a	chance	to	go	
to	school	and	my	son	went	to	daycare.	Now	she	speaks	a	
bit more English and is able to ride the bus by herself. My 
boy	 can	 play	with	 other	 children,	 and	he	 talks	 to	 them	
as well. For myself, I’ve learned some more about the 
cultures	 in	 the	U.S.A.	I’ve	had	a	chance	to	go	to	school,	
and	 have	 more	 friends	 from	 different	 countries.Their	
pronunciations	 are	different	 from	mine,	 and	 it	makes	 it	
difficult	to	understand	when	I	first	hear.	Now	I	feel	more	
confident	to	live	and	work	in	the	United	States.	

hai bleh htoo is originally from thailand.

America
MulAWlA Soe, Worthington

I	 arrived	 in	 America	 on	 June	 3,	 2008	 in	 Saint	 Paul,	
Minnesota. The reason I came here is because we have a 
civil war in my country and we became refugee people. 
On	my	first	day	in	America,	everything	was	new	for	me.	
I saw tall buildings, many cars, and I saw friends waiting 
for	us.	I	was	very	excited	on	my	first	day.	I	thought	it	was	
a beautiful place to live.

mulawla soe is 29 and originally from burma.

My	First	Day	in	
America
gerArdo giovAnnY MArtinez, 
Worthington

I remember when I saw my brother. We gave each other 
a	hug,	and	then	he	said,	“Nice	to	see	you,	brother!”	Then	
he told me to come to his home for a party for me. When 
I saw the others in my family, I felt very happy because 
they are a wonderful family. They told me, “You are a good 
person,	Gerardo.	Don’t	worry	 about	 a	 job.	We	will	 find	
a	job	for	you	pretty	soon.”	So	my	first	day	in	the	United	
States	went	very	well.

gerardo giovanny martinez is 46 and from 
mexico. 

My	Story
joSue Perez, Worthington

I’m	26	years	old.	I	have	been	living	in	the	US	since	I	was	17	
years old. When I was a child, I always dreamed of a better 
life for me and my family because my fate was hard. My 
mom	was	too	young	when	I	was	born,	and	I	didn’t	know	
my real dad. My mother left me with my grandparents 
when I was about two years old. 

When	I	first	came	to	America	it	was	all	new	for	me.	I	
didn’t	speak	English.	Life	was	different.	The	weather	was	
different.	 I	didn’t	have	any	 family	members	here.	 It	was	
difficult	to	get	a	job.	To	apply	for	work,	you	need	a	car.	I	
didn’t have a driver’s license. 

It was so hard, but with a good attitude, life began 
to	 get	 better.	 I	 always	work	hard	 to	 achieve	my	goals.	 I	
finally	 got	 hired	 without	 knowing	 anybody	 and	 not	
knowing	English.	A	friend	told	me	about	English	class	in	
the	Collaborative	School.	I’ve	been	learning	English	little	
by	little	and	making	progress	in	this	new	language	since	
2004.	I’m	so	happy	with	my	new	life.	I’m	so	glad	to	have	a	
good	job	and	have	time	to	spend	with	my	little	daughter.

Josue Perez is 27 and originally from guatemala.
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I	Am	On	the	Way	to	
America
tu guo hABiAK, BrooKlYn PArK

America,	 strongest	 of	 military,	 top	 of	 science	 and	
technology, best education country in the world. This is 
what	made	America	attractive	to	me.	Here	is	my	story:

October	of	2003,		I	traveled	to	America	alone.	My	flight	
went	from	Hong	Kong	to	Tokyo	to	Minnesota.	I	needed	to	
transfer	in	Tokyo	within	an	hour.	On	the	plane,	I	started	
to worry about how to 
transfer	 to	 another	 flight.	
I	 asked	 the	 attendant	 and	
showed a card I prepared 
in English before, the card 
said,	“Which	flight	should	
I	catch	next?	Do	I	need	to	
claim	 my	 luggage?	 Do	 I	
need	to	go	through	security	check	again?”	She	answered	
me,	but	I	didn’t	really	catch	what	she	said.	She	saw	I	was	
confused;	she	made	a	gesture	to	me	that	meant	“wait.”	A	
few	minutes	later,	she	returned.	She	pointed	to	one	man	
sitting	cattycorner	 from	me	and	said,	 “He	will	help	you	
later	at	Tokyo	airport.”	I	thanked	her.	

After	I	was	through	the	long	line	and	checked	in	the	
Tokyo	airport,	I	said	goodbye	and	thanks	to	the	man	that	
helped	me.	“Oh!	My	god!	Only	seven	minutes	away	from	
my	flight	departure,”	I	suddenly	said.	I	was	very	anxious.	
I	interrupted	one	woman	who	worked	at	the	airport	and	
she	pointed	the	way	to	Gate	45.	I	started	running	the	long	
hallway.	Finally	I	saw	G45	at	the	end	of	hallway.	Nobody	
was standing there. I showed another card to the woman 
who	stood	at	the	front	desk	beside	the	gate.	“Is	this	flight	
to	Minneapolis?”	it	said.	“Yes,	it	is,”	she	said.	When	I	got	
on	the	plane	and	sat	down	I	realized	I	was	the	last	one	to	
get	on	the	plane.	I	 felt	sorry	and	embarrassed.	A	couple	
minutes	later,	the	plane	took	off.	I	was	finally	on	my	way	
to Minnesota.          

tu guo habiak is originally from china.

Why	Am	I	in	
America?
MAtthieu WAgBAlA MBAngo, MontiCello

My name is Matthieu Wagbala Mbango. I was ordained 
a	 pastor	 in	 the	Democratic	 Republic	 of	 the	Congo	 and	
I	 have	 worked	 in	 several	 areas	 of	 the	 church.	 I	 was	 a	
translator	 of	 the	 Bible,	 part	 of	 the	 New	 Testament.	 I	
directed	 the	 Department	 of	 Christian	 Education	 and	
Christian	 Literature.	 Also	 I	 was	 the	 Responsible	 Pastor	

for	the	church	in	Gemena.
My	 wife	 was	 sick.	 She	

suffered	from	her	liver	and	
died	 in	 Kinshasa	 in	 2011.	
After	the	death	of	my	wife,	
my eldest son invited me to 
come live with his family 
here in Minnesota. I’ve 

already been in Minnesota one year. 
In my country Congo there are so many things 

different	 than	 in	 the	US.	When	 I	 got	 here,	 I	 saw	 that	 I	
needed	to	be	alert	to	things	that	were	different.	

1. In Congo, we have two seasons: dry season and rain 
season, while here there are four seasons. 

2.	Here	all	the	roads	are	good,	while	in	Congo	there	
are no good roads. 

3.	Here	the	government	is	taking	charge	of	child’s	
schooling,	while	in	Congo	it	is	the	parents	who	take	
charge of the school students. 

4.	In	the	Congo	people	die	of	hunger,	while	here	there	
is	some	organization	to	distribute	free	food	every	
month.

	5.	Here	there	are	two	political	parties:	Democrat	and	
Republican.	In	Congo	there	are	many	political	
parties. It is hard to understand what they stand for. 

Now	I	am	in	the	adult	class	to	learn	lessons	in	English.	
I	 am	very	happy	because	 in	my	class	 there	are	different	
nationalities.	This	 is	an	international	school	financed	by	
the	government	of	the	State	of	Minnesota.

matthieu wagbala mbango is 60 and originally 
from the democratic republic of the congo. 

when i got here, i sAw thAt i 
needed to be Alert to things 

thAt were diFFerent.
matthieu wagbala mbango
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Living	in	the	U.S.A.
KiMleng vAnn, eAgAn

It	was	the	first	time	for	me	to	fly	on	an	airplane	and	I	was	
very	excited.	It	took	almost	one	day	to	go	from	Cambodia	
to	the	United	States.	When	I	entered	the	U.S.,	the	security	
guard	said,	“Hi,”	and	asked	me	to	show	him	my	passport.	
I	didn’t	understand	what	he	asked	me	for	so	I	asked	my	
cousin to translate for me. This made me motivated to 
learn	English	right	away!

I	came	here	in	the	spring.	Everything	looked	different	
from my country. I thought what a beautiful country 
this is. The cool thing for me was that although the trees 
looked	dead,	they	were	growing	back.	Later,	I	was	excited	
to	learn	that	flowers	and	leaves	also	change	colors	every	
year. 

Right	 after	 I	 arrived	 in	 Minnesota,	 I	 got	 a	 job	 at	 a	
grocery	store.	I	have	been	working	there	almost	four	years	
now.	I	also	go	to	ESL	school	to	study	English.	On	the	first	
day of school, I met my lovely teacher and I made a few 
friends	in	school.	They’re	so	friendly.	A	couple	of	months	
later I felt lonely for family and friends in Cambodia. I still 
call	my	mom	every	weekend.

The	weather	here	is	very	different	from	Cambodia.	My	
country has only two seasons, summer and a dry season. 
I	like	the	weather	here.	Last	summer,	I	went	to	pick	apples	
with my friends and cousins. I had a lot of fun with them. 
I	went	on	a	picnic	at	the	park	and	played	tennis	and	went	
fishing.	I	also	visited	the	Minnesota	Zoo	and	Como	Zoo.	
It’s	such	us	a	huge	country.	I	also	enjoy	winter	here.	It	is	
like	heaven	after	the	snow	falls.	Everywhere	it	looks	white	
and	like	a	sheet	of	ice.	Of	course,	I	go	outside	and	play	in	
the	snow	and	make	snowmen.

I have learned a lot of new things here. I have learned 
how	 to	 be	 self-reliant	 and	 how	 to	 survive	 here	 all	 by	
myself. I feel glad to be living in Minnesota.

kimleng Vann is 25 and originally from 
cambodia.

The	No	Crying	and	
No	Tears	Day
Aung WAY, SAint PAul

The	day	before	I	came	to	the	United	States,	on	February	
6,	2013,	I	got	good	news	and	also	bad	news.	I	was	given	
permission	 to	move	 to	America	with	my	 twin	sisters.	 It	
surprised me and my family was surprised too. First I 
was very happy about that but later I wasn’t. We had a 
party and at the party some of my friends and my relatives 
were	 very	happy	 and	proud	 about	 it.	When	 I	 looked	 at	
my sister and my parents they were smiling and having 
fun	with	our	relatives	and	our	friends.	I	didn’t	talk	with	
anybody.	I	stood	alone	and	looked	at	my	old	pictures	on	
my computer. There were memories of some of my friends 
in high school and my country.

  On February 16, one of my twin sisters had to go 
first.	When	we	got	 this	news	my	parents	decided	not	 to	
let her go alone without her twin. My father said, “They 
are	 sisters	 they	must	have	 the	 same	date	 to	go.”	But	my	
sister	said,	“My	father,	I	can	go		alone,	I’m	18	years	old.”	
“You	are	young,”	said	my	mom.	“I	don’t	care	how	you	are,	
you	are	still	young	in	my	mind.”	One	of	my	aunts	called	
my	parents	and	told	my	parents,	“Don’t	worry,	 they	can	
do it. This is a good opportunity for your children for 
their	 future.”	 Finally,	 they	 let	 her	 go	 alone.	 A	 few	 days	
later,	one	of	the	other	had	to	go.	My	parents	always	kept	
smiling even though they wanted to cry but they can be 
controlled.	But	unfortunately	I	saw	them		crying	at	night.	
They	didn’t	want	us	to	know	about	that.	It	was	painful	and	
sad. This was painful because none of their children were 
going to live with them.

Finally	 it	was	my	 time.	 I	was	 the	 black	 sheep	 in	my	
family. Even though I did bad thing and was a naughty 
boy,	my	parents	love	me	more	than	my	twin	sister.	Before	
I	left	my	father	told	me,	“Don’t	worry,	my	son.	I’m	here	to	
take	care	of	your	mom	and	this	is	your	time	and	duty	to	
take	care	of	your	sisters	for	me.”	He	said,	“I	do	believe	in	
you	and	you	can	do	it	my	son.”	I	promise	you,	Dad,	I	will	
take	care	of	them.

Aung way is 22 and originally from burma.
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Life	in	the	U.S.A.
AnonYMouS, eAgAn

I	 am	 from	 Eritrea,	 East	 Africa.	 I	 came	 to	 the	 United	
States	on	June	23,	1997.	I	came	with	my	husband	and	two	
children. I started my new life here without being able to 
speak	English.	It	was	a	challenge.	

I	started	a	job	but	I	did	not	have	a	car	so	it	was	difficult	
to	get	work.	My	job	started	so	early	in	the	morning	that	
there	was	no	bus	to	take	to	work.	I	asked	a	coworker	for	
a	ride	and	offered	to	pay	him	money.	Some	friends	and	I	
rode	to	work	together.	

After	 living	 here	 for	 three	months	 I	 started	 English	
classes and my English improved. Eventually I started 
to go to the clinic myself without help. My life improved 
a	 lot.	My	 life	has	changed	a	 lot	 since	 I	first	came	 to	 the	
United	States.	I	still	have	a	dream	to	get	more	education	
and	a	better	job.

Memorable Time
MYhAhn nguYen, SAint PAul

A	memorable	time	in	my	life	was	coming	to	America.	I	
came	here	in	May	last	year.	I	came	here	to	join	with	my	
mother’s	 family.	My	mother’s	 family	has	been	 in	 the	US	
about	 50	 years.	 My	 grandparents	 wanted	 my	 family	 to	
come	here	to	join	them.	My	aunt	was	the	first	person	who	
sponsored	my	mom.	My	family	had	to	wait	for	10	years	to	
come	here.	Finally,	we	were	allowed	to	come	to	the	US	last	
year.  

Unfortunately	my	mom	got	sick	after	we	received	all	
the	 documents.	My	mother’s	 sickness	 got	worse	 day	 by	
day.	She	passed	away	after	being	in	the	hospital	one	week.	
I	couldn’t	think	about	how	my	future	will	be	at	a	new	place	
without my mom. We had problems with immigration 
when we came here. They said our documents were 
invalid to come here because my mom was not there. We 
had	to	go	to	the	immigration	office	four	times	to	request	
to stay here, but they denied our appeal. In the end, they 
allowed	us	to	see	the	judge	to	resolve	our	documents.	

Those days were very terrible to me. We were allowed 
to	see	the	judge	but	we	don’t	have	any	papers	to	live	here.	
They gave us a paper of immigration.  My father and my 
sister and I moved to Minnesota to live with my uncle. My 

sister could go to high school, but my father and I could 
not	work.	I	study	ESL	and	learn	sewing	from	my	aunt.	I	
got better day by day.  

After	everything	happened	in	my	life,	now	I	have	some	
purpose for my future. I want to go to college but it doesn’t 
work	out	right	now.	We	have	to	see	the	judge	again.	I	hope	
our problems will be done.

myhahn nguyen is 23 and originally from 
Vietnam.

First	Day	in	America
ChriStiAn Munoz, Worthington

I	 remember	 I	 saw	 my	 Uncle	 and	 some	 friends.	 I	 said,	
“Hello,	 Uncle.	 How	 are	 you,	 Anele?”	 He	 said,	 “Good,	
nephew.”	 I	 saw	my	cousins	and	aunts	 and	a	 lot	of	good	
places. I felt very happy because I was with my family. I 
think	back	 to	Mexico	because	 it’s	a	different	 life.	 I	don’t	
speak	 English	 and	 nobody	 understands	 me.	 I	 miss	 my	
mom, friends, and my girlfriend.

christian munoz is 26 and originally from 
mexico.

My	History
jAMAAl odAWA, MinneAPoliS

My	 name	 is	 Jamaal	 Odawa.	 I	 am	 from	 Somalia.	 I	 left	
my	 country	 in	 1991	 because	 it	 had	 problems	 with	 the	
government	 fighting,	 and	 I	 didn’t	 like	 guns.	 I	 left	 my	
country	 for	Kenya.	 I	 lived	 in	a	 refugee	camp	 for	almost	
three	years.	I	moved	from	Kenya	on	August	21,	1995	to	
Seattle,	Washington	in	the	USA.	

I	 came	 to	 the	 USA	 because	 there	 was	 a	 civil	 war.	 I	
miss	many	different	 things	 like	 food	 and	 the	weather.	 I	
live	 in	Minneapolis,	Minnesota.	 I	 like	my	place	and	my	
neighbors because they are nice. Every day I go to school. 
I love to learn, and I believe in education. I learn English 
because	I	want	to	improve	my	English	skills.	I	have	a	good	
job,	so	I	can	help	my	family.

Jamaal odawa is 39 and originally from somalia. 
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Adapting	to	American	
Culture
roSA goMez, MinneAPoliS

When	I	decided	to	move	to	the	U.S.	my	life	changed	a	lot.	
First of all, I missed my family, friends, and my parents’ 
house.	I	also	missed	holidays	like	Christmas	because	on	
that	day	we	enjoyed	being	
with our family and made 
special food, such as rice, 
potatoes,	pork,	and	a	drink	
called rosero made from 
fruit. I brought beautiful 
memories with me to the 
U.S.	I	remember	the	places	
I	visited,	expecially	places	such	as	school,	church,	parks,	
and every important moment I spent with my lovely 
family and friends. 

Besides	 that,	 the	 language	was	a	new	thing	 for	me.	 I	
didn’t	know	many	people	when	I	arrived	in	Minneapolis,		
Also,	the	food	was	different.	I	had	not	seen	pizza,	burgers,	
or	Italian	pasta	in	my	country.		When	I	tried	these	kinds	
of	 food,	 I	 didn’t	 like	 them	at	 first,	 but	with	 the	passage	
of	time,	I	started	to	 like	them.	 	Another	thing	that	 is	so	
different	is	my	hometown	where	the	weather	is	always	like	
spring. In Minnesota we have four seasons. I still love my 
country, but now I also love Minnesota.

rosa gomez is 30 and originally from ecuador.

When I Came to 
America
hAMdi MohAMed, MinneAPoliS

When	I	came	to	America,	the	day	was	very	cold	and	snowy.	
I hadn’t eaten for a day because everyone on the airplane 
spoke	English	and	I	didn’t	know	what	to	say.	When	I	came	
to	the	airport,	my	sister	picked	me	up.	She	told	me,	“Let’s	
go	to	lunch.”	I	said,	“No,	I	can’t	go	anywhere	because	I	am	
scared	of	snow.”	Then	I	told	my	sister,	“I	want	to	go	back	
to	Africa.”	She	said,	“No.”

I	 couldn’t	 speak	 English.	 I	 couldn’t	 understand	
anything.	 Even	 my	 nephews	 spoke	 English.	 My	 sister	

would	 say,	 “Talk	 to	 your	 aunt.”	 They	 would	 speak	 in	
English,	but	I	would	speak	in	Somali.

Now	 I	 speak	English	 and	 they	 speak	 Somali	 and	we	
understand	each	other.	Now	I	don’t	need	an	interpreter.	
Now	I	like	America	because	I	go	to	school	for	free	and	I	
have good teachers. They help me a lot. I appreciate my 
teachers.	My	goal	is	to	get	a	good	education	one	day.	So	
I	say	God	bless	my	sister,	my	teachers,	my	nephews,	and	

my family. 
The one thing that hasn’t 

changed is that I still hate 
snow. The snow and the ice 
are slippery and I fall down 
when I go out in the snow. I 
don’t get hurt too bad, but I 
don’t	like	it.	

hamdi mohamed is originally from somalia.

My	Dream	of	America
BriAn le, ColuMBiA heightS

When	 I	 was	 a	 child,	 I	 was	 always	 thinking	 about	what	
America	looks	like.	When	Christmas	season	came,	the	gift	
shop in my country sold Christmas cards with beautiful 
pictures	 on	 them	 of	 snow,	 horses,	 people	 walking	 on	
the snow, and Christmas lights with a lot of color. The 
houses	looked	so	different	and	the	snow	sparkling	made	
the	picture	more	beautiful.	 I	 asked	myself,	 “How	 is	 this	
country	so	beautiful	like	that?”	

After	that,	America	was	always	in	my	mind.	Anytime	I	
saw	a	plane	in	the	sky,	I	said,	“Please	come	down	and	take	
me	to	America.”	I	grew	up	with	the	dream	to	touch	the	
snow,	walk	on	it,	and	see	beautiful	houses	with	Christmas	
trees.

On	 August	 29,	 2000,	 I	 got	 a	 visa	 and	 moved	 to	
America.	When	 the	 plane	 took	 off,	 I	 was	 feeling	 like	 I	
went	to	heaven,	and	I	said,	“Goodbye,	my	country.”	Now	
I am living in Minnesota. I can see real snow, horses, 
and	houses	with	beautiful	Christmas	 trees	 and	walk	on	
the	snow.	The	dream	came	true	in	my	life.	Thanks	a	lot,	
America.	I	love	this	country.	

brian le is originally from Vietnam.

when i wAs A child, i wAs 
AlwAys thinking About whAt 

AmericA looks like.
brian le



10    coming to AmericA

My Life and My 
Journey
Chit Koh loh, SAint PAul

My	name	is	Chit	Koh	Loh.	I	was	born	in	Burma	on	July	16,	
1990.	I	have	two	brothers	and	two	sisters.	I	am	married.	I	
have	one	child;	her	name	is	Hsa	Moo	Lah	Say.	She	is	two	
years	old.	I	lived	in	Burma	with	my	family	for	seven	years.	

I	went	to	Nu	Poe	Refugee	Camp	in	Thailand	in	1997	
with my parents. We went on foot during the sunny days. 
We	walked	at	night	too.	On	the	last	night	we	slept.	In	the	
morning we ate rice and some food. 

When we arrived in Thailand, we built a house with 
bamboo.	 And	 then	 we	 went	 to	 get	 rice,	 fish	 paste,	 oil,	
beans,	and	salt	in	the	camp	committee	office.	We	lived	in	
the	camp	with	my	family	for	13	years.	When	we	lived	in	
the camp we went to school everyday. When I was seven 
years old I went to school.

I left the camp with my family, my daughter and my 
husband	on	May	27,	2013	 in	 the	morning	at	8:00	am.	 I	
took	 a	 car	 to	Umphiem,	Thailand	 at	 12:00	 pm.	We	 ate	
lunch.	After	 lunch	we	 took	 a	 car	 to	Mae	 Sot,	Thailand.	
We	arrived	 in	Mae	Sot	at	5:00	pm.	We	slept	 in	Mae	Sot	
one night. 

In	 the	 morning	 at	 8:00	 am	 we	 ate	 breakfast.	 After	
breakfast	we	waited	for	the	bus	in	Mae	Sot.	At	10:00	am	
we	took	the	bus	for	a	long	time	to	Bangkok.	We	arrived	in	
Bangkok	at	6:30	pm.	We	ate	dinner.	After	dinner	we	took	
a shower and we slept in a hotel for one night. 

In	 the	morning	 at	 8:00	 am.	we	 took	 a	 flight	 and	we	
got	to	Japan	at	5:00	pm.	And	then	we	changed	to	another	
flight.	It	took	a	long	time	to	get	to	Chicago	at	8:00	pm.	I	
took	another	flight	to	Minnesota	on	May	29,	2013	at	10:00	
pm. I arrived in Minnesota. 

I was very happy when I arrived in Minnesota because 
I saw my brothers and my sisters, but I miss my country. 
Someday	I	want	to	go	back	and	visit.	

chit koh loh is 24 and originally from burma.

Leaving My Country
Prer hlA, SAint PAul

My	name	is	Prer	Hla.	I	lived	in	Burma.	My	state	is	Karen	
State.	 My	 native	 country	 is	 Burma.	 My	 nationality	 is	
Karen.	 I	 speak	 Karen.	 I	 have	 three	 brothers	 and	 three	
sisters. I am the youngest child in my family. I started 
school	in	1973,	when	I	was	eleven	years	old.	

When	I	was	21,	I	started	to	work	as	a	teacher	for	six	
years.	When	I	was	25,	I	got	married.	We	had	three	sons	
and	 five	 daughters.	 We	 adopted	 my	 sister-in-law’s	 five	
children when she died. 

In	1996	the	Burmese	troops	entered	my	village.	Then	
they	ate	our	animals:	pigs,	goats,	and	buffalo.	At	once	we	
ran to the forest and hid there.

I love my village because there are many forests growing 
near my village. My village is also located between two 
rivers,	and	there	are	fields	around	my	village.	The	people	
living	in	there	were	working	the	farm	and	field.	They	were	
working	together	and	they	were	very	happy.	In	these	two	
rivers	there	are	many	fish.	Sometimes	we	went	fishing	and	
found	fish	and	crabs.	

I always remember my village because my village 
has	enough	green	forests	and	many	kinds	of	birds	in	my	
country. In the morning the birds were always singing. 
Now,	 when	 hear	 the	 birds	 singing	 I	miss	my	 village	 at	
once.	 I	 think,	 “If	 I	 am	 like	 a	 bird	 I	will	 fly	 back	 to	my	
village,”	but	I	am	not	a	bird.	I	can’t	do	anything.

I	 left	my	native	 country	 on	May	25,	 2002.	 I	went	 to	
Thailand	Karen	refugee	camp	Mae	La	Oo	with	my	family.	
We	 stayed	 in	 the	 camp	 for	 10	 years.	 After,	 I	moved	 to	
the	U.S.	because	I	knew	that	my	country	would	not	have	
peace.	 I	also	knew	that	Thai	authorities	would	not	have	
allowed the refugee people to stay in their country a long 
time. 

We	came	to	the	U.S.	on	July	9,	2013,	to	Idaho.	But	my	
four	daughters	disliked	Idaho,	so	we	moved	to	Saint	Paul,	
Minnesota	on	July	24,	2013.	I	was	very	surprised	because	
I	had	never	seen	snow!	It’s	very	cold,	but	I	like	Minnesota	
because	I	see	many	people	have	a	good	education.	Right	
now	 I’m	 studying	 at	Vietnamese	 Social	 Services	 school.	
I	am	very	glad	my	teacher	welcomed	me	at	Vietnamese	
Social	Services	school.

Prer hla is 53 and originally from burma.
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My Life and My 
Family
thAW htoo, SAint PAul

My	name	is	Thaw	Thi	Paw	Htoo.	I	was	born	in	Burma.	My	
date	of	birth	is	October	20,	1979.	I	have	a	big	family.	I	have	
four brothers and six sisters; all together, eleven people. 
My	native	 country	 is	Burma.	 I	 lived	 in	Burma	with	my	
family	a	long	time—until	I	was	seven	years	old.	

I went to the Thailand border with my one brother 
and four sisters when I was seven years old. My parents 
walked	with	 us.	Then	my	 parents	walked	 back	 home.	 I	
went	to	school.	I	lived	in	Burmanear	the	Thailand	border.	
My	parents	lived	at	our	home	in	Burma.	

In	1992,	my	parents	came	to	 the	Thailand	border,	 to	
the	Karen	refugee	camp.	I	lived	at	the	Thailand	border	for	
three	years	and	then	I	went	to	Mae	Ra	Moe	Karen	Refugee	
Camp	 in	Thailand	on	February	 23,	 1995.	 I	 stayed	 there	
with	my	family	for	18	Years	in	Thailand	at	Mae	Ra	Moe	
Karen	Refugee	Camp.	

My	 father	died	on	 January	 11,	 2010	 and	my	mother	
died	on	August	20,	2011.	Three	of	my	sisters	died	and	one	
brother	also	died.	My	 sisters	were	 sick.	My	brother	was	
killed	 by	 the	Burmese	 army	when	 he	was	 20	 years	 old.	
Right	 now	 I	 have	 six	 siblings:	 three	 brothers	 and	 three	
sisters. 

I	came	to	the	U.S.	with	my	family.	My	family	has	six	
people:	me,	my	husband,	our	two	sons,	and	my	mother-in-
law. One year ago my family got an opportunity to appeal 
to	go	to	the	U.S.	and	then	we	left	the	Mae	Ra	Moe	Karen	
Refugee	Camp	on	March	6,	2013	in	the	morning	at	8:30	
am.	We	rode	in	a	car	to	Su	Maw,	Thailand		at	11:00	am.	We	
ate	lunch	and	then	at	12:30	pm	we	took	the	International	
Office	 of	Migration	 blue	 bus	 to	Mae	 Sot,	Thailand.	We	
arrived	in	Mae	Sot	at	5:00	pm.	We	stayed	in	Mae	Sot	for	
one	week.	After	that,	we	left	Mae	Sot	on	March	13,	2013	
in	the	morning	at	8:30	am.	We	started	my	trip	on	the	bus	
to	Bangkok	at	4:30	pm.	We	ate	dinner	at	5:30	pm	and	then	
took	a	rest	for	a	few	minutes.	At	11:00	pm	we	took	a	bus	
to the airport. Then, at 1:15 am we rode in an airplane. We 
took	the	trip	step	by	step.	It	took	42	hours!

My	family	arrived	 in	 the	state	of	Arizona	 in	 the	U.S.	
on	March	14,	2013.	We	lived	there	for	four	months,	and	
then	we	changed	states	 from	Arizona	to	Minnesota.	We	
left	Arizona	to	go	to	Minnesota	on	July	26th,	2013	at	9:15	
pm. We rode in a van to Minnesota. We arrived at my 

brother’s	 home	 in	Minnesota	 at	 10:20	 am	on	 July	 28th,	
2013.	The	trip	took	32	hours!

Right	now,	I	am	living	in	Saint	Paul,	Minnesota	with	
my family. I have one brother in Minnesota, one sister in 
Arizona,	one	sister	and	one	brother	in	Norway,	and	one	
sister	and	one	brother	in	the	Thailand	Karen	refugee	camp	
Mae	Ra	Moe.	Right	now	I	am	learning	English	in	Teacher	
Sheilah’s	class	at	Vietnamese	Social	Services	in	Saint	Paul,	
Minnesota.

thaw htoo is 34 and originally from burma.

Life in the Camp and 
in	Saint	Paul
ru thA htoo, SAint PAul

My	name	is	Ru	Tha	Htoo.	I	was	born	on	June	6,	1970.	I	
was	born	 in	Burma.	 I	am	Karen.	 I	have	 three	people	 in	
my family: me, one sister and one brother. I got married 
in Thailand. I have three children: one son and two 
daughters. 

I	came	to	the	U.S.	I	went	to	Durham,	North	Carolina	
on	 May	 29,	 2013	 because	 we	 don’t	 have	 freedom.	 My	
children	and	my	husband	came	to	the	U.S.	with	me.	

I	lived	in	the	Karenni	Refugee	Camp	Mae	Surin.	This	
camp	is	very	different	than	Saint	Paul	because	in	this	camp	
I	 did	 not	 have	 hospitals	 and	 expert	 doctors.	 All	 of	 the	
buildings	are	very	poor.	There	is	no	energy	power,	trucks	
and trains or buses. The living standard of refugees is very 
low-level.	We	are	governed	by	the	Thai	government.	We	
can’t	 do	 anything	 or	 go	 anywhere.	We	 stayed	 there	 like	
prisoners. 

Saint	Paul	is	a	very	nice	and	excellent	city.	Everything	
is	free	for	me	but	it’s	difficult	for	me	to	speak	English.

ru tha htoo is 45 and originally from burma.
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Looking	for	a	Better	
Life
SAr SAY, SAint PAul

I was seven months pregnant with my second child. We 
were	walking	up	and	down	stairs.	People	were	walking	so	
fast.	I	 told	my	husband	I	couldn’t	walk	so	fast.	My	baby	
would	fall	out!	My	husband	said,	“Walk	as	fast	as	you	can.	
If	not	we	will	be	lost.”	In	the	camp,	we	heard	people	say,	“In	
America,	people	work	fast	like	machines.”	My	mom	said,	
“I’m	 afraid	 of	 America.	
People	 say	 it’s	 really	 cold.	
People	die	while	they	sleep	
at	night.”

We entered the airplane, 
and	a	flight	attendant	took	
our seat number cards. 
She	put	in	another	family’s	
bags,	and	another	family	sat	in	our	seats.	I	walked	around	
in	the	airplane	saying,	“I	lost	my	passport!”	Another	flight	
attendant came and showed us where to sit. I laughed at 
myself	and	 told	my	husband,	“That’s	 just	a	 seat	number	
card,	not	a	passport.”	When	we	landed,	my	husband	told	
my	mom,	“Now	you	are	in	America.”

Everything	changed	for	us.	Day	and	night,	the	odors	
in the apartment made us not hungry. The taste of foods 
was	different.	We	cooked.	We	ate.	A	lot	of	leftover	foods	
were wasted. My mom always collects everything left over, 
even	plastic,	bottles,	and	clothes.	Sometimes	I	had	to	steal	
her	 trash	 and	 threw	 it	 away.	When	my	kids	were	 picky	
and slow eating, my mom said, “Your hungry relatives in 
Burma	and	Thailand	want	to	eat	 like	this,	but	they	can’t	
afford	to	eat	like	this.”

My	husband	was	excited	to	talk	with	his	friends	about	
America.	He	called	on	his	phone,	and	he	had	to	pay	$1300	
in	bills!	I	came	to	America	to	escape	from	a	poor	life,	but	
I still remember what our elderly people said: “Water is 
everywhere under the world. Where ever you stay you’ll 
die.”	 I	 had	 to	 adapt	 to	 a	 new	 language	 and	 culture.	 I’m	
looking	for	a	better	life	and	justice,	but	I	learned	there	is	
poverty	and	injustice	everywhere.

sar say is originally from burma.

My	First	Time	in	USA
AnonYMouS, MinneAPoliS

I’m	 from	 Congo.	 I	 went	 to	 USA	 two	 years	 ago.	 I	 go	
to	 school	 at	 Adult	 Education	 in	 Columbia	 Heights,	
Minnesota.	I	 love	to	read	novels	and	to	cook	food	from	
my	country.	I	like	everything	and	when	the	snow	falls	it	
is nice to have.

I	 recall	 when	 I	 came	 to	 USA,	my	 brother	 woke	me	
up.	He	told	me	come	to	see	snow	as	it	whitens	the	entire	

ground.	 I	 had	 liked	 that	
and I couldn’t believe it 
was winter time and it was 
very cold.

It was very hard for 
me to start to understand 
English. I was nervous 
when	I	spoke	English	with	

people.	But	now	I’m	so	happy	because	I’m	feeling	good	to	
speak	English	with	people.

Coming	to	America
rABi iBrAhiM, BrooKlYn PArK

I	am	thankful	I	came	to	America	because	I	was	a	refugee	
from	 my	 country	 because	 of	 fighting	 between	 two	
countries. I left my country when I was very young. I lived 
in	a	refugee	camp	in	East	Africa–Kenya.	After	two	years	I	
get	a	chance	from	the	American	government	to	come	to	
the	United	States	of	America	with	my	family.	 I	am	very	
happy	to	come	to	America	because	life	is	changed	for	me	
and	 for	my	 family.	When	 I	 came	 to	 this	 country,	 I	 first	
started	to	learn	English.	After	that	I	started	looking	for	a	
job.	Now	my	life	is	very	good	because	I	have	a	job.	Also	
I	am	learning	English	and	have	a	 lot	of	 friends	at	work.		
I’m	very	happy–my	dream	came	true	thanks	to	the	United	
States	of	America.

in the cAmP, we heArd PeoPle 
sAy, “in AmericA, PeoPle work 

FAst like mAchines.”
sar say
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Why I Live in 
Minnesota
gAluAK MiChAel rot gAi, BAYPort

There	 are	 several	 reasons	why	 I	 like	 to	 live	 in	 the	 state	
of Minnesota. First, there is more opportunity for me 
to	 find	 a	 job	 to	 start	 a	 new	 life.	 Second,	 there	 are	 new	
environments	with	different	people	from	many	different	
cultures coming from 
countries around the 
world.	 Since	 living	 in	 the	
Twin Cities, especially 
Minneapolis, it is because 
of the various cultures 
and the immigrants living 
here	 that	 I	 like	 living	 in	
Minnesota.

Next,	Minnesota	is	a	beautiful	place	to	live	and	to	raise	
my	 family.	Here	 I	 have	had	many	new	opportunities	 to	
live	 a	 new	 life.	Minnesota	 is	 known	 as	 a	working	 state,	
because	 there	 are	 many	 immigrants	 here	 workings	
together	from	different	places.	The	working	wage	here	is	
great	compared	to	the	third	world	countries.	Yet,	finding	
a	 job	 in	Minnesota	 can	be	 challenging	 at	first.	 In	order	
to have food on the table, bills paid, and a roof over 
their	 head,	 an	 individual	 must	 work.	 Overall,	 living	 in	
Minnesota is great because there is less drug use and gang 
activity	compared	to	where	I	have	lived.	Now	I	am	able	to	
live	in	a	good	neighborhood	for	my	kids,	so	they	can	learn	
and go to school.

In the end, I love living in Minnesota because the 
people	are	friendly.	Whenever	I	go	to	work,	I	enjoy	seeing	
the	sun	come	out	from	the	East.	Also,	I	love	breathing	the	
clean	 air	 and	 seeing	 the	 trees	 everywhere.	 Sometimes,	
I	would	 even	 see	deer	 crossing	Highway	169.	There	 are	
many	 lakes	surrounding	my	area	where	I	 lived.	Overall,	
a Minnesota summer is my favorite season, with all the 
different	colors.

galuak michael rot gai is originally from sudan.

My Life
KPAW htoo, SAint PAul

My	native	 country	 is	Burma.	 I	was	born	 in	Burma.	My	
date	of	birth	was	October	30,	1960.	I	had	two	sisters	and	
one	brother	with	me.	I	lived	in	Burma	until	2000.	We	left	
because	the	Burmese	army	came	to	my	village	and	burned	
our house down. We went to Thailand. We lived in a 

Thailand refugee camp for 
11 years. 

I	 came	 to	 the	 U.S.	 on	
April	22,	2011.	I	went	with	
my	family.	We	lived	first	in	
Missouri. We lived there 
for eight days then moved 
to	 Arizona.	 We	 lived	 in	
Arizona	 for	 one	 year	 and	

six months then we moved to Minnesota. 
I live in Minnesota together with my family. I am so 

happy	to	be	here.	I	miss	Burma.	I	want	to	live	in	Burma	
again someday if there is peace.

kPaw htoo is 53 and originally from burma.

My	First	Two	Weeks	
in	America
SAidA YuSuF, oAKdAle

When	I	arrived	in	America,	life	was	very	difficult	for	me.	
I	didn’t	know	what	to	do	or	who	to	talk	to.	I	went	to	some	
of	my	relatives	who	were	already	living	here	and	I	asked	
them to help me. They didn’t help me and that made me 
very sad. One day, when I went outside to empty the trash 
and	get	some	fresh	air,	a	teenage	boy	who	was	looking	for	
trouble	slapped	my	face.	I	thought,	“Oh,	my	God,	with	all	
of	my	other	problems,	now	this	happens!”	

Now	things	are	different.	I	am	pleased	and	happy	with	
how	things	are	going	in	my	life.	I	always	like	to	welcome	
new	people	to	America,	so	they	don’t	go	through	what	I	
went	through	during	my	first	two	weeks	in	the	U.S.

saida yusuf is originally from somalia.

it is becAuse oF the VArious 
cultures And the immigrAnts 
here thAt i like like liVing in 

minnesotA.
galuak michael rot gai
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Life	in	Burma,	
Thailand,	and	the	U.S.
BlAY htoo, SAint PAul

I	was	born	in	Burma.	My	year	of	birth	is	1989.	I	have	two	
sisters	and	one	brother.	I	am	single.	I	lived	in	Burma	until	I	
was six years old. My parents were farmers. We are simple 
people.	When	I	lived	in	Burma,	I	had	problems	because	
we didn’t have good food and we didn’t have money to 
buy	the	food.	So	we	had	too	many	problems	because	 in	
Burma	we	didn’t	have	freedom.	

The	Burmese	soldiers	came	to	my	village.	We	can’t	stay	
there if they come, so we had to move into the forest and 
sleep	 in	 the	 forest.	 Sometimes	we	had	 to	 sleep	 three	 or	
four days and sometimes we had to stay in the forest for a 
month.	So	we	had	a	problem	because	we	didn’t	have	good	
food. 

In	1995	we	had	 to	move	 to	 in	Mae	Ra	Moe	Refugee	
Camp in Thailand, and it was better for me because we 
had	 good	 food	 and	 if	 we	 were	 sick	 we	 had	 medicine	
because we had a little hospital in the camp. I went to the 
refugee camp when I was seven years old. I lived in the 
refugee	camp	for	14	years.	I	lived	in	section	six	and	I	went	
to	school	in	section	7A	middle	school.	I	had	five	standards	
(grades)	and	 then	 I	moved	 to	 section	7B	Number	 three	
high	school.	I	had	seven	standards.	After,	I	had	to	go	to	
work	and	I	never	went	back	to	school.

After	14	years,	 I	came	to	 the	U.S.	 I	 left	Mae	Ra	Moe	
Refugee	Camp	on	July	23,	2010.	It	was	the	rainy	season.	I	
came with my parents and with my one brother. We had 
to	leave	our	home	to	walk	to	section	5A	and	then	we	took	
the	car	 to	Mae	Sot.	We	took	 the	car	 for	nine	hours	and	
we	arrived	 in	Mae	Sot.	And	 then	we	 stayed	 in	Mae	Sot	
one	week.	

After	one	week,	we	took	the	bus	to	Bangkok.	The	bus	
took	16	hours.	We	arrived	in	Bangkok.	We	slept	in	a	hotel	
one	night.	And	then	 in	 the	morning	we	took	the	bus	at	
5am	to	the	Bangkok	airport.	It	 took	two	hours	to	get	to	
the	airport.	We	took	the	air	bus	from	Bangkok	to	Japan	
and	 then	 from	 Japan	 to	 Chicago,	 then	 to	 Minnesota.	
We	 arrived	 in	 Minnesota	 at	 11:30pm.	 We	 landed	 in	
Minneapolis.

I	 felt	 so	 very	 happy	 when	 I	 got	 to	 the	 U.S.	 My	
caseworker	met	me	at	the	airport.	The	first	night	I	slept	
in	 Saint	Paul	 at	 the	 apartment.	My	home	 in	Minnesota	
is	so	very	different	from	the	home	I	lived	in	before.	The	

weather	here	is	different	from	the	weather	where	I	 lived	
before.	In	Minnesota,	people	are	so	different	from	people	
in	my	own	culture	because	 so	many	different	 races	 stay	
together.

blay htoo is 24 and originally from burma.

My Life
htA toe, SAint PAul

My	name	is	Hta	Toe.	I	was	born	in	Thailand	in	a	Karen	
refugee	camp,	Mae	La.	I	have	five	brothers	and	one	sister.	
When I was thirteen years old, my father died. My mother 
lived without him.

When	 I	 was	 20	 years	 old,	 I	 came	 to	 the	 U.S.A.	 on	
January	19,	2013.	I	flew	to	America.	Now	I	 live	 in	Saint	
Paul,	Minnesota.	I	was	happy	to	arrive	in	Minnesota.	I’m	
happy every day, but I miss my family and Thailand.

hta toe is 21 and originally from thailand.

To Thailand and the 
U.S.
lAY PAW, SAint PAul

My	name	is	Lay	Paw.	I	was	born	in	Burma	on	January	1,	
1990.	I	went	to	Thailand	in	2000.	I	have	one	brother	and	
three	sisters.	I	went	to	Thailand	when	I	was	14	years	old.	
I	went	 to	Thailand	 on	October	 13,	 2000.	 I	walked	 over	
two mountains with my family. We were very tired. It was 
sunny	and	hot.	We	walked	day	and	night	too.	We	had	no	
rice, only water and fruit. 

We	walked	 to	Mae	La	Oo	Refugee	Camp.	My	 father	
and mother built a house. I saw Mae La Oo Camp had 
no	big	houses,	no	hospital,	no	work,	no	big	market,	and	
no	 freedom.	 I	 saw	Saint	Paul	 had	big	houses.	 I	 saw	big	
hospitals.	I	have	freedom	in	America.

lay Paw is 24 and originally from burma.
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My Life
BAW Po, SAint PAul

I am 65 years old. My family left Thailand to come to the 
U.S.	on	September	14,	2008.	My	family	arrived	in	the	U.S.	
on	 September	 16,	 2008.	My	 one	 son	 and	 one	 daughter	
came	with	me.	My	son’s	name	is	Po	K	Six.	My	daughter’s	
name	 is	Na	Na	Po.	We	 arrived	 together	 in	 the	U.S.	We	
came	 to	 New	 Jersey.	 We	 lived	 in	 New	 Jersey	 for	 nine	
months. 

We	came	to	Minnesota.	We	arrived	on	June	16,	2009.	
I	have	lived	in	Minnesota	for	five	years.	I	think	maybe	I	
will	go	back	to	Thailand	in	2014.	I	am	very	happy.	I	am	
learning English. I visit my friend and I go to church. I am 
very	happy.	May	God	bless	you	always.

baw Po is 65 and originally from burma.

My	Life	in	the	U.S.
tuYet PhAn, SAint PAul

I	left	my	home	in	Vietnam	to	come	to	the	U.S.	on	March	
29,	2011.	 It	was	at	3:00	pm.	 I	came	 to	 the	U.S.	with	my	
husband	 and	 four	 children.	 When	 I	 left	 Vietnam,	 the	
weather	was	beautiful.	It	took	hours	to	get	to	the	airport.	
We	got	to	the	airport	at	8:00	pm.	My	plane	left	the	airport	
at	3:00	pm.	My	plane	stopped	at	Japan	on	the	way	to	the	
U.S.	I	arrived	in	the	U.S.	at	3:00	pm.	I	landed	in	Saint	Paul,	
Minnesota.	 I	 felt	 very	 happy.	 I	 met	 my	 brother-in-law	
and	sister-in-law	at	the	airport.	I	went	to	my	brother-in-
law’s	house.	I	slept	at	my	brother-in-law’s	house.	The	life	
in	Minnesota	is	really	more	difficult	than	my	home.	The	
weather is really cold.   

tuyet Phan is 49 and originally from Vietnam.

My	Journey	to	the	
United	States
joCelin gArCiA, SAint PAul

I	was	one	year	old	when	I	came	to	USA	for	the	first	time.	
I	don’t	remember	it	because	I	was	so	little.	But	from	then	
on, we started to come every year for our vacations. 

When	 I	was	7	years	old,	 I	 started	 to	wonder	what	 it	
was	like	to	live	in	USA.	Especially	when	my	cousins	came	
to visit Mexico. They were wearing nice clothes, shoes, 
and	speaking	another	language.	I	thought	the	USA	was	a	
magic place to live.

I	 kept	 coming	 to	 United	 states	 (Los	 Angeles)	 and	
every time I was here, my uncles and aunt bought a lot of 
clothes,	toys,	and	other	gifts.	Also,	I	went	to	a	lot	of	places	
like	Disneyland,	Universal	 Studios,	 restaurants,	 and	 the	
beach.	After	seeing	all	these	things,	I	began	to	want	to	live	
in	the	USA,	but	my	mom	wasn’t	sure	about	that.

When I was 16 years old, my mom decided to move 
to	the	USA.	I	couldn’t	believe	it.	I	was	so	excited.	She	told	
me	two	weeks	before	our	trip.	As	the	days	passed,	I	started	
to feel sad because I was leaving my friends, school, and 
especially	my	grandmother.	A	day	before	we	left,	I	started	
to regret leaving. I started to cry but a voice inside me told 
me,	“You	are	coming	back	soon.”	

We	finally	arrived	in	Los	Angeles.	I	was	so	disappointed	
because	 I	 knew	 I	wasn’t	 coming	back	 to	Mexico.	A	 few	
days	 later,	we	flew	 to	Minnesota.	 It	was	wintertime	and	
felt	very	cold.	I	saw	a	lot	of	snow.	I	got	homesick.	A	week	
later,	I	went	to	school.	It	took	me	a	lot	of	time	to	adjust	to	
my new home.

Now	I	have	been	in	Minnesota	for	15	years	and	I	have	
never returned to my county. My childhood memories 
are	 still	with	me.	 Sometimes	 I	want	 to	 leave	 everything	
here	 and	 go	 back	 to	Mexico,	 but	my	 children	 keep	me	
here since they were born in Minnesota. They have more 
opportunities here in all aspects of life.

I	hope	that	someday,	not	far	from	now,	I	can	go	back	
to visit my beautiful village and hug all the people that I 
said	goodbye	 to.	Now	I	 think	that	staying	 in	Minnesota	
was the right decision.

Jocelin garcia is 31 and originally from mexico.
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My Life
lAY Ku PAW, SAint PAul

My	name	 is	Lay	Ku	Paw.	 I	was	born	 in	Burma.	When	I	
was	13	years	old,	my	family	and	I	went	to	the	Thai	refugee	
camp	Nu	Poe.	I	have	four	brothers	and	three	sisters.	My	
family	 has	 10	 people.	We	 lived	 in	Nu	 Poe	 camp	 for	 10	
years. My mother, three brothers, and one sister went 
to	the	U.S.	to	New	York	state	on	February	16,	2009,	and	
I	went	 to	 the	U.S.	with	my	 two	children	on	 January	31,	
2013.	

Right	now	I	live	in	Saint	Paul,	Minnesota.	It	is	good	for	
me	because	I	come	to	school.	Right	now	I	like	Minnesota.	
Minnesota	 has	 many	 Karen	 people.	 Sometimes	 I	 miss	
Burma.	I	want	to	go	back	to	Burma	to	visit	someday.

lay ku Paw is 24 and originally from burma.

My	Long	Journey
Mu PuAY, SAint PAul

I	 lived	 in	Burma.	My	house	was	made	of	bamboo.	I	 left	
my	 village	 on	 December	 26,	 2001.	 Our	 family	 got	 out	
and	went	to	Pasang.	We	slept	one	day.	We	woke	up.	We	
started	again.	My	family	got	out.	We	arrived	at	Mae	Surin	
Refugee	Camp	in	Thailand.	My	family	lived	at	Mae	Surin	
Refugee	Camp	in	Thailand.		

When	we	came	to	the	U.S.,	we	rode	in	a	bus	to	Myu	
Kee,	Thailand.	 It	was	very	 far.	My	 family	 slept	 there	 for	
one	week.	The	 next	 day,	 we	went	 in	 a	 car	 to	Mae	Han	
Song.	We	slept	there	three	days.	The	next	day,	our	plane	
left	to	fly	to	Chiang	Mai.	The	next	day,	our	plane	 left	to	
fly	to	Korea	direct	to	Chicago.	We	slept	one	day.	The	next	
day,	we	 arrived	 in	 the	U.S.	 in	 Saint	Paul,	Minnesota	on	
November	15,	2011	at	8:30	pm.	We	slept	because	we	were	
tired.

Right	now	I	go	to	school	at	Vietnamese	Social	Services.	
I	am	very	happy.	Thank	you.

mu Puay is 56 and originally from burma.

My Life
PrAY PAW, SAint PAul

My	name	 is	Pray	Paw.	 I	was	born	on	January	1,	1991.	 I	
was	born	 in	Burma.	My	nationality	 is	Karen.	My	native	
country	is	Burma.	My	native	language	is	Karen.

When I was nine years old, my family and I went to the 
Thailand	refugee	camp	Ban	Mae	Surin	on	June	28,	2000.	
My	family	and	I	lived	in	Ban	Mae	Surin	Refugee	Camp	in	
Thailand	for	12	years.	We	liked	the	camp,	but	my	mother	
and	my	father	came	to	the	U.S.	on	October	15,	2010.	I	was	
the	only	one	of	my	family	in	Ban	Mae	Surin.

Now	 I	 am	married.	 I	 got	married	 on	May	 15,	 2008.	
I have two children, one son and one daughter. I came 
to	the	U.S.	with	my	husband	and	children	on	November	
15,	2011	to	Louisville,	Kentucky.	After	one	year	and	nine	
months,	 I	moved	 to	Minnesota	 on	October	 18,	 2013.	 I	
have three sisters and four brothers.

I	miss	Burma.	I	want	to	visit	someday	if	there	is	peace.

Pray Paw is 23 and originally from burma.

My Life
loh htoo, SAint PAul

My	name	is	Loh	Htoo.	I	was	born	in	Burma.	My	birthday	
is	 January	 1,	 1992.	 I	 lived	 in	 Nu	 Poe	 Refugee	 Camp.	
I	have	no	brothers	 and	 three	 sisters.	 I	 left	Burma	when	
I	was	five	years	old.	 I	went	 to	Thailand	with	my	people	
and	family.	I	came	to	the	U.S.	on	November	6,	2013.	I	am	
Karen	nationality.	I	went	to	school	for	15	years	in	the	Thai	
refugee	camp.	My	family	lived	in	Nu	Poe	Refugee	Camp.

In my camp I didn’t see assistance, big houses, big 
churches,	 or	 markets.	 I	 have	 been	 in	 the	 U.S.	 for	 two	
months.	 In	Saint	Paul,	 I	 see	houses,	 schools,	buses,	 and	
beautiful	cars.	At	different	times	there	is	snow,	it’s	hot,	or	
it’s cold.

loh htoo is 21 and originally from burma.
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My	Life	in	the	U.S.
houA YAng, SAint PAul

On	my	first	day	 in	 the	U.S.,	 it	was	very	difficult	 for	me	
to	 start	 a	 new	 life.	 I	 didn’t	 know	 what	 to	 do	 because	
everything was a big change for me. I had to learn new 
things that were entering my life and I also had to learn 
another	language.	At	that	time,	it	made	me	confused	and	
made my life a struggle. I also thought that I couldn’t learn 
any	language	without	my	language.	But	now	I	think	I	am	
getting a little better than before.

houa yang is originally from thailand.

Coming	to	America
nurettin KiliC, MinneAPoliS

My	biggest	dream	was	coming	to	America.	That	became	
true	 in	 2005,	 even	 when	 I	 thought	 I	 landed	 in	 Hong	
Kong.	When	I	got	out	off	the	airplane,	I	saw	lots	of	Asian	
people.	Seattle	is	an	amazing	city,	and	you	can	smell	coffee	
everywhere.	I	worked	four	amazing	months	at	Mt.	Rainier	
National	Park	Hotel	as	a	busser.	I	met	lots	of	people	from	
different	countries.	We	talked,	hung	out,	had	lots	of	fun	
together, and I learned lots of things from their cultures 
and their countries. Therefore, I can say it was the best 
experience in my life.

When	 I	 returned	 back	 to	 Turkey	 I	 was	 really	 sad.	 I	
missed	America,	friends,	parties,	squirrels,	and	everything	
about my dreams. Then after I decided to apply green card 
lottery. I never gave up because I really wanted to live here 
and	improve	myself	in	everything.	After	seven	years	I	got	
it!	The	most	interesting	part	of	my	story	is	when	I	got	a	
green	card,	the	lottery	drew	up	two	times	and	it	was	first	
time	they	did	it	twice	in	their	history.	When	they	did	first	
I	wasn’t	chosen.	After	they	realized	they	made	a	mistake,	
they	did	it	again	and	finally	I	won	it.

If you want to achieve your dreams you should never 
give	up!	A	lot	of	people	are	afraid	to	say	what	they	want,	
that is why they don’t get what they want.

nurettin kilic is 30 and originally from turkey.

Words of Wisdom
ChASe rejSA, MinneSotA

“If	you	once	forfeit	the	confidence	of	your	fellow	citizens,	
you can never regain their respect and esteem. It is true 
that you may fool all of the people some of the time; 
you can even fool some of the people all of the time; but 
you	can’t	fool	all	of	the	people	all	of	the	time.”	Abraham	
Lincoln	in	a	speech	in	Clinton,	Illinois,	September	8,	1854.
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My	Story
YeSiCA SoriAno, MinneAPoliS

I am originally from Mexico. I remember as a child I had 
the	freedom	to	go	out	and	play.	In	my	five	years	old,	my	
father	decided	to	come	to	 the	United	States,	 leaving	my	
mom,	my	 younger	 sister,	 and	me.	 Since	 then,	my	 sister	
got	sick.	In	Mexico,	doctors	found	no	cure	for	her	disease.	
In my twelve years old, my mother decided it was best 
for	us	to	come	to	the	U.S.	and	maybe	that	could	help	my	
sick	 sister.	When	we	 got	 to	Minneapolis,	my	 sister	was	
transferred to the clinic. I went to middle school. I got to 
have friends. I began to adapt to the life of Minneapolis, 
but I missed my country, my family, and friends. 

Here	we	again	see	our	father,	but	he	had	another	family.	
My mother decided to start a new life with a new person 
and	 that	 relationship	 had	 two	 kids.	 Some	 years	 passed	
and my stepfather was deported. It was then I decided 
to leave school to help my family. Then I thought about 
my	future	and	decided	to	go	back	to	school.	My	sister	is	
still	 in	treatment,	but	it’s	better.	Now	I’m	going	to	Open	
Door	Learning	Center	to	get	my	GED.	I	would	continue	
studying,	and	go	far	to	make	my	family	proud	of	me.

yesica soriano is originally from mexico.

My Life in Minnesota
rAYMundo gutierrez, MinneAPoliS

Hello,	my	name	is	Raymundo.	I	am	from	Mexico.	I	came	
to	Minnesota	in	2011,	looking	for	a	good	job	and	a	better	
life.	First	of	all,	I	came	to	the	United	States	to	work	and	to	
go	to	school	to	have	a	different	life.	Second	of	all,	I	came	
to Minneapolis because I thought this was the perfect 
place	 to	work	and	 live.	Finally,	 I’m	so	happy	because	 in	
this	country	I	found	a	job	that	I	like.	I’m	proud	to	have	a	
good	job	and	a	better	life.

raymundo gutierrez is 31 and originally from 
mexico.

My	Own	Unexpected	
Journey
vAneSSA Sezini, edinA

My	 name	 is	 Vanessa	 Sezini	 and	 I	 am	 an	Au	 Pair	 from	
Brazil.	For	those	who	don’t	know,	an	Au	Pair	is	a	foreign	
nanny,	female	or	male,	who	lives	with	a	host	family,	takes	
care of their children, and learns about their language 
and	culture.	 I	 call	 it	 an	 “unexpected	 journey”	because	 I	
had	never	thought	about	to	come	to	Minnesota—a	land	
that	 is	 way	 too	 different	 from	 everything	 I	 was	 used.	
Nevertheless,	I’m	loving	to	live	here.

In Minnesota I appreciate three seasons of the year up 
to now and I fell in love with the autumn’s colors. Where I 
live	in	my	country	there	is	not	so	much	difference	between	
the	seasons,	every	one	looks	like	summer.	Before	I	come	
to here, I had never seen snow in my life and now only in 
my	backward	there	is	10	feet	of	that.

I also discovered that people can be warmhearted 
even	in	-40	Fahrenheit	of	cold,	and	I	mean	people	from	
everywhere	around	the	globe.	I’m	so	glad	for	I	have	talked	
with	 Indians,	Muslims,	Europeans,	Latinos,	Asians,	 and	
Africans	 in	 the	 same	 space.	 Everybody	 is	 together	 and	
friends,	as	I	think	the	world	should	be	like.	Furthermore,	
what	they	say	about	Minnesotans	is	true—they’re	so	nice,	
polite and friendly people.

Finally,	I	just	have	to	thank	God	for	that	opportunity;	
the better present is the one that you are not waiting for. 
My unexpected destiny has been better than I could wish 
and it is how we say in my country: the life is really a little 
box of surprises and because of that, it’s worth it.

Vanessa sezini is 25 and originally from brazil.
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How	My	Life	Changed
riCArdo AvilA, MinneAPoliS

The	first	day	when	I	got	to	Minneapolis,	my	life	was	very	
different.	My	biggest	problem	was	 the	 language.	 I	asked	
myself,	“How	can	I	learn	English?”	The	next	day,	I	went	
to	 the	house	of	my	cousin.	He	 told	me	that	 I	 should	go	
to school and that the International Education Center is 
a very good school and that I had to go. I told him that I 
would go. 

The	most	difficult	part	for	me	was	how	to	relate	with	
other	people	or	say	something.	In	this	time,	I	didn’t	speak	
any	English.	 For	me,	English	 speakers	were	 very	weird.	
The weather was very bad for me because I never felt the 
winter	before.	The	first	day	for	me	was	crazy	because	my	
country	 is	 not	 like	 here.	 It	 was	 totally	 different.	 There	
are two seasons: summer and spring. The temperature is 
normally	around	60	or	70	degrees	F.		

I	 realized	 that	 my	 life	 now	 is	 very	 different.	 On	
weekends	in	my	country,	I	went	to	the	parties	with	all	of	
my	 friends.	My	 life	 in	Minneapolis	 is	 different	 because	
here,	 I	 have	other	 activities	 to	do,	 like	working.	 I	make	
time to go to school because I want to improve my English.

ricardo Avila is originally from ecuador.

Start	of	a	Brand	New	
Life
MiChel BiSiMWA, MinneAPoliS

My	departure	to	Minneapolis	 in	USA	on	June	21,	2013,	
was	for	me	the	first	step	towards	a	new	life,	a	completely	
different	life,	a	new	culture	to	acquire,	and	getting	a	new	
circle	 of	 friends,.	 But	 most	 importantly,	 a	 new	 salary	
starting with four digits and more again later.

My	 country,	 Democratic	 Republic	 of	 Congo,	 is	
beautiful and endowed of immeasurable wealth. 
Unfortunately	 there	 is	 no	 middle	 class	 there	 and	 the	
percentage of unemployment and poverty is too high, 
following the mismanagement of our leaders who 
unfortunately	think	only	of	getting	themselves	rich	firstly	
before	thinking	about	the	social	population.

Arriving	 in	 the	 U.S.,	 I	 noticed	 a	 huge	 change.	 Of	

course poverty also exists here, but everything seems to 
be ordered and there are many opportunities, especially 
for	young	people	 like	me.	The	climax	was	 the	arrival	of	
November,	to	start	the	winter	that	I	dreamed	for	a	good	
part	of	my	life,	which	unfortunately	was	different	from	my	
expectations. I really appreciate seeing the snow fall. For 
the	first	time,	it	was	a	very	nice	experience,	despite	a	cold	
winter	as	there	was	20	years	ago.

Just	three	months	after	I	arrived,	I		got	all	my	resident	
papers	 and	a	 job,	 and	 that’s	not	necessarily	 through	my	
midle	name,	IRAGI,	which	means	“luck.”

michel bisimwa is originally from congo.

God	Bless	You,	Mom
renieh AlrAtrout, PlYMouth

I	 was	 raised	 in	 Jordan	 in	 a	 wonderful	 family.	 My	 dad	
passed	away	when	I	was	in	high	school.	He	had	been	sick	
for a long time. 

My	mom	is	an	amazing	person.	She	has	always	helped	
me	 and	my	 siwsters	 and	 brother.	 She	 is	 a	 wise	 woman	
who struggled a lot in her life but that always made her 
stronger.	 She	 always	 said,	 “After	 the	 Darkest	 Hour	 the	
Sun	Will	Shine,”	and	she	is	right.	I	love	her	so	much.	Our	
relationship is not mom and daughter, but a friendship. 

That was one of the reasons that made my decision to 
live	in	America	hard.	Why	should	I	leave	my	mom	to	start	
my	new	life	with	my	dream	husband?	But	she	again	stood	
by	my	side	and	made	me	think	in	a	realistic	manner	and	
not	with	my	feelings.	So,	I	did	it	and	I	came	to	America.	

After	I	left	Jordan,	I	heard	from	my	family	how	it	was	
hard	 for	 her	 to	 let	me	 leave.	Now	 I	 am	a	 citizen	 in	 the	
United	States,	I	have	two	sons,	and	I	am	pregnant	again.	
Even though we have thousands of miles between my 
mother and myself, our feelings are always connected in a 
way no one can understand.

renieh Alratrout is originally from Jordan.
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My Life
KASPArS jureviCS, MinneAPoliS

My	name	is	Kaspars.	I	was	born	in	Latvia	and	I	grew	up	
in	Liepaja.	It	is	the	third	biggest	city	in	Latvia.	Latvia	is	a	
very small country. The population is two million people. 
Latvia	got	its	independence	back	on	November	18,	1991.		

I	 came	 to	 the	 United	 States	 in	 June	 2012,	 the	 first	
time that I left my home 
country.	 A	 new	 journey	
began in my life. I came 
to	 visit	 my	 sisters	 Anita	
and	 Baiba.	 They	 live	 in	
Minneapolis.  I saw them 
last in the summer of 
2008	 at	 my	 sister	 Anita’s	
wedding. My sisters are my 
only family I have left. There are not many things I miss 
from	my	home	 country.	My	 sister	 is	 a	 very	 good	 cook!	
They	 always	make	me	 feel	 like	 I	 am	 at	 home.	The	only	
things	I	miss	are	my	friends	and	the	Baltic	sea.	This	is	a	
country	with	many	opportunities	for	everyone!

kaspars Jurevics is 31 and originally from latvia.

My	First	Day	in	the	
U.S.
MAriA nuno, SAint PAul

I	remember	my	first	day	in	the	U.S.	I	was	very	excited.	I	
couldn’t	believe	it.	It	was	my	first	trip	outside	of	Mexico.	
Before,	many	people	said	to	me,	“The	U.S.	 is	a	beautiful	
country.”	 	 But	 when	 I	 saw	 the	 U.S.	 in	 person,	 I	 was	
surprised	that	I	got	even	more	excited.	Really,	I	think	I	live	
in	the	best	country	in	the	world	because	American	people	
are very generous; they give me a lot of things and teach 
me their language. Today my dream is to learn English 
very well because I want to be a translator in the future.

maria nuno is originally from mexico.

My	First	Day	in	
America
MAriA gArCiA, Worthington

My	name	 is	Maria	Garcia.	 I	 remember	when	 I	 came	 to	
America.	 I	was	afraid	but	happy,	 too,	because	 I	 saw	my	
sister and my brother. I still missed my family in Mexico, 
especially my father, and my town. My sister lived in 

a	 field	 of	 oranges	 and	
peaches. It was new for me 
because I never had seen 
that before and I could 
eat all that I wanted and it 
smelled good. I remember 
that	 I	 knew	 only	 a	 little	
English and that made me 
a	little	worried.	But	I	knew	

I had to do my best because that was the only way to have 
a better life for me and my family. 

If I had to do it again, I would do it again. In my 
country life I was happier, but we didn’t have enough 
money.	 I	had	 to	 leave	my	country	 for	a	better	 life.	Now	
I’m	 a	 happy	mother	 of	 three	 beautiful	 kids	 and	 have	 a	
wonderful husband. I still miss my country, but I’m happy 
here.

maria garcia is 44 and originally from mexico.

My	Life	in	the	U.S.
hAilu MelKeto, BlooMington

I	came	to	the	U.S.A.	in	2010.	At	first	everything	was	new	
because	 the	U.S.A.	 is	 a	 big	 country	 and	was	 completely	
new	 for	 me.	 I	 spent	 three	 months	 looking	 around	
downtown.	I	saw	how	to	take	a	bus	and	other	things.	After	
three	months,	I	needed	a	job.	I	found	a	job	at	that	time.	It	
was hard for me, but now this place is good for me.

hailu melketo is originally from ethiopia. 

the only things i miss Are my 
Friends And the bAltic seA. 

this is A country with mAny 
oPPortunities For eVeryone!

kaspars Jurevics
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Life in Laos
MAiYiA vAng, BlAine

I can	hear	the	rooster	crowing	in	the	morning	sunlight.	Feeling	the	stiffness	of	my	bamboo	bed,	I	wake	up	from	my	
restful	sleep.	With	eight	hours	of	rest	behind	me,	I	am	ready	for	school	and	to	face	Boung	and	his	chalk	and	eraser	

throwing. My body feels strong.
I	walk	to	the	kitchen	to	help	my	mother	cook	breakfast.	I	hear	the	sound	of	her	knife	cutting	on	the	cutting	board.	

As	I	get	closer	to	the	kitchen,	I	can	smell	my	mother	boiling	some	chicken	in	a	pot	for	breakfast	as	she	chops	some	
carrots	and	beans	to	add	to	the	dish.	Yummy!	I	can	taste	the	food	in	my	mouth	while	I	sit	down	by	the	fireplace	to	help	
my	mother	with	the	rice	cooking.	After	I	finish	the	rice	cooking,	I	saw	my	sister	and	brothers	still	sleeping	in	their	beds	
and I called their names. 

Suddenly,	I	saw	the	sun	rise	over	Phousan	with	powerful	and	beautiful	sunshine.	The	sun	shines	on	the	mountain	
and	is	surrounded	by	clouds.	I	see	the	people	in	Nongppeg	walking	outside	my	house	and	riding	bicycles.	They	are	
going	to	work	and	school.		

We	raise	our	own	farm	animals	like	chickens	and	pigs	and	let	them	wander	free	in	the	yard,	but	when	it	is	night	
time	the	animals	know	where	to	return	to	their	huts	for	sleep.	My	day	I	have	explained	is	really	a	typical	day	just	like	
any	other.	Even	living	in	the	United	States	I	would	do	the	same,	but	now	I	am	the	mother	and	I	get	the	day	ready	for	my	
family.	My	kids	are	the	ones	who	would	go	to	school.			

maiyia Vang is from Xiong khoung, laos. she is married with three 
young children and has lived in minnesota for six years. winter is one 
of her favorite seasons because she enjoys christmas and snow. her 
favorite activities to do in Minnesota are going fishing and camping. 
She also enjoys walking, cleaning, and reading. Maiyia finds that self-
motivation is a valuable asset when learning english. her advice to 
other adult learners is, “take your time to learn english. it will help 
you a lot when you know how to write and read and to understand. 
nobody can help you. only you can help yourself.” maiyia is focused 
on her goal of obtaining her ged or diploma and getting a good job.

FAmily And home liFe
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I	Am	So	Thankful	for	
My Mother
PA houA her, SAint PAul

I	am	so	thankful	for	my	mom,	because	she	was	the	person	
that	gave	me	birth	 to	me.	She	was	 the	person	 that	 took	
care of me when I was a little child. Even though she was 
not educated, she taught us a lot of good things, so we can 
all be good people.

My	mom	liked	to	plant	a	lot	of	vegetables	on	the	farm.	
She	 taught	 me	 how	 to	 plant	 vegetable	 seeds	 because	
vegetables are a really important food that we eat every 
day.	And	 she	 taught	me	not	 to	be	 a	 lazy	person.	 If	 you	
were	a	lazy	person,	you	would	not	have		enough	food	to	
eat, and you would be hungry. My helpful mother loved to 
labor in the farm with my whole family to grow vegetables 
like	onions,	 cilantro,	 corn,	Hmong	green	bok	choy,	 and	
red	pepper.	My	mom	liked	 to	cook	vegetable	 soup	with	
all	the	vegetables	she	planted;	her	favorite	soup	was	pork,	
meat,	and	green	bok	choy.	

I		remember	many	years	ago	when	I	was	sick,	my	mom	
gave	me	medicine	and	took	care	of	me.	Sometime	during	
the	winter	season,	I	would	get	very	sick	from	the	weather	
change, and I would get some cold and fever. I remember 
my	mom	was	worried	sick	about	me,	and	she	would	go	
around	the	market	to	buy	traditional	herbal	medicine	for	
me.	She	would	bring	the	herbal	medicine	home	and	boil	
in	hot	water	for	me	to	drink.	My	mom	also	did	traditional	
acupuncture for me to help me feel better.

I	miss	her	so	much	in	my	heart.	As	the	years	pass,	I	will	
remember	her	love.	And	I	will	never	forget	all	the	sweet	
things	that	she	did	for	me.	Now	my	mother	still	 lives	in	
Laos.	She	lives	far	away	from	me,	but	we	still	talk	on	the	
phone when I have free time. I will always treasure the 
things	she	did	for	me	and	keep	in	my	heart	as	memories.	
I’m	truly	lucky	to	have	a	mother	like	her,	and	thankful	for	
her	years	of	compassion.	I	will	be	a	good	role	model,	like	
my mom, to my children.

My Life
jeSSiCA CAStAnedA, eAgAn

If you’re not from
A	warm,	cozy,	and	friendly	home,
Then you don’t understand
The feeling of family get togethers.
If you’re not from
A	house	full	of	siblings,	running	around,
Laughing, and chasing eachother,
Then you don’t understand the peacefulness 
Of	a	quiet	house	and	the	serenity	of	a	Sunday	morning
Before	church.
If you’re not from a small town in Minnesota,
Then you don’t understand the importance of coming      
    together.

A	Simple	Saturday
BeAu ForPAhl, Big lAKe

I	hurt	inside;	reckless	pain	and	I’m	not	sure	why.
Can	I	give	it	up	to	the	Lord	before	I	die?
“Pearls	before	swine,”	gold	before	platinum,	and	plenty	of	

mistakes.
With	stakes	so	high,	makes	you	wonder	why	I	would	want	

to love again before I die.
Is	it	right?	Is	it	right?
Let	it	go	as	emotions	take	flight.
Dial	tone	after	dial	tone.
Just	pick	up	the	darn	phone!	“Emma,	it’s	Daddy	calling!
Hello,	Hello…Goodbye.”
I	let	her	know	that	I	won’t	let	go.
Emma, how I long to see you, stand with you, hold you.
Will	it	be	in	that	sacred	place	I	know	God	has	destined
In	a	future	time	and	place?

Love,	Dad
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The Light in My Life
CAMilA ChAMBerS, hugo

Justin	is	my	husband	and	my	friend.	He	is	the	man	who	
changed my life and who I fell in love with. I met him at 
the	right	moment,	when	everything	was	so	dark,	so	sad,	
and	so	meaningless.	At	 that	moment,	my	 life	was	crazy.	
I	 wasn’t	 the	 kind,	 normal	 teenager.	 I	 was	 a	 rebel	 and	
my	family	was	disappointed.	Justin	changed	my	life	and	
become	the	light	in	it.	He	was	like	the	light	at	the	end	of	a	
dark	tunnel,	when	I	thought	nothing	was	worthwhile.	I’m	
so	grateful	to	have	Justin	in	my	life.

Justin	and	I	met	three	years	ago	in	the	crazy	world	of	
the	internet.	“Yes,	that’s	right.”	We	met	online	on	one	of	
the	biggest	social	networks	of	the	world,	Facebook.	When	
I	 saw	 his	 profile	 picture,	 I	 was	 very	 impressed.	He	 is	 a	
very	handsome	man.	He	has	a	beautiful	 smile	 and	very	
attractive	 eyes.	 I	 felt	 that	 I	wanted	 to	know	more	about	
him.	 We	 have	 a	 big	 difference	 of	 cultures.	 He	 speaks	
English	 and	 I	 speak	 Spanish.	 It	 was	 a	 big	 problem	 of	
communication,	but	it	wasn’t	all	bad.	He	knew	a	little	bit	
of	Spanish.	He	went	to	school	to	learn	it	and	he	traveled	
several times to Mexico. It’s why he got into our Latin 
culture.	He	 loves	everything	about	my	culture.	He	 loves	
our spicy food and variety of music, especially Cumbia 
and	salsa.	He	learned	to	dance	it,	and	he	is	really	good	at	
it.	Thanks	to	all	those	things,	we	have	a	great	relationship.

Justin	is	hard	worker	and	passionate	for	everything	that	
he	does.	He	always	gives	100%	to	any	project	or	adventure	
he	has	in	his	mind.		He	is	really	funny	and	happy	most	of	
the	time.	One	of	the	biggest	hobbies	for	Justin	is	cars.	He	
loves	classic	and	fast	cars	just	like	his	dad.	He	taught	me	a	
lot	about	it,	and	I	enjoy	learning	it.	Justin	and	I	have	spent	
so	much	time	in	different	ways.	We	had	been	in	different	
cities	in	Colombia.	Thanks	to	him,	I	was	on	a	plane	and	I	
saw	the	ocean	for	the	first	time	in	my	life.	I	have	so	many	
wonderful	memories	with	him.	He	showed	me	a	lot	new	
things that I imagine I would see. I won’t lie. Everything 
isn’t	always	perfect,	but	he	makes	my	days	perfect.

camila chambers is 23 and originally from 
colombia.

Precious	Gift
SAMAnthA SigAFooS, AnoKA

Did	you	clasp	your	belly
Knowing	I	was	there?
A	girl	child	with	your	dark	brown	eyes
And	your	coal-dark	hair…

Did	you	love	me	right	away
Before	I	would	be	born?
Knowing	I	was	tucked	away
Carefully	being	formed?

Did	you	weep	sweet	tears	of	joy
Upon	hearing	my	first	cry?
A	love	so	strong,	so	pure,	so	deep
That	for	me	you’d	even	die?

Did	you	dream	about	my	life
While	I	nursed	at	your	breast?
Did	you	think	of	my	future	life?
Did	you	feel	quite	blessed?

Did	you	know	that	God	gave	me
The	gift	of	words	to	write?
Did	you	know	you’d	be	gone	too	soon
While	rocking	me	at	night?

Did	you	pray	you’d	always	be
Here	to	see	me	live?
And	did	you	know	what	a	wondrous	gift
You	had	chosen	to	give?

The gift of life, my mother gave
Although	she	soon	lost	her	own.
The dearest woman, my mother was
Dearest	I’ve	never	known.

I	love	you,	mom.	I	forever	thank	you
For bringing me to this earth.
Connected we will always be,
Precious	woman	who	gave	me	birth.

samantha sigafoos is 28 and originally from the 
u.s.A.
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Story	to	My	Brother
SiMon ghilAMiChAel, SAint PAul

I have seen a lot of successful people from all aspects of 
life.	Success	depends	on	how	one	perceives	it.	It	could	be	
political,	financial,	family-related,	moral,	or	educational.	
The	most	 amazing	 success	 story	 I	 have	 observed	 is	 the	
case	of	my	older	brother,	Daniel,	and	 that	of	his	 family.	
From his demanding responsibilities at a young age, to his 
serious	health	issues	and	to	his	desire	to	make	a	better	life	
for	his	family,	Daniel	is	a	success.	

Daniel	 was	 born	 in	 rural	 Eritrea,	 East	 Africa,	 to	 a	
hard-working	peasant	family.	He	didn’t	get	a	chance	to	go	
to	school	as	he	had	to	look	after	our	livestock	in	addition	
to	helping	my	parents	on	the	farm.	He	got	married	at	21	
and	had	two	children	while	he	was	in	Africa	and	the	third	
one	was	born	here	in	the	USA.	While	he	was	in	Africa,	he	
dealt	with	serious	health	issues.	His	illness	got	worse	and	
required	emergency	open	heart	surgery	in	the	USA	at	the	
end	of	1993.	He	did	well,	but	things	were	complicated	later	
on	by	diabetes.	It	 took	him	more	than	a	year	to	recover	
from his disabling illness.  Finally, he got stable and has 
been able to lead a normal and functional life under close 
medical monitoring.

The other stressful issue was when he left his wife and 
two	kids	in	Africa	in	poverty.	Fortunately,	he	got	settled	
and	went	to	school.	His	family	was	still	in	Africa	and	he	
had	to	worry	about	 their	overall	condition.	Thank	God,	
he	succeeded	in	getting	his	green	card	and	finally	was	able	
to bring over his family. Mind you that this was despite 
his	complex	medical	problems	where	he	had	to	take	daily	
blood thinner for his heart valve and insulin shots many 
times a day.

The other extraordinary success story was his ability 
to	 take	 care	 of	 his	 family	 in	 the	 best	 way	 possible	 and	
make	sure	his	kids	succeeded	the	best	way	they	could.	He	
achieved that goal and his two older sons won four year 
full	 scholarships	 to	 Boston	 College	 and	 they	 are	 doing	
great.	My	 brother	 Daniel	 is	 an	 example	 of	 a	 successful	
person. I admire him for what he did and I have learned 
a lot of from him. 

simon ghilamichael is originally from eritrea.

My	Son
dhuuxo hAShi, oWAtonnA

I	 really	 enjoy	my	 son,	 Abdiwali.	 He	 is	my	 fourth	 baby	
and	 is	18	months	old.	 I	 like	when	he	calls	me	mommy.	
He	listens	to	me	when	I	tell	him	to	pick	up	his	toys.	He	
really	likes	to	read	books	with	me,	and	he	likes	to	turn	the	
pages.	He	likes	to	feed	himself	pieces	of	 fruit	and	pasta.	
He	drinks	from	a	cup,	but	still	drinks	milk	from	a	bottle	
sometimes. I love him very much.

dhuuxo hashi is 28 and originally from somalia.

Six-Word	Stories
ChriS Kleindl, ShoKoPee

Money saved
Week	off
Road	trip

Excited
To meet her
New	York

Happy	moment
Proposal
Tie	the	knot

Surprised	husband
Due	date
New	life

chris kleindl is 22 and originally from the u.s.A.
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Minnesota
MelvinA BlACKloCK, MAPleWood

One of my favorite things about living in Minnesota is 
being near family. My sister always has big family events so 
all	my	cousins,	both	Aunties,	and	the	rest	of	the	family	get	
together	for	parties,	Thanksgiving,	Christmas,	and	Easter.	
It’s	also	easy	for	my	sister	to	come	visit.	It	only	takes	forty-
five	minutes	to	get	to	my	house.	Every	weekend	I	have	five	
grandkids	over	on	Friday	through	Sunday.	We	go	to	the	
movies	and	eat	popcorn	and	drink	pop.	I	am	lucky	to	be	
near my family in Minnesota. 

My	Twin	Brother
BAWili MAKolo, SAint PAul

I want to tell you my short story of my family. I was the 
second born with my twin brother. When we  were born, 
it was a  miracle for my parents, after having lost two 
children before us. 

We	were	born	on		January	15,	1960,	at	the	same	time	
that	Queen	Elizabeth	and	King	Baudouin	passed	by	our	
village	in	Congo	(DRC).	My	brother	was	named	Baudouin	
and	I	was	named	Elizabeth.	It	is	customary	for	a	baby	to	
get their name from some event. You can get a name from 
your family, friend, or from somebody from anywhere 
who has a reputation for something. 

My	brother	passed	away	 ten	years	 ago.	He	 loved	me	
so much. I am not happy today because I celebrate our 
birthday without him. May his spirit rest in peace.

My	Sweet	Mother
MY hAnh nguYen Khuong, MAPleWood

I have many great times and memories with my mom. I’m 
very proud of my mother who was a happy, strong person. 
She	was	born	in	a	poor	family,	so	she	had	to	work	early	to	
help	my	grandparents.	She	spent	all	her	time	to	work,	so	
she	didn’t	have	time	for	school.	After	my	parents	had	me,	
my family’s income was too low. We lived with only my 
father’s income. Therefore, both my mom and dad had to 
work	to	increase	our	income.	

My	mom	worked	at	my	aunt’s	shoe	shop.	She	worked	
full-time,	so	she	didn’t	have	much	time	to	take	care	of	me.	
My	 grandmother	 helped	my	mom	 to	 babysit	me.	After	
working,	my	mom	picked	me	up	to	come	back	home,	then	
fed	me	while	she	prepared	dinner.	She	was	very	tired	but	
she	had	 to	make	 food	 for	dinner.	 	 I	was	very	 little	 then	
so	 I	 couldn’t	 understand	 how	 tired	 she	 was.	 She	 gave	
everything to me because she wanted to bring the good 
life	to	me.	My	mom	made	all	kinds	of	my	favorite	foods	
that	were	very	delicious	such	as	flan	cake,	crab	soup,	and	
eggs. 

I still remember that every night before sleeping, my 
mom usually told an old story or read some children’s 
books	for	me.	She	gave	me	warm	hug	and	said,	“Sleep	well	
my	little	princess,	I	love	you	so	much,”	and	then	kissed	me	
on	my	nose.	“I	love	you	best,	mom,”	I	said.	I	had	to	sleep	
alone, but sometimes my mom would sleep with me if I 
requested	her.	She	said	to	me,	“Okay,	my	sweet,	I	will	sleep	
with	you	only	tonight	but	not	tomorrow.”	

In	her	free	time,	she	liked	to	plant	some	trees,	bake	a	
cake,	and	show	me	how	to	do	housework.	One	time	on	
my birthday, I was astonished by an adorable dress which 
my	mom	sewed	for	me.	When	she	had	some	days	off,	she	
would	 plan	 to	 take	 family	 to	 go	 to	 vacation.	When	 she	
was alive, I learned many good things as experiences to 
live	life.	I	learned	how	to	be	strong	person	like	my	mom.	
Before	 any	problem	was	 settled,	 she	never	 gave	up.	 She	
advised me that I needed to be calm if I had any problem 
in	my	life,	and	then	tried	to	find	the	best	way	to	settle	that	
problem.

my hanh nguyen khuong is 23 and originally 
from Vietnam. 
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In	This	Heart
KriStoPher ClArK, nAShWAuK

I have forgotten
The lies of my mother
The anger of my father
The hand of a lost love

I have forgotten
The fright of being alone
The call of lies
the color of life itself

I remember you
The one who held me
The one who loved me
The	one	who	healed	my	broken	heart

I remember you
The	light	in	my	dark
The color in my world of grey
The one I once had called my life mate

I remember us
Together as one
Happily	in	love
Couldn’t be alone

I remember us
Never	apart
Never	unhappy
Never	in	the	dark

But	I	have	forgotten
The	heartbreak
Being	let	down
Being	forever	alone

I have forgotten 
How	life	was
Without you

I have forgotten
The	darkness	of	life
Without your light to guide
My	ever	broken	heart
I owe you my life, soul, mind

kristopher clark is 21 and originally from the 
u.s.A.

Untitled
jonAthAn SWitterS, SAint Cloud
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Lonely in Minnesota
houA YAng, MinneAPoliS

My	parents	and	I	came	from	Thailand	in	2004.	We’re	so	
proud and happy to spend our life in Minnesota. My life 
in	the	United	States	is	better	than	it	was	in	Thailand.	My	
life was very convenient in Minnesota because my mom 
and	dad	helped	me	when	I	was	busy.	I	always	dropped	off	
my children for my mom and dad when I had a meeting, a 
doctor appointment, and a vacation with my wife. 

When we went to our vacation, we weren’t concerned 
about	our	children.	My	mom	and	dad	always	took	good	
care	 of	 our	 children.	 I	 thought	 I	 was	 so	 lucky.	 I	 wasn’t	
concerned about my future because my parents were 
always beside me. We faced 
joint	 troubles,	 played,	 and	
laughed together. I felt so 
snug and my home was a 
sweet home, but now my 
life changed.

In	 October	 2012,	 my	
parents	 moved	 to	 Alaska.	
Everything	 in	 my	 life	 became	 dark.	 It’s	 very	 difficult	
without them. My wife and I have four daughters and one 
baby boy. We haven’t had any vacation or someone with 
whom	to	drop	off	our	children	after	my	parents	moved	
to	Alaska.	

This	 world	 looks	 so	 narrow	 to	me.	 It	 is	 almost	 two	
years now. I’m trying to stand by myself and go forward 
without	 them.	Sometimes	 I	 try	 to	drop	off	my	children	
with	a	relative,	but	I	don’t	want	to	impose.	So,	now	I	don’t	
have	free	time	to	play	my	favorite	sport,	but	that	is	fine.	I	
hope	someday	my	parents	will	be	back	in	Minnesota.	That	
is my wish. 

My	Wonderful	Parents
YAn Ping zhAng, ColuMBiA heightS

I	came	to	the	United	States	more	than	one	year	ago.	I	miss	
my parents so much. My parents are people who have 
high education and who are friendly. From when I was a 
small girl to now, they gave me advice about how to have a 
good life and how to be a useful person for society. When 
I and my siblings expressed some ideas and moods, they 
appreciated us. In my memory, they always encouraged 
us to do any things that we want to do. I will never forget 
those memories.

One	year	of	summer,	when	I	was	10	years	old,	I	and	my	
classmates went to the mountain to climb. The mountain 

was far from our house. 
When we arrived at the top 
of the mountain, the sun 
set while we played late, so 
we decided to swim across 
the river in front of the 
mountain	back	home.	It	 is	
a deep and wild river. The 

water	is	turbulent.	Swimming	was	dangerous	in	the	river.	
Although	we	 swam	well,	 it	 is	 a	 bad	 thing	 for	 children.	
After	this	time,	my	father	did	not	blame	me	and	said	don’t	
do it again.

My	mother	was	a	sports	enthusiast.	She	enjoyed	sports.	
When I studied in the high school, I played volleyball 
every	day	so	that	my	grades	went	down.	She	told	me	how	
to use my own time to exercise and to play in the free 
time. They let me understand what thing is right.

After	I	graduated	from	high	school,	I	went	to	farm	to	
labor	with	my	sister.	There	was	much	hard	work.	This	is	a	
very poor place. Most of my classmate’s parents don’t want 
their	kids	to	go.	I	went	because	my	parents	knew	that	it	
was good for us growing up. Finally I and my sister got not 
only strong bodies but also our minds got exercise. We 
followed their advice, and we both accepted the education 
of university.

My parents are old right now, but they will always be 
my teachers.

yan Ping Zhang is 56 and originally from china.

my PArents Are old right 
now, but they will AlwAys be 

my teAchers.
yan Ping Zhang
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I	Like	Being	a	Good	
Father
ulYSSeS dAviS, MinneAPoliS

How	I	like	to	be	a	good	father	is	to	make	sure	that	I	can	
be the best father 

My	son	can	depend	on.	In	particular,	making	sure	he	has	
a home,

Especially love from a parent, is important to me. 
Without those things, life can become very hard to 

support his needs. 
I’m	so	grateful	to	have	such	a	wonderful	kid	that	loves	me	

as well as I love him.

Montrel	is	my	nine	year	old	son	that	I	take	care	of.		
He	is	a	very	gentle,	lovable,	and	kind	person	
Who	loves	to	make	new	friends	wherever	he	goes.
Montrel	likes	animals,	video	games,	the	playground	and	
Fishing with his father, me.

However,	he	gets	into	trouble	sometimes	
When he doesn’t listen.
So	like	any	kid,	
Montrel can be very irritating when I have to 
Repeat	the	rules	to	him.

Montrel can be a funny person to be around.
He	tells	funny	jokes	that	he	sees	on	T.V.
And	he	has	me	laughing.
He	can	also	be	the	main	attraction	getting	everyone	
Focused on him
Like	he’s	a	movie	star.

I believe that as a good father,
You should be very conscientious
When	raising	children	in	the	21st	century.
It’s very important to instill values in a child.  
Being	a	good	father	is	my	most	important	beneficial	job.

ulysses davis is 40 and originally from the 
u.s.A.

My	Lovely	Grandmom
SAhrA xirSi, MinneAPoliS

My	name	is	Sahra.	When	I	was	a	little	girl,	I	grew	up	with	
my mom, dad, and grandmother. My brothers and sisters 
were	jealous	of	me	because	my	grandmother	gave	me	lots	
of advice.

As	we	know,	most	children	like	to	play,	but	when	my	
grandmom called me to her, I accepted. I remember one 
day	 she	 said	 to	me,	 “Treat	 the	 people	 the	way	 you	 like	
them	to	treat	you.”

I	was	 lucky	because	my	grandmom	was	 alive	until	 I	
grew up, after I got a lot of experience. I remember most of 
the	time	my	mom	said	to	me,	“You	liked	your	grandmom	
more	than	me.”	I	said	that’s	true,	because	my	grandmom	
gave me her time and sat by me.

Now,	I	am	trying	to	spend	time	with	my	daughter	to	
get her to express herself well.

sahra Xirsi is originally from somalia.

My Father
AnAB FArAh, MinneAPoliS

My father was special to me because he cared for me when 
I	was	a	kid.	He	always	said	good	advice.	I	liked	my	father	
because when I did something good he encouraged me. 
He	would	say,	“My	girl	is	so,	so	special	because	if	I	say	‘do	
this	job,’	she	does	it.”	

I remember when I was four years old, he carried me 
on	 his	 lap.	 I	 felt	 happy.	He	 gave	me	 good	 advice	 about	
friends.	He	said,	“Don’t	listen	to	bad	friends.	Ignore	them	
and	go	your	way.”

When I came to this country, my father stayed in 
Somalia.	 I	 came	 with	 my	 mother,	 my	 sister,	 and	 my	
brothers.	For	fourteen	years	I	didn’t	see	him.	After	that,	
my father died. When he died I was upset. I said all the 
time,	“God	forgive	him	and	bless	him.”	

Anab Farah is originally from somalia.
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My	Wonderful	Dad
AnonYMouS, SAint PAul

I	 think	 always	 about	 my	 dad.	 When	 I	 was	 a	 child	 he	
encouraged	 me	 to	 be	 a	 good	 student.	 He	 followed	 my	
school	 activities	 helpfully.	 He	 was	 born	 in	 Ethiopia	 in	
1923.	Now,	he	is	91	years	old.	He	was	a	judge	and	worked	
at	a	court	for	many	years.	Now	he	is	retired.	My	dad	is	still	
healthy	 and	he	 is	 doing	 some	 	 activities	 like	 gardening,	
cleaning,	and	getting	groceries	with	my	mom.	I	think	a	lot	
about	my	dad	at	this	time	because	I	can’t	take	care	of	him.

Staying	Strong
luCiAno SAnChez, BurnSville

My	life	in	the	U.S.	started	in	1998.	I	came	to	this	country	
to	 make	my	 family’s	 life	 better.	 I	 promised	my	mom	 I	
would	be	back	in	two	years.	Let	me	tell	you,	a	lot	of	things	
happened	 in	 the	 beginning.	 It’s	 like	 it	 was	 a	 dream.	 I	
couldn’t	believe	it.	I	felt	like	I	was	on	a	different	planet.	I	
liked	the	winter	and	the	summers.

As	the	years	went	by,	I	started	to	miss	my	family	back	
home. I couldn’t tell what I was doing wrong; everything 
I did seemed wrong. My father passed away. I couldn’t go 
to his funeral, but I named my son after him. 

Nowadays	I	miss	them	so	much	it’s	crazy.	But	I	can’t	go	
back.	I	would	risk	everything	I	built	here.	I	can’t	afford	to	
lose this family; I already lost my other family. Every time 
I	think	about	it,	I	die	a	little	bit	inside.	

I	 have	 to	 stay	 strong.	My	mistakes	 are	mine.	 I	 wish	
I	 could	 do	 better.	They	 say,	 “Whatever	 doesn’t	 kill	 you	
makes	 you	 stronger.”	 I	would	 like	 to	know	what	 they’re	
talking	about!	

Anyway,	I’m	still	fighting	to	go	back.	I	love	them	too	
much to give up. I will never give up until my dying days. 
I	will	fight.	But	I	love	Minnesota	and	the	family	that	I	have	
here. I will protect them with my life.

luciano sanchez is originally from mexico.

Responsiblity
MohAMed dAYiB, MAPleWood

The biggest responsibility that changed my life was when 
my parents told me to be responsible for my own self at 
age	10	and	be	a	good	example	for	the	rest	of	the	children.

From that moment on at age ten my life has changed. I 
started	to	think	like	a	grown	man.	The	city	I	was	born,	the	
country,	and	East	Africa	as	a	whole	was	very	dangerous	
for young man because everybody wants to use you as a 
child soldier.

There	are	a	lot	of	bad	organizations	such	as	warlords,	
pirates, or terrorists. On top of that there is a drug called 
khat	that	men	use	to	pass	the	time.	Now	I	understand	why	
my parents told me to be responsible.

At	age	fourteen	I	come	with	a	new	idea.	Since	there	is	
no school to go to, I told my uncle who was well educated 
and the only university graduate in our family to start 
teaching me at home, my brothers and sisters too.

He	started	class	for	us	every	day	except	Friday	which	
is	Muslim	holiday	of	the	week.	We	started	from	the	base	
but	 he	 told	me	 to	 focus	 on	 Somali	 reading	 and	writing	
and	also	math.	After	two	years	in	home	school,	I	mastered	
how	to	read	and	write	Somali	language	and	was	good	in	
Math	because	I	finished	four	books	in	two	years.	That	was	
a good example for the rest of the children to follow.

Unfortunately	my	uncle	was	killed	by	Ethiopian	troops	
when	I	finished	my	high	school	 level.	Everybody	 in	 the	
family	was	upset	and	mad,	but	I	did	not	join	any	military	
group	to	fight	and	get	revenge	for	my	uncle.	Instead	I	kept	
my responsibility and stayed out of harm’s way and did 
something	different	 to	honor	my	uncle.	 I	 took	over	 the	
home school and taught the rest of the children how to 
read and write and math.

 The responsibility both my parents give to me to 
be responsible for my own self and the rest of the family 
made me who I am today and that was a life changing 
experience. 

mohamed dayib is originally from somalia.
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My	Story
deKo huSSein, MinneAPoliS

When I was young, I was two years old and my father 
died. My mother didn’t have money because she didn’t 
have	a	job.	I	was	adopted	by	my	aunt.	I	thought	she	was	
really my mother, but she was not really my mother. My 
aunt’s	name	is	Asho.	Her	husband’s	name	is	Ali.	They	have	
three boys and one girl. 
I	 thought	 Asho	 and	 Ali	
were my parents, but they 
were not really my parents. 
I was eight years old. 
Ali’s	 two	 boys	 and	 I	 went	
outside to play. We played 
games. One man came. 
He	 said,	 “Hey,	 Ali,	 she’s	
your	daughter?”	Ali	said,	“No.”	He	said,	“Where	are	her	
parents?”	My	dad,	Ali,	 said,	 “Her	parents	died	 six	years	
ago.”	I	cried	all	day	because	I	was	sad.	My	mother,	Asho	
asked,	“What	happened,	Deko?”	I	said,	“Nothing,	Mom.”

deko hussein is originally from somalia.

To	See	My	Li’l	Angel
MAttheW WAlKer, elY 

I can’t wait for that day to see my li’l angel
To hear her laugh, to hear her giggle
To see that beautiful blond hair glow
To watch her put on that goofy show
She	makes	me	laugh,	she	makes	me	giggle
She	makes	my	heart	feel	like	it’s	in	a	tickle
I can’t wait for my heart to be lifted
That precious little present that I was gifted

matthew walker is 32 and originally from the 
u.s.A.

My Wonderful Family
FAtiMA, MinneAPoliS

When I was 15 years old a very bad event happened to 
my family. My father died. In this period I and my two 
brothers and sister were still young and it was a very 
shocking	 event	 for	 us.	My	mother	 was	 very	 upset.	 She	
didn’t	want	to	speak	to	anybody	at	all	for	a	long	time;	my	

grandmother was always 
with	us,	and	she	took	care	
of us. 

At	 this	 time	 me	 and	
my brother, who I’m older 
than by two years, were 
very intelligent at school, 
but my young brother and 
sister were too young. The 

first	one	was	nine	months	and	the	second	one	was	seven	
years	old.	So	it	was	so	hard	for	my	mother.	

The biggest problem is that my mother didn’t want 
to receive anything from France about her retirement. 
Because	 he	 was	 gone,	 she	 felt	 gone	 too.	We	 stayed	 for	
three years without receiving money from France, but 
the essential thing and which I will never forget was that 
my	uncle	was	very	nice	 to	us.	He	was	a	very	wonderful	
person.	He	took	care	 for	us	 too	 for	 three	years.	He	sent	
money and all what we need. I will never forget what he 
did	for	us;	nobody	could	imagine	how	much	he	sacrificed	
for	us.	He	always	had	what	we	needed.	We	stayed	 for	a	
long time in this situation without accepting that we 
lost	a	very	wonderful	dad.	Actually	we	all	missed	him	so	
much and we still remember the very good times we spent 
together.

After	 we	 got	 a	 stable	 life	 and	 my	 mother	 realized	
that we couldn’t continue with this situation. Finally she 
accepted to write to France to receive her retirement. I 
would	 say	 thank	 you	 so	much	 to	my	wonderful	 family,	
especially my uncle. 

Fatima is 26 and originally from morocco.

i will neVer Forget whAt 
he did For us; nobody 

could imAgine how much he 
sAcriFiced For us.

Fatima
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Thankfulness
rothAnA WAlBolt, elK river

I	wish	I	could	go	back	to	the	time	when	my	mom	was	alive.	
She	taught	me	to	make	a	hand	hammock.	She	said	this	gift	
was from her great great grandma, and it is important for 
me	to	know	how	to	make	it.	But	I	didn’t	pay	attention	at	
that	time.	Now,	I	only	know	how	to	start	but	I	don’t	know	
how	to	end	it.	I	wish	I	could	bring	my	mom	back,	so	that	
I	could	do	my	very	best	to	make	her	proud.

I	 am	 thankful	 for	my	mom	 and	 dad	who	 saved	me	
from bullets during the war. From camp to camp, my 
mom	sacrificed	herself	to	find	food	for	us.	Without	God’s	
plan	and	my	parents,	 I	wouldn’t	be	here	 in	 the	U.S.	 I’m	
thankful	for	my	parents.

The	Greatest	Person	in	
My Life
MAr MAr zin, SAint PAul

In the world, people grow up in several ways and get life 
lessons	from	various	persons.	Some	might	be	grandpa	or	
grandma,	father	or	mother,	and	teachers	or	friends.	As	for	
me, I grew up with my grandma and got life lessons from 
her. 

My parents were divorced from each other when I was 
three	years	old.	After	I	lived	with	my	aunt	a	couple	years	
later, my aunt sent me to my grandma because I was a 
disability	person	who	was	predominantly	sick.	From	then	
I	was	taken	care	of	and	grew	up	with	my	grandma.	

My grandma wanted me to graduate high school so 
she	sent	me	to	school.	In	my	country,	it	was	very	difficult	
to graduate high school because people had to pay money 
to	go	to	school.	Going	to	school	is	very	expensive	in	my	
country.	But	my	grandma	could	send	me	to	school	until	
I graduated because she had good experiences in her life. 

During	those	years,	she	had	taught	me	lots	of	 things	
for	settling	life	such	as	respecting	time,	hard	work,	being	
patient, and being economical. For respecting time, you 
must be ready or on time for something before you start 
doing	 it.	 If	 you	 worked,	 you	must	 be	 on	 time	 or	must	
arrive	 early	 at	 work	 to	 show	 that	 you’re	 a	 person	 who	
respects	 the	 time.	She	also	 said	 to	me,	 “Time	 is	waiting	

for	no	man.”	I	understood	that	the	time	ran	on	its	way	and	
wouldn’t	wait	for	people.	People	must	follow	and	respect	
it. 

For	hard	work	 you	must	 try	 hard	 and	work	hard	 to	
show the strength for success. For patience you must 
clam down and be patient even though you’re upset, 
uncomfortable	or	 something	makes	you	 frustrated.	So	 I	
had	to	keep	smiling	even	though	I	felt	uncomfortable	or	
something made me frustrated. 

For being economical, she had taught me to raise 
animals and grow vegetables. I did as my grandma told 
me and it was really helpful. For those reason my grandma 
could support me until I completed high school. 

I	understand	 a	 little	English	 and	 speak	 it	 because	of	
my	grandma’s	generosity.	She	also	named	me	“Mar	Mar.”	
In	the	Burmese	language	it	means	“strong	and	never	give	
up.”	For	many	reasons,	my	grandma	was	the	one	greatest	
person in my life.

mar mar Zin is originally from burma.

Joy’s	Life	Stories
joY BeCK, WAite PArK

My	name	 is	 Joy	Beck	and	I	am	32	years	old.	 I	am	from	
Minneapolis, Minnesota. I moved to Wadena, Minnesota, 
then	to	Alexandria	and	to	Sauk	Center	from	third	grade	
until	I	was	in	ninth	grade.	I	moved	to	Saint	Cloud	when	I	
was	pregnant	and	I	went	to	Apollo	High	School	until	my	
10th	grade	year.	Then	I	moved	back	to	Sauk	Center.	I	had	
my	son	who	is	now	14.	I	haven’t	seen	him	since	he	was	five	
years	old.	He	lives	with	his	dad	and	grandma	in	Saint	Paul.	
I have pictures of him but that is it. 

Now	 I	 am	 going	 to	 school.	 I	 am	 taking	 math	 and	
reading	 classes.	 I	 have	 worked	 at	 the	 Holiday	 Inn	 for	
almost two years now. I have three step sisters and eight 
nieces	and	nephews.	They	live	in	Sauk	Center	and	Osakis.	
My parents have lived in Orlando, Florida, for almost 
three	years	now.	 I	 am	going	on	a	 trip	on	 January	22nd.	
During	my	 free	 time	 I	 like	 to	 listen	 to	music,	 read,	and	
play	games	on	my	computer	and	on	my	Xbox	360.	I	also	
like	to	watch	TV	and	movies.	
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My	Brother	and	Sister
YuKie nelSon, WAite PArK

I have one brother and one sister. My brother is one year 
older	than	me.	And	my	sister	Yoko	is		eight	years	younger	
than	me.	My	brother	is	a	very	quiet	person.	He	is	living	
in	Japan.	When	he	was	24	years	old	he	married,	but	my	
parents and I were very surprised because he was very 
quiet	person.	But	I	was	happy	he	married	with	a	Japanese	
woman. They have been married for 16 years, but they 
couldn’t	 have	 children.	 So	 they	 are	 feeding	 two	 cats	
instead	of	children.	My	sister	Yoko	is	living	in	Canberra,	
Australia	with	her	 family.	Canberra	 is	 the	capital	city	of	
Australia.	

I	visited	in	Australia	two	and	a	half	years	ago	with	my	
family	 to	meet	Yoko	 and	her	 family.	 I	 stayed	 in	 Sydney	
two	nights.	Before	Yoko	studied	French	food	at	cooking	
school	in	Tokyo.	So	Yoko	made	food	for	us	almost	every	
day.	 Yoko	 is	making	 food	 better	 than	me.	 She	 has	 two	
boys, a cat, and a dog. They have a pretty nice garden also. 
She	loves	the	garden.	She	likes	growing	some	vegetables	in	
her	garden.	I	saw	many	kangaroos	by	Yoko’s	house	in	the	
evening.	They	did	kicking,	punching,	and	high	 jumping	
with	each	other.	Their	actions	made	me	happy.	Kangaroos	
are funnier than Minnesota deer.

My	Home	in	Saint	
Paul
Sinh nguYen, SAint PAul

I’m	 living	 in	 a	 house	 on	Charles	 Avenue	 in	 Saint	 Paul,	
Minnesota. We moved there two months ago. My house 
is	 near	 Saint	 Paul	 Hubbs	 Center	 school,	 supermarkets,	
banks,	and	next	to	the	neighbor’s	house.	My	wife	and	my	
son	are	living	in	the	house	with	me.	It	was	built	30	years	
ago	 so	 it	 is	pretty	old.	But	 there	 are	 two	bedrooms	and	
one bathroom, car garage, and a wide street in front of 
house. We love this house because it’s quiet and we have 
nice neighbors.

sinh nguyen is 48.

My	Wonderful	Parents
AnonYMouS, MinneAPoliS

I love my parents so much. They are admirable. My parents 
had	 seven	 children.	My	 father	worked	 in	 an	 economics	
office	and	my	mother	at	first	was	a	teacher,	but	after	two	
years	she	became	a	housekeeper.

Unfortunately,	my	father	for	a	long	time	was	a	patient	
and	took	many	medications,	and	mother	took	care	of	him.	
But	my	mother	always	was	smiling	and	did	not	complain	
about that condition. When my father was in good health 
he	helped	mother.	Also	my	 father	had	a	good	attention	
to	us,	and	he	usually	was	going	to	our	school	and	asked	
the	teacher	about	our	education.	When	my	father	was	75	
years old, he died in a car accident.

When	my	mother	was	85	years	old,	for	a	long	time	she	
was	not	able	to	manage	her	life,	so	my	sisters	and	I	took	
care	 of	 her.	 Finally,	when	my	mother	was	 92	 years	 old,	
about	10	months	ago,	she	died.

I always have a good memories from my parents, and 
pray to them. 

Being	Grateful
tinA, MontiCello

The one thing that I am grateful for is that I get to spend 
time	 with	 my	 children,	 both	 of	 them.	 I	 try	 and	 make	
our time together very special, so they have lifetime 
memories.	I	hope	that	they	enjoy	their	time	with	me.	I	try	
to be a loving and patient mom and try and choose my 
battles	with	them	because	a	lot	of	the	time	they	like	to	do	
things on their own because they are older now and not 
small children.

When	 they	 were	 young	 we	 took	 vacations	 to	 other	
states and did a lot of camping. We visited fun places 
while	on	our	trips,	which	the	kids	enjoyed	very	much.	I	
know	that	my	daughter	remembers	the	places	we	visited	
because	she	has	talked	about	the	places	often	throughout	
the	years.	I	hope	that	our	family	can	take	another	vacation	
very	soon,	but	not	just	yet.
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Poem	to	My	Parents
AlhAn ABBAS, FridleY

This poem is as a present to dearest people expressive of 
thanks	and	gratitude	.	.	.	MOM	&	DAD.

Dad	.	.	.
When	I	felt	like	falling	back
You always held me up high 
When I felt so dull 
You helped me to shine so bright . . .
I	never	said	I	LOVE	YOU
But	you	somehow	knew	I	did
I	am	taking	this	chance	to	tell	you
I	LOVE	YOU,	for	everything	you	did	.	.	.

Love	you	Mom!
She	shared	my	laughter
She	shared	my	tears					
She	shared	my	feelings
She	shared	my	fears	.	.	.
She’s	the	eldest	sister	
I’ve always wanted
And	the	best	friend
 I’ve always needed . . .

Words can’t describe
How	much	she	means	to	me
But	for	now	I’ll	just	say
A	simple	I	love	you	.	.	.

Alhan Abbas is originally from iraq.

The	Story	of	Mong
Kevin vAng, MinneAPoliS

I	would	like	to	share	the	story	of	my	nephew’s	car	accident	
and	his	life	story.	His	name	is	Mong	and	he	lived	in	Fresno,	
California.	 He	 graduated	 with	 his	 high	 school	 diploma	
in	 the	 class	 of	 2007.	Mong	 is	 the	 youngest	 child	 in	 the	
family.	He	has	one	brother	and	three	sisters.	His	parents	
were	separated	a	long	time	before	he	was	born.	He	stayed	
with his mom and she only got assistance money from 
the	government.	During	his	high	school	years,	Mong	had	
asked	his	mom	several	times	to	buy	him	a	car	but	his	mom	
couldn’t	afford	it.	Since	then	he	had	studied	very	hard	so	
he	 could	 go	 to	 college	 to	 get	 a	 degree	 to	 get	 a	 job	 and	
someday he could buy himself a car. In his age of dreams, 
he wanted to own a nice car of his own so he could drive 
and go anywhere he wanted. Mong had planned and was 
ready	to	go	to	Fresno	State	the	next	year,	2008.	

Unfortunately,	 just	 several	 weeks	 after	 Mong’s	 high	
school	graduation	he	was	driving	his	older	brother	Neng’s	
car	to	join	his	cousins’	picnic	and	had	a	car	accident	on	his	
way	back	home.	There	were	Mong	and	his	two	friends	in	
the car. Mong and one of his friends died at the accident. 
After	Mong	had	passed	away,	his	mother	was	so	sad.	She	
wished	she	had	bought	him	a	car.	At	his	funeral	they	had	
used	cardboard	to	make	a	car	and	they	sent	it	to	him	in	
heaven	by	burning	it.	Before	the	funeral,	Mong’s	brother	
and	sisters	had	sent	a	message	to	ask	their	dad	if	he	wanted	
to come see their brother one last time. The brother and 
sisters even felt sad and cried when they heard that their 
dad	 couldn’t	 come	 to	 the	 funeral.	 After	 his	 death	 they	
cashed in his life insurance and purchased a new car for 
his	older	brother.	I	think	parents	divorcing	and	separating	
the	children	is	not	a	good	thing	to	do.	All	parents	should	
stay together forever and give their children love and 
support. It is very sad when I see an orphan child that 
needs support from both sides of the parents, but he or 
she is not getting it because the parents are divorced.
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My	Life—Then	and	
Now
the BlAY SeABerg, SAint PAul

Hi	my	name	is	The	Blay.	My	mother	and	father	lived	in	the	
country	Burma.	My	father	was	a	farmer.	I	have	one	sister.	I	
have	one	nephew.	My	father	died	in	2004.	My	mother	died	
in	2010.	They	were	 sick	 and	died.	We	 lived	 in	Thailand	
at	Mae	La	Refugee	Camp.	 I	 started	 to	go	 to	 the	U.S.	on	
February	27,	2011.	 I	 stopped	 in	Bangkok	 for	one	night.	
In	the	morning	I	changed	the	airplane.	I	stopped	in	New	
York	 for	 two	days	because	 it	was	cloudy.	There	were	no	
airplanes for two days. I started to go to Minnesota on 
Saturday.	

I	go	to	church	on	Saturdays.	Sundays	I	stay	home	and	
I	watch	TV.	Sometimes	I	cry.	I	remember	my	mother	and	
sometimes	I	think	of	my	mother	and	my	father.	Monday	
to	 Friday	 I	 go	 to	 school	 every	 week.	 Sometimes	 I	 am	
happy.	 Sometimes	 I	 think	 about	 my	mother	 and	 I	 cry.	
Sometimes	I	think	of	my	country.	

the blay seaberg is 27 and originally from 
burma.

Family
dAnielle MizrAhi, MinneAPoliS

My	name	is	Danielle	Mizrahi	and	I’m	from	Brazil.	I	came	
to	Minneapolis	five	months	ago	because	my	husband	had	
the	opportunity	to	work	here	for	two	years.

One	month	ago,	I	went	to	Brazil	to	see	my	family,	my	
friends, and my lovely dog. 
I was counting down the 
days	 and	 I	 was	 thinking	
I was going to be very 
happy, but it turned out 
to	 be	 a	 little	 bit	 different.	
My grandfather was not in 
good	health.	He	had	 been	
in	the	hospital	for	20	days,	and	my	family	and	I	went	to	
Rio	 de	 Janeiro,	 the	 city	where	my	 grandparents	 live,	 to	
see	 them.	We	drove	 about	 eight	hours,	with	 traffic,	 and	
fortunately we arrived. The next time for visitors in the 
hospital was the next day at noon, but unfortunately we 

didn’t	have	a	chance	to	see	him.	About	two	hours	after	we	
arrived	in	Rio	de	Janeiro,	someone	called	from	hospital	to	
tell	us	that	he	had	passed	away.	It	seemed	like	he	had	been	
waiting for us. This situation was sad, but at least I had 
time to see my parents, my family and my friends that I 
was missing so much.

Now,	 I’m	 feeling	 thankful	 for	my	stay	 there	with	my	
sweet family so I could help them, and I’m feeling a little 
bit stronger to continue my life in Minneapolis.

danielle mizrahi is 31 and originally from são 
Paulo, brazil.

Journey	of	Life
oSWAld reid, BAYPort

I am blessed to have been born and to live on this earth for 
the	last	41	years.	What	I	have	learned	about	this	journey	
of life as a human being is humbleness, love, loyalty, and 
respect.

While being incarcerated, I have learned how to use 
these	beliefs	in	my	day	to	day	prison	life.	I	have	realized	
that	being	humble	is	a	key	to	my	everyday	success	in	life,	
especially	 being	 incarcerated.	 Also,	 being	 respectful	 to	
others and being loyal to yourself and to your friends or 
family could go a long way.

Love	 is	 a	 powerful	 feeling.	 I	 never	 knew	 how	much	
I	 loved	 my	 kids	 and	 my	 family	 until	 my	 freedom	 was	
taken	away.	I	would	cook	Jamaican	Curry	Chicken	for	my	
daughter’s	high	school	class.	I	would	take	my	boys	to	the	
barbershop	 every	 other	 Saturday.	After	 getting	 our	 hair	
cut, I would watch them play soccer, and watch them 

ride	their	bikes	around	the	
block.

In the end, being this 
far apart from my family 
makes	my	 feelings	 of	 love	
even stronger. These other 
feelings of humbleness, 
loyalty	 and	 respect	 keep	

my desire to be home with my family stronger too because 
that is where I belong. 

oswald reid is originally from Jamaica.

whAt i hAVe leArned About 
this Journey oF liFe As A 

humAn being is humbleness, 
loVe, loyAlty, And resPect.

oswald reid



    Journeys    35

The	Extent	of	Parents’	
Love
neng thAo, SAint PAul

When	I	was	young,	I	didn’t	know	the	extent	of	my	parents’	
love. I always thought that they didn’t love me. Even when 
I	got	married	to	my	husband	and	left	them	for	the	United	
States,	I	still	didn’t	understand	anything	about	my	parents.	
It	wasn’t	until	I	had	my	first	child	that	I	realized	how	hard	
it	was	for	my	mother	to	give	birth	to	me.	I	realized	this	
because	 when	my	 kids	 got	 hurt,	 it	 hurt	me	 too.	When	
I traveled without my children, my heart ached and I 
couldn’t breathe because I missed them. I understood that 
this feeling must be what my parents have towards me 
also.	However,	when	I	understood	everything	and	wanted	
to be with, help, and love them as much as I could, it was 
too	late.	I	have	to	think	about	my	own	children	and	stay	
with them instead.

Since	 I	was	young,	my	dream	has	been	 to	become	a	
nurse. I want my dream to be reality. I try my hardest, but 
there	are	obstacles	that	keep	me	from	getting	there,	 like	
working	to	provide	for	my	family.	I	work	harder	at	my	job	
than	at	school.	My	realization	about	my	parents	makes	me	
think	that	it’s	better	to	take	care	of	my	parents	by	sending	
them money to buy what they want and need, because I 
don’t	want	to	wait	for	the	last	minutes	to	take	care	of	them.	

My parents are always in my heart, even when I’m 
happy	or	sad.	Because	when	I	went	back	to	visit	them,	I	
stayed	with	them	for	two	weeks,	then	I	had	to	come	back	
to	 the	U.S.	We	were	 at	 the	 airport;	 I	was	 leaving.	Upon	
parting,	 I	 felt	my	heart	being	stabbed.	 I	 think	my	mom	
felt the same as me. I understood how important we are 
to	each	other.	When	I	heard	my	flight	announcement,	 I	
couldn’t breathe. I turned to say goodbye. When I saw my 
mom, tears streamed down her face without stopping. 
My heart hurt to the core. It made me not want to leave, 
although	I	have	my	kids,	so	I	had	to	return	home.	As	the	
plane	reached	the	skies,	I	thought,	“Will	I	see	you	again	
Mom	 and	 Dad?”	 The	 plane	 went	 higher	 and	 farther,	
increasing	 my	 heartache	 until	 I	 got	 closer	 to	 my	 kids.	
Then	I	said	to	myself,	“Get	real.”

neng thao is 32 and originally from laos.

Mother
ABdulgAWi iMAn, SAint PAul

Mothers are the most important person in our lives. They 
are more important than fathers, teachers, and everyone 
in the world.

Mothers are a factory who produce a child, a human 
being, inside their abdomen and carry them for nine 
months. Carrying a weight of another human for that long, 
day by day, and then they face the most painful experience: 
delivering the baby and the pain of contractions.

Mothers	 are	 the	 ones	 that	 take	 care	 of	 us	 when	 we	
cannot	 take	 care	 of	 ourselves;	 they	 feed	 us	 their	 breast	
milk.	They	 clean	us	 and	 sing	 songs	 that	put	us	 to	 sleep	
when we hear their voices.

Mothers	are	our	first	rescue,	they	never	sleep	when	we	
are	sick	and	never	ignore	us	while	we	cry,	and	they	never	
eat until after we are fed.

Mothers are the ones who raised great leaders, doctors, 
and great people in this world.

My	Home	Now
joSe hernAndez

I	live	in	an	apartment.	It	is	on	Oakdale	Street	in	Saint	Paul.	
I	moved	in	2009	to	this	area.	Next	to	Oakdale	Avenue	is	
a quiet place.

Three people live in my apartment. They are my wife, 
my	20-year-old	daughter,	and	me.	We	have	nice	neighbors	
who are friendly. The area where we live is beautiful and 
has many trees. The apartment is very old. It has two 
bedrooms,	one	bathroom,	a	kitchen,	and	a	 living	room.	
It has a washer and dryer, elevator, air conditioning, and 
inside	parking.	

I	like	my	apartment.	I	feel	happy	because	my	neighbors	
are	 friendly	 and	 take	 care	 of	 their	 property.	My	 family	
likes	our	apartment.

Jose hernandez is 48 and originally from 
michoacan, mexico.
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My	Uncle	and	His	
Wife
eMire erSAhin, ColuMBiA heightS

My uncle who gave me my name and his wife are some of 
the important people in my life. When I was a child, I had 
visited them often. My uncle and his wife were loving me 
so	much,	as	they	still	do.	I	was	loving	them,	too,	of	course!	
They	were	 like	my	second	parents.	They	didn’t	have	any	
children	in	those	days.	I	was	like	their	child,	so	they	had	
given	me	a	lot	of	gifts.	As	I	remember,	they	got	me	a	little	
bear	on	my	eighth	birthday.	I	really	liked	it	and	started	to	
sleep	with	it.	I	even	named	it.	Its	name	was	Pamuk.	I	still	
have	it	in	my	home	which	is	in	Turkey.	After	a	few	years,	
they	had	a	child	who	is	now	my	favorite	cousin.	After	he	
was born, my uncle and his wife’s love didn’t lessen for me. 
They were always near to me.

Now	my	uncle	and	his	wife	live	in	Turkey	and	I	live	in	
U.S.A.	It	is	kind	of	hard	to	see	each	other	face-to-face,	but	
thankfully	we	both	have	internet	and	we	communicate	by	
it.

emire ersahin is originally from turkey.

My	Life	in	Burma,	
Thailand,	and	the	U.S.
thA Moo, SAint PAul

My name is Tha Moo. I have two siblings. I was born in 
Burma.	After	I	was	born,	in	three	days	my	father	died	so	at	
that time I lived with my mom and my brother. My father 
died	because	of	the	Burmese	army.	After	my	father	died,	
my mother and both me and my brother were feeling so 
bad.	 But	when	 I	was	 four	 years	 old	my	mom	was	 very	
sick.	We	couldn’t	do	anything	for	her.	Also	we	didn’t	have	
any medicine to give to her. We lived in a small village so 
we didn’t have the hospitals and also we didn’t have any 
doctors	to	help	my	mother.	It	took	one	week	and	then	my	
mother	died.	At	that	time	I	was	a	little	girl	and	my	brother	
was	a	little	boy.	He	is	my	older	brother.	After	my	mother	
died I lived with my grandfather, and my brother lived 
with	my	aunt.	My	grandpa	and	my	aunt	took	both	of	us	to	
go	to	school.	After	nine	years	we	quit	school	because	we	

didn’t	have	enough	money	to	continue	to	go	to	school.	So	
both of us stopped going to school.

When	I	was	20	years	old,	I	got	married	to	my	husband.	
After	one	year	I	had	my	daughter.	This	was	my	first	gift	
from	God.	My	husband	and	I	were	so	happy.	I	had	four	
kids	when	I	lived	in	Burma.	But	at	that	time,	our	life	was	
very	 hard	 because	 of	 the	 Burmese	 army.	They	 came	 to	
our	village	and	burned	it	down,	so	in	2006	we	decided	to	
move to a Thailand refugee camp.

When	we	moved	there,	it	took	one	week	and	then	our	
three	kids	 started	 to	go	 to	 school.	The	other	one	 stayed	
with us at home because he was so young. When we lived 
in	Thailand	I	had	two	more	kids.	We	lived	in	Thailand	six	
years.	We	decided	to	come	to	the	U.S.	We	went	to	apply	to	
go	to	the	U.S.	It	took	one	year,	and	in	2012	we	came	here.	
The	 first	 time	 when	 we	 were	 in	 Minnesota	 everything	
was new for us. We lived in Minnesota four months and 
then	our	four	kids	got	to	go	to	school.	Our	two	other	kids	
stayed with us because they are too young to go to school. 
Right	now,	we	have	lived	in	Minnesota	one	year	and	eight	
months.	It	is	a	very	cold	place,	but	we	like	it!

tha moo is 34 and originally from burma.

School	and	My	
Country
KAren vAng, BrooKlYn PArK

My father and mother were a born in Laos a long time 
ago. Then my father lived in Michigan a long time. My 
mother lived a long time in Iowa. My father and mother 
moved	 to	 Saint	 Paul.	 My	 father	 and	 mother	 had	 my	
brothers and sisters in Minnesota. My mother had twins, 
my brother and me, here in Minneapolis. I was hearing 
but	was	sick	and	became	deaf.	I	was	in	school	for	a	long	
time	at	Anne	Sullivan	K-8.	 It	 is	a	deaf,	hard	of	hearing,	
and	hearing	school.	My	family	moved	to	Brooklyn	Park,	
Minnesota,	in	2008.
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The	Big	House
PhAW Sue, SAint PAul

I’m living in a big house. The house has six bedrooms and 
two	bathrooms.	The	house	 color	 is	 a	 dark	 yellow	 color.	
The	 house	 has	 eight	 windows	 and	 three	 doors.	 Almost	
every time my room is messy, but I don’t want to say I’m 
a	lazy	man.	Every	lazy	person	will	say	they	have	no	time	
to	clean	the	house	and	the	room.	But	for	me,	I	have	to	do	
a	lot	of	my	jobs	and	I’m	really	busy.	But	the	real	reason	is	
I’m	too	lazy	to	organize	my	house.

Phaw sue is 29 and originally from burma.

My	Parents
SilvinA oCAMPo, MinneAPoliS

I	was	born	in	a	town	called	Izucar	de	Matamoro,	Puebla,	
Mexico. My parents are and always will be very special in 
my life. They both have given us great advice in our lives. 
We	came	 from	 a	 low-class	 family,	 but	 there	was	 always	
food	 everyday	 on	 the	 table.	 Both	 of	 them	 protected	 us	
from	 good	 and	 evil.	 Both	
of them supported us on 
everything during good 
and bad times.

I	 am	 blessed	 that	 God	
gave me a great father. 
Even though he passed 
away eight years ago, he 
will always live on in everyone’s heart. I am grateful that 
God	still	has	my	mother	with	us.	She	doesn’t	live	with	us,	
but	we	keep	in	touch	with	her	every	day.	Her	voice	on	the	
phone	makes	us	happy.

My parents have, and always will have, great meaning 
in	 my	 life.	 Thank	 you	 God	 for	 blessing	 us	 with	 great	
parents. If there is another life after death, I would be 
happy to have them beside me.

My	Mother’s	Visit
MArCelinA hondel, MedFord

Aurora	 Santos	 Osias	 was	 born	 on	 August	 29,1937,	 in	
the	 Philippines.	 My	 mother	 was	 the	 youngest	 of	 four	
siblings.	During	War	World	II,	her	mother	died	and	her	
father remarried and left them behind. The children were 
separated	and	handed	over	to	different	aunts	and	uncles.	
Mom	was	 just	 an	 infant	 during	 those	 times	 and	 as	 she	
grew up, she never had a chance to be loved by her own 
parents.	Times	became	difficult	for	her	and	she	left	home	
at very young age.

Our mother’s life changed when she became a mother 
of	 seven	 healthy	 children.	 She	 never	married;	 however,	
she	did	take	care	of	us	on	her	own,	and	kept	us	together.	
Years	 flew	 by	 quickly.	We	 grew	 up	 and	 our	mom	 grew	
older. Mom eventually lived with my siblings.

In	the	fall	of	2013,	my	mother	was	very	ill	and	shewas	
given	 from	 six	 to	nine	months	 to	 live.	Her	wish	was	 to	
see all of her children and grandchildren, but that didn’t 
happen because we were thousands of miles away from 
where she lived.

Before	I	knew	my	mom	passed	away,	she	had	visited	
me,	 to	 say	 goodbye.	 On	 Saturday,	 January	 18,	 2014,	 I	

was alone in my car. I 
felt something rub my 
hair, tap my car seat from 
behind me, and a soft voice 
whispered into my ear. It 
was goose bump chilling. 
I turned my head over my 
shoulder	 to	make	 sure	 no	

one	 had	 followed	me,	 then	 I	 drove	 home.	As	 I	 stepped	
into the house, my son told me, “Mom, your mother has 
passed	away!”	I	was	in	a	state	of	shock	when	I	realized	it	
was my mother who was with me; she had come to visit 
to say goodbye.

Everyone was so sad because our mother left, but she 
left	because	she	was	sick.	Our	father	in	heaven	came	down	
and	said,	“My	child,	it’s	time	to	come	home.	Please	hold	
my	hand	and	I’ll	 take	you	with	me	and	heal	you.”	Then	
mom	went.	Our	mother	died	loving	the	seven	of	us.	She	
loved us from the day we were born until the day she died.

marcelina hondel is originally from the 
Philippines.

she doesn’t liVe with us, but 
we keeP in touch with her 

eVery dAy. her Voice on the 
Phone mAkes us hAPPy.

silvina ocampo
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My	Winter	Sunshine
KWon gullie, BeAver BAY

Sunshine	in	the	rise	of	the	morning
Bright	in	my	eyes	while	I’m	still	yawning
Summer	has	got	to	be	coming
Bright-eyed	children	are	running
As	they	dance	around	the	field
You	know	the	laughter	is	real
My arms lie on the sill
I wonder how it feels
The afternoon is rising
The children’s noise subsiding
But	one	of	the	children	is	crying
On the ground he’s lying
Walking	through	the	cloud	of	mist
His	mother	comes	through	with	a	twist
Her	son	all	day	she	has	missed
Down	to	the	ground	with	a	kiss
The night has come with a gloom
The children all run to their rooms
Jumping	around	you	assume
But	going	to	bed	by	the	moon

My	Sister	
FeYruS MAhAMed, oWAtonnA

My	name	 is	 Feyrus	Mahamed.	 I	 am	 from	 Somalia.	My	
sister	 is	 Ismahaan.	She	 is	my	favorite	of	my	four	sisters.	
She	cares	about	people.	She	takes	care	of	me.	She	calls	me	
all	the	time	from	Somalia	to	see	how	I	am.

Her	 daughter,	 Halima,	 is	 my	 niece.	 I	 like	 her,	 too,	
because	she	has	my	mom’s	name.	Her	nickname	is	Limoni.	
I	would	like	to	meet	her.	She’s	six	years	old.	She	was	born	
six	weeks	after	I	left	Mogadishu,	Somalia.	We	talk	on	the	
phone	often.	She	always	says	that	I	should	come	home	to	
Somalia	because	she	wants	to	see	me.	I	would	like	to	see	
her too.

Feyrus mahamed is originally from somalia.

A	Special	Tiny	Coin
gAY KA MWee, SAint PAul

The	object	 I	have	 chosen	 is	 a	 circular	 coin.	 It’s	made	of	
silver.	In	the	center	of	the	coin	there	is	the	king.	It	is	one	
dollar.	He’s	wearing	traditional	Thai	clothes.	He’s	wearing	
the	glasses.	It	is	hard.	He	has	brown	hair.	There	is	a	floral	
background.	He’s	wearing	 the	heaving	gold	clothes.	 It	 is	
smooth	and	hard.	It	looks	shiny	and	smells	like	fire.

When	I	look	at	the	object	it	reminds	me	of	Thailand.	
My	cousin	gave	it	to	me.	She	gave	it	to	me	as	a	going	away	
present.	She	had	it	from	her	mother.	She	gave	it	to	me	so	
I will remember her. I was very excited to get the coin. 
My	cousin	was	so	happy	to	get	 the	dress,	 she	cried.	She	
hugged	me	and	told	me	to	keep	the	coin	safe.

I will never forget her. I hope that one day when I will 
go	back	to	Thailand,	I	will	buy	a	bracelet	 to	give	to	her.	
When	 I	 look	 at	 the	 coin	 I	 remember	 playing	 with	 my	
cousin.	My	cousin	is	my	best	friend.	I	will	keep	this	coin	
until	I	go	back	to	Thailand.

gay ka mwee is 15 and originally from burma.

My Father
BrijidA Quinonez, MinneAPoliS

My	 country	 is	 Guatemala.	 I	 remember	 my	 father.	 My	
father was special to me because he was my best friend. My 
father	was	dedicated	to	working	in	the	field.	He	planted	
peanuts	and	coffee	beans.	I	used	to	go	to	my	father’s	work	
because he had a horse and every time he put me on the 
horse.	That’s	why	I	liked	to	go	to	my	father’s	work.	This	is	
my story that I remember about me and my father.

brijida Quinonez is originally from guatemala.
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Necklace	and	Ring
eh Ser, SAint PAul

The	object	that	I	want	to	write	about	is	the	necklace	and	
ring.	The	necklace	 and	 ring	my	 aunty	 gave	me	before	 I	
came	to	America.	When	I	miss	her,	I	look	at	it.	Her	ring	
is	so	beautiful	and	the	necklace	is	too.	I	will	never	forget	
her.	I	keep	them	in	my	box.	When	I	look	at	the	ring	and	
my	necklace	I	remember	my	aunty’s	smile	and	she	 is	so	
happy to me.

When	I	look	at	the	necklace	and	ring	it	takes	me	back	
to	 remember	 all	 the	 things	 that	 she	 said	 to	me	 to	 keep	
for	everything.	When	I	come	to	America	my	aunty	stayed	
back	in	Burma.	She	stayed	to	take	care	of	my	grandmother	
and	cousin.	Sometime	she	would	call	me	and	ask	how	I	
am	doing.	When	I	miss	her	I	look	at	the	necklace	and	ring	
that she gave me.

I	continue	to	wear	the	necklace	and	ring	today.	When	
I	look	at	them	I	miss	her.	When	I	wear	my	necklace	and	
ring	a	lot	of	people	ask	me	about	the	necklace	and	ring.	
When	I	see	my	ring	and	necklace	I	am	so	happy	and	it	is	
so	beautiful.	I	hope	I	will	see	her	again	when	I	go	back	to	
Burma.

eh ser is 16 and originally from burma.

Nine	at	Night
lexi MArtinez, SAint PAul

Around	nine	o’clock	at	night,
Everything	starts	to	feel	just	right.
The lights start to dim,
The guinea pigs don’t weep,
My dogs snuggle in,
And	all	I	want	to	do	is	sleep.
I climb into bed,
Take	off	a	sock,
And	before	I	rest	my	head,	
I	hear	the	tick	tock	of	my	clock.	
Around	nine	o’clock	every	night,	
Everything	starts	to	feel	just	right.

lexi martinez is 17 and originally from the 
u.s.A.

My	Ring
dAh Moo, SAint PAul

The	object	I	have	chosen	is	a	ring.	The	color	is	a	yellow.	
It	is	gold.	My	sister	bought	that	for	me.	She	loved	me	so	
much and I loved her so much. My ring has three things, 
different	diamonds	on	the	ring.	There	 is	white,	red,	and	
green. 

When	I	 look	at	the	ring	it	takes	me	back	to	my	14th	
birthday. My sister gave it to me two years ago, but now 
she’s	married.	She	doesn’t	live	in	the	same	house	with	us.	It	
is	like	I’m	alone,	but	when	I	look	at	the	ring	that	she	gave	
me,	it	makes	me	happy.	She	visits	us	sometimes.	I	respect	
her	and	I	love	her	so	much.	If	I	lost	it	I	don’t	think	I	can	
find	a	new	one	that	 looks	exactly	the	same.	Because	my	
ring	is	a	little	big	for	me,	I	just	keep	it	in	a	special	box.	I	
just	wear	it	sometime	when	I	went	to	church.	I	learn	that	
even if my sister is married, she would always be my sister 
and	love	me.	Like	a	wedding	ring,	this	ring	is	a	symbol	of	
our sisterhood.

dah moo is 17 and originally from burma.

Untitled	
veroniCA BedollA, Cold SPring
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Grandma’s	Special	Gift
zAMdA hASSAn, SAint PAul

The	object	I	choose	is	my	dirah	that	my	grandmother	gave	
to	me.	A	dirah	is	kind	of	dress	that	many	Muslim	like	to	
wear.	Usually	she	used	to	give	us	a	present	every	Eid.	Eid	
is a Muslim holiday that we celebrate each year. My dirah 
is very beautiful. It has three colors: brown, white, and 
yellowish. It has beads around the chest. On the left side 
there	is	a	stripe	like	tiger	skin.	The	right	side	looks	like	a	
golden	butterfly.	

This is very special to me because it is the last present 
that	she	gave	to	me.	She	gave	to	me	in	2010	when	I	was	
about	to	come	to	America.	And	she	died	in	2011.	When	
I	look	back	at	the	dress	it	reminds	me	of	the	love	that	my	
grandmother	used	to	have	for	me.	Sometimes	I	 feel	 like	
crying because I will never receive anything from her 
again.	I	will	keep	the	object	until	the	end	of	my	life.	Even	
though she is not with me anymore, she will always be 
with me in my heart. My love for her is forever.

Zamda hassan is 20 and originally from congo.

My	Babies	to	My	Best	
Friends
tivinA WAlKer, MinneAPoliS

Hello,	my	name	is	Tivina.	I	am	a	mother	of	three	beautiful	
girls.	My	 first	 bundle	 of	 joy’s	 name	 is	 Tayvionna,	 born	
September	27,	1998.	My	second	bundle	of	 joy’s	name	 is	
LaDashia,	born	February	26,	2002.	Our	last	bundle	of	joy	
I	 call	 our	 gift.	Her	name	 is	Kemya,	 born	December	 27,	
2008,	which	is	why	I	call	her	our	gift	since	she	was	born	
close to Christmas.

Each	 one	 of	 my	 babies	 gave	 me	 so	 much	 joy	 and	
happiness	the	minute	I	saw	their	beautiful	eyes.	A	feeling	
that was unexplained, but it felt awesome. Watching my 
babies grow made me a very proud mother. We are very 
close	like	a	friend	should	be.	My	girls	and	I	do	everything	
together,	 including	 going	 out	 to	 eat,	 laughing,	 talking,	
and	anything	we	enjoy.	I	love	them	so	much,	words	can’t	
explain.	It	feels	really	good	to	know	that	I	can	talk	to	my	
children	about	their	thoughts	and	I	can	talk	to	them	about	

mine.	Always	knowing	that	no	matter	what,	we	will	never	
lose these feelings for each other, even if we disagree.

I	 am	 confident	 when	 I	 say	 my	 babies	 are	 my	 BFF’s	
because	 I	 know	 we	 will	 always	 be	 best	 friends	 forever.	
I learned over the years that your best friend or friends 
can be your child and you can still teach them what life 
has	to	offer.	Others	don’t	know	that	my	daughters	are	my	
children because of the relationship we have. I’d rather be 
besties with my babies before others. The bond we have 
can	never	be	broken.	I	can	say	I’m	proud	to	have	each	one	
of	my	babies.	I	thank	God	for	the	three	blessings	sent	to	
me. My babies to my best friends.

Sister	Shoes
eh dAh, SAint PAul

The	object	I	have	chosen	is	my	shoes.	They	are	better	than	
the	other	 things	 I	 have.	 I	 really	 like	 them.	 I	 always	 like	
to carry them with me but now they are so small for me. 
But	I	will	keep	them	forever.	They	have	different	colors.	
They are mostly white. They are made of fabric. They feel 
so	warm	when	I	wear	them.	They	look	short	 like	tennis	
shoes.	When	I	look	at	this	object	it	takes	me	back	to	the	
relationship	with	my	sister.	My	sister	 looks	so	beautiful.	
Her	name	is	Blay.	She	lives	with	me	now.	I	really	love	her.	
I	will	keep	this	object	forever.

When I wear them I always remember the day she 
gave them to me. That day was a beautiful day. I will 
remember	it	forever.	I	love	that	object	and	her	too.	That	
day	 was	 a	 beautiful	 day	 because	 I	 really	 like	 them	 and	
what happened in that day. My sister and I were outside 
when	she	gave	it	to	me.	She	handed	them	to	me	and	said	
they	were	for	me.	She	said	the	shoes	matched	me	and	they	
looked	perfect	with	me.	The	weather	was	so	cool.	It	was	
warm and nice. I will always remember the day. I felt so 
happy and good in that time.

My	sister	gave	 them	to	me.	 I	don’t	know	where	 they	
came	from.	They	were	so	beautiful.	My	sister	is	12	now.	If	
I ever lost the shoes I would be really sad. I always want 
to	 keep	 them	 forever.	 I	 will	 never	 forget	my	 sister	 and	
the	shoes	she	gave	me.	I	hope	one	day	that	she	will	know	
why	I	keep	the	shoes.	From	this	object	I	have	learned	how	
important my relationship with my sister is to me.

eh dah is 15 and originally from burma. 
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My	Beautiful	Ring
Mee KAi, SAint PAul

The	object	I	have	chosen	is	a	ring.	My	ring	is	a	circle.	The	
color of my ring is gold and yellow. There is a white ball in 
between	the	two	silver	diamonds.	It	is	hard	like	a	rock.	It	
is small as a coin. It is smooth and shiny. When it falls it 
sounds	like	“clink.”

When	I	look	at	my	ring,	it	takes	me	back	to	the	past	
when my grandma gave it to me. My grandma gave this 
ring	to	me	on	my	14th	birthday.	This	ring	is	special	because	
my grandma never gave a ring to her grandchildren before 
and	I	was	the	first	one	who	got	a	ring	from	my	grandma,	
which was special. I was so happy when she gave it to 
me and I felt special. My 
grandma did not give 
the ring to her other 
grandchildren because they 
are	 too	 young	 to	 take	 care	
of it. I’m the oldest of all her 
grandchildren, so she gave 
it to me.

My grandma is a very 
nice	person.	She	always	cooked	for	me.	Whenever	I	look	
at	my	ring,	it	makes	me	think	of	my	grandma.	This	ring	is	
very special. I wear it all the time. I hope one day I could 
also buy her something as well.

mee kai is 16 and originally from burma.

My	Life	in	the	U.S.
veroniCA zunigA, SAint PAul

I feel proud to have a big family. I have two brothers and 
seven sisters. They are in Mexico City; only one of my 
brothers	and	I	live	in	the	U.S.	It	is	hard	to	be	far	away	from	
them	in	a	country	with	a	different	culture.	I	have	to	learn	
a lot of new things and another language. It is hard, but it 
is	exciting.	I	have	three	kids	and	sometimes	we	talk	about	
our	 culture	 in	Mexico.	They	enjoy	 it	when	my	husband	
and I tell stories about our childhoods in Mexico. It is nice 
to remember our life in our native country.

Veronica Zuniga is originally from mexico.

An	Expensive	Gift	for	
a	Hard	Time
PAW dA eh, roSeville

The	object	that	I	have	chosen	is	a	necklace.	This	necklace	
was a special gift for my 16th birthday. I received it from 
my	 parents.	This	 necklace	 is	 made	 of	 gold	 and	 as	 you	
know,	gold	 is	 an	 expensive	 thing.	We	 lived	 in	 a	 refugee	
camp	 and	 it	 was	 hard	 for	 us	 to	 find	money.	 It	 is	 even	
harder to spend that money on buying gold, because 
we	 have	 to	 think	 about	 our	 stomachs	 first.	 Instead	 of	
spending money on other important things, my parents 
surprised	me	by	buying	me	a	gold	necklace.	It	looks	shiny	
and bright. It has a heart hanging on it. 

The moment that they 
gave	 me	 the	 necklace	
made me wonder too 
much. Why did they buy 
me expensive things while 
having	a	hard	 time?	Later	
on my parents said that, 
“Even if we have a hard 
time, we want to give 

you things that show our love. We also want to give you 
things	 that	 are	more	 expensive	 than	 that,	 but	we	 can’t.”	
For me I didn’t feel that way even though they didn’t give 
me	any	things.	Being	a	role	model	is	already	enough	for	
me.	 However	 I	 accepted	 it	 with	 happiness	 and	 kept	 it	
really	 well.	The	 gold	 necklace	 described	 how	much	my	
parents love me. The heart hanging represents that my 
parents	gave	me	 their	 true	 love.	 I	value	 this	necklace.	 It	
will remind me the rest of my life that my parents’ love 
is so precious, and it can’t compare with anything else in 
the world. 

Paw da eh is 20 and originally from burma.

it will remind me the rest oF 
my liFe thAt my PArents’ loVe 

is so Precious, And it cAn’t 
comPAre with Anything else in 

the world.
Paw da eh
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My	Journey
MArthA AguilAr, BrooKlYn Center

In	January	2000,	I	decided	to	come	to	the	USA,	because	
my	 husband	 was	 already	 in	 USA.	 We	 had	 many	
communication problems, I didn’t have a phone in my 
town where I lived. I had to go to another place to call 
him	but	he	was	not	available,	because	he	worked	most	the	
time.

It	 was	 difficult	 but	 the	 communication	 was	 very	
important in our relationship.  This is the reason I am 
here,	 but	 it	 was	 not	 easy	 for	me	 because	 I	 didn’t	 know	
anything about language, people, culture and many things 
in	the	United	States.

I	 miss	 my	 land	 Honduras	 and	 my	 family	 and	
everything especially on holidays. When I watch the news 
about	Honduras	I’m	so	scared.	A	lot	of	crime	is	done	and	
Honduras	 is	 very	 dangerous	 place.	 I	 think	 a	 lot	 about	
Honduras	most	of	the	time	I	think	about	my	kids	and	I	
am	 so	 thankful	 I	 am	here,	 a	 lot	 people	 leave	Honduras	
because it it’s hard to survive, especially because of crime. 

I have three girls and the last daughter died. This is 
another	reason	I	am	thankful	to	be	in	a	country	I	know	
the reason why she died, it was medical.  In my country 
the disease is so complicated, they don’t have good 
technology	like	this	country.

Minnesota for me is best place to live, good school for 
my	kids	and	for	adults	too.	I	learn	a	lot	of	writing,	reading,	
and	 speaking.	English	 is	 fundamental	 to	 survive	 in	 this	
country. Our district has good programs for us.

martha Aguilar is 36 and originally from 
honduras.
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My Childhood
MAnuel QuiChiMBo, MinneAPoliS

My name is Manuel, and I am from Ecuador. I was born in a village. I was the happy boy. When I was child, I played 
soccer	with	my	friends.	Sometimes	we	played	with	a	real	ball	and	sometimes	we	made	the	ball	with	plastics	or	

old clothes. Then we made it with thread and wrapped it. 
I	played	soccer	with	my	friends	on	the	paths	or	the	fields.	The	goal	post	was	from	wood.	We	also	did	the	goal	post	

sometimes	with	rock	or	something	else.	
Me	and	my	friends,	we	played	on	the	road	or	in	the	field,	but	the	field,	whenever	it	rained,	was	with	puddles	of	water	

and	mud.	We	never	had	a	field	of	cement	until	a	year	ago	when	the	mayor	of	my	city	helped	my	small	village,	so	every	
night	the	youth	and	children	could	enjoy	playing	soccer.

							Also,	I	had	to	help	my	mom	in	the	house	with	laundry	or	lunch	or	dinner.	I	had	to	go	to	bring	the	green	grasses	
for	guinea	pigs	and	rabbits.	After,	I	was	playing	with	my	friends	and	classmates	from	school,	and	then	my	mother	would	
send	me	to	one	of	my	sisters	because	she	always	took	care	of	us.	Right	now,	I’m	happy	because	people	who	live	in	my	
town	have	a	field	to	play	soccer.

manuel Quichimbo is originally from ecuador, where he lived for 20 
years before moving to minnesota. he has been in minnesota for eight 
years and enjoys playing soccer and walking or riding his bike around 
the lakes. manuel, who speaks spanish, is happy to have a big family 
with four brothers and four sisters. manuel likes electronic music 
and hopes to be a dJ someday. his favorite book, the kindhearted 
brothers, is a children’s book about two brothers who share their 
wealth to help one another. manuel understands the importance of 
a strong support system when learning english. he says, “First you 
have to have faith in god, and then your family. then you will be 
blessed.”

culture And trAdition
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In Thailand
lAY Moo, SAint PAul

This is my house in Thailand. There are seven in my 
family.	My	husband	is	Pee	Htoo.	My	name	is	Lay	Moo.	My	
boys’	names	are	Nay	Blu	Htoo,	Blu	Dho	Moo,	Say	Poe,	Say	
Ea	Blu,	and	Sher	Blu	Htoo.	There	are	hills	near	my	house.	
There	are	trees.	We	have	twenty	chickens.	We	have	water	
buffalo.

lay moo is originally from burma.

I Miss Laos
PhonePhAlY KhAMvAn, SAint PAul

My	name	is	Phonephaly	and	I	am	from	Laos.	I	came	to	the	
United	States	three	years	and	three	months	ago.	I	miss	my	
family	very	much	and	I	think	of	them	every	day.	I	miss	my	
mother the most. Where I come from, there is a beautiful 
ocean and the summer is the most beautiful. Everyone 
likes	to	go	fishing.	I	miss	the	food	in	Laos	and	how	it	is	
prepared for me.

Phonephaly khamvan is 42 and originally from 
laos.

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 years old and originally from 
the u.s.A.

Rights	for	All	People	
in	America—or	Copy	
Machine
MuAng ngo, Worthington

Rights	for	all	people	means	all	people	can	speak	freely,	or	
talk	freely	to	other	people.	So	we	can	celebrate	our	New	
Year when we want to celebrate, and then we can share our 
culture with other people, too. In our country we couldn’t 
do	everything	and	we	couldn’t	talk	freely	all	the	time	with	
groups.	The	leaders	were	just	looking	out	for	themselves,	
shutting down the rights of what people wanted. 

Everyone	 wants	 to	 live	 in	 a	 free	 country.	 Nowadays	
people	hear	of	the	human	rights	from	a	free	country	like	
America.	Now	they	try	to	use	the	same	rules	as	the	United	
States	rules.	They	have	made	up	their	minds	that	they	want	
to	become	a	free	country.	So	the	U.S.	is	a	copy	machine	for	
their	country.	That	country	 is	Burma	(Myanmar)	where	
I’m from. I plan to visit there someday. I’m happy for my 
people who live in my country because they will be free 
forever.	Thanks	to	America	for	becoming	a	copy	machine	
for	my	country	Burma.

muang ngo is 32 and originally from burma. 
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A	Story	About	the	
Moon
KArinA ChA, SAint PAul

A	long	time	ago	the	universe	had	two	moons.	They	called	
one the male moon and the other the female moon. There 
weren’t any stars. The moons really loved each other. 
However,	one	day	the	male	moon	left	his	wife	alone.	He	
saw the sun was very beautiful, and then he went with 
the	sun.	He	didn’t	miss	his	partner.	The	female	moon	was	
very	upset	and	cried	a	lot.	She	considered	things	and	then	
shattered	 herself	 into	 millions	 of	 pieces.	 Those	 broken	
pieces became the stars, and made her forget everything. 

After	a	while,	one	night	the	male	moon	came	back	to	
his	partner.	When	he	came	back,	he	didn’t	see	his	partner.	
He	just	saw	the	stars	around	him.	Then	he	asked	the	stars,	
“Who	are	you?	Why	do	you	guys	stay	here?	Do	you	see	
my	partner?”	

The stars answered, “You are very mean. Then, you’ll 
never	see	her	again.”	

“I	came	back	to	love	her,	and	not	leave	her	any	more,”	
he said. 

The	stars	answered,	“If	you	love	her	like	you	said,	then	
there	will	not	be	any	of	us.”	

He	didn’t	hear	well.	He	asked,	“What	did	you	say?”	
Then, the stars said, “You have to stay here, and wait 

for your partner. You should not go with the sun any 
more. If the sun comes up, 
then you have to go down, 
if the sun goes down, then 
you have to go up. Then 
you	will	meet	her.”	

Then	he	asked	the	stars,	
“Are	you	okay	with	that	to	
stay	with	me,	and	help	me	to	watch	for	her?	If	she	comes	
I	can’t	see	her.”	

The	stars	agreed	with	him.	“But	on	a	day	when	you	will	
go	with	the	sun	again,	we	won’t	stay	with	you,”	they	said.	

Some	nights	we	don’t	see	the	moon	stay	with	the	stars,	
because he went with the sun.

karina cha is 23 and originally from laos.

Hmong	Jaw	Harp
See xiong, MAPleWood

The	Hmong	 jaw	harp	 is	made	 from	metal.	The	cover	of	
the	jaw	harp	is	made	from	bamboo.	Hmong	use	the	jaw	
harp to play music, but the most we use it is for someone 
we love.

We	use	 the	 jaw	harp	 to	demonstrate	 the	 love	within	
one couple. The old way to show interest in another wasn’t 
about approaching them during the daylight. Instead 
Hmong	people	use	the	jaw	harp	to	show	the	other	person	
that	you	love	them.	Because	it’s	hard	to	tell	him	or	her	by	
words	of	the	mouth,	then	we	use	the	jaw	harp	to	tell	that	
person. 

Only	Hmong	people	can	tell	what	the	sound	of	the	jaw	
harp means.

see Xiong is 35 and originally from laos.

Hmong	Culture
vAlleY xiong, WoodBurY

My	name	is	Valley	Xiong.	I	was	born	in	the	mountains	of	
Laos, but eventually moved to Woodbury, Minnesota in 
the	U.S.A.	I	am	currently	a	student	at	Lao	Family	School.	

As	 we	 all	 know,	 there	
are many things out there 
that would represent the 
Hmong.	 But	 there	 is	 one	
thing that means a lot to the 
Hmong	people.	The	Qeej	is	
a musical instrument that 

has	been	a	part	of	Hmong	culture	living	for	decades.	
The	 Qeej	 has	 become	 an	 instrument	 that	 is	 played	

everywhere.	For	example,	it	would	be	played	at	a	New	Year	
celebration or a party, but it is also played at a funeral for 
a	lost	one.	The	Qeej	is	also	easy	to	build,	with	six	bamboo	
sticks,	wood,	and	metal.

There are many things out there that I could tell 
everybody	 about	 that	 would	 represent	 Hmong	 culture,	
but	the	Qeej	is	one	of	the	most	important	to	me.

Valley Xiong is 40 and originally from laos.

some nights we don’t see the 
moon stAy with the stArs, 

becAuse he went with the sun.
karina cha
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My Favorite Traditions
AnonYMouS, SAint PAul

 I remember the most important traditions of my country, 
El	Salvador.	On	December	24,	we	celebrate	Christmas	with	
fireworks	at	midnight.	On	December	31,	we	also	celebrate	
the	new	year	with	fireworks	at	midnight.	On	January	1,	
families go to beaches and rivers. My grandmother told 
me	 that	 when	 she	 was	 a	 girl	 it	 was	 so	 much	 different	
because the population was smaller than it is now. For 
example,	in	the	past,	there	were	no	parties.	Now,	there	are	
many.	I	have	been	in	the	United	States	for	eight	years.	I	am	
now accustomed to this culture. The more years I am here, 
the more I forget about my own culture. 

Toad	and	King
hAliMo oSMAn, MinneAPoliS 

There	was	a	drought	on	earth.	So	a	toad	went	to	see	the	
king	 to	 ask	 for	 rain.	 Some	 bees	 decided	 to	 go	with	 the	
toad.	A	sad	rooster	joined	the	toad	and	bee.	A	very	thirsty	
tiger	joined	them.	When	the	animals	found	the	king,	the	
toad	jumped	into	his	lap	by	mistake.	That	made	the	king	
angry.	The	toad	tried	to	ask	for	rain	but	the	king	ordered	
his guard to capture the toad. The bees stung the guards. 
The	toad	tried	to	ask	again	but	the	king	told	the	thunder	
god	to	make	the	toad	be	quiet.	The	rooster	screeched	and	
scared	 the	 thunder	god.	The	king’s	hound	tried	 to	scare	
the toad, bees, and rooster away. The tiger fought the 
hound.	The	king	asked	uncle	toad	to	save	his	hound.	The	
toad	stopped	the	tiger	because	the	king	treated	the	toad	
with	respect	by	calling	him	uncle.	Then	the	toad	asked	the	
king	for	rain.	The	king	ordered	rain.	He	said	that	anytime	
earth	needed	rain,	all	the	toad	had	to	do	was	croak.

halimo osman is originally from somalia. 

The Old Cat and the 
Rat
MeKonnen BereKA, SAint PAul

Once upon a time there was an old cat who lived in the 
village.	The	cat	couldn’t	walk	properly	because	 it	was	so	
old. 

One	 day	 a	 young	 rat	 came	 and	 asked	 a	 question.	
“Would you tell me why you ate my father, mother, and 
my	 relatives?”	The	 old	 cat	 replied,	 “I	 ate	 them	 because	
your parents and relatives destroyed a lot of useful things, 
and if you continue to do what your family did, my young 
cat	will	eat	you,	so	you	have	to	avoid	that	kind	of	behavior.”

From that day on they stopped destroying useful 
things.

mekonnen bereka is 52 and originally from 
ethiopia. 

My	House
MAYA htoo, SAint PAul

That	 is	my	house	 in	Thailand.	My	name	 is	Maya	Htoo.	
That	is	my	wife.	I	have	five	children.	I	have	a	fruit	tree.

maya htoo is 46 and originally from burma.
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My	First	Time	Away	
from	Home
AdBiriSACK ABdirAhMAn, MinneAPoliS

The	 first	 time	 I	 came	 to	 United	 States	 I	 came	 with	 no	
family	and	friends.	After	more	than	48	hours	of	travel,	I	
came	to	Jackson,	Mississippi.	 I	didn’t	know	where	 to	go	
until	I	met	someone	who	was	looking	around	for	me	and	
calling	my	name.	I	finally	met	a	guy	and	he	took	me	where	
I will stay so I was worried about where I was going; I was 
so	tired	and	hungry	too.	After	that	we	came	to	a	beautiful	
house and he told me this house is where I’m going to 
stay. We went inside the house and he introduced me to 
the	host	family.	Everybody	met	me	and	they	asked	me	my	
name	but	they	couldn’t		say	my	name.	They	asked	me	if	I	
had	a	nickname	and	I	said,	“You	can	call	me	by	my	father’s	
name,	Adem.”	That	was	easy	for	them.	That	moment	was	
sad, I even lost my name. That night I was so tired I went 
to	bed	early.	I	fell	asleep.	When	I	woke	up	in	the	morning,	
I	went	 to	 the	kitchen	 and	 I	 saw	unfamiliar	 foods	 that	 I	
never	knew	existed	or	what	was	inside.	I	didn’t	eat,	I	only	
ate fruits.  

Communication	was	difficult.	Calling	back	home	was	
very	hard	because	I	had	no	money	for	the	phone.	Another	
hard	part	about	communication	was	talking	English	with	
the	host	 family	I	 lived	with.	I	had	no	family	 in	Jackson,	
Mississippi and that made me worried and sad. Every 
morning	when	I	woke	up,	tears	came	down.	I	didn’t	even	
know	what	 to	do;	 I	 needed	 to	 call	my	mom	so	badly.	 I	
completely	 felt	 I	 just	 didn’t	 belong	 there.	 I	 missed	 my	
mom and my family and relatives and friends so much. 
Almost	every	night	I	wished	and	prayed	to	God	to	let	me	
back	to	Somalia	as	soon	as	possible,	but	deep	inside	I	had	
to	admit	that	I	had	to	live	more	days	in	America.

	After	few	days	living	in	America,	I	just	wanted	to	go	
back	to	Somalia,	a	place	where	I	used	to	live	about	15	years	
ago when I was young, or at least I wanted to go to another 
place	where	people	speak	Somali.	At	home	in	Mississippi,	
almost everyone was very quiet and I absolutely was 
homesick.	Using	electricity	for	the	first	time	was	hard	too.	
At	that	minute	I	started	to	think	how	bad	America	was.

Being	away	from	mom	was	not	easy.	But	being	away	
from mom has made me more independent because I 
have	had	to	do	things	on	my	own.	When	I	was	back	home	
my	mom	did	everything	for	me.	But	when	I	left	I	had	to	
do	what	I	could.	Because	I	didn’t	have	my	mom	right	by	

my side anymore, I needed to become independent in 
doing things on my own. 

After	 two	 years,	when	 I	 knew	how	 to	 speak	English	
and	 understand	 American	 culture,	 and	 once	 I	 made	
friends	 and	 knew	 about	 how	 to	 communicate	 through	
technology,	 then	America	was	 just	 perfect.	 I	 hated	 it	 at	
first,	but	now	I’m	totally	in	love	with	America	about	the	
freedom	and	free	education	etc.	I	still	want	to	go	back	to	
Somalia,	 not	 to	 live	 but	 just	 for	 a	 visit,	 because	 I	 know	
there	 are	 more	 steps	 that	 I	 need	 to	 take	 to	 reach	 my	
goal.	I	know	my	English	is	not	perfect,	but	being	able	to	
communicate with others in English is one of the greatest 
accomplishments	 of	my	 life.	When	 I	 think	 about	 scary	
moments that I had before, now sometimes I laugh out 
loud	when	I	think	about	those	embarrassing	moments.

Now	I	trust	myself.	I	know	I	can	and	will	handle	it.	I’m	
ready	to	make	a	big	jump	to	get	closer	to	the	goal	in	my	
life.	However,	the	most	important	part	is	that	I’m	also	not	
forgetting my own culture and language.

Adbirisack Abdirahman is originally from 
somalia.

My Country
MAhlet ABeBe, MinneAPoliS

My name is Mahlet. I came from Ethiopia. Ethiopia is part 
of	East	Africa	Country.	I	want	to	write	about	my	country.	
Ethiopia has a lot of historical places. For example the 
church	of	LALIBELA	made	from	one	stone	and	the	Blue	
Nile	 River	 starting	 from	 Ethiopia.	The	 Blue	 Nile	 River	
travels more than six hundred miles in Ethiopia. Ethiopia 
has	 over	 80	 languages	 and	 its	 own	Calendar.	 Ethiopian	
New	Years	is	beginning	September.

	Some	people	think	the	wrong	way	about	Ethiopia.	 I	
had	an	experience	with	one	of	my	co-workers.	She	asked	
me	some	question.	The	question	is,	in	Ethiopia	have	Bar	
and	Club?	I	was	surprised!	Because	Ethiopia	has	a	lot	of	
famous	Hotels.	World	top	ten	hotels,	one	of	them	has	in	
Ethiopia.	The	name	is	Sheraton	Addis.

mahlet Abebe is 31 and originally from ethiopia. 
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My	House	in	Bhutan
nAng rAi, roSeville

This	is	my	house	in	Bhutan.	There	are	five	in	my	family.	
My	husband	is	Dhan	Rai.	We	have	three	children.	The	two	
boys	are	Ramesh	and	Dinesh.	The	one	girl	is	Sunita.	We	
have	bamboo	and	a	tree.	We	have	three	chickens.	We	have	
two banana plants.

nang rai is originally from bhutan.

My	Home	in	Refugee	
Camp
nAY oo, SAint PAul

I	lived	in	Nu	Poe	Refugee	Camp.	We	lived	at	the	Thailand	
and	 Burmese	 border.	 In	 1998,	 I	 arrived	 in	 the	 refugee	
camp	when	 I	was	 eight	 years	 old.	Grandmother,	Mom,	
Dad,	sister,	and	I	lived	together	in	a	small	bamboo	house.	

My house was near the river and I had a vegetable 
garden	 behind	 my	 home.	 My	 home	 background	 was	
mountains	and	coconut	trees.	Sometimes	we	went	to	the	
forest	 to	 hunt	 animals	 and	 sometimes	we	 fished	 in	 the	
river.	When	we	got	animals	and	fish,	we	cooked,	prepared,	
and ate together with friends and my family and then we 
had fun. 

nay oo is 22 and originally from burma. 

Our Country is Tibet
PeMA dolKAr, SAint AnthonY

My	name	is	Pema.	I’m	from	Tibet.	Our	country	is	Tibet.	
Lhasa is the capital of Tibet. In our country weather is 
very cold. There are so many mountains and rivers there. 
Tibet has the highest mountain range in the world.

Unfortunately,	I	never	saw	my	country.	I	was	born	in	
India. We were refugees in India almost 55 years ago. My 
parents told the whole story about Tibet. My parents came 
from Tibet as refugees who came into India because of 
Chinese	 invasion	 of	 Tibet.	His	Holiness	 the	 14th	Dalai	
Lama	 escaped	 Tibet	 in	 1959,	 which	 was	 followed	 by	
thousands of Tibetans coming into exile.

His	 Holiness	 the	 Dalai	 Lama	 is	 the	 very	 famous	
simple	Buddhist	monk.	His	Holiness	 the	Dalai	 Lama	 is	
the	Spiritual	Leader	of	Tibet.	He	was	born	on	July	6,1935	
in	 Taktser,	 Amdo,	 Northeastern	 Tibet.	 But,	 today,	 His	
Holiness	is	78	years	old.

His	Holiness	the	Dalai	Lama	got	his	first	Nobel	Peace	
Prize	on	December	10,	1989.	He	has	got	150	awards	and	
the	Gold	Medal,	too.

We lost our country and there is no freedom at all in 
Tibet now. The Chinese government still controls our 
Tibet. Tibet’s situation is very critical and we document 
the	struggle.	In	1950,	more	than	a	million	Tibetans	died	in	
our struggle, and Tibet underwent incredible destruction. 
Their aim was independence. Even today many Tibetans 
have not changed their mind and still want independence. 
Tibetans struggle for freedom.

Today, many Tibetan people are in Chinese prisons 
and	 124	mostly	 very	 young	 people	 and	monks	 practice	
self-immolation.

Pema dolkar is 40 and originally from tibet.



    Journeys    49

Adaptation	to	
American	Culture
ChAndAY thAMMAvong, SAint PAul

There	 are	 not	many	 differences	 between	 European	 and	
American	traditions	and	cultures.	They	both	come	from	
the	 Jewish-Christian	 tradition.	But	with	 the	diversity	of	
immigrants,	the	American	culture	had	changed	a	little.	I	
am	a	little	worried	about	the	lack	of	adaptation	of	some	
communities of new immigrants. Many of them live 
in	 ghettos	 and	 speak	 their	 own	 language,	 rather	 than	
English,	 and	 eat	 their	 own	 traditional	 food.	They	 suffer	
from communication problems.  

Coming from France, I have had no big problems 
adapting	 to	 the	American	culture.	However,	 I	don’t	 like	
American	 food	very	much.	 It	 seems	 to	me	 that	 there	 is	
more	 quantity	 and	 not	 enough	 quality	 in	 American	
cuisine.	My	big	problem	in	my	American	journey	is	the	
language	barrier.	I	have	trouble	speaking	English.	That	is	
why	I	am	attending	classes	at	the	Hubbs	Center.		My	goal	
is	to	learn	to	speak	English	fluently,	so	I	can	communicate	
with	everyone	in	the	United	States	easily.

chanday thammavong is 64 and originally from 
France.

My Family
MeenA MoKtAn, SAint PAul

I	 grew	 up	 in	 a	 Moktan	 family,	 and	 my	 family	 title	 is	
“Moktan.”	My	family	is	a	large	family.	I	have	seven	sisters,	
like	a	rainbow,	and	four	brothers.	In	my	family,	none	of	
my brothers and sisters got as much education as they 
needed because my family is from the lower class. They 
had to spend lots of time with our parents helping them 
on the farm. My family used to live in a village, and we 
had lots of animals and land to cultivate which helped us 
to	survive.	But	right	now,	I’m	in	the	U.S.	where	I’m	living	
differently.

meena moktan is originally from bhutan.

My Family in Laos
Khou lee, SAint PAul

This is my house in Laos. That is my daddy and mommy. 
I	have	five	brothers.	We	have	chickens,	a	pig	and	a	cow.	
We have pineapple, cucumbers, hot peppers, corn and 
cabbage. 

A	Happy	Childhood
dinA CelAC, golden vAlleY

I grew up in a large family in a village in Moldova. I have 
six	sisters	and	only	one	brother.	I	realized	when	I	was	a	
teenager how hard it was to raise eight children. In the 
morning	we	woke	up,	washed	our	 faces	and	hands,	and	
ate	breakfast.	After	school	we	would	come	home	and	have	
lunch together. My mom put the food on the table in only 
one	bowl	and	everybody	took	from	it.	After	lunch	we	had	
to clean up. That was easy because there were not many 
plates to wash. Later, we went outside. In the winter we 
would	slide	for	two	to	three	hours	until	we	became	frozen.	
At	dinner,	we	ate	the	same	way	we	did	when	we	ate	lunch.	
We	 didn’t	 have	 a	 bathtub	 to	 take	 a	 bath,	 so	 instead	we	
used	a	metal	tub.	Before	bedtime,	we	read	the	Bible.	Four	
children	shared	one	bed	and	five	children	shared	another.	
At	that	time,	I	thought	I	had	the	best	conditions	and	way	
of	life!

dina celac is originally from moldova.
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My	Journey	from	
Burma
KYAW WAl, SAint PAul

My	name	 is	Kyal	Wal.	This	 is	my	house	 in	Burma.	This	
is	my	wife.	We	have	chickens	and	a	cat.	This	is	the	Karen	
flag.	These	people	are	singing.

My Country
SeMirA Sied, MinneAPoliS

Eritrea	is	my	country.	It	is	the	horn	of	Africa.	Its	neighbors	
are	Sudan,	Ethiopia,	and	Djibouti.	The	capital	city	of	Eritrea	
is	Asmara.	In	Eritrea	there	are	nine	different	languages	and	
traditions. One of those nine traditions is our tradition 
called Tigrigna and we have traditional clothes called 
zuria.	Most	of	the	time	we	wear	our	traditional	clothes	in	
weddings. In wedding day the family of the bride wear the 
same colored cloth. In wedding day the bridegroom and 
his	family	come	to	bride’s	home.	Before	they	get	into	the	
bride’s house they sing a traditional song and they dance 
for	about	20	minutes.	Then	they	get	into	the	bride’s	house.	
They	eat	and	drink	traditional	food	and	drinks,	they	play	
and	dance,	and	they	enjoy	for	about	five	or	six	hours.	Then	
they	 took	 the	 bride.	This	 is	 a	 little	 about	 our	 tradition.	
Another	time	I	hope	I	will	write	more	about	this.

semira sied is 28 and originally from eritrea.

Oral	History
WilliAM oMot, Worthington

A	 long,	 long	 time	 ago,	 the	 ancestry	 of	 the	 Lao	 people	
lived	near	the	Mediterranean	through	to	the	White	Nile	
to	 Sudan.	They	 used	 seeds	 of	 sorghum,	 tree	 roots,	 and	
hunted animals for food. They tried to plant grass seed 
near	them	for	food.	Their	leader	was	Nheya,	or	Pharaoh,	
meaning	 king	 or	 kingdom.	 They	 divided	 by	 clans	 or	
family. 

Gradually,	they	moved	little	by	little	and	followed	the	
White	Nile	to	Khartoum,	Sudan.	They	lived	in	Khartoum	
between	 the	 Blue	 Nile	 and	 the	 White	 Nile.	 Before	 the	
time	 of	 slavery,	 the	 Arabs	 followed	 them.	 They	 came	
from	Egypt	for	business.	During	that	time	Nheykangow	
and two brothers and their followers moved away from 
Khartoum	to	 the	Upper	Nile	Makalle.	They	reached	the	
Upper	Nile	Makalle.	

There	 Nheykangow	 and	 Deduom	 argued	 between	
themselves.	 Deduom	 was	 the	 older	 brother.	 He	 left	 to	
follow	another	river	 to	 the	Waw.	They	settled	 there.	His	
little	 brother	Gillo	 left	him,	 too.	Gillo	 followed	 another	
river	to	the	east.	That	river	was	called	the	Dekuong	River	
from	the	Cero	or	Akobo	territory	or	region.	

There	were	four	rivers	from	Highlander	to	the	floatland	
region	that	met	with	the	Dekuong	River	which	came	from	
the	 South	 region.	That	 region	belonged	 to	 the	Murrella	
territory.	The	 little	 guy,	Gillo,	 followed	 the	Dekuong	 or	
Subate	River.	He	 settled	 there	with	his	 followers	 in	 that	
territory.  

Agypt	means	 the	star.	Why	was	 it	called	Agypt?	The	
long light to the west side was longer than the other four 
sides. They were shorter. The longest light was called “long 
tail.”	According	to	the	Anyuak	language,	the	Egypt	name	
came	from	that	Agypt	word.

william omot is 41 and originally from sudan.
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My	House	in	Thailand
AnonYMouS, roSeville

the artist is originally from thailand. 

Iran
hASSAn AghA KeShMiri, MinneAPoliS

Iran should be considered a prominent country in the 
world. It has old world culture, history, many natural 
resources, and it is very interesting.   

     Iran geographically is important, located in west 
Asia	with	a	variable	climate.	In	some	parts	of	Iran	there	
is snow, other parts are warm. The population of Iran is 
seventy six million. The country has many mountains. It 
has	four	hundred	miles	of	Caspian	Sea	shore.	The	widest	
point	is	thirty	one	miles.	We	have	the	Persian	Gulf	which	
is	located	in	south	Iran.	The	neighbors	are	Pakistan,	Iraq,	
Afghanistan,	Turkmenistan,	and	Turkey.

				Iran	has	old	history,	about	twenty	five	hundred	years.	
We	had	a	powerful	king,	the	king	of	Persia,	named	King	
Cyrus.	He	 announced	 that	 everyone	was	 free	 to	 choose	
religion	and	the	people	are	free	to	live	in	all	regions.	King	
Cyrus	declared	the	first	charter	of	human	rights	known	to	
mankind	which	is	written	on	the	Cyrus	Cylinder.	

Iran has many resources such as natural gas, oil, and 
minerals.	Sixteen	percent	of	the	world’s	gas	belongs	to	this	
country. Iran is a rich country with many young people. 
Because	 of	 a	 poor	managing	 system	 over	 the	 last	 three	

decades, it hasn’t been as progressive as it deserves to be. 
Overall, Iran is an interesting country to visit. There 

are	historical	areas	such	as	Cyrus	Palace,	which	is	in	the	
city	of	Shiraz.	People	are	friendly	and	they	would	like	to	
have a relationship with other countries. 

hassan Agha keshmiri is originally from iran.

My Early Life in Laos
ChinthAnA vongSourY, BrooKlYn PArK

When I was a child, my family lived close to my 
grandparents’ house in the small village. In my family we 
have seven people. I have four sisters and no brothers. I’m 
the older sister.

My parents had a farm that wasn’t too far from my 
house.	On	the	farm	we	raised	chickens	and	grew	rice	and	
fruits and vegetables, so we didn’t have to buy everything 
from	the	market.	There	was	a	river,	mountain,	and	forest	
surrounding	us.	We	could	forage	for	food	like	mushrooms,	
fish,	bamboo,	and	many	things	more.

In that time, we didn’t have transportation, so we had 
to	walk	to	market	about	three	miles	and	to	school	about	
two	miles.	That	was	so	difficult	because	there	was	a	dirt	
road. Especially when it rained, the dirt became mud and 
it	was	not	easy	to	walk.

Every	day	after	school,	 I	helped	my	parents	work	on	
the	 farm	and	 took	care	of	my	 sister.	On	every	Saturday	
my	mom	and	I	had	to	wake	up	at	4:00	in	the	morning	and	
carry	some	food	to	market.	We	sold	food	by	putting	all	the	
food on the table. We waited until we sold all of them or 
until	noon.	Then	we	went	back	home	with	candy	and	toys	
for my sister and me.

We	worked	hard	but	I	was	happy	to	be	with	my	family.
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My	Home	in	Thailand
eh WAh PAW, SAint PAul

I	 lived	 in	 a	brown	house	 in	Umphiem	Camp,	Thailand,	
when	I	was	three	to	five	years	old.	I	moved	back	to	Burma	
when	 I	 was	 10-12	 years	 old.	 Then,	 I	 moved	 back	 to	
Thailand	again.	At	that	time	I	was	13-15	years	old.	When	
I grew up, the time changed a lot in my mind. The house 
was next to the church. It was quiet at night.

I lived with my aunt, cousins, brothers, sister, and 
my	dad.	Also	my	mom	came	to	visit	us	every	two	weeks.	
When my mom came to visit us, we were very happy to 
see	her.	She	brought	many	foods	for	us	and	we	had	fun.	
After	that,	my	mom	went	back	to	work.	When	my	mom	
went	to	work,	we	missed	her.

My home had two bedrooms and one bathroom. My 
home was new. It was made of wood. We had to carry 
water for ourselves.

eh wah Paw is 20 and originally from thailand.

A	Different	Dress	
Code
Yijing Wei, MAPle grove

I want to share my interesting experience that happened 
in	my	first	days	when	I	had	just	moved	to	Minnesota.	One	
day,	I	put	on	my	favorite	dress	and	high-heeled	shoes,	as	
usual as I had worn in China, to go to grocery shopping. 
A	staff	of	the	store	walked	to	me	and	said,	“Morning!	Are	
you	going	to	a	party?”	“What?”	I	said	with	surprise	then	
answered,	“No,”	after	a	few	seconds.	Why	did	he	think	I	
was	going	 to	 a	party?	Was	 there	 something	wrong	with	
my	dress?	I	couldn’t	find	the	answer,	until	I	noticed	how	
other	customers	dressed.	Almost	all	of	them	wore	casual	
clothing,	except	me.	Suddenly,	I	felt	awkward	and	thought	
I must be an odd lady in their eyes. I rushed out of the 
grocery	and	went	back	home.

This was a good lesson for me. In China, there is not 
very clear line between formal dress and casual clothing. 
People	 usually	 wear	 the	 same	 clothes	 at	 work	 or	 after	
work,	 especially	 for	 women	—	 exquisite	make	 up,	 chic	
skirts	 with	 some	 fancy	 jewels,	 and	 of	 course,	 beautiful	

high-heeled	 shoes!	 We	 could	 find	 them	 in	 offices,	 in	
restaurants,	 and	 also	 in	 supermarkets.	 However,	 things	
are	different	in	where	I	live	now.	There	is	a	dress	code	here	
that people should wear formal dress on formal occasions. 
Well, contrary to China, each one put on their casual 
clothes	after	work,	such	as	sportswear	and	home	clothes.	
To	discuss	further,	it	is	one	part	of	American	culture	and	
reflects	most	Americans’	 ideology:	work	 and	 family	 are	
totally	different	things,	do	not	mix	them	together.

It	made	me	realize	that	although	we	live	on	the	same	
earth,	there	are	so	many	different	countries	and	cultures	
around the world. To us, the new immigrants, we 
should not only learn the new language but also should 
understand the new country’s culture to integrate into the 
new life successfully.

yijing wei is originally from china.

My Family in Laos
ChAi her, SAint PAul

That is my house in Laos. That is my mommy. That is my 
daddy. Those are my two brothers and three sisters. That is 
our corn. In Laos, I see the sun. I see the hills. I remember 
Laos.

chai her is originally from laos.
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The	North	Star	State
MAttheW PoYirier

A	Misunderstanding
xiAnghuA QuAn, SAint louiS PArK

I	am	married	 to	an	American	man	and	he	has	an	older	
sister	 who	 is	 single.	 My	 sister-in-law	 was	 living	 in	
Wisconsin. One day, she came to our house for dinner. 
We	were	 eating	 and	 talking	 and	 she	 said	 she	needed	 to	
lose weight because she thought she was fat. 

I	knew	that	Americans	are	very	sensitive	about	 their	
weight. In my country, people always told me that I was 
too	fat	and	had	to	 lose	weight.	My	sister-in-law	loves	to	
drink	wine,	but	she	doesn’t	eat	very	much.	Anyway,	when	
we	were	 talking	 I	made	her	 very	upset	 because	 I	 called	
her	 fat.	 I	never	realized	that	she	would	be	so	upset.	She	
almost	went	back	to	Wisconsin.	After	dinner,	she	went	to	
the bedroom and was crying. 

At	that	time,	my	English	was	not	so	good	and	people	
often misunderstood me. I called her fat, but I didn’t 
mean	that.	I	really	meant	that	because	she	loves	to	drink,	
the	 drinking	 makes	 her	 fat	 because	 there	 are	 a	 lot	 of	
calories	in	wine.	Anyway,	I	shouldn’t	have	said	anything.	
I	apologized	and	asked	her	to	forgive	me.	It	was	a	crazy	
night.

Xianghua Quan is originally from china.
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Changing Life in 
Japan
KAoru KAMiMurA, SAint louiS PArK

My	grandma	was	born	in	1920	and	she	got	married	when	
she was 16 years old. I have a few albums of photos of 
her,	but	there	are	few	photos	from	the	first	half	of	her	life	
because	photos	were	very	expensive	over	50	years	ago.

In one of her albums I can see a young girl wearing 
a	 beautiful	 kimono.	 Perhaps	 it	was	 a	 photo	 for	 looking	
for	her	better	half.	Yes,	taking	photos	whose	purpose	was	
arranging introduction for marriage was very popular in 
Japan	at	that	time.

After	 that	 I	 can	 see	 a	 young	 lady	with	her	 husband,	
but	there	are	no	photos	from	their	wedding.	Although	we	
Japanese	generally	take	photos	of	the	traditional	wedding	
ceremony, her husband was a navy soldier and he couldn’t 
leave	his	navy	base.	So,	they	had	just	a	simple	ceremony	
between my grandma and my grandpa’s parents in his 
stead,	and	there	are	no	photos.	As	was	very	common	over	
60	years	ago,	my	grandparents’	marriage	was	arranged	by	
their parents.

After	 that	 I	 can	 see	 a	 young	mother	 with	 her	 baby	
wearing small western clothes. This was during WWII. 
After	 that	 a	 lady	 in	 her	 30’s	 wearing	 kimono	 with	 her	
teenage	 daughter	wearing	western	 clothes.	And	 I	 know	
after that she also wore western clothes because her 
husband	died	 from	 illness	 and	 she	needed	 to	 get	 a	 job.	
That	 was	 the	 time	 of	 the	 first	 Tokyo	 Olympics,	 when	
Japanese	 people	 also	 gave	 up	wearing	 kimonos	 in	 daily	
life.

I	 think	 there	 are	 so	 many	 differences	 between	 my	
grandma’s life and mine. I could choose my husband by 
myself. My grandma never learned English in her school, 
whereas	I	began	to	learn	English	from	junior	high	school.	
So	 I	 could	make	many	choices	 to	go	 in	my	 life,	but	my	
grandma	had	almost	no	choices	in	her	life.	She	grew	up	
in the countryside as a farmer’s daughter and got married 
when	she	was	 just	a	 little	girl	with	someone	her	parents	
chose.	After	 that	 there	was	WWII	 and	 Japanese	 society	
was	 in	a	very	severe	situation.	Plus,	women	at	that	time	
were strongly pressured to be “good wives and good 
mothers.”

Although	 we	 have	 many	 differences,	 we	 had	 a	 very	
close relationship because we lived alone together for 
five	 years.	 I	 learned	many	 things	 from	 her.	 I	miss	 you,	
grandma . . .

kaoru kamimura is originally from Japan.

Freedom 
jereMY Mitzner
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One	Magical	Winter	Night
tAtiAnA SAdChiKovA, eAgAn

I would	like	to	tell	about	a	fantastic	night	I	spent	in	the	heart	of	Minneapolis.	This	happened	the	night	before	Christmas.	
The	weather	was	very	bad.	It	was	snowing,	almost	like	a	blizzard.	It	was	not	a	good	idea	to	leave	home,	but	we	decided	

to	visit	a	Brazilian	restaurant	in	downtown	Minneapolis.	It	was	difficult	to	reach	this	place,	but	we	did	it	successfully.	
We	left	our	car	in	a	parking	lot,	but	the	lot	was	too	far	from	the	restaurant	to	walk.	We	got	into	a	taxi	and	rode	to	the	
restaurant.	It	was	a	rather	short	taxi	ride.	The	Brazilian	restaurant	was	very	nice.	We	had	a	great	time	there!

It	was	late	when	we	decided	to	come	back	home.	We	left	the	restaurant	and	went	toward	the	parking	lot.	It	was	not	
snowing	outside.	It	seemed	that	we	knew	where	the	parking	lot	was,	but	soon	we	realized	that	this	was	not	true.	We	
walked	along	the	streets	of	this	fantastic	city.	We	did	not	think	about	our	car;	we	just	looked	around.	We	could	see	a	lot	
of	lights.	Huge	buildings	circled	around	us,	and	there	were	beautiful	lights	that	lit	up	most	of	the	upper	floors.	There	
were	no	people	in	the	streets.	It	seemed	we	were	alone.	Sometimes	we	could	see	only	police	cars	and	taxis.	And	we	could	
see	this	magical	city!	It	was	great.

We left downtown by taxi. The next morning, we found our car, but we had an unforgettable, magical night.

tatiana sadchikova lived in moscow, russia, before moving to eagan, 
Minnesota. She is fluent in Russian, but also understands Ukrainian 
and belarusian. tatiana’s current goal is to improve her english. her 
favorite hobby is reading books and she encourages other adults 
who are learning english to read more. Fall is her favorite season and 
she enjoys traveling to unknown places in minnesota. she has lived 
in minnesota for four years. she lives with her husband while her 
daughter’s family lives nearby.

memories
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Life in the Caribbean
riCArdo Moore, MinneAPoliS

I	 remember	growing	up	 in	 Jamaica.	 It	was	 lots	of	 fun.	 I	
liked	waking	up	in	the	morning	to	go	play	soccer.	I	loved	
it so much. We played two times per day, in the morning 
and in the evening. 

When I wasn’t playing soccer, I was at the beach 
fishing.	 I	 like	 to	 fish	 as	 well.	 Other	 times,	 if	 I	 wasn’t	
fishing,	I	would	be	working.	I	started	working	when	I	was	
12	years	old.	I	enjoyed	working	because	I	was	able	to	get	
what	I	wanted.	When	I	got	my	first	paycheck,	I	said	finally	
I don’t have to wait on someone else because I have my 
own	money.	So	 I	continued	 to	work	every	summer	and	
the rest of my life.           

ricardo moore is 30 and originally from Jamaica.

My Trip
tez MeleSe, eAgAn

My	trip	from	Addis	Ababa	to	the	U.S.A.	was	my	first	time	
in	an	airplane.	I	was	excited	and	very	happy.	After	an	eight	
hour	flight,	 I	 arrived	 in	Amsterdam.	 I	 stayed	 in	 a	hotel	
room	 for	 one	 night.	 I	 arrived	 in	Michigan	 at	 10:00	 am	
the	next	day.	I	thought	I	was	in	Minneapolis!	I	called	my	
husband	to	pick	me	up.	He	said	that	it	was	not	the	right	
time	for	me	to	arrive	at	the	Minneapolis	Airport.	He	went	
to the Minneapolis airport but I wasn’t there. 

I waited for a long time at the Michigan airport. I was 
confused and scared. My husband called the Michigan 
airport and told them to page me. They paged me, but I 
didn’t	answer	because	I	didn’t	understand	English.	After	
many hours of waiting I heard these words over the loud 
speaker:	 “We	 lost	 an	 Ethiopian	 woman	 by	 the	 name	
of	 Tez,	 so	 if	 someone	 sees	 her,	 please	 call	 Security.”	 A	
security guard was watching me during this time. When 
I	finally	understood	the	announcement,	I	jumped	up	and	
told	him	that	the	announcement	was	about	me.	He	then	
announced that he found me and gave me a phone to call 
my	husband.	I	called	him	and	he	was	so	happy.	He	told	me	
he	thought	he	had	lost	me	forever.	He	said	that	finding	me	
was	the	happiest	moment	of	his	life!

Why	I	Am	Scared	of	
Animals
zAMzAM hASSAn, ColuMBiA heightS

When I was a child, I was scared of animals. One day my 
mother said that I should watch some goats we had. I was 
not	liking	to	watch	them	because	I	was	scared	about	other	
animals	 like	 foxes.	The	 foxes	 like	 to	 eat	 the	goats!	After	
that,	my	mother	hid	from	me	and	I	cried	like	I	was	dying	
so much because I thought the animals would eat me. 
Now	 I	dislike	 animals	 and	 I	 am	 scared	of	 them.	 I	don’t	
like	snakes	and	some	other	animals.	 I	am	still	 scared	of	
cats and dogs.

Zamzam hassan is 54 and originally from 
somalia.

The Time I Couldn’t 
Find	My	Son
jing zheng, eAgAn

My	son’s	name	is	Dennis.	When	he	was	five	years	old,	he	
had	just	come	back	from	China.	He	was	a	spoiled	child.	
He	 lived	 with	 his	 grandparents	 in	 FuJian.	 It	 is	 a	 small	
village	that	it	is	quiet,	safe,	and	peaceful.	Although	I	told	
him	about	safety	in	the	U.S.A.,	he	didn’t	listen	to	me.	One	
day he got lost.

When	I	went	shopping	with	Dennis,	I	always	kept	my	
eyes	on	him	or	held	his	hand.	But	one	day	while	I	waited	
to	 pay	my	 bill	 at	 Sam’s	 Club,	 he	 told	me	 he	 was	 going	
to watch a movie at the movie station. When I went to 
find	him,	he	was	not	 there.	 I	 felt	 like	I	couldn’t	breathe.	
I	was	so	 frightened!	I	 told	the	employees	 that	I	couldn’t	
find	my	son.	I	screamed	my	son’s	name	with	tears	in	my	
eyes.	I	looked	everywhere:	the	restrooms,	the	aisles,	and	
every	area	of	the	store.	My	heart	felt	like	it	was	going	to	
be	 crushed.	After	 15	minutes	 I	 found	my	 son	 sitting	 in	
my	car.	As	I	rushed	over	to	hug	him	I	cried	with	joy	and	
happiness. Many years later as I recall this event, I still feel 
so	frightened!

Jing Zheng is originally from china.
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New	Life	in	the	United	
States
Sue YAng, SAint PAul

In	 1996	 I	 came	 to	 the	 United	 States	 with	 my	 family.	 I	
arrived	in	Saint	Paul,	Minnesota.	Everything	was	new	for	
me.	I	didn’t		know	what	to	do	with	my	new	life	in	a	new	
country	with	a	new	language.	I	didn’t	know	how	to	speak	
English.	It	was	very	hard	for	me	to	take	care	of	my	family.	
It was very hard for me because I was never separated 
from my parents and relatives before. One good thing in 
the	United	States	was	that	there	were	many	organizations	
to	help	new	immigrants	like	myself.	When	I	didn’t	know	
how	to	speak	English	they	found	someone	who	spoke	my	
own language to translate for me when I went to see a 
doctor or counselor.

Even though there were people helping me it was still 
hard	 for	me	because	 I	couldn’t	drive.	Sometimes	 I	went	
out	to	buy	food	for	my	family	and	I	had	to	walk	about	a	
mile	in	the	summer.	It	was	okay	for	me	but	in	the	winter	
this	became	very	difficult.	One	day	when	I	came	home,	
I sat down and said to 
myself that I had to learn 
how to drive to support my 
family.	 After	 that	 I	 talked	
to	 my	 counselor	 to	 find	
someone teach me how to 
drive. One day a guy came 
to my apartment and he 
said that he was going to 
teach	me	how	to	drive	a	car.	 I	didn’t	know	what	he	was	
saying but I understood when he handed me the paper.

After	teaching	me	for	about	three	weeks,	he	took	me	
to	take	the	driving	test	but	it	was	still	hard	for	me	because	
I	didn’t	understand	what	he	talked	about	when	we	were	
inside	the	car.	I	knew	only	left	and	right.	It	took	me	three	
times to get my driver’s license. I was very happy about it. 
After	I	got	my	driver’s	license	the	first	thing	I	had	to	do	
was	look	for	a	car.	I	still	remember	the	first	car	I	bought.	
It	was	a	1982	Toyota	Camry.	It	was	over	10	years	old	but	it	
was	very	important	to	me	and	my	family.	Life	in	America	
is	not	so	difficult	now.

My First Trip to 
Northern	Minnesota
ghiSlAine gillArd, hAStingS

Our	 friend,	 Mike,	 nicknamed	 “Loon,”	 has	 a	 cabin	 on	
the	border	of	Lake	Superior,	between	Grand	Marais	and	
Grand	Portage.

I have to say, when our friend had invited us to go to 
his	 “cabin,”	 I	was	 not	 enthused,	 because	 I	 had	 heard	 of	
cabins	by	hunters	and	fishermen.

Having	 a	 little	 adventurous	 soul,	 I	 took	 the	 risk	 to	
accept	his	offer.	I	never	regretted	my	decision.

Lake	Superior	began	at	Duluth.	At	that	moment	began	
the	fairytale	landscape.	Never	in	my	life	had	I	seen	a	large	
lake,	 all	 shores	 frozen.	There	were	waves	 like	 the	 sea	or	
ocean.

We	drove	on	the	old	road	along	the	 lake.	Finally,	we	
arrived at the cabin. To my surprise, I found a superb 
wood	 house,	 with	 two	 bedrooms,	 kitchen,	 and	 dining	
room; there was even electricity inside and out.

I forgot, there was not even a bathroom, only a small 
problem: there was no 
water and the ecological 
toilet	 was	 outside.	 During	
four days we washed with 
water in a bowl. 

It was really fun to go 
back	 to	 the	 19th	 century,	
without	 phone,	 TV,	 and	
computer.

This	summer,	we	went	back	with	our	granddaughters	
from France. They loved it, and washing caused a lot of 
laughs.

If you have never visited northern Minnesota, I would 
recommend	you	go;	you	will	come	back	dazzled.

ghislaine gillard is 64 and originally from France.

At thAt moment begAn the 
FAirytAle lAndscAPe. neVer 
in my liFe hAd i seen A lArge 

lAke, All shores FroZen.
ghislaine gillard



58    memories

A	Life	Lesson
Ping he, BlAine

I remember many people and things that happened to me 
when	I	was	a	child	growing	up	in	China.	Some	of	them	
taught me how to do things correctly; some of them let 
me	know	what	I	should	not	do.	

I	have	always	been	shy,	and	I	still	don’t	like	to	talk	with	
others.	 At	 that	 time,	 I	 was	 a	 student	 in	middle	 school.	
I had a habit of writing the main content down in my 
notebook	in	class.	Then	I	could	review	easily	and	quickly	
before an examination. 

One	of	my	classmates	wanted	to	borrow	my	notebook	
for	the	upcoming	exam.	Actually,	 I	was	getting	ready	to	
use it for my own review then. I really needed it, but I 
did	not	say	no.	He	also	didn’t	know	what	I	did	for	him	by	
loaning	him	my	notebook	for	his	test	review.	

My score was certainly bad after the exam was over. 
I	 told	my	parents	about	 this	when	they	asked	about	my	
exam. They suggested that I need to say no if I should not 
do	something.	I	still	remember	this	point	today.	Now,	I’ll	
say no and tell my reason why if I refuse to do something 
asked	by	other	people.

Ping he is originally from china.

Wrong Window
KArolinA eSQuivel, SAint Cloud

When my husband and I were starting to become 
girlfriend	and	boyfriend,	we	got	into	a	fight	one	day.	That	
same night when everyone in my house was sleeping, 
he came to see me because he wanted to say that he was 
sorry.	He	went	outside	what	he	thought	was	my	bedroom	
window.	He	even	had	a	piece	of	bacon	for	my	dog	so	she	
would	not	bark.	He	knocked	on	the	window,	but	it	was	my	
brother	because	he	had	knocked	on	my	brother’s	window	
instead of mine.

karolina esquivel is originally from honduras. 

My Winter Memory
MAKS KulAKouSKi, AnoKA

I want to tell you about my winter memories. One of the 
best	winter	memories	was	an	unforgettable	day	in	Belarus.	
It	was	a	wonderful,	sunny,	cold	winter	Sunday.	

After	I	had	dinner,	I	called	my	friends	to	spend	good	
time near my house playing snowballs. When my friends 
came	 to	me,	we	went	 have	 a	 snowball	 fight.	 Before	 the	
game, we built two fortresses. I played against my friends 
and built my own fortress. I was older than all my friends. 

When our fortresses were built, we started to throw 
snowballs	at	each	other.	I	hid	in	my	fortress	and	looked	to	
see when my friends came out of their fortress so I could 
throw snowballs at my friends. It was a lot of fun. 

On	Sunday	the	sun	shone,	but	it	was	very	cold.	After	
we	 finished	 playing	 snowballs,	 I	 invited	 my	 friends	 to	
my	house.	When	we	came	to	my	house	we	drank	hot	tea	
and	 spoke	 to	 each	other.	This	day	 is	 one	of	 the	days	 of	
my childhood that I’ll remember. I spent good time with 
my friends. It was a wonderful sunny winter day. I am 
thankful	to	God	for	this	day	in	my	life!	

maks kulakouski is originally from belarus.
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My Winter Memory
MAriA herrerA, FridleY

I’m from Mexico. Last year I moved to Minnesota. One 
day	when	I	woke	up	I	looked	out	the	window.	I	saw	snow!	
I	never	saw	it	before	and	this	was	my	first	snow.	I	was	very	
happy and excited. I wanted to touch the snow because it 
was beautiful. I went to visit my sister because I wanted to 
play in the snow with her. My nephews were outside of the 
house	and	having	a	snowball	fight.	I	was	very	happy.	The	
day was cold and cloudy but I don’t mind. I removed my 
gloves	and	touched	the	snow.	But	in	10	minutes	my	hands	
were	not	moving.	My	fingers	were	frozen.	I	was	cold	and	
I	went	back	to	my	house.	I	really	remember	my	first	snow	
in Minnesota.

maria herrera is 19 and originally from mexico.

An	Embarrassing	
Afternoon	Moment
AnonYMouS, ColuMBiA heightS

One day my husband and I went shopping while my 
kids	went	 to	spend	an	afternoon	with	his	cousins.	After	
a	couple	hours,	we	were	back	at	home.	Unfortunately,	my	
husband	and	I	realized	that	we	didn’t	have	the	key	to	get	
in. 

After	a	while,	we	were	 thinking	of	a	way	how	 to	get	
inside. We started going window by window to see if 
one of the windows may be open, but all them were shut 
except	 for	one.	But	 it	was	not	 easy	 as	we	 thought.	That	
window was too hard to open even though it was not 
locked.	We	 took	 turns	 and	 turns	 trying	 the	best	way	 to	
open the window, but we were unsuccessful. 
The last moment, my husband wanted me to lift him up 
to reach the window, but he was too heavy, suddenly he 
fell	down	over	me.	Both	of	us	were,	for	a	few	seconds,	
rolling over the ground, feeling that all the neighbors 
were	looking	at	us.	I’ll	never	forget	that	embarrassing	
moment we experienced. 

Negra
SArAY MAnCillA, AlBertville

In	1990	I	went	on	a	vacation	to	a	ranch	Agua	Fria	with	my	
family in my home country of Mexico. We were there for 
two	weeks.	 It	was	a	beautiful	place.	 In	 those	years	 there	
was	no	electricity	or	cars.	 	Everything	was	rustic.	So	we	
had to travel on the sea with a boat for two hours to get 
to the seaport.

After	one	hour	on	horses	and	donkeys	we	got	 to	the	
ranch.	We	slept	on	a	cot	and	with	mosquito	nets.	Usually	it	
was very hot and there were mosquitos. We also showered 
in the river. We visited other ranches to see more of our 
family	 on	 horses	 and	 donkeys.	 When	 we	 finished	 our	
vacation we returned to the beach to get the boat.

I	found	a	cute	spider	monkey	for	sale.	She	was	small	
and	 I	 loved	 her	 so	 I	 asked	 to	 my	 dad	 to	 buy	 me	 the	
monkey.	He	said	no!	After	I	insisted	for	a	few	hours,	my	
dad	bought	her.	I	named	her	Negra	(Black).

Negra	lived	around	fifteen	years.	She	was	very	fun	and	
she	was	spoiled	by	my	mom.	We	loved	her	a	lot.	But	the	
sad part is that I didn’t let her free and she didn’t have 
any	babies.	Now	I	feel	sad	and	don’t	want	to	have	another	
animal and to have it in a cage or tied up.

saray mancilla is 36 and originally from mexico.

The	Twin	Brothers
AhMed Arteh, MinneAPoliS

When I was young I used to play soccer with two twin 
brothers.	They	 looked	 exactly	 alike.	The	only	 difference	
was their name. Even their parents were confused. One 
twin	brother	had	 a	 big	problem.	He	went	 to	 a	 different	
neighborhood	 everyday	 and	 started	 a	 problem.	 He	
fought with other children and destroyed their property, 
but when the other twin went to their neighborhood or 
school,	the	other	children	beat	him.	After	that	his	mother	
bought	him	different	clothes	 so	he	would	 look	different	
from his twin brother.
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Stay	at	My	
Grandparents’
ruQiA guled, MinneAPoliS

When I was ten years old I visited my grandparents’ 
house.	My	grandparents	had	a	lot	of	animals.	Goat,	cow,	
camel, sheep. My grandparents also were farmers. 

I used to go every season to my grandparents’ house. 
I	liked	to	stay	but	my	parents	said,	“Let’s	go.”	I	said,	“No,	
I	want	stay	at	my	grandparents’	house.”	My	grandpa	had	
a	 lot	of	people	working	on	his	 farm	but	 I	 like	 to	stay	at	
my	 grandparents’.	My	 grandparents	 said,	 “Ruqia,	 if	 you	
stay	 with	 me	 you	 can’t	 go	 to	 school	 or	 Madrassa.”	 My	
grandparents	 do	 not	 have	 little	 kids.	 My	 grandparents	
said,	 “Ruqia,	wake	up	 early,	 go	 to	 school,	 and	you	 can’t	
stay	 in	 the	 countryside.”	My	 grandparents	 said,	 “If	 you	
stay	in	the	countryside	you	can’t	find	knowledge.”

ruqia guled is originally from somalia.

 

The	Sleeping	
Babysitter
MAo YAng, SAint PAul

Between	2000	and	2004,	my	 family	had	a	 farm	 in	Laos.	
At	 that	 time,	 I	was	 a	 ten-year-old	 girl	 and	my	 younger	
sister was a baby. My mom wanted me to babysit because 
I	 didn’t	 know	how	 to	do	field	work.	 	When	we	were	 at	
the farm, my older sisters, brothers, and my mom went 
to	work	in	the	field.	They	left	me	and	my	younger	sister	
at	the	farm	house.	At	that	time,	my	younger	sister	didn’t	
know	how	to	walk,	but	she	crawled.	

One day, I was babysitting at the farm and I was 
very	 tired,	 so	 I	 fell	 asleep.	After	 I	woke	 up,	 I	 didn’t	 see	
my sister. While I was sleeping my sister had crawled to 
the	field.	Luckily,	my	older	sister	saw	her	crawling	to	the	
field.	Then	my	mom	yelled	at	me	and	punished	me	with	
a	spanking.	After	that,	I	never	went	to	sleep	again	when	I	
was babysitting.

mao yang is 25 and originally from laos.

My Winter Memory
BoonYoo ruPAKChee, Coon rAPidS

In	my	life	there	have	been	many	kinds	of	memories.	I	have	
gone to many countries and have many experiences. One 
of	my	experiences	had	to	be	seeing	my	first	snow	in	South	
Korea.	

In	2010,	I	went	to	Seoul,	South	Korea.	The	people	in	
this	 country	 are	 different	 from	 other	 countries	 in	 East	
Asia.	 But	 only	 one	 thing	 is	 the	 same	 as	 in	 China	 and	
Japan,	it’s	chaos	in	the	capitals.	Everyday	you	can	see	a	lot	
of people on the road and the metro. Everybody always 
has	a	serious	expression	on	his	or	her	face.	Until	that	day	
came. 

That	day	was	in	November.	The	weather	in	Seoul	was	
cool,	maybe	-6˚C	and	sunny.	In	the	evening	around	6:00	
pm,	my	friends	and	I	were	near	the	window	and	looked	
outside.	When	I	saw	something	falling	from	the	sky,	my	
heart	 was	 beating	 fast.	 I	 asked,	 “What	 is	 that?	Why	 is	
something	falling	from	the	sky?”	

When	I	finished	my	question,	my	friends	had	a	laugh	
out	loud	and	said,	“It’s	snow!	Is	this	your	first	snow?”	

“Snow!”	I	spoke	loudly.	My	eyes	were	wide	open	with	
surprise	 and	 I	 ran	 to	 the	 elevator.	 I	 stayed	 on	 the	 30th	
floor	in	this	building.	Everyday	I	took	this	elevator	to	go	
up	and	come	down	quickly,	but	that	time	my	feeling	was	
faster than the speed of the elevator. 

The	snow	was	white,	clear,	and	cold.	However,	I	took	
off	my	shoes	and	walked	on	snow.	I	lay	down	on	the	snow	
and	opened	my	arms.	After	that	I	played	a	snow	war	with	
my	 friends.	During	 that	 time,	 in	 the	 garden	 there	were	
a lot of children and couples come to play with snow 
together. They had a lot of laughs because this snow was 
the	first	snow	that	year.	And	that	year	snow	started	early	
for	them	and	that	snow	was	the	first	snow	in	my	life.	

Now	snow	falls	everyday.	I	have	new	memories	in	my	
mind.	I	will	never	forget	that	November	snow.

boonyoo rupakchee is originally from thailand.
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My	Childhood	Story
CAtherine BAnKS, SAint PAul

I’m	Catherine.	As	a	child	about	 three	years	old	I	always	
wanted a doll bigger than me. Whenever I would go 
shopping with my mother I used to see these real big 
dolls	 like	mommy	 standing	 in	 the	window.	My	mother	
said,	 “Those	 are	 not	 dolls.	They’re	mannequins.”	 I	 said,	
“No	mommy.	They’re	dolls	and	I	want	one.”	And	I	started	
crying, so mommy told me if I stop crying she would buy 
me	a	big	doll	for	Christmas.	So	I	did.	

When Christmas came I got a big box and inside was a 
big doll bigger than me. I was so happy until one day my 
brother was standing behind my doll and the doll called 
my	name	 and	 told	me	 to	 come	play	with	 it.	 So	 I	went.	
Then	the	doll	kicked	me	and	hit	me	so	I	did	not	like	the	
doll anymore. 

When my brother left to go outside I saw the doll 
alone.	I	went	to	the	doll	and	beat	it	up.	I	broke	her	arms	
and	legs.	My	mom	asked	me	why	I	broke	my	doll.	And	I	
told	her	my	brother	made	her	beat	me	up.	So	my	brother	
got in trouble. My mom got me a barbie doll and a big doll 
house. That’s my childhood story.

catherine banks is 48 and originally from the 
u.s.A.

Staying	with	My	
Family
FArtun iSMAil, MinneAPoliS

One	of	 the	first	 things	I	 remember	as	a	child	was	when	
I decided to stay alone, with my parents, at my parents’ 
house.	Also	 I	 remember	when	 I	was	 five	 years	 old,	my	
father	 took	 to	me	 to	 school.	My	parents	 loved	me,	 and	
I	 liked	 to	 help	my	 parents.	 I	 was	 only	 eleven	 years	 old	
at that time. We had fun together, but unfortunately my 
country was in a civil war, and my mother died in that war 
in	1993	in	Mogdisho,	Somalia.	

After	that	I	stayed	with	my	father	until	my	father	died	
in	2012.	After	that	time	I	was	staying	with	my	aunt.	She	is	
the	sister	of	my	mom.	She	lived	in	a	small	village,	and	she	
had two children. That village had no lights. It had many 

Snakes.	I	stayed	one	week	but	I	couldn’t	stay	another	week.	
I	decided	to	leave.	I	came	back	to	my	home	and	I	stayed	
with my step mother. I will always remember the fun time 
I had with my parents. I feel sad when I remember my 
parents. That is my memory.

Fartun ismail is 30 and originally from somalia.

I Miss My Country
MAnolA PhengMAnY, rogerS

Many	years	 ago	 in	Laos,	we	used	 to	have	 a	 king.	Every	
year	 in	 Vientiane	 City,	 there	 was	 a	 celebration	 and	 big	
holiday	called	“Boon	That	Laung.”	A	lot	of	people	came	
from the north, south, west, and east to celebrate together. 
At	that	time,	the	King	came	by	to	see	the	civilians	and	to	
pray at the big temple.

A	 lot	 of	 Buddhists	 came	 from	 everywhere.	 At	 7:00	
am,	the	people	followed	the	King	and	prayed	and	offered	
food	until	10:00	am.	First	the	monks	prayed	and	did	the	
blessing	and	after	that	the	monks	ate.	Then	the	civilians	
came	to	pray	and	enjoy	the	foods	together.	At	night,	they	
had	 a	 big	 show	 with	music,	 a	 movie,	 a	 talk	 show,	 and	
games.	Also,	they	had	a	sale	on	many	things	like	drinks,	
food,	jewelry,	clothes,	shoes,	and	more	for	seven	days.	The	
last	day	was	Sunday.	They	had	big	fireworks	just	like	July	
4th	in	the	United	States,	but	with	more	fireworks	and	it	
took	about	20	minutes	to	fire.

At	 that	 time,	 I	was	 five	 years	 old.	 It	was	 very	 fun.	 I	
would love to see that again. I miss my country and my 
family	 very,	 very	 much.	 All	 things	 have	 been	 changed	
in	 Laos.	 Now,	 we	 have	 no	 King	 anymore	 because	 the	
Communists	took	over	our	country.	They	took	the	King’s	
family	away	somewhere.	Nobody	knows	or	has	seen	them.	
Some	of	the	King’s	family	got	killed	by	the	Communists.	
Some	sons	of	the	King	have	moved	to	France,	and	some	
of	 the	King’s	 relatives	 have	moved	 to	 the	United	 States.	
I	wish	my	country	could	join	together	again	like	before.

manola Phengmany is 43 and originally from 
laos.
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My	Life	as	a	Slave
MYA gei zu Aung, SAint PAul

When	 I	 was	 nine	 years	 old,	 I	 had	 to	 work	 for	 other	
people.	My	 two	 sisters	 and	 I	 went	 to	 Rangoon	 looking	
for	a	job.	Because	I	was	just	nine,	I	missed	my	education,	
the opportunity to learn and grow.  We went to where 
my aunt lived a long time ago. We slept at her house one 
night, and in the morning my aunt told me, “You have to 
go	with	me	to	look	for	a	job.”		

We were going to a house with all adults living in it. 
There were no children there. They needed someone to 
clean	 and	 do	 the	 housework.	 I	 really	 felt	 sad	 because	 I	
missed my mom. When I got there, I saw the grandma. 
She	asked	me	how	old	I	was,	and	then	she	showed	me	the	
work	I	had	to	do.	Later,	my	aunt	left	me	there	alone.	That	
first	night	I	cried	without	anybody	seeing	me.

I	 started	 to	work	 there	every	day.	 I	did	 the	cleaning,	
washing	and	helping	the	cook	in	the	kitchen.	I	didn’t	see	
where	my	sister	got	a	job.	I	worked	there	almost	one	year.	
I	never	got	any	pay.	My	aunt	exploited	me	and	took	my	
salary,	but	I	didn’t	know	that.	Sometimes,	I	felt	the	family	
didn’t	 talk	 to	 me	 nicely.	
I had to eat when people 
finished	eating.

One day, a family 
member	 knocked	 on	 the	
door.	I	was	alone.	He	said,	
“Open	 the	door	 for	me.”	 I	
looked,	 but	 the	 grandma	
wasn’t home. I opened the 
door.	He	 came	 in	 and	 looked	 at	me	 very	 closely.	 I	 was	
scared	of	him.	 In	my	hand	 I	held	a	 small	knife	because	
I was cutting an onion. The grandma told me she was 
going	 to	 shop	 and	when	 she	 got	 home	we	would	 cook.	
The	man	began	 talking	 to	me.	 I	didn’t	understand	him.	
He	put	his	hand	on	me.	He	told	me	I	was	a	very	beautiful	
girl. I was really nervous. I ran to the bathroom, and I 
closed	the	door.	He	came	and	knocked	on	the	bathroom	
door. I didn’t open it. I didn’t have the voice to explain this 
to the family.

I	worked	there	almost	two	years	without	pay.	It	was	a	
very hard experience. I was humiliated, and I felt inferior.

mya gei Zu Aung is originally from burma.

Playing	Around	the	
House
AlejAndrino teodoro, MinneAPoliS

One	of	the	first	things	I	can’t	delete	from	my	memory	is	
when I was a child. I was six years old when my mom 
was doing laundry in the house in Mexico City. My mom 
tells	me	that	I	was	not	a	normal	kid.	I	always	played	with	
dangerous	 stuff.	 It	was	 dark	 around	 8	 pm.	Dad	was	 on	
the way home. Well I was playing with my cousin who 
lives in front of the house. My mom was doing laundry 
and	dad	was	finishing	supper.	I	remember	the	words	from	
my	mom	 saying,	 “Alex	 stop	 playing	 like	 that.”	Well,	 we	
ignored	my	mom	and	we	started	jumping	on	the	bed.	

The	 room	 was	 small	 like	 five	 meters	 long	 and	 four	
meters	wide.	At	the	time	we	were	very	poor.	There	were	
two beds in the small room, one for my parents and the 
second was for me and my older brother who was not in 
the accident. I was playing with my cousin. Well in other 
words	were	 jumping	 bed	 to	 bed.	 I	 remember	 the	 room	
was	small.	Well	I	don’t	know	exactly	what	happened,	but	
I was on the ground crying with pain in my right foot. It 

was horrible. I cut my foot 
with	 the	 black	 things	 on	
the	 bed	 that	 I	 think	 is	 the	
base. Thirty seconds later 
my mom came to me and 
looked	 to	 my	 feet.	 I	 was	
scared and I didn’t want 
to	see	my	feet.	I	was	dizzy.	
When	I	looked	down	I	saw	

something	white.	It	was	the	bone	and	my	skin	was	down.	
It	was	cut	like	four	inches	or	three.	

My	mom	 took	me	 right	 away	 to	 the	hospital.	And	 I	
remember	she	was	crying.	We	had	to	walk	for	20	minutes	
until	finally	we	met	with	dad	on	the	way	to	the	hospital.	I	
don’t remember anything because they gave me something 
so	 that	 I	 fell	asleep.	Today	I	know	I	have	stitches	 in	my	
skin.	What	 I	 learned	 of	my	 fun	 times	 is	 to	 learn	 from	
mistakes	and	pay	attention	to	my	beautiful	mom.	The	fun	
times	became	a	lesson	in	my	life	today.	I	think	twice	if	the	
game	is	too	is	risky	or	dangerous	to	play.

Alejandrino teodoro is 23 and originally from 
mexico.

becAuse i wAs Just nine, i 
missed my educAtion, the 
oPPortunity to leArn And 

grow.
mya gei Zu Aung
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My Winter Memory
Sergiu liSniC, Coon rAPidS

My	 childhood	 passed	 in	 my	 native	 country—Moldova,	
where	my	friends	and	I	had	a	lot	of	fun.	Some	of	the	best	
memories	of	my	childhood	are	memories	of	winter.	And	
of course all these memories are related to snow. I was 
very	happy	when	the	first	snowfall	came.	The	fun	began	
in	 the	morning	on	 the	way	 to	 school	when	 all	 the	 kids	
started	a	snowball	fight.	The	same	thing	went	on	during	
the	 break.	 Right	 after	 school,	 I	 went	 sledding	 where	 I	
stayed up late. When I went home I was admonished by 
my	mother	because	I	was	wet	and	frozen.	My	mother	told	
me to not repeat that again, but I went sledding anyway. 

In winter I had a lot of fun. I made snowmen, went 
skiing,	 built	 a	 snow	 fortress,	 went	 sledding,	 skating	
and	fishing.	 I	 love	 the	weather	 in	Minnesota	 because	 it	
resembles the one in my country and sometimes reminds 
me of those beautiful moments of my childhood. I wish 
my	kids	to	have	just	as	many	memories	about	winter	as	I	
have. I hope we will be able to have winter fun together.

sergiu lisnic is 30 and originally from moldova.

A	Life	Lesson
liliAnA zunigA PonCe, BlAine

When	I	was	12	to	16	years	old,	I	thought	that	all	 things	
were	 easy	 to	have.	Many	 times	 I	 asked	my	mom,	 “Why	
when	 I	 need	 something,	 do	 you	 never	 give	 it	 to	 me?”	
When I said that I remember that with a face of sadness 
my	mother	told	me,	“Daughter,	when	you	get	older,	you	
will	learn	that	things	are	not	as	easy	as	you	see	them	now.”	
She	said	you	need	to	learn	how	to	save	money	for	all	the	
things that you need because all things have a price that 
sometimes we can’t buy. 

After	 that	 I	 put	 more	 attention	 on	 how	 to	 save	
everything	 like	 food,	 light,	water	 and	other	 little	details	
that	sometimes	a	person	thinks	are	not	 important.	Now	
I	know	that	all	the	things	that	you	want	have	a	price,	and	
some of them are very high.

liliana Zuniga Ponce is originally from mexico.

Volunteering	at	Feed	
My	Starving	Children
viCKY WAng, APPle vAlleY

On	Thursday,	 January	30,	 all	my	 family	 school	 students	
took	 a	 bus	 to	 Feed	My	 Starving	 Children	 to	 volunteer.	
We	were	35	people	total.	First	we	got	in	a	meeting	room	
and	watched	the	movie	about	Feed	My	Starving	Children	
where	 they	explained	 the	company	and	how	to	package	
the food. 

Next	 we	 washed	 hands	 and	 put	 on	 a	 hairnet	 cap.	
Then,	we	divided	into	groups.	Each	group	had	four	to	five	
people.	We	started	the	job	mixing	four	different	types	of	
food,	such	as	rice,	soy,	vitamins	and	fiber	to	the	weight	of	
380-400mg	for	each	bag.	Finally	we	packed	the	bag	put	in	
big	box.	After	taking	a	time	we	changed	tasks.	Lastly	we	
cleaned	the	working	area,	then	washed	hands	and	took	a	
picture to remember our activities. 

Before	we	left	for	the	day,	we	heard	a	message	from	the	
CEO	and	people	that	receive	the	food	in	different	countries	
say	 “thank	 you”	 in	 different	 languages.	 Volunteering	 at	
Feed	My	Starving	Children	taught	us	about	children	from	
other	countries	in	need.	We	felt	good	knowing	we	helped	
them get a meal.

The	Robber
iBAdo jAMA, MinneAPoliS

My mom, or my mother, told me a story about a woman. 
The woman, one night, she slept. While she slept, a mouse 
knocked	at	her	door.	She	said,	“Who	are	you?”	but	he	shut	
his	mouth.	She	was	scared	and	she	thought	him	a	thief	or	
robber, and she slept. When she slept, the mouse scratched 
her	 door	 and	 entered	her	 home.	He	was	 hiding	 behind	
the	cupboard.	After	a	few	minutes,	she	heard	a	noise	and	
she	 cried	 out	 loudly.	 Her	 neighbors,	 everybody,	 got	 up	
and	came	to	her	home	and	asked	her	what	happened.	“A	
robber	came	into	my	home!”	Then	the	people	looked	for	
the robber, but they didn’t get any robber. They found only 
a	big	mouse	and	they	killed	the	mouse.

ibado Jama is originally from somalia.
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Comfortable vs. 
Uncomfortable
iAShA AKBAr, BlooMington

When I was born I was born with the umbilical cord 
wrapped around my arm too tight. My mother says the 
doctor’s	 noticed	 it	 when	 she	 was	 five	months	 pregnant	
with me so until I was delivered it never unwrapped, 
causing	a	print	to	form	around	my	left	arm.	Growing	up	
as a child it never bothered me. I was always comfortable 
with	 it.	 In	 fact,	 I	 don’t	 remember	 kids	 even	 picking	 on	
me in or out of school. I do remember all the stares and 
questions from the children and adults.

I	remember	my	first	day	of	kindergarten	I	stood	up	in	
front of my class and introduced myself and explained to 
the	class	what	happened	to	my	arm	so	the	kids	wouldn’t	
be	alarmed.	 I	have	heard	all	 types	of	questions	 like,	did	
I have surgery or was there a bracelet I was wearing too 
tight.	I’m	thankful	for	my	mother	because	she	never	made	
me feel ashamed or showed me any special treatment. I 
came from a family of three siblings and they also was 
never	 judgemental.	 I	 think	 what	 helped	 me	 the	 most	
was my bubbly personality and always being a leader 
not a follower. I was never intimidated or nervous by the 
looks	and	stares	 in	 fact	 if	 I	would	catch	 them	 looking	 I	
would	spark	up	a	conversation	and	 then	 tell	 them	what	
happened	I’d	also	offer	them	to	touch	my	arm.	Although	
people who see my arm might assume I’m insecure about 
it but I’m not.  

When	I	look	in	the	mirror	at	my	arm	I	see	a	women	
who	 knows	 she’s	 beautiful,	 a	 women	 who	 has	 and	 will	
accept the many stares, and whispers, and questions about 
what	happened	to	my	arm.	At	the	age	of	twenty-five	I	gave	
birth to a beautiful little girl and I was worried that she 
would be insecure and or ashamed about having a mother 
with	 a	 birth	 defect	 but	 I	 was	 wrong.	 As	 she	 got	 older	
she	never	stared	or	looked	at	me	funny	or	asked	me	any	
questions.	The	 only	 thing	 she	 has	 said	was	 “Mommy—
Mommy	I	want	an	arm	like	yours,	can	I	please	have	a	arm	
like	yours?”	and	that	was	one	of	the	happiest	moments	in	
my	life.	She’s	four	years	old	now	and	I	do	plan	on	telling	
her	what	happened	before	she	goes	to	kindergarten	and	
explain	 to	 her	 that	 all	 kids	 are	made	 differently	 and	 to	
never	tease	or	judge	a	person	off	the	way	he	or	she	might	
look	because	God	made	us	all	different.	I’m	sure	most	

people would assume that I’d be insecure about my arm 
but I’m not. 

I’m not an insecure person but there are things that I 
don’t	like	about	myself	and	being	skinny	is	one	of	them.	
Even	though	I’m	not	totally	happy	with	my	size,	I’m	happy	
that I’m a beautiful woman and was never insecure, and 
I’m	 thankful	 that	 I	 had	 a	mother	who	 stood	me	 in	 the	
mirror everyday and told me I was beautiful. In fact, I 
have carried this tradition with my daughter.

 

Tribute
SherMAn Kerr, BAYPort

I	was	born	in	Hollis,	Oklahoma,	back	in	1964.	I	am	the	
baby of seven sisters and three brothers, along with my 
parents.	Hollis	was	a	small	town	where	everybody	knew	
everybody. This little community was a good place to raise 
a family, especially since the residents were friendly. 

However,	 whenever	 I	 think	 back	 to	 my	 time	 spent	
in	Hollis,	what	has	always	brought	me	back	was	the	fact	
that	my	mom	still	 lived	her	 life	 there.	Hollis	 serves	as	a	
reminder to me of how she was always there for family, 
friends, and even strangers.  

At	 the	 time,	 I	 didn’t	 understand	 her	 connection	 to	
the	 Hollis	 community	 but	 while	 growing	 up	 in	 this	
Oklahoman	 community	 I	 started	 to	 see	 that	 she	 loved	
everyone.	 She	 would	 help	 anyone	 whenever	 they	 come	
to	her	 in	need.	My	mom	would	give	back,	no	questions	
asked.	

Today,	inside	the	border	of	Oklahoma,	in	the	southwest	
corner	 still	 lays	 Hollis,	 Oklahoma.	 Again,	 whenever	 I	
think	of	my	hometown,	I	am	reminded	not	of	the	people,	
or the fact that it was a friendly community and a good 
place	 to	 raise	 a	 family,	 but	 of	 my	 Mother’s	 heart.	 So,	
today	 and	 forevermore,	whenever	 I	 think	 of	Hollis,	my	
memories there serve as a tribute to my Mother. 
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No	Longer	a	Pet	Lover
nou vAng, SAint PAul

I remember, when I was a child I used to be a pet lover. 
My	father	is	an	animal	lover	too.	He	likes	to	raise	birds,	
dogs,	cats	and	roosters.	He	raised	the	dogs	to	protect	us	
from	strange	people,	and	the	roosters	to	fight	for	money.	
He	likes	to	hear	birds	singing	so	much.	He	says,	when	he	
hears	the	birds	singing,	he	feels	relief	and	he	feels	like	he’s	
in	 the	 big,	 beautiful	 jungle.	That’s	why	 he	 likes	 to	 raise	
many	different	kinds	of	birds.	

One	 time,	 my	 dad	 brought	 me	 a	 cockatoo	 bird.	 It	
was a very cute and pretty bird, and I loved it so much. I 
took	good	care	of	it.	Every	day	after	school,	I	went	to	the	
mountains	to	pick	the	fruit	that	my	bird	liked	to	eat	to	feed	
it	and	I	brought	a	lot	of	bananas	for	it	to	eat.	I	don’t	know	
what	happened,	but	one	day	I	came	back	from	school	and	
I when went to feed it, I saw it had died in the cage. I 
was	very	sad	and	I	felt	dejected.	I	blamed	myself;	maybe	I	
didn’t	take	good	care	of	it.	I	took	my	bird	out	of	the	cage	
and	buried	it	in	my	back	yard.	I	went	to	watch	it	every	day	
because	I	 loved	it.	After	two	weeks,	I	decided	to	dig	my	
bird	out	to	see	what	it	looked	like,	if	it	was	still	the	same	
or	different.	Actually,	only	the	bones	and	feathers	were	in	
there when I saw it and my beautiful bird was gone. 

At	that	time	I	was	still	a	little	girl	so	I	didn’t	know	that	
when people or animals died, there are only the bones left. 
It scared me, and I cried very loud, and I did not want to 
raise	pets	any	more.	Now,	I’m	an	adult.	I’m	not	a	pet	lover	
any	more,	but	I	still	want	to	raise	some	fish.		

nou Vang is 22 and originally from laos.

My Oldest Memory
BASrA hASSAn, WAite PArK

My oldest memory is from when I was about three years 
old.	I	remember	I	was	playing	with	other	kids	that	night	
and	I	fell	asleep	at	the	park.	My	mom	asked	the	other	kids,	
“Where	is	Basra?”	The	kids	said	they	didn’t	know	but	one	
kid	said,	“She	went	to	sleep	at	the	park.”	Then	my	mom	
came	to	the	park	and	she	brought	me	home.	

My Winter Memory
SujeY MAYA, BlAine

I have been living in Minnesota for two years. I remember 
this	 one	 special	 winter,	 when	 my	 five	 children	 went	
sledding	 for	 the	 first	 time	 in	 the	 snow.	 Before	 living	 in	
Minnesota, I lived in Indiana. I went sledding with some 
friends and it was fun. I always have time for my children 
and their activities. Last winter, my children were at the 
age that everyday they loved to play outside. We went to a 
place	called	Foley	Park.	I	went	playing	with	them	and	they	
were happy because their dad and mom were playing and 
sledding in the snow too. 

It’s the moment that I would not change for anything. 
I	 looked	at	the	face	of	so	many	happy	kids	that	day	and	
I	would	pay	 anything	 to	 see	 them	again.	Now	 I	 look	 at	
winter	 differently.	 I	 like	 winter	 for	 kids	 and	 parents	
because everybody can play in the snow.

sujey maya is originally from mexico.
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Yes,	Mom,	I	Stole	the	
Candy
Ade trAMBle, BAYPort

Two years old, sitting in the living room
Thinking	of	happy	thoughts
Dressed	in	blue	jeans	shorts,	white	t-shirt
And	Jordans	my	mom	had	bought
Freshly dressed, hair braided tight
White	socks	and	silver	chain	to	match
Across	the	room	on	the	table
A	candy	dish	I	was	sure	to	snatch
Only	two	years	old,	my	mind	working	hard
The concept of the plot was to deceive
Chocolate awaiting, my mouth anticipating
As	I	waited	for	my	mom	to	leave
Her	favorite	show,	a	weekly	sitcom
Oh, how I hope for a commercial to come soon
My prayer was answered
And	my	mom	was	leaving	the	room
Past	the	threshold	into	the	kitchen
She	disappeared	without	a	sound
The time has come for me to get up,
Move	quickly	while	there	is	no	one	around
I reached my destination, with sweet sensation
But	right	now	I	wish	I	could	fly
For there’s one problem I did not conquer
The table was too high
Not	yet	defeated,	my	mind	still	conceited
My thoughts in my head I could hear
My master plan, is to use the foot stand
Thus	making	me	king	baby	of	the	year
Finally in reach, my eyes at base level
The anticipation is driving me wild
I	grabbed	the	candy	dish,	jumped	off	the	stand,
Crept swiftly away with a smile
Bowl	full	of	candy,	I’m	moving	so	fast
I spill some along the way
Can’t stop now, my mom is coming
If I’m caught I’ll have nothing to say
Through the dining room area, I headed for my room
I	ran	in	and	closed	the	door	quick
Heart	beating	fast,	I	stopped	running	at	last
Locking	the	door	should	do	the	trick
Got	away	smoothly,	flawlessly
As	far	as	I	could	tell

I wonder if I can help other babies
Because	of	the	job	I	do	so	well
Sitting	on	my	bed	enjoying	my	candy
There’s chocolate everywhere
Chocolate	on	my	shoes,	shorts,	and	t-shirt
But	I’m	a	baby	and	I	don’t	care
All	of	a	sudden	my	mom	bust	in
Oh,	I	forgot	she	has	a	key!
She	looked	at	me	and	said,	“Who	stole	my	candy?”
Evidence showed that it was me 
The whole time I thought I got away 
I	would’ve	said	my	work	was	handy
Foot stand out of place, trail of chocolate to my door
“Yes,	mom,	I	stole	the	candy.”

My	Great	Mother
du vAng, SAint PAul

I want to tell everyone about how a single mother can 
take	care	of	eight	kids.	Mother	name’s	Houa	Yang.	She	is	
a	single	mother.	My	father	died	in	1989.	When	my	father	
died, I was four years old and my younger sister was two 
years old. I also have older sister and brother; there are 
six people.

My family lived in a small village in the countryside 
in	North	Laos.	We	were	a	farmers.	She	cut	15-20	acres	of	
frost	 to	plant	rice,	corn,	and	other	kinds	of	 food.	In	my	
village some families didn’t have rice or food enough to 
eat for the whole year but my family always had enough. 
My	mother	 raised	 chickens,	 pigs,	 dogs,	 and	 cats.	 Every	
Hmong	New	Year,	my	family	killed	a	fat	pig	to	celebrate.	
Now	my	mother,	she	is	50	years	old	and	she	is	still	living	
in Laos. 

Now	my	brother,	sister,	and	I	have	our	own	families	so	
my	mother	has	24	grandchildren.	I	left	my	mother,	sisters,	
and	older	brother	11	years	ago	to	come	to	America.	I	miss	
my	mom	so	much,	especially	on	“Mother’s	Day”	because	I	
want	to	do	something	very	nice	for	her,	for	example,	take	
my	mom	to	nice	a	restaurant,	or	a	nice	place	like	Mall	of	
America.	One	thing	I	do	for	my	mom	is	send	some	money	
and	 call	 her	 every	 weekend.	My	mother,	 she	 is	 a	 great	
mother for me, my brother, and my sister. I will always 
remember everything she did for me. 
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The	Girl	and	the	
Basement	Window
AlliSon CAin, MontiCello

One	 time,	 when	 I	 was	 fourteen,	 I	 broke	 the	 basement	
window.	I	locked	myself	out	of	my	own	house	after	school.	
I	always	had	my	house	key	with	me	even	when	my	parents	
asked	me	about	10	times,	but	this	time,	I	left	my	house	key	
in my bedroom.

My	Personal	Care	Assistant,	Jan,	came	by	to	get	me	to	
stay	at	her	place.	I	asked	her	if	she	had	a	key	to	our	house	
because	I	figured	my	parents	would	trust	her	with	a	key.	
Sadly	she	didn’t	have	a	copy,	which	sucks	because	I	had	to	
pee really bad, and none of the neighbors were home. My 
parents	 couldn’t	 come	 to	 unlock	 the	 door	 because	 they	
were already in a hotel for their second honeymoon. 

I	didn’t	 feel	 like	making	yellow	 snow,	 so	 I	 called	my	
parents.	Dad	 said	 I	 could	 get	 in	 the	 house	 through	 the	
basement	 window.	Dad	 told	me	 to	 use	 something	 thin	
and	sturdy	to	open	the	window.	Luckily,	there	was	a	pair	
of scissors on the picnic table. I grabbed them and hurried 
to the window because my bladder was about to explode. 
The	window	wouldn’t	open.	It	was	jammed	from	the	cold.	
I	tried	to	unjam	it	with	the	side	of	my	body.

The	first	time	didn’t	work.	The	second	time	I	thought	I	
almost	had	it	unjammed.	Third—“OH	MY	GOD,	WHAT	
DID	I	JUST	DO!”

Jan	yelled	asking	if	I	was	okay	because	she	heard	the	
glass	break.	 I	 told	her	 I	was	fine	 and	was	 able	 to	 get	 in	
the	 house.	 I	 climbed	 through	 the	 window,	 and	 lucky	
for	me	 there	was	 no	 glass	 on	 the	 sides	 because	 I	 broke	
it	 completely	 off.	 Broken	 glass	 was	 on	 the	 floor	 inside	
the house. When I got in, I made my cat, Milo, go to my 
parents’ room to be safe. Finally, I went to the bathroom.

After,	Jan	said	I	had	to	let	my	parents	know	about	what	
happened. I didn’t want to, but I had to. I called my parents 
and	told	Mom	that	I	broke	the	window.	She	told	my	dad.	
Mom	told	me	that	Dad	said,	“I	need	a	drink.”	Dad	told	me	
to	put	a	blanket	over	the	broken	window,	so	he	could	fix	
it	later.	Jan	and	I	put	the	blanket	over	the	window,	got	my	
stuff	and	my	cat,	and	we	went	to	Jan’s.	

My Winter Memory
riChArd AYeWonou, Coon rAPidS

It was one day in Togo when some things happened in 
my	life	that	I	can’t	forget.	One	day	in	September	2000	on	
Saturday	about	9:15	am,	I	was	ten	years	old.	That	day	 it	
was	raining.	I	took	my	ball	and	I	went	outside	and	began	
playing	 with	 my	 cousin	 named	 Rea.	 When	 we	 were	
playing, my grandmother called me to go inside but I 
refused because I was happy to play in the rain. 

When	 the	 rain	 stopped	 around	 11:00	 o’clock,	 I	 got	
inside and I was cold. My grandmother didn’t say anything 
to me because she was angry because when she had called 
me I refused to go inside. Thirty minutes later the cold 
continued	and	she	began	to	worry	about	me.	She	decided	
to bring to the small clinic. 

When the doctor saw me, he told us there was a chance 
I	could	have	died	and	he	gave	me	some	medicine	quickly.	
One	hour	later	I	was	fine	and	we	came	back	home.	Since	
that	day,	I	like	the	rain	but	I	don’t	like	to	play	outside	when	
it	rains.	I	will	never	forget	that	day	because	it	was	my	first	
cold day.

richard Ayewonou is 22 and originally from 
togo.

My Family
SurA AlKArBlAee, FridleY

When I was a child I lived with my family, my parents, and 
two brothers in my country in Iraq. I am very happy and 
I	go	to	the	school	and	play	with	friends	and	on	weekends	
I	visit	my	cousin.	This	time	is	very	nice.	After	this	I	am	
married.	Now	I	have	one	child.	Now	I	am	in	the	United	
States.	I	am	happy	because	I	have	many	friends	and	I	learn	
English.	But	I	always	miss	my	country	and	my	family	and	
my	friends.	But	always	I	say	thank	God	for	everything.

sura Alkarblaee is 23 and originally from iraq.
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She	Is	As	a	Rose
dreW A. PeterSon

My mother reminds of me a rose
In	so	many	different	ways.
The memory of her in my head,
In my heart is where she stays
The petals are as her beauty,
As	delicate	as	the	hearts	she	did	touch,
One of the many reasons
Everyone loved her so much.
The leaves are as her generous ways,
Making	sure	I	had	all	I	would	need,
As	the	leaves	help	spread	food	to	the	plant
And	nourish	the	“New	Life”	giving	seed.
The thorns are as her protection,
Keeping	all	the	would	harm	me	at	bay,
Taking	the	lessons	she’s	given	me
To use in my world each day.
The	stem	is	as	her	outward	look,
Stiving	to	grow	so	high,
I believe that were my mother a rose
Her	stem	would	reach	the	sky.
My mother reminds me of a rose . . .

My	Grandma’s	Home
lAurA SoSA, BrooKlYn PArK

I	like	my	grandma’s	country.	It	is	so	beautiful	and	safe.	It	is	
a	small	place	in	Tzompahuacán,	Puebla.	The	people	look	
happy even when they don’t have money or a big house. 
Sometimes	they	don’t	have	city	water.	Everybody	goes	to	
the	river.	There	they	take	a	shower,	wash	clothes,	children	
play, and all are happy. They live from the river too. For 
example	 everybody	 goes	fishing	 and	 they	 eat	 the	fish.	 I	
miss my grandma and her country. It is a peaceful place 
for everybody to relax from all the noise in the city.

laura sosa is originally from mexico.
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Good	Friendship
lAo le, SAint PAul

I have	many	friends;	they	are	Vietnamese	and	American.	It	is	easy	to	make	Vietnamese	friends	because	we	are	the	
seed	of	Lac	Long.	We	have	the	same	culture,	language,	and	skin	color.	The	friend	I	want	to	tell	you	about	today	is	an	

American.	In	every	way	he	is	different	than	me,	but	we	became	good	friends.	
In	1968,	I	was	commander	of	a	troop	of	Armored	Personnel	Carriers	at	Tam	Ky,	a	province	of	central	Vietnam.	One	

day	a	lieutenant	of	the	U.S.	Army	came	to	help	my	unit.	He	introduced	himself	as	William	Shea,	but	people	called	him	
Bill.	I	shook	his	hand	and	introduced	myself.	“I	am	Captain	Lao,	troop	commander.	I	am	glad	to	meet	you.”		

Bill	was	always	smiling	and	had	a	great	sense	of	humor.	He	was	average	height	and	had	yellow	hair.	He	walked	with	
a	short	step	and	his	toes	turned	out.	He	looked	very	funny.	He	was	also	intelligent.	

We	had	a	very	good	time	working	together.	When	we	went	out	for	the	operation,	he	helped	me—requested	air	and	
artillery	support	or	a	helicopter	to	evacuate	the	wounded	soldiers.	We	also	had	many	times	of	heavy	fighting	with	the	
enemy;	sometimes	it	was	dangerous	for	us.	We	did	know	we	were	hovering	between	life	and	death.	

Bill	only	served	one	year	with	me	in	Vietnam,	but	we	went	through	a	lot	together.	At	the	end	of	1969,	he	heard	I	had	
been	killed.	He	was	very	sad.	

In	1997,	he	learned	I	was	still	alive	and	living	in	Minneapolis,	Minnesota.		In	October	of	that	year,	he	and	his	wife	
came	to	see	me.	In	1998,	my	son	and	I	went	to	visit	Bill’s	family	in	Manhattan,	Kansas.	We	brushed	up	on	all	memories	
again.	It	was	a	beautiful	two	days	at	his	house.	Two	men	who	knew	each	other	for	one	year,	but	saved	each	other’s	lives	
several times. 

So	far,	Bill	has	come	to	visit	me	three	times.	Now	we	are	older	and	the	chance	to	meet	each	other	is	very	difficult.	We	
can only get in touch with each other by phone. 

After	29	years	separated,	now	we	meet	again.	We	have	many	memories.	We	will	never	forget	the	nights	waiting	for	
the enemy, dividing a bowl of rice or a cup of water during combat. The memories will live in my mind forever. 

lao le has lived in minnesota for 17 years. he currently resides in 
west saint Paul, but he is originally from Vietnam. lao is married 
and has two daughters and three sons. All of his children have 
families of their own and he has 12 grandchildren. lao, who speaks 
Vietnamese and English, thinks that finding time to practice English 
is very important for adult learners because english is needed “to 
communicate with people around us.” According to lao, a life without 
communication “is a very sad and lonely life.” his educational goal is 
to keep improving his english so he can effectively communicate with 
people. lao values an “easy and lively” lifestyle, but also tries to keep 
everything in moderation.

FriendshiP And loVe
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Sure	My	Bro
john doe, eAgAn

Sure	my	bro	beats	people	up
Sure	my	bro	gets	into	trouble
Sure	my	bro	doesn’t	like	new	friends
Sure	my	bro	has	been	to	jail
Sure	my	bro	may	be	impulsive	
Sure	my	bro	can	be	scary	

But	he	is	also	the	same	bro	that	beats	people	up	for	his	
own

Gets	into	trouble	with	his	bros
Keeps	his	circle	small	
Would get arrested for a friend
Impulsive only when its necessary 
Fight anyone for his bros
And	even	die	for	his	bros.

John doe is 19 and originally from the u.s.A.

Life	After	Death
BrAd eiSenzoPh, hiBBing

Please	don’t	cry,	darlin’,	wipe	those	tears
Even though I’m not here, you always have my spirit
And	every	time	you	say	a	prayer
You	know	I’ll	always	hear	it
I’m	watching	over	you,	and	I	know	you	feel	me
And	every	time	you	go	to	sleep
You have a chance to see me
Dreaming,	believing,	and	all	the	above
I’ll greet you in heaven with a great big hug
Reminiscing	of	all	the	things	we’ve	done
Realizing	that	life	has	just	begun
And	I’ll	always	be	with	you	in	this	song	I’ve	sung
So	just	turn	it	up	a	bit	when	you’re	down	and	bummed
Just	know	that	in	my	heart	you	are	number	one
I might die young, but I’m never gone

brad eisenzoph is 22 and originally from the 
u.s.A.

Yeah
CAndiCe CrAigie, BurnSville

I miss my friend.
Yeah, he had a temper,
And	it	showed	every	time
He	drank	as	he	beat	on	me.
Yeah, he stole from me too,
Yeah, he’d swallow pills, 
And	smoked	all	sorts	of	dope,
Jacking	cars	and	shooting	up	places.
Yeah,	he	punched	an	officer	and	ran,
Yeah,	I	was	awakened	by	the
Knock	on	my	door	informing	me
He	got	shot	at	a	drug	deal.
Yeah, he went to prison,
As	I	could	not	wait	for	the	little	one
To	see	the	blue	sky	yeah,
And	yeah,	he’d	prop	his	baby’s	bottle	up
As	he	boiled	dope	next	to	the	crib,
Scoring	money	yeah,
But	my	friend,	my	love
That	I	knew	
Also	used	to	try	hard,	
Bring	flowers	for	my	smile,
Spoil	me	on	shopping	sprees,
Climbing the highest point,
For the constellations yeah,
Laughing	from	tickle	wars
And	cuddling	into	dreamland,	yeah.

Love
jAMeS deSChAMPe, grAnd PortAge

Love is in the air we breathe
Love	is	in	the	words	we	speak
Love is in the nature of one’s heart
Love will always be a part

James deschampe is 21 and originally from the 
u.s.A.
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Six-Word	Stories
thoA duong, ShAKoPee

Two	co-workers
One promotion
Friendship	broken

Restaurant	wishing
No	experience
No	success

Two classmates
Twenty days camping
Love

thoa duong is 31 and originally from Vietnam.

Flowers,	Bird,	and	
Grasshopper
KYAW KAn, BurMA

Necklace	That	My	BFF	
Gave	Me
Kher thAr PAW, SAint PAul

This	 object	 I	 have	 is	 a	 necklace.	The	 necklace	 is	 black,	
shaped	 like	 a	 circle,	 and	on	 the	 bottom	middle	 it	 has	 a	
small white dolphin connected by a small circle. This 
necklace	my	friend	gave	to	me.	When	I	saw	she	wore	it,	
I	wanted	to	have	it	and	I	asked	her	to	give	it	to	me.	She	
asked	me,	 “If	 I	 give	 you	 this	 are	 you	going	 to	keep	 this	
necklace	forever?”	And	I	said	yes	and	I	also	promised	her.	
This	necklace	is	very	beautiful	for	me.

When	I	look	at	the	object	it	takes	me	back	to	when	we	
played	together.	Her	name	is	Paw	Po	Gay.	Before,	she	lived	
in Thailand but now she lives in Minnesota. Even though 
she lives in Minnesota, she does not go to the same school 
as	me.	The	necklace	that	she	gave	me	I	like	to	wear	on	my	
neck	all	the	time.	

When	she	gave	me	this	necklace	I	hoped	that	I	would	
keep	 it	 forever,	 but	 now	 the	 necklace	 that	 she	 gave	me	
broke.	It	broke	when	I	was	taking	a	shower.	I	just	touched	
and	pulled	 it	down,	 then	 it	broke.	When	 it	broke	 I	was	
sad	because	I	already	promised	her	that	I	would	keep	it	
forever.

I	will	 never	 forget	 that	 necklace	 that	 she	 gave	me.	 I	
still	feel	sad	because	I	broke	her	necklace.	I	hope	that	she	
wouldn’t	know	that	I	broke	the	necklace	that	she	gave	me.	
But	she	found	out	that	it	broke	and	was	mad	at	me,	but	I	
told	her	even	though	it	broke	I’ll	still	keep	it	forever.

kher thar Paw is 17 and originally from burma.
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Never	Forgotten	Year,	
2013
ChAtunYun SMith, MinneAPoliS

As	the	 little	 things	 fade	away,	or	 the	years	might	elapse,	
the important things will stay forever with us.

My	first	birthday	without	you	really	was	different	this	
year.	 You	 weren’t	 there	 with	 me	 when	 I	 took	 my	 shot	
of	 Hennessey.	 You	 didn’t	 come	 and	 help	 me	 cook	 my	
birthday	 dinner	 like	 you	 always	 did.	This	 birthday	 was	
different.

I	feel	all	alone	without	you.	How	I	wish	you	were	here	
just	 a	 little	 while	 longer.	 I	 would	 keep	 you	 company.	 I	
would	 pour	 you	 another	 shot	 and	 make	 that	 cup	 full	
just	 so	 it	 would	 take	 a	 while	 for	 you	 to	 drink	 it.	 This	
Thanksgiving	was	different.

No	 more	 snowball	 fights.	 We	 would	 wait	 hidden	
behind something for someone to come out of the house 
to	start	the	fight	that	just	the	two	of	us	would	get	going.	
The	 boys	 would	 soon	 be	 crying,	 saying,	 “Stop!	 Stop!	
That’s	enough,	We’re	cold	now.”	Then	they	would	take	off	
running	to	their	cars	or	back	in	the	house.	This	winter	is	
different.

Thanksgiving	has	come	and	gone.	Still	no	sight	of	you	
coming to get something that you forgot at the store and 
hoping that we have it. You’re not here to taste what was 
cooked	 to	 see	 if	 it	 had	 enough	 seasoning	 or	 too	much.	
You weren’t here this 
Thanksgiving.	 This	 year	
was	different.

Christmas is coming 
and that day will not be the 
same. You won’t be here 
when we call to say, “Merry 
Christmas.”	You	won’t	hear	
that this year, and I you 
won’t be saying it to you 
this	year.	This	year	was	different.

Your	birthday	is	on	December	30th.	This	day	will	be	
different	this	time.	You	won’t	be	cooking	or	having	a	big	
party. Everybody who loved you will feel sad this year 
saying,	“Happy	birthday	to	you.”	You’re	not	here	to	hear	
that.	This	year	is	different.

The	year	2014	will	be	my	first	 year	without	you.	My	
New	 Year	 will	 be	 without	 you.	 We	 would	 be	 walking	
around	with	bottles	making	sure	that	everyone‘s	cups	are	

full.	You	won’t	be	here	to	do	this.	This	will	be	a	different	
year without my best friend my cousin.

We	all	will	miss	you,	Lashunda	Resha	Bridges	Jones.							

chatunyun smith is 42 and originally from 
minnesota.

Making	the	Difference
oMAr PACheCo, Big lAKe

My name is Omar and I am Mexican. I have been living in 
the	US	for	14	years.	I	came	here	to	make	my	dreams	come	
true.	I	think	with	a	better	attitude,	I	will	get	my	dreams	
with	much	effort.	

When	 I	met	 different	 people	 with	 different	 customs	
from	different	countries,	I	thought	that	all	of	us	have	the	
same goals. That made me remember what my parents 
used	to	say,	“Be	different.”

Most people try to be special but not everyone gets 
there,	 just	 those	 with	much	 sacrifice.	 It	 is	 worth	 being	
different.	 There	 is	 a	 special	 place	 only	 for	 those	 who	
sacrifice.	 I	 consider	 I	 have	 the	 gifts	 of	 friendship	 and	
understanding. More than others, especially, I have the 
gift of love that the world needs.

The	 last	 sacrifice	 in	 2013	 was	 to	 give	 friendship,	
understanding,	 and	 love	 to	 a	 family	 from	 Argentina.	

They came to Minneapolis 
with the hope that their 
sick	 son	 Benjamin	 could	
recover from a serious 
illness.	 But	 there	 was	 no	
solution;	 eight-year-old	
Benjamin	 has	 one	 year	 to	
live.	 Another	 sad	 thing	 is	
that	 their	 two-month-old	
baby	is	sick	with	the	same	

illness. The parents were very sad.
I felt happy for the few days I could give them 

friendship	and	love.	My	way	of	being	different	is	to	give	
love, friendship, and understanding to others. My goal 
this year is to help people.

omar Pacheco is 50 and originally from mexico.

my wAy oF being diFFerent is 
to giVe loVe, FriendshiP, And 
understAnding to others. 

my goAl this yeAr is to helP 
PeoPle.

omar Pacheco
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My	First	Gift
norMA hernAndez, Andover

The nicest gift that I received is a ring. It is special to me 
because	it	was	the	first	present	that	my	husband	gave	me.	
He	bought	it	for	Christmas,	and	I	was	very	excited	when	
he	put	the	ring	on	my	finger.	

After	this	first	gift,	my	husband	continues	to	buy	things	
for me. It does not matter if it’s an important date. It does 
not matter what the price or value is. The important thing 
is I have been married to him for sixteen years and he still 
is a thoughtful man. I love him and I hope he never stops 
being	like	he	is	to	me.

norma hernandez is originally from mexico.

 

Journeys
BunnA heng, CrYStAl

It’s	 hard	 to	 know	what	 to	 say	 about	 life—there	 are	 bad	
times and good times that we can never ever forget. Life 
starts from the birth to the present; it’s so many steps and 
many	years	in	between	birth	and	now,	but	I	choose	just	a	
little	bit	in	my	early	30’s.	

In	October	2009,	I	went	to	Cambodia	for	my	vacation	
and to relax from stress. That was the year that I met my 
spouse—it	 was	 my	 destiny.	We	 went	 to	 a	 lot	 of	 places	
together	to	get	to	know	each	other.	It	seemed	like	a	little	
bit	of	time	for	me	to	relax	in	four	weeks,	and	then	it	was	
time	for	me	to	come	back.	We	lived	far	away	from	each	
other,	but	we	talked	by	Skype	and	Viber	Free	Talk	every	
day, and we arranged to get engaged and to marry at the 
end	of	the	year	of	2010.	

In	November	2010,	I	flew	to	Cambodia	for	about	two	
months to celebrate my wedding. That was the best time 
of my life and I never wanted to let it pass. Two months 
went	quickly	and	I	had	to	leave	my	wife	and	go	back	to	the	
U.S.	because	I	needed	to	prepare	and	file	my	sponsoring	
for	her.	It’s	a	long	process	and	a	lot	of	paper	work,	and	I	
still	flew	to	visit	her	every	six	months.	Now	I	don’t	need	
to	fly	back	and	forth	like	before	because	we	live	together	
now.	That’s	part	of	the	journeys	of	my	life.	

Blessings	from	God
AnA CoreAS, SAint PAul

I	am	very	happy	to	be	blessed	by	God	and	know	that	He	
is	always	taking	care	of	me.	I	remember	when	we	moved	
to	Minnesota	in	August	2001.	We	had	lots	of	dreams.	My	
husband	 always	 wanted	 to	move	 to	 a	 different	 country	
to raise our children and he thought Minnesota was the 
perfect state for us. 

	 A	 year	 after	 we	moved	 here,	 he	 had	 a	 surgery	 and	
we thought that would be the best thing for him and his 
recuperation	would	be	fast	like	the	doctor	told	us	it	would.	
He	had	some	complications	during	the	surgery	and	he	got	
worse.	The	first	month	wasn’t	that	hard,	but	it	started	to	
get harder and harder to pay the bills and rent and buy 
food	and	other	necessities.		My	job	wasn’t	enough	for	all	
the expenses we had.  

I	didn’t	know	what	 to	do,	so	I	 just	prayed	and	asked	
God	for	help.	In	December,	we	were	looking	for	another	
place to move and we didn’t have any money for rent or 
food.	One	morning	my	husband	got	a	call	 from	his	 job.	
They	were	 asking	 him	 if	 he	would	 be	 able	 to	 go	 to	 the	
Christmas	lunch	they	had.	He	did	not	know	what	to	do,	
but he went to the lunch.  

At	that	 lunch	their	boss	gave	all	 the	employees	a	gift	
card for Cub Foods and some of my husband’s friends 
gave	their	cards	to	him.	One	of	the	managers	asked	me	if	
I could clean their house, and I did. Later that afternoon, 
I	got	a	call	from	my	husband’s	job	saying	my	husband	had	
forgotten	to	take	an	envelope.	We	picked	it	up	and	opened	
it when we got home. In it were all the gift cards from 
everybody	at	my	husband’s	job,	which	was	$500	and	a	gift	
card	 for	our	children,	and	more	 than	$1,000	 for	us.	We	
hugged	each	other	and	cried	because	God	has	provided	
everything	we	needed	 and	more.	Thanks	 to	God	 for	 all	
the blessings.

Ana coreas is 44 and originally from el salvador.
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Friendship
iKrAM Ali, MinneAPoliS

Real	 friends	 are	 those	 who	 are	 always	 with	 you	 in	 any	
situation.	There	is	a	saying,	“A	friend	in	need	is	a	friend	
indeed.”	 Friends	 should	 be	 loyal,	 faithful,	 and	 keep	
company	with	you	whether	you	are	okay	or	whether	you	
are	going	 through	a	 critical	 condition.	 Some	people	 are	
selfish;	 they	 are	 friends	 for	 the	 time	being,	but	only	 for	
happy	 days.	 Once	 you	 suffer	 from	 some	 problem,	 they	
escape. In my opinion, always choose good friends who 
accompany you in all circumstances of life.

ikram Ali is originally from ethiopia.

Together	in	the	Rain
ClAudiA hernández

Who	I	Am
KAtelin tuPPo, APPle vAlleY

Some	 people	 don’t	 know	who	 I	 am.	Where	 did	 I	 come	
from?	Why	did	 I	 come	here?	What	are	 some	 important	
events	in	my	life?

My	name	is	Katelin	Tuppo	(actually,	I	changed	it	when	
I	got	married).	I	was	born	and	grew	up	in	a	small	village	
of Chiang Mai, Thailand. It’s a wonderful and quiet place. 
It has small rivers and little hills. My families are farmers. 
I	used	to	work	on	the	farm	almost	every	holiday	and	when	
there	was	no	school.	It	is	hard	work	for	a	little	girl	but	it	
made me quite happy. 

Then I went to college in downtown and moved to an 
apartment. It was funny that I cried every day when I was 
homesick,	but	I	felt	better	after	I	met	and	had	new	friends.	
I	 studied	accounting	 for	 two	years.	After	 that,	 I	went	 to	
university	and	graduated	in	this	subject	too.	Later,	I	work	
as accountant for three years.

Shortly	after,	I	met	and	started	dating	a	man	that	made	
my	heart	 beat	 fast.	We	 are	pretty	different	 as	 black	 and	
white.	He	 is	 very	 tall;	 I	 am	 short.	He	 likes	 to	work	 out	
hard	and	control	 foods.	Unlike	me,	 I	 like	 to	 stay	home,	
relax,	and	eat	my	favorite	foods.	In	the	other	hand,	I	like	
to go window shopping and he still waits for me outside 
for	a	long	time.	However,	I	think	he	belongs	with	me.	So	I	
decided	to	get	married	and	moved	to	the	U.S.	I	started	my	
new life and my heart is still beating fast.

katelin tuppo is 27 and originally from thailand.

Lost Love
MArCuS BArShAW, SAint Cloud

It’s	better	to	have	never	had…
I fell in love with life, but now it’s gone
I	wish	that	“I”	.	.	.
Had	never	found
The	love	of	“my”	life	

marcus barshaw is 29 and originally from the 
u.s.A.
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Untitled
ChriStiAn gonzAlez, MinneAPoliS

A	Marriage	Story
rAniA AlAAldin, neW hoPe

I want to share my marriage story. My husband and I 
got married in the traditional way. My husband came to 
Jordan	 looking	 for	 a	 bride.	His	 family	 lives	 next	 to	my	
aunt.	His	mom	asked	my	aunt	if	she	knew	any	girls	that	
were ready to be married and my aunt told her about me. 

So,	her	mom	called	my	mom	and	arranged	a	date	to	
come	and	visit	us.	I	remember	the	date.	It	was	March	27,	
2005.	He	came	with	his	mom	and	he	looked	at	me	and	we	
talked.	At	first,	 I	didn’t	 like	him	because	I	didn’t	want	a	
blonde	man	and	also,	he	lived	in	the	US	and	I	wanted	to	
stay	close	to	my	family.	So,	after	he	left,	I	told	my	family	
that	I	didn’t	like	him.	

One day later, his mom called and told my mom that 
her	son	wanted	to	see	me	again,	but	alone.	I	don’t	know	
why,	 but	 I	 accepted.	He	 came	 that	night	 and	we	 sat	 for	
hours	and	hours	talking.	I	liked	him	so	much.	I	liked	how	
he	 thought	 and	 I	 felt	 comfortable	with	 him.	Actually,	 I	
loved	him	from	the	first	hour	I	spent	with	him.	

After	a	week,	we	got	engaged	and	he	left	Jordan.	He	did	

the immigration papers for me and I got the green card 
two and a half years later. We got married and I came to 
Minnesota	with	him.	I	think	I	am	a	lucky	woman	because	
I	have	a	man	like	my	husband.

rania Alaaldin is originally from Jordan.

Finding
MAriA FigueroA, MinneAPoliS

Finding	the	time,	finding	the	way
Minute by minute, starting again
Fulfill	sensation	with	no	regrets
Look	for	creation,	hoping	the	best,
Tic, tac, toc runs the whole day
Measure	the	strength,	adjust	and	reset
Gazing	again	my	inner	inside.
Suddenly	delusion.
Become	enervate	me,	inactive	as	a	creep!
It’s	not	enough?	A	feeling	that	submitted	me
Transformed me as a slave.
Continuous sensation a minute of happy, a minute insane
Controversial pain, it hurts but it’s real, connecting my 

mind directly
To my heart.
How	to	grab	those	feelings	as	an	only	way,	lost	in	the	time
Or	finding	the	cure,	for	that	sense	of	sickness.
Hoping	someday	to	receive	the	same.	Fulfill	sensation
Irresistible desire to feel someone the other piece
To complete a whole being, a human in love.

maria Figueroa is originally from mexico.
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Gaby’s	Story
gABrielA SAlAzAr, BrooKlYn Center

My	name	 is	Gaby.	 I’m	 from	Ecuador.	 I	 have	 been	 here	
for six years. My husband is Marcos; he is my real love. 
We	 have	 been	 together	 for	 12	 years.	 I	 have	 a	 real	 love	
story. I met my husband 
when	 I	 was	 five.	We	 went	
to	 the	 same	 Kindergarten.	
I couldn’t forget that special 
moment. We went on a trip 
and	I	was	tired.	He	tried	to	
be nice to me and then he 
got some water for me on 
that	hot	day.	He	 took	care	of	me,	but	 I	didn’t	believe	at	
that time that he could be my future husband on his way. 

We have had special memories in our lives, but the 
most	 important	was	our	wedding	 in	September	2013.	 It	
was magical and special. Our family and friends had fun. 
The best gift we received was my parents; they came for 
that	moment.	The	 first	 dance	 as	 husband	 and	wife	was	
magical	and	my	husband’s	band	played	(with	my	husband	
playing	too)	for	me	so	I	really	enjoyed	the	music	with	my	
mom. 

Now	my	husband	 and	 I	 have	 dreams.	One	 day	 they	
will	become	true,	but	I	think	one	of	them	is	done:	to	be	
in this country, which is a real dream. Many things will 
become	reality.	The	USA	is	the	country	of	opportunities;	
just	take	one	so	that	your	life	will	change	forever	and	ever.

gabriela salazar is 30 and originally from 
ecuador.

The	Photo	Booth
SAlWA hAid, MinneAPoliS

The	object	that	I	have	chosen	is	a	picture	of	me	and	my	
two	best	friends.	We	took	it	in	a	photo	booth.	It	is	a	black	
and white picture. It’s small. I always have it in my wallet. 
In	the	back	of	 the	picture	there	 is	a	writing	of	each	one	
of us and couple of words that mean a special thing we 
experienced together with a lot of small hearts around it. 
When	I	look	at	the	picture	it	takes	me	back	to	the	day	we	
took	the	picture.	It	was	one	of	my	best	days	of	my	life.	

The story behind the picture was a day we decided to 
spend it together. We went out at the early morning to late 
night. We ate dinner, played computer games, and on our 
way	we	found	a	photo	booth,	so	we	took	pictures	to	keep	
that day with us forever. The photo booth was too small to 
fit	three	people.	It	was	silly	and	childish.	We	made	funny	
faces. We were so happy; we didn’t care about anything 

or	 anyone.	 People	 were	
looking	at	us	like,	“What’s	
wrong	 with	 them?”	 We	
wouldn’t let anyone ruin 
our day.

I will never forget that 
day. It was simple and 
beautiful and of course, I 

have	learned	that	good	friends	make	your	world	better.

salwa haid is 20 and originally from syria

Dream
AzAr zAMAni, WoodBurY

I had a dream last night.
I saw my childhood love in my dream.
My heart began pounding.
My	cheeks	turned	red.
My	breath	was	choked.
I could not call him.
I could not say anything.
I could not say I am the same girl that you loved.
I could not say I was a part of your heart.
I could not say I was a part of your life.
I	could	not	say	I	was	your	pink	rose.
I could not say I never forgot you and still love you.
I	was	thinking	to	myself,	How	can	I	speak	to	him?
As	the	sun	woke	me	up,	I	did	not	want	to	wake	up	and	

miss him again.

Azar Zamani is originally from iran. 

he took cAre oF me, but i 
didn’t belieVe At thAt time 
thAt he could be my Future 

husbAnd on his wAy.
gabriela salazar
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Snowflakes
StePhen Kenneth rAtliFF, Bethel

Unique	in	her	beauty
Myself she now draws
Us	two	amongst	many
Like	snowflakes	we	fall

Symmetry	in	shape
But	flaws	you	will	find
Locked	in	a	trance
Ourselves we unwind

Force two together
And	each	one	is	lost
Hard	hearts	are	created
From those that were soft

When winter is here
A	warmth	seems	so	far
To believe in each other
Leaves home for tomorrow.
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Seasons	in	Minnesota
thAnh nguYen, BrooKlYn PArK

I have	been	living	in	Minnesota	for	a	long	time.	I	really	enjoy	spending	my	time	with	all	the	seasons	over	here.	For	me,	
each and every season has a good and bad side to see.
In	winter,	I	like	sitting	next	to	the	window	to	watch	the	snow	“jumping”	on	the	ground	and	dangling	on	the	branch	

of a tree. The snow is very beautiful, but I really don’t want to drive at that time. It is too bad with mud and ice on the 
road.

I	love	to	hear	a	song	from	birds	outside	on	top	of	my	roof.	They	wake	me	up	and	tell	me	that	spring	is	coming	back.	
Flowers	bloom	and	trees	turn	green	with	new	leaves.	Wind	blows	pollen;	it	falls	over	on	the	cars	and	makes	me	sneeze.

Summer	comes,	and	this	is	my	favorite	season	as	the	days	get	longer.	The	grill	turns	on	for	BBQ,	picnic,	or	camp	set	
up	on	the	calendar.	It’s	hot	outside	but	cool	at	the	lake,	and	this	is	a	good	time	for	swimming	and	fishing.

The	temperature	starts	to	cool	off	and	the	leaves	on	the	trees	turn	colors.	Fall	comes.	Kids	make	faces	on	pumpkins	
and	wear	their	costumes	for	the	Halloween	holiday.

Do	you	like	to	play	or	walk	in	the	rain	during	a	spring	shower?	Eat	ice	cream	on	a	hot	summer’s	day?	Photograph	
autumn	with	yellow,	gold,	red,	and	orange	on	the	trees?	Or	make	a	snowman	in	the	winter?	You	can	do	all	of	these	in	
Minnesota.

thanh nguyen has lived in minnesota for 17 years and speaks 
Vietnamese and english. she is originally from Vietnam, but currently 
lives in brooklyn Park with her two sons. in her free time, thanh 
enjoys fishing and spending time with her boys. In Minnesota, she 
appreciates that she has a good job and can enjoy different activities 
in each season. thanh recognizes the importance of having patience 
and perseverance when learning english. her advice to other adult 
learners is “be patient, don’t give up. keep learning every day. don’t 
be shy, and listen to the radio and watch tV when you have the time.”

eVents, holidAys, 

And seAsons



80    eVents, holidAys, And seAsons

My First Impression 
About	Autumn	in	
Minnesota
lien trAn, FridleY

Time	passed	quickly.	It	has	gotten	cool;	leaves	are	changing	
color.	The	Autumn	has	begun.	Every	morning,	I	look	out	
the	windows.	The	yellow	 leaves	 cover	 the	 ground	 like	 a	
blanket.	The	birds	 are	 singing	 in	 rhythm.	 Suddenly,	 the	
wind passed by, and that made everything change such 
as:	 old	 leaves	 fell	 down,	 flowers	 shook,	 and	 birds	 were	
frightened	to	fly.

Writers love Fall season because it gives everyone 
feelings.	Changing	weather	and	moving	animals,	flowers	
,and trees have drawn a beautiful landscape. What a 
fabulous	 scene	 it	 is!	 I	won’t	 forget	 it.	That	 is	my	 feeling	
about Fall season in Minnesota. 

lien tran is originally from south Vietnam.

New	Year’s	Day
KAh Po, Worthington 

I	 would	 like	 to	 tell	 you	 about	 New	 Year’s	 Day	 in	 my	
country.	 In	 my	 country	 we	 celebrate	 New	 Year’s,	 but	
before	New	Year’s	we	have	New	Year’s	Eve.	In	the	morning	
of	New	Year’s	Day	we	have	a	concert.	We	sing,	play,	and	
share	food	and	drink	with	each	other	all	day.	After	that,	
people	play	games.	If	you	win	you	get	a	prize.	If	you	lose	
you get candy. We welcome everybody and every village 
to	come	to	celebrate	the	New	Year.

kah Po is 30 and orignially from burma.

Lao	New	Year
Po ChouA lee, MAPleWood

In	Laos,	Lao	New	Year	is	the	most	important	and	biggest	
traditional festival in the country. Lao people celebrate 
Lao	New	Year	 on	April	 13,	 14,	 and	 15.	April	 is	 the	 last	
month	of	dry	season,	so	it’s	the	hottest	month.	People	use	
water to throw and pour on each other, and also use water 
to	wash	away	unluckiness	or	any	wrongdoing	in	the	past.	
Families	and	friends	celebrate	Lao	New	Year	in	their	local	
community and have fun together. When I was in high 
school, I had a lot of fun with my classmates celebrating 
Lao	New	Year.	

The	first	day	of	Lao	New	Year,	my	classmates	and	I	had	
a	 big	 party	 at	 school.	 Everyone	 brought	 different	 food.	
One	friend	brought	drinks,	another	friend	brought	fruit,	
other friends brought soup and noodles, and I brought 
rice. We also invited teachers and parents to the party. 
After	we	finished	eating,	we	played	so	many	games.	We	
played	bicycle-race,	flag-race,	eating	apple-race,	and	also	
throwing	water.	In	the	evening,	we	had	some	drinks	and	
played music. Every friend danced with their partner and 
friends. We played many songs: Lao songs, Thai songs, 
and	 Hmong	 songs.	We	 danced	 round	 and	 round	 until	
midnight, when the security came over. Then we all left 
the party. 

The	 second	 day	 of	 Lao	 New	 Year,	 my	 best	 friend	
and	 I	went	 swimming	 at	 the	Mekong	River.	We	 invited	
the children and other friends with us. We had so many 
people	 who	 wanted	 to	 go	 to	 the	 Mekong	 River,	 so	 we	
borrowed	my	friend’s	dad’s	truck	and	went	to	the	Mekong	
River.	That	river	had	a	wonderful	beach.	Some	people	sold	
food and beach toys. Many people came and swam. We 
were at the beach all day. It was a beautiful day that I really 
loved, swimming and eating on the beach. 

I	 really	 loved	 to	 celebrate	 Lao	New	Year,	 and	 I	 also	
enjoyed	 the	 food	 and	 drink	 with	 my	 friends.	 It	 was	 a	
wonderful time when I had met many friends and made a 
lot of friends. I won’t forget the great memories every year 
we	celebrated	Lao	New	Year.	It	was	a	beautiful	holiday.

Po choua lee is 22 and originally from laos.
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Winter in Minnesota
ClAudiA Perez SelvA de heintz, 
MinneAPoliS

Think	what	you	wish,	 snow	days	are	pretty	on	a	 stamp,	
but	are	not	welcome	at	all	on	a	freezing	day.	When	I	was	
a	little	girl	living	in	Nicaragua,	I	was	fascinated	with	cold	
and	 snowy	 weather.	 Always	 in	 December,	 looking	 on	
my	artificial	pine	tree	covered	with	artificial	snow	on	an	
eighty-seven	centigrade	hot,	hot,	hot	day,	Christmas	didn’t	
feel	right!	My	family	in	the	United	States	used	to	send	my	
family postcards with pictures of their children with red 
cheeks	 playing	 in	 the	 snow.	Their	 clothes	 weren’t	 even	
close	to	our	clothes.	They	used	jackets,	hats,	gloves,	boots,	
snowsuits,	and	mittens.	As	I	grew	up,	my	curiosity	to	visit	
and learn how to live in cold weather went dormant, until 
I came to Minnesota.

My	first	year	in	this	state	was	cruel.	I	was	not	prepared	
for	 the	 long	 snow	 days	 with	 freezing	 minus	 twenty	
degree Fahrenheit temperature. Most of my clothes were 
polyester	 or	 cotton	 and	 didn’t	 warm	my	 freezing	 body	
enough. My shoes were full of snow, and as soon as it got 
in contact with my body, it melted and made my feet wet. 
Seventeen	 years	 have	 passed.	Now	 everyday,	 before	 the	
cold	weather	starts	and	the	first	snow	hits	the	ground,	I	
take	out	all	my	winter	clothes	 to	be	prepared.	However,	

in my mind, I never am prepared for the long days to be 
spent	inside	the	house	or	work	because	it	is	too	cold	for	
a	short	walk.

This year we have a polar vortex that causes the 
temperature to go below minus forty degrees Fahrenheit 
with	windchills.	This	makes	 it	 impossible	 to	 spend	 five	
minutes	 outside	 without	 being	 affected	 by	 frostbite.	 In	
addition, it causes depression for everybody, including 
me.

Don’t	get	me	wrong.	This	state	is	beautiful	in	summer,	
late spring, and early fall when all is full of color, and life 
fills	 the	 lakes,	parks,	 and	 streets.	Nevertheless,	winter	 is	
another	story.	Ice	fishing,	sliding	on	the	snow,	and	playing	
hockey	are	some	of	the	activities	people	in	this	state	do	in	
winter,	but	I	do	not	find	any	enjoyment	in	doing	any	of	
them.	Minnesota	has	tested	my	weaknesses	and	strengths	
in	weather	matter.	Every	year	I	say	 to	myself	how	lucky	
are the birds. They can migrate south to avoid the winter.

Trees, houses, and buildings are covered with the 
white magic powder as they were in my old memories, 
but	the	cold	weather	makes	me	feel	nostalgic	for	the	warm	
weather that I felt in my youth.

claudia Perez selva de heintz is originally from 
mexico.

Winter Memory
BoonYoo ruPAKChee, Coon rAPidS
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New	Year’s	Activities
AlFred Snetter, Worthington

In	 the	 New	 Year	 season,	 people	 who	 have	 money	 buy	
clothes	 for	 their	 families.	 On	 New	 Year’s	 Eve,	 about	
10:00	 pm,	 Christians	 and	 non-Christians	 go	 to	 church	
for	watch	night.	At	12:00	am,	people	make	lots	of	noises	
in	 the	 churches	 and	 in	 the	 streets.	On	New	Year’s	Day,	
everybody	 cooks	 good	 food.	 In	 the	 evening,	 everybody	
enjoys	themselves	across	the	whole	country.	Families	visit	
family members with gifts. Children get dressed and go 
out	to	play.	They	return	home	at	5:00	pm	or	6:00	pm.	The	
New	Year’s	activities	in	my	country	and	the	U.S.A.	are	a	
little	different.	I	came	to	the	U.S.A.	in	2004	and	I	have	not	
seen	any	church	that	has	had	a	New	Year’s	watch	night.

Alfred snetter is 66 and originally from liberia.

My	Favorite	Season
vouCh leAng Se, BrooKlYn PArK

My	favorite	season	is	summer.	In	the	USA	there	are	four	
seasons,	but	I	like	summer.	I	have	three	reasons	that	I	like	
summer. 

First reason, in the summer I can go on picnics at 
parks,	 lakes,	 and	my	 relatives’	 house.	We	 can	 have	 fun	
together.	I	like	swimming,	so	I	can	swim	at	the	lake.	We	
take	the	boat	and	look	around	the	lake.	

Second	reason,	at	my	house	there	are	a	lot	of	plants	and	
flowers.	I	like	to	eat	vegetables	and	fruit.	In	the	summer	
there	are	 a	 lot	of	 fresh	 things.	 I	 like	apples,	 so	we	grow	
two	trees	behind	my	house.	Sometimes	I	sit	under	the	tree	
and	read	some	books.	The	sounds	of	the	birds	make	me	
feel good. 

Third	 reason,	 I	 like	 to	 do	 exercise	 outside.	 Every	
weekend	my	brother	and	I	walk	around	my	neighborhood.	
Exercise is very important for health, so summer is good 
season	for	jogging.	

Finally,	in	the	summer	I	can	do	everything	that	I	like	
to do, so I am very happy. 

A	Volcano	Close	to	
My Town
lenin tAPiA, SAint PAul

To all of those good people who have the opportunity to 
read these lines, I say hello. I left my country a few years 
ago.	I	am	from	San	Juan	Amecac,	Puebla,	Mexico.	It	is	a	
small town located about three hours driving time to the 
southeast of Mexico City. It is surrounded by tall buttes 
covered	with	oaks,	pines,	and	other	trees.	People	are	very	
friendly and hospitable. 

Agricultural	 activities	 keep	 them	 busy	 during	 the	
rainy	season.	What	makes	the	best	natural	scenario	is	the	
Popocatepetl,	which	means	in	English	“smoky	mountain,”	
which	is	an	active	volcano	on	the	north	side	10	kilometers	
away from the community. It has the most beautiful sights 
that	go	from	just	dark	blue,	to	snow	top	mountains,	snow	
at the tree level, and even a few buttes nearby get covered 
up	with	snow	and	are	always	smoky.	It	is	a	natural	wonder	
to	 be	 admired.	 It	 is	 about	 9,000	 feet	 high	 at	 sea	 level.	
Sometimes	 it	 shows	 some	 smoke,	 others	 huge	 smoke	
emissions.	 I	 remember	 that	 one	 time	 around	 8:00	 pm	
back	in	December	1996,	big	smoke	exhalations	came	out	
the volcano. Thunder, even lightning, came out not from 
the	sky,	it	was	the	opposite	way	from	the	earth	to	the	sky.	
Then	a	small	eruption	took	place.	It	did	not	last	long	but	
lava was rolling down on the volcano giving it a starry 
picture.	It	was	amazing!	

At	 that	 moment,	 I	 was	 very	 excited	 and	 fearful	
simultaneously	because	if	the	eruption	kept	going,	it	would	
be very dangerous. Fortunately nothing catastrophic 
happened. Many people left town for safety reasons for 
a	 few	 days.	The	 town	was	 empty	 and	 lonely;	 just	 a	 few	
folks	stayed.	I	was	one	of	them.	Eventually	all	went	back	
to	normal	and	life	keeps	going;	only	memories	remain.

This is an experience in my life and a true event.
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Seeing	Snow	for	the	
First Time
Yodit geBeYehu, SAint MiChAel

The	first	time	I	saw	snow	was	in	the	USA.	For	some	this	
may not be milestone, but for most people coming from 
East	 Africa	 countries	 (or	 at	 least	 from	 people	 I	 know),	
there is an unavoidable excitement that comes out once 
you get to see and touch snow. 

December	comes	in	Ethiopia	but	we	never	see	a	single	
snowflake.	Perhaps	I’ll	never	see	it	happen	in	Ethiopia	at	
least	 in	my	 lifetime.	 So	 as	 a	 kid,	 I	 had	ways	 to	 “create”	
snow.	 I	 used	 to	 scrape	 our	 fridge	 freezer	 lining	 to	 get	
the	 ice	 out	 and	play	 around	 as	 if	 it	was	 snow.	 So	 I	was	
delighted	to	find	out	that	I’ll	get	a	chance	to	see	snow	in	
the	USA.	My	first	encounter	with	snow	was	after	I	came	
in	the	USA	on	September	17,	2013.	Other	“firsts”	were	I	
got	to	learn	to	drive,	to	eat	a	turkey	leg,	and	to	see	sunset	
at	10:00	in	the	evening.

The	first	snow	came.	It	wasn’t	that	cold,	thanks	to	the	
thick	 jacket	 and	 snow	 pants	 that	 I	 borrowed	 from	my	
sister.	 I	 knelt	 down,	 removed	 my	 gloves,	 and	 touched	
the	snowy	ground.	It’s	not	like	ice	where	you	feel	wet	and	
slippery but more of a powder.

Every	time	I	stepped	on	snow	there	was	a	“thrump.”	I	
was wearing shoes that weren’t snowproof so as I stepped 
on	the	ground	tiny	bits	got	inside	my	socks	and	got	them	
wet.	But	I	didn’t	complain.	I	didn’t	want	to	ruin	the	perfect	
day. 

After	snow	tubing,	we	went	on	to	do	ice	skating.	I	had	
seen	 a	 few	 indoor	 skating	 rinks	 so	 it	 wasn’t	much	 of	 a	
novelty. I had slight problems standing and gliding across 
the ice. 

We	 took	 lots	 of	 photos	 I	 was	 looking	 forward	 to	
showing	 to	 my	 friend	 back	 in	 Ethiopia.	 I	 remember	
feeling that I’d accomplished something extraordinary. It 
was the day when I went out and experienced things that 
were	different.	I	want	to	continue	doing	new	things.	They	
may	be	something	as	simple	as	snow,	but	you	take	it	on	
and	enjoy	the	moment.				

yodit gebeyehu is 33 and originally from Addis 
Ababa, ethiopia.

My Winter Memory
jiAnPing zhu, BlAine

Seven	years	ago,	I	lived	in	Qingdao,	China.	I	remember	it	
was	one	day	in	January,	Qingdao	was	under	a	heavy	snow.	
That	year,	my	niece	and	my	friend’s	child	were	 just	 four	
years	old.	This	was	the	first	time	they	saw	snow.	

The weather was cold and sunny. My friend and I 
and	two	children	went	to	the	park	to	take	pictures.	Many	
people	were	in	the	park.	We	played	snowballs	and	made	a	
snowman. Two girls played on a seesaw, swings, and slide. 

They	were	very	happy	to	play.	I	took	a	lot	of	pictures.	
My	niece	brought	home	a	snowball.	After	that	year	when	
there	is	winter,	my	niece	likes	snow	because	she	had	good	
memories associated with winter.

JianPing Zhu is 45 and originally from china. 
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Winter in Minnesota
luC YAng, BrooKlYn PArK

The	winter	in	Minnesota	means	cold,	freezing,	icing,	and	
snowing. That means everywhere in this country, the land 
whitens too. With the cold comes the white of the snow. 
All	 winter	 people	 spend	 their	 lifetime	 inside	 houses,	
buildings, or some malls 
like	 the	 Mall	 of	 America,	
because it is too cold 
outside.	But	we	have	some	
good activities outside 
like	 ice	 fishing,	 skiing,	 ice	
skating,	 snowboarding,	
etc…	for	 those	who	 like	 to	work	out	and	are	not	afraid	
of the cold. 

thuy nguyen is 30 and originally from Vietnam.

Minnesota	is	a	Great	
State!
PAtriCiA hernAndez, SAint PAul

I brought my two boys to Minnesota from California 
fourteen	 years	 ago,	when	 they	were	 toddlers.	Now	 they	
are teenagers. They love Minnesota. They have gotten 
used to the weather. I haven’t. I get depressed in winter. 
I	 keep	myself	 busy,	 to	keep	myself	happy	 in	 the	winter.	
When	spring	comes	I	feel	really	happy.	Nature,	the	people,	
the buildings, and even the winter is great in Minnesota. 
Snow	is	beautiful.	Even	though	it	is	cold,	I	love	Minnesota.

Patricia hernandez is 39 and originally from 
mexico. 

All	the	Holidays	in	the	
U.S.
tAtA MouA, CorCorAn 

There	are	many	different	holidays	celebrated	 in	 the	U.S.	
Each	holiday	celebrates	a	different	occasion.	

One	 of	my	 favorites	 is	 the	New	Year’s	 celebration.	 I	
like	 staying	 up	 with	 my	
family	 on	 New	 Year’s	 Eve	
to countdown to the new 
year	 at	midnight.	 It	 is	 like	
two holidays in one. 

Valentine’s	 Day	 is	 also	
special	 to	me.	I	 like	giving	

cards	and	chocolate	to	those	that	I	love.	I	like	celebrating	
holidays because it is a good time to get my family 
together. 

In	April,	Easter	is	celebrated	by	my	family	by	getting	
the	family	together	at	a	local	park	to	have	an	Easter	egg	
hunt.	I	really	enjoy	watching	the	kids	look	for	hidden	eggs	
and treats. 

On	 July	 4th,	 my	 family	 usually	 gets	 together	 at	 my	
parents’	home	to	have	a	barbeque	and	light	fireworks.	

When the leaves turn color and the weather starts to 
cool	down,	it	is	time	to	take	the	kids	out	to	look	for	their	
Halloween	night.	If	it	is	too	cold	we	will	take	the	kids	to	
a mall. 

Thanksgiving	 is	 also	 a	 holiday	 that	 is	 celebrated	 by	
getting	my	family	together.	Thanksgiving	Day	each	year	at	
my	home	starts	with	a	long	day	of	cooking	and	preparing	
a	 giant	 turkey,	watching	 football,	 and	 eating.	 I	 also	 like	
going	shopping	with	my	family	on	Black	Friday.	

I	 think	Christmas	 is	 the	most	 special	because	 it	 gets	
my family together not only for one day but for an entire 
season. My family and I will set up the Christmas tree 
and decorate it. We spend money on each other buying 
presents	for	Christmas	Day.	Finally,	on	Christmas	Day,	we	
will get together at my parents. It is very special for me to 
cook	the	Christmas	dinner	and	open	presents.	It	 is	very	
special	for	me	to	see	my	children	open	their	first	presents	
each	year.	Christmas	Day	is	a	day	for	joy	and	happiness	
for the entire family.

tata moua is 25 and originally from laos. 

snow is beAutiFul. eVen 
though it is cold, i loVe 

minnesotA.
Patricia hernandez



    Journeys    85

My	Special	Day
lAurA gurlino, WAite PArK

Four	 months	 ago	 I	 was	 making	 preparations	 for	 my	
wedding. I was super excited and all my thoughts were 
about the wedding.

I	arrived	in	the	United	States	three	months	before	that.	
Preparing	 for	 a	wedding	wasn’t	 easy	 for	me,	 although	 I	
chose	the	place	and	the	judge.	Everything	was	ready.

A	 couple	 days	 before	 the	 wedding,	 the	 judge	 called	
my	 boyfriend	 and	 asked	 him,	 “Would	 you	 like	 to	 have	
the	long	ceremony	or	the	short	one?”	Then	my	boyfriend	
asked	the	same	to	me,	and	I	answered,	“Not	too	long,	not	
too	short.”

The day came. We were happy, excited, and a little 
scared. We were wearing 
formal clothes. We arrived 
at the courthouse. We 
made an online connection 
through	 Skype	 with	 our	
family, and after that the 
judge	 asked,	 “Are	 you	
ready?”	 In	 that	 moment	
I	 realized	 I	 wasn’t	 ready	 and	 I	 said,	 “Can	 you	 wait	 a	
minute?”	“Yes!”	said	the	judge.

“Honey,”	 I	 told	 my	 boyfriend.	 “This	 wedding	 is	 in	
English,	 and	 I	 think	 I	won’t	 be	 able	 to	 repeat	what	 the	
judge	 will	 say.”	 “Take	 it	 easy,”	 my	 boyfriend	 said.	 “You	
know	 enough	 English	 to	 do	 this.”	 “I	 don’t	 think	 so,”	 I	
complained.

“Are	you	ready?”	the	judge	insisted.	“Yes!”	we	shouted.	
The ceremony started, and everything was going well until 
the	judge	said,	“Laura,	repeat	after	me!”	At	that	moment	
I	thought,	“Silly	me!	I	thought	the	difficult	part	was	to	say	
I	do!”	

I	understood	everything	the	judge	asked	me	to	repeat	
and I pronounced each word clearly, not loudly, but 
clearly. That day became the most important day of my 
life.	Also,	 it	was	the	first	day	I	spoke	English	in	front	of	
strangers.	Now	I	can’t	stop	talking.

laura gurlino is originally from Venezuela.

Lunar	New	Year
SArAh Wu, WASeCA 

In my hometown in China, we start to prepare for the 
Lunar	New	Year	for	more	than	one	month	before	the	New	
Year’s	Day.	On	October	22	of	the	lunar	calendar,	my	father	
would	 start	 to	 make	 some	 pork	 into	 sausage,	 preserve	
pork	 and	 fish	 in	 salt,	 and	 blow	 them	 dry	 for	 about	 a	
month so that we have these processed meats ready by the 
time	we	prepare	 the	New	Year	Eve	dinner.	Other	 foods	
including	deep-fried	lotus	root,	pearl	ball	(which	is	a	meat	
ball	wrapped	with	sticky	rice),	spiced	beef,	and	preserved	
eggs	are	also	prepared	in	advance	to	make	sure	we	have	a	
delicious	feast	on	New	Year’s	Eve.	

The	 dinner	 of	 New	 Year’s	 Eve	 is	 the	 most	 exciting	
meal in the whole year, 
with all the family 
members	 coming	 back	
home no matter how far 
they are departed from 
home.	 Everyone	 enjoys	
the gathering and the 
wonderful foods that we 

only	eat	once	every	year.	We	have	to	make	the	dinner	so	
abundant	that	we	can’t	finish	it	and	have	some	“surplus”	
for the coming year. Fish is an indispensable dish in the 
New	Year’s	Eve	dinner	because	“fish”	in	Chinese	has	the	
same	 sound	of	 “surplus,”	 signifying	 that	we	have	health	
and wealth left from the past year. This is a good sign of a 
happy	life	in	the	New	Year.	

After	the	dinner,	the	whole	family	watching	the	Spring	
Festival	Gala	together	becomes	a	tradition	for	more	than	
twenty	 years.	 Some	 programs	 in	 the	Gala	 are	 so	 funny	
that everybody laughs while others are so moving that 
everybody weeps. Laughing and weeping, we at the same 
time	 make	 dumplings	 and	 eat	 them	 fresh	 as	 the	 night	
snack.	 We	 don’t	 sleep	 before	 the	 ring	 of	 New	 Year	 at	
12:00	am	when	every	household	comes	out	and	sets	off	
firecrackers	and	fireworks	to	welcome	the	New	Year.	

It	is	different	to	stay	in	the	United	States	for	the	Lunar	
New	Year	season.	We	don’t	have	so	much	hometown	food,	
we	can’t	go	to	the	family	gathering,	we	can’t	watch	Gala	
with family, but we still try to celebrate by inviting friends, 
cooking	 delicious	 dishes,	 and	wishing	 for	 good	 luck	 to	
everybody	that	we	care	about	to	make	the	Lunar	New	Year	
special and worth remembering.

eVeryone enJoys the 
gAthering And the wonderFul 
Foods thAt we only eAt once 

eVery yeAr.
sarah wu
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New	Year’s	in	My	
Country
thuY nguYen, Worthington

In	 my	 country,	 New	 Year’s	 is	 a	 big	 holiday	 for	 many	
people.	The	government	gives	a	two	weeks	vacation	for	all	
workers,	teachers,	and	students,	too.	They	get	so	excited.	
Five	to	ten	days	before	New	Year’s,	there’s	a	lot	of	things	to	
do.	They	have	to	clean	up	the	house	and	make	food.	The	
last	two	days	before	New	Year’s	they	have	to	go	buy	fruit,	
flowers,	candy,	and	new	clothes	for	their	children.	

On	New	Year’s	Eve	we	wait	 for	 the	 countdown	until	
the	last	second,	then	we	have	fireworks	and	celebrate.	On	
New	Year’s	Day,	all	the	children	in	my	country	have	to	go	
back	to	their	parents’	houses	wearing	new	clothes.	When	
they get there they have to see their parents and they wish 
them	 luck.	Then	 their	moms	and	dads	have	gifts	 for	 all	
the children and grandchildren. They have a party where 
they	 eat	 and	 drink,	 play	music,	 and	 play	 games.	 In	my	
country if you get a gift and wear new clothes it means 
that	you	will	have	good	luck	for	the	whole	year.	New	Year’s	
is	the	best	holiday	in	my	country,	so	we	love	all	New	Year’s	
celebrations in the world. 

March
CeCiliA nAvA, WAite PArK

The wind is blowing softly. March is a windy time. The 
wind came out to play one day, he swept the clouds away. 
The wind is pushing against the trees. The wind is blowing 
harder, bending down the trees. The branches are bending 
and the leaves are blown away. 

As	you	can	see,	March	 is	a	windy	month.	 I	wear	my	
favorite	hat	as	I	walk	down	the	street.	The	wind	is	blowing	
harder	and	my	hat	has	flown	away.	 I’ll	 chase	 it	 through	
the strong cold wind. Oh wind, blowing all day, I hear that 
song you sing all day. March is the windiest month as it 
prepares	for	April	and	May.

Nostalgia
lien trAn, FridleY

It has gotten to the morning and I’m anxious. I dreamt 
and imagined the spring in my country.

Sun	has	risen,	flocks	of	swallows	fly	in	sky,	flowers	start	
to	grow,	fruit	trees	bend,	kids	are	bustling,	and	people	go	
shopping.	Spring	is	coming	in	my	country!

I love spring. It is warm with sunlight. Everywhere, 
flowers	bloom,	birds	sing	 in	rhythm,	everyone	 is	happy.	
Everything	is	joyful	together.

Changing of weather and moving of creatures have 
drawn a beautiful landscape. 

That is my memory about spring in my native country. 
I’m	from	Southeast	Asia.	Vietnam	is	my	love	and	country.	
Lien is my name. I’m living in Fridley now.

lien tran is 41 and originally from Vietnam.

Winter Memory
riChArd AYeWonoiS
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Childhood	Holiday
MASuMA PArMAr, BlAine

In	every	corner	of	 the	world,	people	celebrate	Holidays.	
Different	 cultures	 celebrate	 different	 Holidays.	 In	 my	
family,	 we	 celebrate	 Eid	 Day.	 Actually	 in	 my	 country,	
Tanzania,	 it’s	 a	 National	 Holiday.	 I	 love	 this	 occasion	
because	it’s	a	joyous	day	where	I	get	to	eat	delicious	food,	
gather lots of coins, and receive beautiful presents from 
family, friends, and relatives.

I remember from my childhood of how my dear 
mother	used	to	wake	up	early.	First	she	thanked	the	All	
Mighty	for	all	the	bounties.	Then	she	went	to	the	kitchen	
and	made	 delicious	 chicken	 bhiryani.	 She	 also	 made	 a	
chocolate	cake	and	decorated	it	with	small	multi	colored	
sweets.	We	also	received	different	 types	of	cookies	 from	
our	 neighbors.	 Wow!	 Our	 dining	 table	 was	 filled	 with	
varieties of yummy food.

My	mamma	 gave	me	 a	 pretty	 purple	 pinky	 flowery	
dress with matching dinging bangles. I also received a 
small box of chocolates from my little cute sister. It was so 
thoughtful	of	her.	She	was	so	happy	to	receive	a	doll	house.	
She	jumped	and	hugged	me.	I	remember	wearing	my	new	
dress when I went to visit my relatives. My relatives gave 
me	coins	and	gifts.	I	gathered	lots	of	coins.	My	pinky	piggy	
bank	was	filled	with	silver	and	copper	coins.	My	grandma	
gave	me	 a	 triangular	 shape	watch	 on	 Eid	Day.	Oh!	My	
watch	looked	so	lovely	with	pink	diamonds	around	it.	My	
aunt’s house had a big wooden swing, I used to sit on that 
swing	and	drink	soda	with	Indian	yummy	sweets.

In	 the	 evening,	 we	 all	 used	 to	 gather	 at	 a	 Delhi	
Restaurant.	 Chatting,	 playing,	 and	 eating	 were	 the	 best	
time for all of us. The bond of love was created between 
us	all.	Playing	was	fun	and	a	joy	to	have	cousins	around	
me. We also counted our gifts, comparing who got the 
most.	After	all	the	fun,	we	all	went	with	our	parents	to	the	
orphan house to distribute food and gifts, too.

At	the	end	of	the	day,	we	all	got	tired.	In	my	bed,	I	was	
thinking	of	the	blessed	month	and	fasting	from	morning	
to evening. It taught me of people who did not have 
enough	money	 and	 how	 they	 suffered	 from	 hunger	 by	
staying	hungry.	I	thanked	the	Lord	for	providing	me	with	
all	the	bounties.	I	prayed	at	the	end,	“Dear	Lord,	provide	
sustanance	 to	every	being	and	 let	no	one	sleep	hungry.”	
Amen.	

Events	and	Holidays
zAinAB ABed, BlAine

Everywhere	in	the	world,	 there	are	a	 lot	of	holidays	 like	
Thanksgiving	and	Eid	Fetter.	Muslim	people	celebrate	Eid	
Fetter everywhere, and it is the national holy day in the 
Middle East. This holy day comes every year on the last 
day	in	the	Ramadan	month.	On	Ramadan,	Muslims	fast	
every day of that month for thirty or twenty nine days.

Fasting	in	Ramadan	starts	each	day	from	early	morning	
before the sunrise until sunset in the same day. We stop 
eating	and	drinking	for	the	whole	the	day.	Starting	at	4:00	
am,	we	wake	up,	and	we	prepare	 food	 to	eat	 like	bread,	
cheese,	English	tea,	and	eggs.	After	that,	we	read	the	holy	
Quran, and after that we pray and then we go to sleep. 
Some	people	don’t	sleep	again,	and	they	go	to	jobs,	even	
if	they	have	hard	jobs	they	complete	fasting	until	sunset.	
When	it	is	time	to	break	fasting,	the	family	comes	together	
and	shares,	at	first,	dates	and	juice.	Each	one	in	the	family	
likes	to	serve	others	and	let	him	or	her	break	fasting	first.	
Then	that	person	breaks	his	or	her	fasting.	

After	 this,	 the	 table	 will	 be	 set	 with	 delicious	 food	
like	 rice	with	meat,	 lamb	or	beef,	 chicken	soup	or	 fried	
chicken,	 and	 a	 lot	 of	 juices,	 the	 favorite	 one	 is	 orange	
juice.	Starting	with	relatives	and	neighbors,	Muslims	like	
to	share	everything	like	shelter	and	food	with	them	at	any	
time.	Ramadan	is	the	best	month	to	offer	any	help	because	
it	 means	 to	 have	 a	 big	 mercy	 from	 God.	 Also	 when	
somebody fasts he or she will feel the pain from hunger 
and how poor people feel struggling in hunger.

Muslims	 keep	 doing	 this	 until	 the	 end	 of	 Ramadan.	
Its	days	are	sometimes	thirty	or	twenty-nine.	It	depends	
upon	the	moon	calendar.	On	the	last	night,	people	make	
or	prepare	dessert	like	baklava,	jalabe,	candy,	toffee,	and	
a	 lot	 of	 homemade	 things	 like	 maamool.	 So	 the	 next	
morning,	people	will	 break	 fasting,	 and	 they	have	great	
joy	because	 they	 are	done	with	what	God	has	 asked	by	
following	God’s	rules.
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Wedding	in	Las	Vegas
KAri BruYette, BlAine

On	 May	 28,	 2002,	 we	 got	 married	 at	 the	 Little	 White	
Wedding Chapel along with some friends and family 
who made the trip and attended our special event. It was 
a	 scorching	 105	degrees.	We	 saw	waterfalls,	 ponds,	 and	
arches as it was an outdoor wedding.

We	spent	five	days	in	Las	Vegas	and	we	stayed	at	the	
Imperial	 Palace	 and	 played	 the	 nickel	 slots.	We	walked	
the strip every day and saw many hotels, casinos, shops, 
and	little	stands	selling	t-shirts,	hot	sauce,	and	necklaces.	
We	tried	to	see	the	Sigfried	and	Roy	show	but	it	was	sold	
out	every	time	we	went	to	the	window.	But	we	did	see	the	
tigers	 they	used	for	 the	shows	at	 the	back	of	Mirage.	At	
night, the strip was lit up with tons of beautiful bright and 
colorful lights. One night, we saw the volcano show at the 
Mirage. We watched the red lava spew upwards and then 
flow	down	the	rocks.	Flames	shot	high	 into	 the	air.	You	
could	feel	the	heat!

Another	 sight	 was	 the	 Bellagio	 fountain.	 It	 had	 a	
hundred fountains that shot water into the air in time with 
beautiful orchestra music. It was quite a sight to see. The 
Pirate	Show	at	Treasure	Island	featured	a	bunch	of	pirates	
running	around	as	the	pirate’s	ship	rocked	back	and	forth.	
The pirates were also swinging from ropes, and there were 
explosions and bright lights. 

We	also	went	to	M&M	world	on	the	Las	Vegas	Strip	
and I saw every color M&M they have ever made. The 
M&M’s	were	 sold	 for	 $12.99	 a	 pound.	Also	 they	 had	 a	
M&M	race	car.	You	could	do	a	tour.	The	third	floor	had	
pictures of various M&M’s over the years.

One	of	the	days	we	rented	a	car	to	go	to	Hoover	Dam	
in	Arizona	 to	 take	 pictures.	 But	 it	 was	 closed	 and	 tons	
of	people	were	there.	We	did	not	stay	long	as	it	was	110	
degrees.	 It	 was	 a	 dry	 heat.	We	 got	 out	 of	 the	 car,	 took	
pictures,	and	then	drove	back	to	Las	Vegas.			

My	Favorite	Season
viengKou thAo, BrooKlYn PArK

Winter is my favorite season; it is very cold. There is a lot 
of	snow	cover	above	the	earth.	I	like	snow.	I	like	the	white	
color.	It	is	a	very	beautiful	color—it	is	purity,	innocence,	
and serenity.

The	first	 snow	 falls	 in	 the	winter.	 It	 is	 very	beautiful	
when	 I	 saw	 snow	 cover	 above	 the	 earth.	 I	 think	 that	
everything will be gone that is good and nice, but I was 
wrong.	Beauty	even	comes	with	danger.	Be	careful	when	
you	drive,	walk,	or	anything	that	you	will	do.	It	will	bite	
you	 easier	 than	 other	 seasons	 and	 take	 more	 time	 to	
remedy.

Christmas is my favorite winter holiday. My family 
celebrates	 this	 holiday	 with	 eating,	 drinking,	 singing,	
giving gifts to each other, and playing games together. We 
are happy and very funny. Christmas is the time to give 
and family time.

Snow	 and	 ice	 from	 winter	 may	 make	 someone	 feel	
lonely,	 but	 not	me.	However,	 winter	 is	 still	my	 favorite	
season	because	it	makes	me	know	that	in	the	cold	weather,	
I still have a nice, lovely, and warm family.

Winter Tree
AreMi SeverSon, WAite PArK

I see through the window the weather, and it is horrible. 
It’s winter. I can see a tree with hope; it still has leaves. 
They	fight	with	 the	 frozen	wind	 every	 second	 and	 they	
crunch up because of the cold.

The branches are grabbing the leaves from the edge 
because they don’t want to let go; at the top of the biggest 
branch is a nest covered with snow, alone and sad, no life 
is in there.

The	bottom	of	the	trunk	is	surrounded	by	snow.	There	
is	no	place	where	he	can	go.	It	looks	like	the	heartless	cold	
wind	makes	you	fragile	and	defenseless,	but	still	there	is	
something	inside	that	makes	you	straighten	up.	Maybe	it	
is the love from every branch, and every leaf that clings on 
to	you.	It’s	the	love	that	keeps	you	warm	and	gives	us	hope.



    Journeys    89

Thanksgiving
KhAMMAnh KongdArAvong, BlAine

Thanksgiving	is	a	time	family	and	friends	get	together	to	
celebrate	Thanksgiving,	give	thanks	to	the	LORD,	and	eat	
foods	together.	At	my	church	we	pray,	worship	the	Lord,	
and	give	thanks	to	the	Lord	Jesus	Christ	our	God.	We	eat	
foods together. I saw many people coming to the church. 
They	bring	 turkey	and	apple	pie.	They	 smell	very	good.	
I	 like	to	eat	turkey.	It	tastes	very	good.	And	I	 like	to	eat	
apple	pie.	We	sing	praises.	I	love	to	give	thanks	to	the	Lord	
every	 day	 and	 on	 a	 special	 day	 like	Thanksgiving	 Day.	
And	on	this	the	day	I	get	to	rest	not	work.	My	boss	lets	me	
stop	working	on	Thanksgiving	Day.

My	Wedding	Day
SWABrA hASSAn, WAite PArK

I had two weddings but they are both the same husband. 
In	Kenya,	we	 have	 a	 big	wedding.	 It	 can	 take	 up	 to	 six	
or seven days, but I am not sure, my mother told me. In 
my wedding, I did it two times because one of them was 
in	Kakuma,	where	I	 lived.	My	husband	didn’t	 live	there.	
The	 second	 one	 was	 in	 America.	My	 husband	 traveled	
all	 the	way	 from	London	to	South	Dakota,	 then	he	 told	
me to celebrate again even though both families already 
celebrated. 

I felt good being a bride again. I thought it was only 
going	 to	be	one	celebration	but	 it	was	 two.	 In	America,	
the people who helped me get ready were my relatives. I 
had	my	makeup	done	and	my	wedding	dress	was	brought	
up by my husband’s mom. That day my family told me to 
not go outside by people. I had to stay in my room until 
tonight.	 After	 they	 decorated	me,	 they	 put	me	 in	 a	 big	
house	that	says	“Happy	Wedding	Day.”	It	was	really	big.	
I	had	to	walk	 in	 front	of	people.	There	were	150	people	
staring at me. I felt shy till my husband came with a suit. 
He	looked	really	handsome.	He	sat	by	me	and	the	people	
cheered when we got in. It was annoying but still it was 
fun. My relatives told me and my husband to dance. Then 
we ate yummy food. Everybody got up and danced.

My	Favorite	Season
BeAtriz orozCo, BrooKlYn Center

My favorite season is spring because it is hot and there are 
no bees yet and there is great fresh air. I can go on a picnic 
and eat meats, chips, corn, watermelon, and sodas. I can 
go swimming. I can go to the mall and to other stores to 
buy	stuff	or	to	just	see	and	smell	the	pretty	flowers.	The	
sun	outside	feels	so	warm.	My	kids	like	to	play	soccer	and	
throw	water	balloons.	Afterwards,	we	eat	pizza	outside.	I	
have lived in Minneapolis for many years and my family 
has never gone out the county. My father who lived in 
California always thought spring was the nicest season of 
the year, and I must say that I agree.

The	Best	Two	Days	of	
My Life
hodMAn Ali, MinneAPoliS

The best day of my life was six months after my marriage 
when	one	day	I	felt	dizzy.	I	went	to	the	hospital	and	they	
told me I was pregnant. That was one of the happiest days 
of my life. 

Every	 month	 I	 went	 back	 to	 the	 doctor.	 After	 four	
months, I got an ultrasound and they told me I was going 
to have a baby boy. I was very happy again. Five months 
later	 my	 son	 was	 born	 at	 Methodist	 Hospital	 in	 Saint	
Louis	Park.	His	name	is	Ridwan	Hamad	Omar	and	he	was	
born	on	April	30,	2005.	
						After	one	year,	I	was	pregnant	again.	My	daughter	
Randa	Hamad	Omar	was	born	on	February	7,	2007.	
These are the two happiest days of my life. 
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Winter in Minnesota
MAriA FuenteS, BrooKlYn Center

The winters in Minnesota are very cold. The temperatures 
are	 below	 zero.	 People	 have	 to	 wear	 heavy	 jackets,	
coats, sweaters, gloves, scarfs, and winter boots. The 
temperatures are so low, schools are even closed so that 
children	can	stay	warm	at	home.	Also	many	houses	can	
stay	 warm	 by	 having	 a	 fireplace	 and	 heating	 system.	
The winter is also a fun season; it has a lot of snow on 
the	ground	and	on	top	of	the	houses.	All	the	houses	look	
nice	because	everything	 is	white.	Also	 there	are	a	 lot	of	
activities	for	kids	and	adults	to	do.	Children	love	to	make	
snowmen,	go	sledding,	play	hockey,	and	go	fishing.	The	
snow is also very dangerous on the roads. The cars slide 
and	cause	many	accidents.	Some	people	die	in	accidents	
or slide on snow.

Ethiopian	Holiday
MAMo AWugCheW, SAint PAul

The	 Ethiopian	 holidays	 are	 many.	 Like	 Americans,	 we	
have the holidays Christmas and Epiphany. Epiphany 
is	 the	 day	 of	 the	 baptism	 of	 Jesus	 by	 John	 the	 Baptist.	
On	Epiphany	day,	 all	 of	God’s	Ten	Commandments	 are	
written on a tablet and are carried by the priest to a tent 
where	they	keep	the	tablet	in	a	box	called	a	tabot.	They	go	
into	a	pool	of	water	in	the	morning.	But	first,	the	priests	
read	 from	 the	 Bible.	 Then	 people	 enter	 into	 the	 pool,	
repenting	their	sins	and	dancing.	Different	types	of	tribes	
dance according to their culture. 

People	also	bring	food	as	they	can.	On	that	day,	oxen	
or	 bulls	 are	 killed	 and	 the	 meat	 is	 cut	 for	 the	 people.	
Sometimes	 they	 even	 eat	 raw	meat.	The	 tablets,	 or	 the	
tabots,	will	stay	in	the	tent	in	the	field	for	two	days.	After	
two days the tablet, or tabot, will return to its church. 
People	 also	 go	 back	 to	 their	 home	 or	 their	 work.	 On	
holidays,	 people	 kill	 hens,	 goats,	 and	 sheep.	They	 cook	
and invite their neighbors and eat together. This is our 
culture which still exists.

mamo Awugchew is originally from ethiopia. 

Winter Memory
AnonYMouS, FridleY

Winter in Minnesota
FrederiC CAzAleS, BrooKlYn PArK

My	first	winter	was	eight	years	ago.	I	was	so	excited	to	see	
the snow. It was so cold, and the weather was slippery too. 
Every	winter,	I	just	enjoy	staying	home	and	watching	the	
snow	fall.	I	wish	I	could	ski.	It	looks	like	fun	skiing	in	the	
snow.	Some	days	are	 so	 freezing	and	people	can’t	drive;	
it’s	dangerous	when	the	road	gets	frozen.	The	weather	is	
dangerous, but at the same time it’s so pretty to see the 
white	snow	and	I	still	really	like	winter.
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Winter in Minnesota
elvirA AvilA, BrooKlYn PArK

Winter	 in	Minnesota—it	can	be	good,	or	 it	 can	be	bad.	
Sometimes	it	is	good	because	it	makes	the	city	look	great	
when the snow comes and everything turns white. It is 
also	 good	because	 the	 kids	 enjoy	playing	 a	 lot	with	 the	
snow.	But	sometimes	it’s	bad	because	the	snow	can	cause	
car accidents, some people fall down when it’s slippery, or 
many	people	get	sick,	especially	the	kids.	But	I	still	like	it.	
I	enjoy	the	warmth	of	the	house	with	a	cup	of	coffee	or	
a cup of chocolate and watching movies with the family.

Life	and	Death
luKe deAn, SuPerior

I longed to see the winter again
And	watch	the	snow	drifting	on	the	breeze
Now	that	winter	has	come	upon	us	again
I loathe it and long for the spring to return
So	the	land	will	thaw
I long for a time of rebirth
They	call	it	Spring
The time when trees to begin to bud with new life
With winter’s cold comes death
With spring’s warmth comes life
But	then	why	do	we	see	life	running	atop	the	frozen	

ground?
That’s because life endures through the cold embrace of 

winter
And	waits	for	the	warmth	of	spring
So	that	we	can	bloom	again
In spring we bloom and and summer they thrive
Then	come	the	Autumn	rains
And	we	know	that	it’s	time	to	prepare	
For the cold embrace of winter once more
For again we must endure the winter’s cold embrace
And	snow	while	it	drifts	upon	the	icy	breeze

luke dean is 24 and originally from the u.s.A.

Lesson Learned at the 
Mall
SAdiA iSAAK, PlYMouth

We	have	two	holidays	a	year.	One	is	after	the	Ramadan;	
the other one is the pilgrim time. It was after thirty days of 
Ramadan	on	a	typical	day	of	Eid,	we	were	up	super	early	
to	prepare	to	pray.	After	prayer,	usually	we	went	out	to	eat.	
Like	Christmas,	people	get	 together	and	celebrate.	After	
the dinner, we went home to change our clothes because 
we dressed up in the best clothes we had. We decided to 
go	to	 the	Mall	of	America	 for	 the	first	 time,	myself	and	
the	kids.

We	drove	 to	mall	 and	parked	 the	 car	 in	 the	parking	
ramp.	We	went	inside	the	mall.	We	bought	some	tickets	to	
ride	the	rides	like	Pepsi,	Jimmy	Neutron,	and	Log	Chute.	
We	went	to	the	food	court.	We	ate	at	the	Panda	Express.	
Our	meal	was	sweet	orange	chicken	with	rice	and	we	had	
a	 coke.	After	 a	 long	 day	 of	 celebration,	we	went	 to	 the	
parking	 lot	 to	find	our	car.	We	can’t	find	 it!	We	went	 to	
the	security	to	ask	for	help	to	find	our	car.	In	return,	he	
asked	us	where	we	parked	our	car.	We	told	him	we	did	not	
know	where	we	parked	 it.	Therefore,	he	gave	us	 a	map.	
We	worked	as	a	team	and	split	 into	two	groups	of	three	
on	foot	to	find	the	car.	We	eventually	found	our	car.	That	
holiday	was	unforgettable.	Since	that	day,	I	always	check	
for signs so I always remember where my car is.

Winter in Minnesota
AnonYMouS, BrooKlYn Center

Winter is a playful and beautiful season in most parts 
of	 the	 northern	United	 States	 because	 of	 snowing	 over	
the winter. Minnesota is part of the area that snows a lot 
during	winter,	so	most	people	are	enjoying	it.	Minnesota	
residents	can	play	some	winter	sports	such	as	ice	skating,	
skiing,	 and	 ice-fishing.	 Some	 kids	 enjoy	 playing	 with	
snowballs during winter in Minnesota. Other residents 
enjoy	 hunting	 activities	 which	 are	 open	 during	 winter.	
In	 addition,	 snow	 can	 create	 an	 amazing	 picture	 in	 the	
landscape that many people haven’t seen before, and those 
people	would	be	surprised	and	love	the	amazing	picture	
of the winter landscape. 
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Chinese	New	Year
FAng Chen, BrooKlYn PArK

Chinese	New	Year	is	the	biggest	holiday	in	China.	Also	it	
is my favorite holiday. I remember when I was in China. 
Close	to	the	New	Year,	my	family	does	a	lot	work	on	it.	For	
example, we have to do a lot of cleaning; we clean every 
corner in the house. We have to prepare a lot of food for 
Buddha	and	for	us	to	eat.	We	have	to	buy	new	clothes	for	
the	New	Year	and	other	items	for	the	celebration.	

I remember the last day of the year, we had family 
dinner. Then my parents made a lot of red envelopes to 
put	in	the	kitchen,	dining	room,	bathroom,	everywhere.	
And	all	kids	can	get	a	lot	of	red	envelopes	from	any	adult.	
On	 the	 first	 day	 of	 the	 year	 we	 woke	 up	 early	 to	 wear	
the	 new	 clothes	 and	 to	 see	 the	 fireworks.	 You	 can	 feel	
everywhere is lively.

Today	we	don’t	 really	celebrate	Chinese	New	Year	 in	
America.	But	we	 still	 cook	Chinese	 traditional	 food	 for	
dinner	together	and	give	the	kids	red	envelopes.	

We’re	Hungry!
luiS ArellAneS, CrYStAl

I	remember	a	time	in	the	early	80’s.	Three	of	my	friends	
and	I	were	hard	off.	We	had	no	money	and	no	food.	The	
fridge was empty. 

So,	 we	 all	 went	 to	 visit	 my	 cousin	 around	 2:00	 or	
3:00	 in	the	afternoon.	When	we	got	there,	 they	had	just	
finished	eating	 lunch.	My	cousin	asked	us	 if	we	wanted	
to have anything to eat. I was going to say yes, but one of 
my	friends	was	embarrassed,	and	quickly	said	that	we	had	
just	had	a	big	meal.	So	there	we	were	talking	for	another	
20-30	minutes.	

After	we	 got	 home,	we	 all	went	 after	my	 friend	 and	
told him that he had to go somewhere and bring us all 
something	 to	 eat.	 “Why	me?”	 he	 asked.	We	 told	 him	 it	
was	because	he	said	no	thank	you	to	a	good	meal	when	we	
were all starving to death.

luis Arellanes is originally from mexico.

Winter
AnonYMouS, BrooKlYn PArK

Winter for me is the hardest season of the year because 
it is too cold for me. I don’t go out, only if I have to. I 
am from Mexico and even though I came from northern 
Mexico,	Durango,	it	is	cold	too,	but	not	all	day.	Usually	it	
is cold early in the morning and late at night. 

I	remember	when	I	first	saw	snow.	I	was	seven	years	
old	 and	 it	 was	 amazing	 and	 fun	 because	 we	 were	 out	
playing.	 But	 I	 also	 remember	 that	 some	 people	 were	
talking	about	how	much	damage	it	was	causing	because	
those who had animals and plants couldn’t protect 
them	from	the	cold.	At	that	time	many	people	were	not	
expecting	snow	or	didn’t	believe	it	could	happen—not	in	
Mexico!	Now	it	 is	more	common	that	snow	happens	so	
people	are	more	prepared	 for	 it.	Now	most	people	have	
chimneys and places to protect plants and animals. My 
grandfather	said	that	every	100	years	the	weather	changes	
and he’s probably right.

Summer
MAYYong Kue, BlAine

Summer	 in	 Laos	 is	 very	 hot	 and	 sometimes	 it	 rains.	
Usually	 in	 Laos	 I	 like	 to	 go	 swimming	 and	 fishing.	My	
family	really	likes	to	go	to	the	cave	to	have	a	picnic	there.	
Many mosquitoes bite me in the evening. Every day I sit 
under the tree. The river in Laos is very beautiful.

mayyong kue is originally from laos. 
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Winter Memory
Sergiu liSniC

Snow
rAndY SiPPer, duluth

Subtle	snow	arrives	silently
Wet, blowing, drifting, cold
Burying	mailboxes	and	fence	posts
In Minnesota
Leaving	a	smooth	blanket	of	snow
Behind

randy sipper is 26 and originally from 
minnesota.

Mice
AnonYMouS, PlYMouth

I and two of my friends were lost in Farmer City in 
Somalia.	It	was	afternoon	and	our	car	stopped	because	the	
gas was gone. We sat in the car and rain, wind, and cold 
come.	After	an	hour,	we	saw	a	house	near	the	farmer,	then	
we went to the house. One woman and her two children 
lived	 in	 the	house.	We	asked,	 ‘’Can	we	stay	here	until	 it	
stops	 raining	 and	 gets	 less	 windy?’’	 She	 was	 very	 good	
person.	She	said,	 ‘’Yes,	you’re	 staying	here.”	 It	was	 rainy	
until midnight, then we slept at the woman’s house. 

We	were	very	tired,	one	of	my	friends	never	slept.	She	
was	scared.	She	said,	‘’Hey!	Hey!	Get	up,	I	hear	something	
noisy.	 I	 think	 there’s	 a	 snake	 or	 another	 animal	 in	 the	
room.’’	We	got	up	but	the	room	was	dark.	We	never	saw	
anything, there isn’t any light. In a few minutes, the mice 
fell	 in	the	floor	and	one	on	my	head	and	jumped	to	the	
floor.	 I	 ran	 to	 another	 room,	 so	 the	 mice	 were	 always	
having a bad time.

My	Wife’s	Vacation
AnonYMouS, MinneAPoliS

When my wife went for her vacation to Miami, Florida, 
it	was	last	year	in	summer	time.	She	told	me,	“This	state	
looks	 so	beautiful	 I	would	 like	 to	move	 in,	because	 this	
place	looks	like	we	can	start	a	new	life.”

After	three	weeks	she	has	been	in	Miami,	Florida.	She	
decided to buy a house in Florida and then she bought a 
beautiful	house	so	we	paid	100,000	dollars	cash.	Then	she	
came	back	to	Minneapolis	from	her	vacation.	We	started	a	
long	conversation	about	how	and	when	we	should	go	back	
to Miami, Florida again. 

After	 a	 long	 conversation,	 we	 decided	 go	 back	 to	
Miami,	Florida	again.	So	we	started	to	pack	our	bags.	We	
loaded	the	bags	in	the	pick	up	truck.	We	left	Minneapolis,	
Minnesota	at	5:00	am.	We	got	to	Miami,	Florida,	on	the	
next	day	about	11:00	pm	and	then	finally	I	could	get	up	
from	the	truck	to	stretch	and	relax	after	a	long	trip.	

The experience I gained driving to that state was so 
great. Miami, Florida, is a beautiful place to live. I am 
going to save that house to use after we retire. 
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My	Farewell	Party	
from	Kenya	to	USA
MohAMed SAhAl, MinneAPoliS

It	was	Monday	when	I	was	called	that	my	flight	was	ready.	
I	 felt	 happy	 and	 overwhelmed,	my	 face	 was	 filled	 with	
smiles,	 and	my	eyes	were	dropping	 joyful	 tears.	 I	hated	
the	lack	of	freedom	in	the	refugee	camp.	It	was	a	prison	
because	they	never	allowed	refugees	to	get	out.	Since	I	was	
in the camp for over ten years, I felt sad leaving friends 
and	family.	However,	I	had	to	prepare	for	my	next	week’s	
long	flight	to	the	United	States	of	America.	After	two	days	
of preparation, I decided to bring all my friends together 
for a party. 

The party preparation was challenging because it was 
the	first	party	I	ever	had.	I	started	with	shopping.	I	went	
to	 market	 to	 buy	 vegetables,	 fruits,	 drinks,	 and	 other	
necessary things. Then, while I was doing my shopping, 
one	of	my	friends,	Hassan,	called	and	asked	me	where	the	
venue will be. I did not have certain where I will have my 
party,	but	I	told	Hassan	that	I	will	call	him	when	I	find	a	
place.	He	asked	if	he	could	call	me	back	and	we	hanged	
up the phone. 

Half	an	hour	later,	he	called	and	told	me	that	I	should	
return	all	 the	things	I	bought.	He	told	me	the	hotel	will	
provide	all	the	food,	and	a	DJ	at	a	good	price.	I	told	my	
friend	 to	 confirm	with	 the	hotel	manager.	Then,	 I	went	
back	to	the	shopping	center	where	I	had	my	shopping.	I	
greeted the customer service lady and told her that I did 
not	need	all	this	stuff.	

When I came to the hotel, I saw my friend sitting on 
the	bench	and	asked	him	to	show	me	the	manager.	As	we	
walked	into	hotel	office,	I	saw	my	second	grade	teacher,	
who	I	was	told	died	in	the	Sahara	across	Libya	while	he	
was trying to get into Europe, sitting on a chair. I was 
shocked,	but	he	spoke,	“I	am	Mwalimu	Ali,	your	second	
grade teacher. You heard the rumors of my death, but I am 
alive. I was saved by helicopter. I opened this hotel three 
years	 ago.”	After	 few	minutes	 conversation,	 I	 started	 to	
explain to him what I wanted and he told me he’d give me 
a discount. I paid ten percent less than what I expected to 
pay.	Fortunately,	Saturday	night	was	vacant	and	I	booked	
it.

mohamed sahal is originally from somalia.

Minnesota Winter
AnonYMouS, BrooKlYn Center

During	 the	 winter	 in	 Minnesota	 there	 is	 a	 bunch	 of	
snow. There are also four holidays during this time: 
Thanksgiving,	 Christmas,	 New	 Year’s,	 and	 Valentine’s	
Day.	Around	this	season,	you	can	enjoy	activities	outside	
such	as	ice	skating,	snowboarding,	ice	fishing,	skiing,	and	
many more. 

At	 times	 in	Minnesota,	 the	 weather	 can	 be	 bipolar;	
recently it has been in the negatives, then days later it’ll 
be	 in	 the	 high	 20	 degrees.	When	 the	winter	weather	 is	
bad, it’s always nice to stay inside and warm up from the 
cold	weather.	I	usually	like	to	bundle	up	and	enjoy	a	few	
movies and music with my family.
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Loosen	Up—Go	Camping
eliA duChArMe, Big lAKe

I came	to	Minnesota	 in	1995.	I	was	 in	Texas	before.	Texas	has	beautiful	weather.	When	I	moved	here,	I	was	really	
depressed	because	it	was	bad	for	me.	I	didn’t	like	how	the	houses	looked	or	how	the	freeways	looked.	I	didn’t	like	

anything.	But	it	was	my	decision	to	move	here	so	I	stayed,	and	I	tried	to	find	how	I	was	going	to	spend	my	free	time.	
I	decided	to	camp.	I	thought	it	was	going	to	be	the	same	as	in	Texas,	but	it	wasn’t.	Still,	I	went	camping.	I	did	that	

pretty	much	every	weekend	in	the	summertime	and	still	do	today.	I	love	camping.	I	spend	wonderful	times	with	my	
kids.	They	love	camping,	too.	Every	summer	I	go	with	all	my	heart	because	I	spend	my	whole	time	with	my	family.	
Sometimes,	I	like	to	invite	other	families.	We	can	have	fifty	people	or	more.	Every	year,	I	invite	more	and	more	people	
to	camp	with	us.	I	love	to	make	friends.	We	go	fishing,	and	then	we	fry	the	fish.	I	love	to	play	with	my	kids	and	my	
husband.	When	we	come	back	home,	I	feel	so	good.	I	start	my	work	week	happy.

My	point	is	that	families	should	know	how	to	unwind	and	it	is	so	easy.	There	is	a	lot	of	stuff	they	can	do	to	help	
mellow	out.	I	love	to	teach	the	kids	how	to	live	without	stress.	Nature	tells	me	how	beautiful	the	world	is;	I	love	to	see	
what	the	flowers	look	like,	the	rivers,	etc.	When	you	help	someone	learn	to	destress	by	camping,	believe	me,	you	are	
going to feel very good. My dream is to help more and more people learn how to loosen up, and it doesn’t cost too much 
money. 

elia ducharme was born in mexico and has lived in texas and 
minnesota. she has been in minnesota for 16 years. elia, who speaks 
spanish and english, is happily married with two children. she loves 
that in minnesota she can truly appreciate the changing of seasons. 
in the summer she enjoys camping near a lake with her family and in 
the winter she likes to go sledding. her educational goals are to keep 
studying and eventually major in psychology. she encourages other 
adult learners that “it does not matter if you feel that you are stuck in 
the mud. never give up and keep going to school.”

work And leisure
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My	Passion	for	Doing	
Hair
AliSA dillArd, MinneAPoliS

My passion for hair started when my mom was in beauty 
school,	and	she	had	to	do	my	hair	for	an	exam.		Just	seeing	
all	 the	 people	 work	 and	 how	 happy	 they	 looked	made	
me interested. My mom loved doing hair so much that 
she	would	 teach	me	how	 to	do	 it	on	her,	 and	 I	 liked	 it.	
I	liked	it	so	much	that	I	would	practice	on	my	brothers,	
and eventually I got so good I started doing my brother’s 
friends and my friends. 

I	was	so	good	that	my	mom	would	bring	me	to	her	job	
to	help	her,	and	her	clients	would	really	 like	what	I	did.	
That made me feel so much better about what I wanted to 
do.	Mom	and	Dad	could	see	my	enthusiasm,	so	one	day	
when	my	dad	came	home	from	work,	I	saw	that	he	had	a	
bag from the hair store in his hand. I got the biggest smile 
on my face because before he did anything, he said, “I got 
something	for	you.”	Then	he	pulled	a	mannequin	head	out	
of the bag, and he said that he got this mannequin head for 
me	because	he	felt	like	I	deserved	it.	He	saw	the	passion	
growing inside of me for hair, and I was really excited. 
My	dad	looked	at	me	and	said,	“Now	make	me	proud.	It	
doesn’t	matter	when.	Just	make	it	happen.”	I	smiled	at	him	
and	said,	“Okay,	Dad.	I	got	you.”	

You	can	guess	the	end.	Right?	Now	I’m	doing	hair	and	
teaching	how	also!	

Alisa dillard is 24 and originally from 
minneapolis, minnesota.

Benefits	of	Exercise
ngoCthAnh vAn, SAint PAul

I	think	exercise	is	needed	for	health.	Exercise	feels	good	
and	makes	heart	and	lungs	stronger.	We	sleep	better	and	
feel	 more	 energized.	 Exercise	 is	 important	 for	 staying	
healthy	and	happy	every	day	at	work.

ngocthanh Van is 51 and originally from 
Vietnam. 

Someone	I	Admire
PAng Cheng, SAint PAul

Laura	 Ingalls	 Wilder	 made	 a	 big	 difference	 in	 my	 life.	
She	was	a	pioneer	girl	who	grew	up	to	be	one	of	the	most	
popular	 writers	 in	 the	 world.	 As	 a	 young	 girl,	 I	 loved	
reading the Little House	 series.	 Laura	 offered	 young	
readers	 a	 glimpse	 of	 American	 life	 in	 the	 late	 1800’s.	
During	Laura’s	childhood	years,	her	family	attempted	to	
settle into farming and endured many hardships along the 
way. 

One year, the grasshoppers ate their wheat crops 
leaving the family with no money. Therefore, her father 
left	 home	 in	 search	 of	 a	 job.	 Another	 year,	 her	 baby	
brother passed away and her sister Mary became blind 
after a sudden outburst of scarlet fever. The Ingalls family 
moved many times in search of a good place to farm. They 
finally	 settled	down	 in	 South	Dakota.	The	winters	were	
long and often brought dangerous whiteouts, cutting the 
family	off	from	sources	of	food,	fuel,	and	communication	
from neighbors. 

Aside	from	the	sadnesses	of	her	 life,	 the	Little House 
stories	 also	 focus	 on	 small	 joys	 such	 as	 wading	 in	 the	
creek,	 taking	a	 trip	 to	 town,	experiencing	 the	delight	of	
finding	a	rare	orange,	and	listening	to	her	father	play	the	
fiddle	and	sing	at	night.	Laura	is	one	of	the	first	authors	
to	show	us	that	pioneer	women	were	smart	and	skillful.	I	
admire and have much respect for her. I remember I was 
very fascinated with her stories because they also remind 
me of my life. When I was ten years old, I wrote a letter to 
Laura because she is my favorite author. To my surprise, 
I	 received	 a	 letter	 back	 from	 the	 Laura	 Ingalls	 Wilder	
Foundation. That was when I found out she died a long 
time ago. I was a bit disappointed because I wanted an 
autograph. Other than that, I was happy that at least I got 
a	reply	back.	One	day	I	would	like	to	visit	the	Laura	Ingalls	
Wilder	Museum	in	Walnut	Grove,	Minnesota.	I	 think	it	
would	be	a	fun	experience	pretending	to	be	a	modern-day	
pioneer	woman.	I	look	forward	to	that	visit	someday.

Pang cheng is originally from thailand. 
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A	White	Minnesota
juAn MorAleS, MinneAPoliS

When	 I	 first	 came	 to	 Minnesota	 I	 arrived	 during	
wintertime.	 My	 first	 impression	 of	 Minneapolis	 was	 a	
white	snow	covering	the	whole	city.	It	is	just	like	seeing	a	
table	covered	with	a	white	blanket.	When	I	got	off	the	bus,	
the	whole	city	had	a	nice	look.	My	first	thought	was,	“A	
white	cake,	yummy.”	After	a	week	in	Minnesota	my	cousin	
took	me	 to	many	parks	 around	Minneapolis.	 Later	 that	
week,	I	went	by	myself	to	discover	new	places,	specifically	
Minnehaha	 Park.	 I	 was	 wondering	 how	 it	 would	 look	
covered with snow all over the trees and the ground. 

I	 love	 the	 park.	
Especially	now	that	I	know	
how	 Minnehaha	 Park	 in	
Minneapolis	 looks,	 I	 love	
it more. I was so surprised 
about	the	snow.	During	my	
entire	life,	this	was	the	first	
time I saw snow especially 
in the city. In my country, we don’t have snow, but we do 
have	beautiful	places	like	the	parks	and	the	forest.	In	my	
free	time	from	work	or	on	my	days	off,	I	love	to	go	to	the	
park.

One	day,	I	went	to	an	Eden	Prairie	park	and	I	discovered	
a	beautiful	place	in	the	middle	of	the	park.	It	was	a	bridge	
covered	with	snow	and	trees	around	it.	Underneath	it	was	
water	but	of	course	it	was	frozen	and	covered	with	snow	
too.	I	ran	to	the	bridge	and	started	taking	pictures	around	
the	beautiful	place.	It	was	amazing.	It	looks	like	a	movie	
set.	 I	 spend	hours	 in	 the	Eden	Prairie	parks	and	 I	keep	
coming	to	them	multiple	times.	I	really	love	parks.		

Juan morales is 24 and originally from 
guatemala.

Sports
hAliMo YuSuF, MinneAPoliS

I	 know	 sports	 are	 important	 in	 the	 world.	 Sports	 are	
favorite games for people. The people have many reasons 
to	play	sports.	Some	of	them	play	for	fun,	some	them	play	
to become famous, some of them play for money, some of 
them play to get healthy, and some play for other reasons. 
Many	people	like	playing	sports	for	the	challenge	to	win.	
When two teams play each other, everybody wants his/
her team to win.

I	like	all	kinds	of	sports	in	the	world,	but	my	favorite	
sport	 is	 soccer.	 Soccer	 is	 the	most	 popular	 sport	 in	 the	

world or the biggest. That 
is my opinion. When I 
was younger, sometimes 
I played soccer with my 
brothers, but when I grew, I 
stopped.	But	I	like	to	watch	
soccer.

The	soccer	has	different	
rules or laws than other sports. The players use their 
feet	and	heads	to	kick	and	to	hit	 the	ball	back,	but	they	
can’t use their hands or other parts of their body. I’m not 
sure	when	soccer	started.	I	think	it	was	in	1862	or	1863	
when	they	made	the	first	national	team.	Many	countries	
play	soccer	in	the	world,	but	they	are	calling	it	“football.”	
Sports	are	a	good	healthy	activity	the	for	body	and	brain.	
When I watch sports, I feel happy, especially soccer. I 
enjoy	watching,	and	a	lot	people	enjoy	watching	like	me.

Bridge
dWight lAMBert, MinneAPoliS

Every	 time	 I	 go	 out	 to	Minnehaha	 Park	 I	 take	 pictures	
of	the	waterfall	and	I	post	it	on	my	Facebook	wall.	Also	
I	walk	up	and	down	the	steps	to	keep	my	legs	 in	shape.	
Walking	 helps	 me	 to	 keep	my	 stress	 level	 down.	 I	 feel	
relieved	all	alone.	So	I	can	have	a	clear	mind	on	things	I	
face in everyday life. When I get done with exercise I feel 
relaxed with a positive attitude.

dwight lambert is 41 and originally from the 
u.s.A.

i rAn to the bridge And 
stArted tAking Pictures 

Around the beAutiFul PlAce.  
it wAs AmAZing.

Juan morales
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Untitled
jeSSe BArKYouMB

One	Day	Playing	
Football
AnonYMouS, ColuMBiA heightS

I was in my country. I played football in cup games. Once 
a	week	 for	 one	 team,	 I	 was	 goalkeeper.	When	 halftime	
finished,	I	returned	to	playing.	My	friend’s	leg	was	broken	
so he was out. I feel my heart after a few minutes into the 
game when at the last minute, a referee gave to my team 
penalties.	So	all	of	my	friends	were	scared	and	nervous.	
One	person	kicked	the	ball	but	I	can’t	catch	the	ball.	So	we	
are losing a cup and we were all crying and quiet because 
of losing. I can’t forget that day and I stopped playing 
football	for	a	long	time,	even	though	I	like	football.

My Favorite Flower
nee loe, SAint PAul

In my life I have a lot of favorite things, but the things I 
love	most	are	the	flowers.	I	think	most	of	the	people	like	
flowers	because	flowers	are	beautiful	in	the	world.

The	 flowers	 have	 many	 kinds	 of	 colors	 and	 shapes.	
When	I	see	them	every	time	I	want	to	pick	them	up	and	
kiss	 them.	 Sometimes	 when	 I	 go	 to	 the	 store,	 I	 spend	
money	to	buy	the	flowers	and	decorate	my	house.	

But	usually	 I	 buy	 the	 rose	flowers	 then	put	with	 the	
vase.	Sometimes	my	husband	gets	mad	at	me	because	he	
doesn’t	like	to	smell	the	flowers.	Sometimes	my	relatives	
and friends come to visit me and then they see a lot of the 
rose	flowers.	They	said	it’s	a	very	beautiful	house	with	the	
rose	flowers.	Sometimes	when	I’m	alone	at	home	then	I	
look	at	my	flowers	and	have	many	fantasy	dreams.	Right	
now	I	live	in	an	apartment	so	it’s	hard	to	plant	the	flowers.	
But	I	hope	someday	 if	 I	have	my	own	house	then	I	will	
plant	a	lot	of	flowers.

Flowers	are	beautiful	in	the	world	so	many	people	like	
and	 love	 them.	We	 can	 use	 the	 flowers	 many	 different	
ways.	The	flowers	can	make	you	happy	with	enjoyment.	
Also	they	never	can	make	you	upset	when	you’re	feeling	
bad. They never hurt you and beat you, instead they can 
make	you	something	special	too.	Most	of	the	people	use	
the	flowers	when	there’s	a	special	day	like	Mother’s	Day,	
Father’s	 Day,	 Valentine’s	 Day,	 and	 also	 when	 there’s	 a	
wedding,	 they	 decorate	with	 flowers.	 Every	 special	 day,	
most	people	use	flowers	to	decorate	with	too.	

That’s	 why	 the	 flowers	 are	 important	 for	 the	 people	
who	love	them	and	take	care	of	them.	They	are	not	human	
but they are important and beautiful to the people in the 
world.	That’s	why	most	of	the	women	like	to	be	beautiful	
like	the	flowers	all	the	time.									

nee loe is 30 and originally from burma.
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Happiness
jeSSiCA tAhedl, BlAine

My	name	was	Xuan;	 it	meant	happy	 and	 joyful.	 I	 often	
have	many	 lucky	 things	 in	my	 life.	 I	will	 tell	 you	 about	
that.

Today	was	a	weekend	from	work	because	I	work	ten	
hours	 per	 day	 and	 four	 days	 a	 week.	 I	 work	 at	 Bayer	
Company.	I	love	to	work	even	though	we	start	at	5:00;	it	
is	very	early	for	me.	But	it	is	a	nice	company	because	they	
treat employees very well. 

We sometimes get nice gifts from them such as 
blankets	in	the	winter	and	flu	shots.	The	vending	machine	
sells	 medications	 that	 Bayer	 makes	 with	 a	 discounted	
price.	They	also	help	workers	go	to	college.	My	supervisor	
is opened minded; she listens to all ideas, issues, problems 
to	make	work	better	and	her	team	feels	happy.	We	always	
help	our	team	to	finish	jobs	on	time.	

The	 first	 day,	 when	 I	 started,	 some	 colleagues	 came	
to show me how to do this, how to do that, places where 
I	should	know	to	go,	etc.	We	also	help	people	who	have	
cancer,	 the	Philippines,	and	other	places.	 I	 feel	happy	at	
work	because	my	company	gives	employees	chances	to	get	
better. I have a nice supervisor and friendly colleagues.

I am happy today because when I tried to do my best, 
my	supervisor,	 leaders	and	 friends	 liked	what	 I	do,	 so	 I	
need	to	keep	doing	a	good	job.	I	think	we	create	happiness	
and	luck	ourselves.

Healthy	Life
YouthAnY Peov, SAint PAul

I	think	eating	healthy	food	and	exercising	are	important	
for health. You should eat four to six servings of vegetables 
a	day,	eat	red	meat	only	once	or	twice	a	week,	and	drink	
six	to	eight	glasses	of	water	every	day.	Exercise	at	least	20	
minutes,	five	days	a	week,	and	sleep	at	least	seven	hours	a	
night.	Don’t	drink	soda	and	smoke.	Everybody	should	use	
good nutrition for your health.

youthany Peov is 48 and originally from 
cambodia.

Nuestros	Pequeños	
Hermanos
YAnirA CordovA hernAndez, FridleY

In	my	country,	El	Salvador,	I	was	working	in	one	house	
called	 “Our	 Little	 Brothers.”	 In	 Spanish	 it	 is	 “Nuestros	
Pequeños	 Hermanos.”	 They	 help	 many	 families	 with	
different	 problems,	 especially	 with	 economic	 problems.	
Some	families	do	not	have	money	to	send	their	children	
to school. They are building a special school for their 
children where they receive classes for free and they do 
not have to pay for anything. 

Around	the	house,	they	have	many	humanitarians	to	
help too. Those people contribute money to the house 
because	many	people	are	 from	different	countries.	They	
feel happy helping others with money, clothes, food and 
all that is necessary in their lives. These humanitarians are 
looking	for	better	lives	for	all	people.

yanira cordova hernandez is originally from el 
salvador.

Work
F. Ali, MinneAPoliS

When	I	interviewed	for	a	job,	there	was	a	sign	language	
interpreter	and	they	hired	me.	But	I	was	not	comfortable	
with	 the	 interpreter’s	 bad	 attitude.	 I	 asked	 Human	
Resources	for	another	interpreter.	Human	Resources	said	
the	interpreter	is	very	skilled	and	another	would	not	do.

I	 worked	 at	 UPS.	 Because	 I’m	 deaf,	 communication	
is hard with my supervisor. I suggest an interpreter for 
better	communication.	He	always	tells	me	to	go	work	in	
different	areas	daily	and	doesn’t	give	me	enough	hours.

Also,	 my	 supervisor	 said	 to	 go	 home	 early	 and	
sometimes	 calls	me	 off	work	 because	 it	 is	 slow.	 I	 think	
this	is	not	fair.	Other	people	have	more	hours.	Some	new	
people	work	more	than	me.	Compared	to	other	people,	I	
also	still	struggle	and	don’t	understand	my	work.	I	think	
work	 is	 uncomfortable.	 I	wish	more	deaf	worked	 there.	
My supervisor is not easy to communicate with.

F. Ali is originally from Africa.



100    work And leisure

Cabo	Journey
jiehong Cheng, WASeCA

When	I	got	off	the	plane	at	night	on	Dec	21,	I	was	blown	
by	 cold	 wind	 and	 realized	 I	 had	 come	 back	 from	 hot	
Cabo.	Cabo	San	Lucas	is	a	middle	seaside	city	nearby	the	
equator	in	Mexico,	so	the	weather	is	hot	like	summer,	but	
not muggy. The city is very clean and safe. Certainly, the 
air is very fresh and warm.

My friend and I easily reached the Wyndham hotel in 
Cabo	on	December	16	after	nearly	five	hours	on	plane	and	
bus.	We	were	all	excited	by	the	gentle	breeze,	blue	sky,	vast	
sea, and silver beach. 

First	day,	we	all	couldn’t	wait	any	longer	and	embarked	
on	 a	 middle-sized	 boat	 at	
night.	 As	 we	 boarded,	 the	
sun was preparing to set 
from	 the	 sky	 to	 blue	 sea.	
After	 a	 while,	 the	 moon	
hung	 up	 in	 the	 sky,	 and	
moonshine was on the 
water’s surface. Tourists 
on	 the	 boat	 all	 enjoyed	 the	 famous	 hill	 beside	 the	 sea,	
dancing	and	drinking,	and	the	music	played	by	a	group	of	
singers. It was so beautiful and romantic. 

However,	the	second	day,	we	were	all	crazy.	We	drove	
a waverunner, similar to a motorcycle, at high speed and 
surfed	on	the	blue	sea	surface.	The	water	was	attacked	and	
was splashed in our faces. We felt the sea was so enormous. 
Wow,	how	terrific	it	was!	Afterward,	we	experienced	some	
interesting	programs	including	snorkeling,	watching	the	
dolphin,	soaking	in	a	warm	tub,	and	riding	the	horse.	

On the last day, the relaxation activity was that we 
comfortably laid on the beach and listened to the sound 
of	sea	water	crashing	the	rocks	in	the	sunshine.	As	the	kid,	
my	friend’s	son,	said,	“It’s	a	nice	day.”	Of	course,	delicious	
lobsters and shrimps made a deep impression on us on 
the last night.

So	 Cabo	 gave	 me	 not	 only	 sunshine,	 scenery	 and	
delicious food, but also excitement, relaxation, and 
comfort.	 Certainly,	 I	 was	 exposed	 to	 sun,	 and	my	 skin	
became brown.

Unique	Girl
lAriSSA rAvKin, MinneAPoliS

I	have	been	a	fan	of	figure	skating	since	I	was	young,	so	I	
try not to miss any competitions in this sport. 

A	week	ago,	a	European	championship	of	figure	skating	
took	place	in	Budapest,	Hungary.	Russian	sportsmen	won	
eight	 medals	 out	 of	 14.	The	 gold	medal	 was	 won	 by	 a	
15-year-old	girl.	Her	name	is	July	Lepnesky.	I	want	to	tell	
you about this unique girl. 

She	was	 born	 before	 the	 right	 time.	Her	weight	was	
only	 three	 pounds.	 July	 was	 so	 weak	 that	 she	 couldn’t	
even	suck	milk.	When	she	grew	up,	her	mother	decided	
to	 introduce	 her	 to	 sports,	 thinking	 that	 sports	 would	

help her daughter to 
become healthy and 
strong.	 When	 July	 was	
four years old, her mother 
brought	 her	 to	 figure	
skating	school.	When	July	
was nine years old, her 
coach noticed that she 

had	 champion’s	 character.	 She	 always	 had	 the	 desire	 to	
win	 any	 competition.	He	 recommended	 that	 July	 go	 to	
the	special	sports	school,	where	she	could	work	under	a	
more	experienced	coach.	In	2013,	she	participated	in	an	
international	junior	competition,	but	her	program	was	not	
successful.	She	didn’t	despair.	July	worked	very	hard	every	
day	despite	her	young	age.	As	a	result	of	her	persistence,	
she won in a very important European championship.

July	became	a	champion	of	Russia	and	Europe.	She	got	
a gold medal. This was a big victory.

we were All eXcited by the 
gentle breeZe, blue sky, VAst 

seA, And silVer beAch.
Jiehong cheng
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Life	on	the	Road
vongPheth vilAYvAnh, BrooKlYn PArK

I	came	to	the	United	States	for	the	first	time	in	February,	
2006.	 I	knew	 it	was	winter,	but	 it	was	very	hard	 for	me	
because it was very cold. I was so happy when I saw the 
snow.	 It	 was	 wonderful!	 I	 had	 never	 seen	 snow	 before.	
Two	weeks	later,	my	husband	and	I	got	married.	

After	that,	he	had	to	go	to	California	for	his	job.	He	is	
a	truck	driver.	I	decided	that	I	would	go	with	him	while	
he	worked.	His	job	required	him	to	travel	a	lot	which	was	
my favorite part. I got to go to many states and see many 
places. I loved it because I have almost seen every state 
in	 the	US.	 I	 was	 so	 excited	 about	my	 first	 trip	 to	New	
York.	My	husband	had	friends	in	some	states,	like	Florida,	
where we would visit for a couple of days.

I	rode	with	him	for	almost	two	years.	Life	in	a	a	truck	
is not easy, but that was a great time for me. I will never 
forget it.

Vongpheth Vilayvanh is originally from laos.

Gone	Cruising
MiChAel CzerneWSKi

My Loves
tArShiSh StArKS, MinneAPoliS

You’ve always been my friend 
Even	way	back	when	I	was	a	little	girl
Playing	in	clay	red	dirt	making	mud	pies.
The sounds from you were no lies,
Just	life,
A	life	that	made	me	move	and	be
A	carefree	being.
Being	your	friend	is	so	easy.
I’ve cried to you
Also	laughed	with	you.
You’ve	kept	secret	upon	secret,
Never	turning	on	me.
It’s funny how you can be friends to many
And	remain	so	close	to	me.
From	our	first	introduction,
I loved you so.
Music	and	Poetry!
I’ll never let you go.

tarshish starks is 39 and originally from the 
u.s.A.
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My	Work	in	the	USA
AreFAt MuSA, MinneAPoliS

When	I	came	to	the	U.S.A,	I	didn’t	speak	English	very	well	
and	I	didn’t	understand.	One	day	I	was	applying	for	a	job	
with	the	Justin	Case	Company.	They	called	me	to	work	for	
them.	One	day	I	got	to	work	early	so	the	supervisor	said	
to	me,	“It’s	not	yet	time	for	work.	You	came	early	to	work.	
You	have	to	wait	until	the	time	to	start	work.”	Then	I	was	
thinking	that	he	was	saying	to	me	no	work	today.	I	went	
to my home and after a few minutes the supervisor called 
me.	“Where	are	you?”	I	said	I	went	back	to	my	home.	He	
asked	me,	“Why	did	you	go	back	to	your	home?”	“Because	
you	told	me	that	it	is	not	a	work	day.”	He	laughed	at	me.	
“No,	I	didn’t	say	that.	What	I	said	is	it	is	not	yet	time	to	
start	work.”	He	said,	“Okay,	we	had	a	misunderstanding.”	
Finally,	I	lost	my	job	that	day.	This	is	what	happened	to	me	
in	my	workplace.

Arefat musa is originally from ethiopia.

My	Job
SArAi PArrA, CrYStAl

I	started	to	work	at	Punch	Pizza	six	months	ago.	When	I	
started	to	work	there,	I	was	afraid	because	I	saw	the	other	
workers	doing	hard	things.	I	thought	I	wouldn’t	be	able	to	
do	those	things.	My	job	was	to	cut	a	lot	of	stuff.	One	week	
later,	my	manager	asked	me	if	I	wanted	another	position.	
I	said,	“Of	course.”	I	am	now	preparing	all	the	vegetables,	
which is more important than cutting. I was nervous, but 
now	I	 feel	very	proud	of	myself.	At	 that	 time,	I	 thought	
that there were many opportunities for me, and I wasn’t 
wrong.	Two	months	later,	I	was	making	salads.	I	went	up	
again.	 It’s	 amazing.	 Four	weeks	 ago,	we	 got	 good	news.	
The owner decided to raise the salary for everyone. We are 
happy. This helped us all.

sarai Parra is originally from mexico.

Hershey’s	Kiss
jAzzMYn Snelling, neW Brighton

They	 are	 pre-packaged	 in	 a	 dark	 brown	 plastic	 bag.	
Individually-wrapped,	drops	of	candy	heaven,	sold	in	

stores worldwide.
When each one is unwrapped and descending through 

tunnels and passages, its rich and buttery smell 
awakens	your	senses,	and	creates	cavities	all	along	the	
way. 

A	sweet	treat	children	seek	on	holiday	evenings	and	
special receivings.

A	brand	so	original,	so	American.	
With	its	classic	rain	drop	shape	and	sleek,	shiny	silver	tin	

foil wrapping. 
With	the	classic	printed	sliver	of	paper	that	pokes	out	of	

the encasement, as if to say hello. 
Inside is a rich center, made at home when it melts on you 

tongue	and	slides	down	your	throat	like	the	first	sip	of	
a	special	drink,	

A	drink	that	is	sacred	and	doesn’t	come	around	too	often	
in some households.

A	 bitter	 surprise	 for	 one,	 a	 heavenly	 gift	 for	 others.	
Leaving a rich aftertaste.
They’re something to be desired.
The	delicate	milk	chocolate	center	of	a	classic	Hershey’s	

Kiss.
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Diamond	in	the	Rough
vAlerie CunninghAM, MinneAPoliS

You	can	take	a	stone	and	skip	it	across	the	water	and	dive	for	it.	You	will	not	find	it.	You	can	take	a	diamond	and	skip	
it	across	the	water	and	dive	for	it	and	you	will	find	it	because	the	diamond	will	shine	among	the	stones.

Through all my life trials, through all my mountains I had to climb, through all the headaches and pain, all the tears 
I	have	shed,	I’ve	learned	that	life	is	a	journey	that	all	must	go	through	to	gain.	I	am	truly	a	diamond.	I	am	44	years	old,	
a mother of six with two deceased. 

Raising	my	kids	on	my	own	isn’t	easy.	Knowing	what	choices	to	make	is	difficult.	I	am	grateful	to	be	alive	to	have	my	
children.	My	kids	are	my	world.	I	was	able	to	be	a	stay-at-home	mom	because	I	didn’t	have	help	with	childcare.	Being	
able	to	learn	how	to	support	my	kids	was	hard	because,	“you	only	can	teach	what	you	have	been	taught.”	

I	dropped	out	of	school	at	an	early	age.	My	mom	didn’t	give	me	the	support	that	I	thought	I	needed.	I	thank	the	Lord	
for his help and guidance to help me stay on the right path because my mom never supported me in anything. I ended 
up	going	astray,	not	knowing	that	at	that	moment	I	had	made	the	choice	to	start	my	own	journey	in	life.	Because	of	the	
choices	I	made,	I	did	not	get	my	high	school	diploma	at	the	time	I	was	supposed	to.	Now	that	my	kids	are	in	school	
all	day,	I	can	go	back	to	school	and	get	my	GED.	If	I	could	go	back	and	change	anything	in	my	past,	I	would	change	
everything	except	my	kids.	My	kids	come	first.	

I	am	currently	in	school	getting	my	GED,	and	I	know	that	the	obstacles	that	I	have	overcome	have	truly	made	me	
a diamond.

Valerie lived in kalamazoo, michigan, until she was about 21 years 
old. when she moved to minnesota in 1990, she was amazed by the 
kindness and assistance she received to help her get established. her 
children go to school in minneapolis and are very active with boxing, 
football, and learning the violin. some of her favorite activities include 
cooking at home, going to her son’s football games, and reading 
the bible. Valerie is pursuing her ged so she can go to cosmetology 
school. she has a passion for doing hair and loves to show her 
creativity with colors and different types of stones or jewelry. her 
advice for other adult learners is “don’t give up! you will get it!”

chAllenges
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A	Great	Lesson
delAdeM dogBY, riChField

When	I	was	fifteen,	my	hairstyle	taught	me	a	great	lesson	
about life. I used to have a big afro with my natural hair. 
Because	 of	 my	 slim	 corpulence,	 my	 head	 might	 have	
looked	very	big.	Well,	people	liked	to	talk	about	it.	Some	
of them, whenever or however I met them, would say 
something	 like,	 “This	 hair	 is	 too	 big	 for	 you	 and	 your	
neck	 looks	 longer,”	 or,	 “This	 is	 too	 big	 or	 not	 good	 for	
your	age.”	My	parents	never	complained	about	my	hair.	
Nevertheless,	 very	 few	 people	 made	 positive	 remarks	
about it. 

The negative comments of one particular person made 
me decide to cut my hair. When I met her that day, she 
was	nearly	shouting	and	told	me	that	I	don’t	like	to	listen	
to	people.	She	said,	“Your	hairstyle	does	not	fit	you!	Please	
cut	it!”	I	couldn’t	take	it	anymore	and	did	so.	Guess	what?	
The same people who said negative things about my hair 
were	the	same	to	be	surprised	that	I	cut	my	‘nice’	hair!	I	
couldn’t believe it. I felt I was dreaming.

I went to my mother in tears and told her about my 
unfortunate	 adventure.	 She	 looked	 at	 me	 and	 her	 first	
question	 was,	 “Did	 I	 ever	 complain	 about	 your	 hair?”	
My	 answer	 was,	 of	 course,	 no.	 She	made	me	 sit	 down,	
and	we	 had	 a	 long	 talk	 about	 people.	The	 conversation	
really	opened	my	eyes,	she	told	me	to	emphasize	my	own	
judgment	more,	and	to	be	myself.	She	said	that	in	life—
if	 you	 are	 not	 careful—you	 will	 become	 a	 ‘marionette.’	
People	will	pull	on	the	cord	anytime	for	any	reason.	This	
lesson really shaped my personality and showed me a big 
picture of how people can intoxicate my mind if I’m not 
careful.	After	all,	it	was	a	great	lesson	to	me.

deladem dogbey is originally from togo.

My Experience at 
Adult	Basic	Education
AnonYMouS, APPle vAlleY

Red	light	Green	light
I	started	my	day	tired	and	dazed
I forced myself ready in the morning
I	am	awake	come	school	time	
I	am	alert	and	awake	at	work
Half	way	through	the	shift	I	slow
I	get	my	homework	and	get	ready	before	bed
I	stop	my	day	tired	and	dazed

Guilt
hAnnAh FrAnSon, APPle vAlleY

You hear its footsteps in the silent night,
It’s creeping through your hallways,
Peering	in	your	windows,
In the dead of the night,
It’s	knocking	on	your	door,
Standing	on	your	front	steps
Every day
And
Every night,
It’s	that	hand	that	you	think	is	helping	you	up,
But	lets	you	fall.
It whispers in your ear,
It wraps itself around you, 
Holding	on	tight,
Refusing	to	let	go,
It	walks	with	you,
Sleeps	with	you,
Engages you in all of its ways.
It	refuses	to	walk	away.

hannah Franson is 18 and originally from the 
u.s.A.
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Getting	a	Driver’s	
License	in	the	United	
States
Ming lu, AlBertville

One	 of	 the	 important	 things	 if	 you	 live	 in	 the	US	 is	 to	
get a driver’s license. This way, you can drive anywhere 
yourself.

After	 I	 had	 been	 in	 the	 US	 about	 a	 half-year,	 my	
husband	 talked	 with	 me,	 “You	 should	 get	 a	 driver’s	
license.”	I	said,	“I	don’t	want	to	drive!	You	can	drive	me	
anywhere.”	To	be	honest,	in	fact,	in	my	heart,	I	was	scared	
to drive. I had never driven in my country. I didn’t even 
know	anything	about	driving.	But	my	husband	said	again,	
“You must learn how to drive. The car is the same as your 
feet.	With	it,	you	can	go	to	anywhere	you	want.”	“Oh,	my	
God,	I	have	to	drive!	Okay,	
I	will	try,”	I	answered.

I passed the written 
test	 very	 smoothly,	 just	
one time. This gave me 
a lot of encouragement. 
I thought I could get a 
driver’s license without 
problem.	 After	 about	 one	month’s	 practices,	 I	 took	 the	
first-time	 road	 test.	That	 was	 an	 early	 winter	morning,	
sunny	 and	 no	 snow	 on	 the	 road.	 Depending	 on	 the	
examiner’s indication, I turned right, turned left, and 
everything	looked	good.	But	suddenly,	the	examiner	said,	
“Park	here.”	I	parked.	But	I	made	a	mistake	because	there	
was	a	“No	Parking”	sign	there.	After	less	than	five	minutes	
I failed.

Two	months	 later,	 I	 took	 the	 second	 time	 road	 test.	
This	time,	the	examiner	was	a	middle-aged	lady.	It	looked	
like	she	was	not	friendly	to	me.	I	got	nervous.	My	heart	
began to beat faster, my hands became cold and my eyes 
didn’t	work.	When	 I	 saw	 the	 signs	 on	 the	 road	 I	 didn’t	
even	react	anymore.	I	made	a	lot	of	mistakes,	I	thought.	
Later, the examiner wrote down evaluations such as 
these: “Over speed driving; turning left without turning 
back	head	to	watch	if	there	are	any	cars	and	people;	back	
parking	almost	touched	another	car.”	I	failed	again.	

The third time road test examiner was a young 
beautiful	girl.	After	 I	 told	her	 I	already	 failed	 twice,	 she	
smiled	and	told	me,	“Relax,	don’t	get	nervous.”	Her	kindly	

and	 amiable	 words	made	me	 feel	 good.	My	 confidence	
came	back	again.	Finally,	I	passed	the	road	test.	Thank	you	
so	much,	beautiful	and	young	examiner!

ming lu is 61 and originally from china.

Adapting	to	American	
Culture
AlvAro gonzAlez, SAint PAul

When	I	came	to	the	United	States	as	a	seven-year-old	boy	
it	wasn’t	hard	to	adapt	to	the	American	ways.	The	reason	
I say this is because I was little and didn’t bring much of 
my	Mexican	ways	to	Minnesota.	In	the	U.S.A.	one	of	the	
few	 things	 I	had	 to	adapt	 to	was	 learning	how	 to	 speak	

English. I also had to open 
myself	 up	 to	 get	 to	 know	
more	kids.	 I	had	 to	be	 less	
shy	 to	make	 at	 least	 a	 few	
friends.	Another	thing	that	
I had to adapt to was winter, 
because in Mexico we have 
winter but it doesn’t snow 

and doesn’t get as cold as it does here in Minnesota. 
The	 one	 thing	 that	 surprised	 me	 was	 fitting	 in.	 I	

actually	 fit	 right	 in,	 but	 of	 course	 after	 I	 had	 learned	
English.	It	only	took	me	about	a	year	to	learn	English	to	
the	point	where	I	could	keep	a	conversation	going.	As	I	
grew	older	I	overcame	and	began	to	fit	into	the	American	
culture.	 I	 was	 surprised	 to	 fit	 right	 in	 because,	 in	 my	
opinion,	back	in	those	times	there	wasn’t	much	bullying.	
Kids	actually	wanted	to	talk	and	play	with	me	instead	of	
bullying me about where I came from. The hardest part 
for	me	 was	 learning	 how	 to	 speak	 English	 because	 if	 I	
didn’t learn English I would not be able to understand 
anybody, especially if they were trying to converse with 
me.	In	one	way,	I	still	think	that	I	might	be	trying	to	fit	in	
because for one thing I haven’t gotten a college education 
in	order	 to	get	at	 least	a	good	paying	 job.	When	I	get	a	
college education then, I will be almost at the level that 
Americans	are.			

Alvaro gonzalez is 20 and originally from 
mexico.

As i grew older i oVercAme 
And begAn to Fit into the 

AmericAn culture.
Alvaro gonzalez



106    chAllenges

Temporary	Single	
Mom
SAChie heAton, Big lAKe

I	 spent	 the	 first	 18	 years	 of	 my	marriage	 as	 a	 military	
spouse.	After	my	husband	had	retired,	I	thought	we	were	
going to have happy life together here in Minnesota. In 
fact,	he	couldn’t	find	a	job	here	and	got	a	job	in	another	
state.	 My	 “Temporary	 Single	 Mom	 Life”	 had	 started.	
Being	a	single	mom	is	tough.	It	makes	it	more	difficult	for	
me	to	live	here	in	the	United	States.	You	must	take	care	of	
things	like	Americans	do.	People	expect	me	to	understand	
100	percent	 the	 language,	 culture,	 school	 system,	 and	 a	
lot	 of	 things	 that	 I	 don’t	 know	 about.	 I	 must	 educate	
myself.	One	of	my	kids	needs	 special	 care.	That	 is	 even	
more	complicated	for	me.	I	have	to	figure	out	what	kind	
of	benefits	he	can	receive,	and	how	he	will	transition	into	
adulthood. Life is complicated.  

My	 day	 starts	 with	 taking	 my	 kids	 to	 school	 in	 a	
different	district.	I	am	proud	to	be	a	“Taxi	Mom,”	especially	
during	the	frigid	winter	time.	Sometimes,	I	have	to	be	in	
two	different	 places	 at	 the	 same	 time.	 I	wonder	what	 it	
would	be	like	if	I	had	two	bodies	of	my	own?	One	of	them	
could	stay	here	with	my	kids	and	support	whatever	they	
need	and	the	other	one	could	go	back	to	Japan	and	take	
care of my elderly parents whom I haven’t seen for seven 
years.	 I	 feel	 guilty	 about	not	 taking	 care	of	 them	 for	 so	
long.	I	live	too	far	away	from	them.	Someday,	in	the	near	
future, I hope I will go home occasionally and provide the 
care	they	need.	I	want	to	make	it	up	to	them.	Until	then,	
I hope they will stay healthy and live a long time. We are 
almost out of this frustration and soon, my husband will 
get	a	job	here	and	our	family	situation	will	be	rectified.		

Since	I	am	only	one	person,	I	will	try	to	do	my	best.	
Until	 the	 situation	 is	 resolved,	 I	 feel	 torn	 between	 my	
children’s and my parents’ needs.

sachie heaton is 43 and orginally from hayama, 
kanagawa, Japan.

Forever Lost
CYnthiA terrAzAS, MinneAPoliS

Sure	she	was	my	best	friend,	but	now	lies	to	me	covering	
up her addiction. 

Sure	we’d	talk	for	hours,	but	now	we	don’t.	There	is	
nothing to say.

Sure	we	held	each	other’s	secrets,	but	now	she	keeps	on	
telling people that don’t. 

Sure	I	miss	her,	but	she’s	too	busy	on	cloud	nine	trying	to	
find	an	escape.	

Sure	I	love	her,	but	that’s	not	enough.	She’s	forever	lost.

cynthia terrazas is 22 and originally from 
mexico.

Single	Tear
Alex junge, MAPleWood

A	stark	whiteness	grips	my	world	around.	I’ve	long	since	
learned to hide it all and utter not a sound.

Father’s hand as we stare at mom in her hospital bed, 
where	once	rosy	pink,	her	cheeks	are	pale	instead.	I	look	
with	my	father	at	the	mom	I	love,	knowing	that	soon	she’ll	
die and meet the angels high above. Machines and tubes 
try	 their	hardest	 at	keeping	her	alive,	but	 it	didn’t	work	
well	for	her	in	the	end.	Satan’s	will	was	too	strong,	from	
us she did ascend. Leaving her autistic son to shed a single 
tear, wondering how he will muster it all through this pain 
and fear.

Red
riChArd lAgArde, duluth

Red	symbolizes	passion
Feeds my rage
The	color	of	an	old	brick	building
Is	the	flash	I	see	before	pure	bliss
Red	is	my	favorite	color
At	the	same	time	confusing
Red	is	the	love/hate	I	have	for	myself
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Dark	Inside
juStin hudAK, eveleth

I’m	dark	inside
Like	a	storm
It’s not anything
From the norm
It	roars	like	a	lion
Roar	.	.	.	it’s	like	this	every	day
Inside my heart
It	makes	my	head	hurt
Someday	I	will	sparkle
Like	a	diamond	in	the	dirt
One day, my heart won’t hurt

Justin hudak is originally from the u.s.A. 

New	World,	New	Life
neng YAng, ColuMBiA heightS

My	new	life	in	America	was	difficult.	My	husband	and	I	
had	no	car	in	the	first	year.	We	walked	to	the	grocery	store	
to	buy	food	and	baby’s	diapers.	We	took	the	cart	from	the	
store	to	carry	our	food	home.	After	that	we	use	the	cart	to	
carry our laundry to the laundromat for a year.

After	 a	 year	 we	 decided	 to	 buy	 a	 car	 but	 without	
knowing	 how	 to	 drive	 it.	 After	 we	 got	 it,	 our	 relative	
trained us how to drive it.

For	 the	duration	of	 three	 years,	 I	 didn’t	 know	about	
this	 country’s	 holidays	 like	 Halloween,	 Thanksgiving,	
Easter,	Valentine’s	Day,	and	July	4th.	Sometimes	we	went	
shopping	 during	 Christmas	 time.	 Americans	 decorated	
everything	 so	 colorful.	After	Christmas,	 I	went	 back	 to	
the store and the store wasn’t decorated. I was confused. 

I	remember	one	time	for	my	first	July	4th	in	America,	
at midnight people in my neighborhood shot guns. It 
was	very	loud.		My	husband	woke	me	up	and	said,	“The	
enemies	 are	 shooting.”	 But	 there	 aren’t	 any	 enemies	 in	
this country. That reminded us of the shooting from our 
country.	Now	I	understand	the	American	holidays.

neng yang is originally from laos.

Six-Word	Stories
rAYMundo SAnChez, ShAKoPee

Flat tire 
No	tools	
No	phone

Cold day 
Lost dog 
Very	scared

Rent	payment	due
No	money	
Evicted

raymundo sanchez is 35 and originally from 
Veracruz, mexico.

 

Quit
tereSA MArtin, roSeMount

Quit your addiction
To greed and power
Trying only for personal gain.

You deceive us into trust
For ways that won’t help,
Forgetting about the people.

Induce	thoughts	to	join	arms,
Disregarding	the	lives
Overlooking	your	own	mistakes
But	no	harm	done.

Conceal the true issues
And	sustain	our	naive	bubble.
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My Years of Life
AteShiA BrinKleY, MinneAPoliS

When growing up, I have been through a lot. Moving 
place	 to	 place	 as	 a	 kid,	 I	 sometimes	wondered	why	we	
always	moved	 around	 to	 different	 places	 after	 we	 were	
stable in one place. I hated that we had to move here to 
Minnesota to live. We could have chosen any other state 
but	Minnesota.	My	life	was	joyful	until	we	had	to	live	with	
my	mom.	I	hated	living	with	her.	I	enjoyed	living	with	my	
dad. I was getting more positive from him, not negative. 
I	needed	to	stay	with	positive.	As	a	kid,	I	was	violated	by	
family members and other people. It got worse than it 
already was. When I was 
little, my mom was always 
leaving us in the house for 
weeks	at	a	time	or	months	
at a time without eating. 
We were starving. We 
had no clean clothes. We 
were	just	kids.	We	didn’t	know	what	to	do	once	she	left.	
We were on our own until I decided to call my dad to 
come and get us. It was sad that my mom wasn’t around 
me	through	my	whole	childhood	life.	I	think	that	moms	
should always be around their daughters.

Ateshia brinkley is 33 and originally from 
chicago, illinois.

My	Resolution
rigo gArCiA, Worthington

My resolution every year is for the government to change 
the	 laws	of	 immigration	to	make	it	easier	to	get	a	green	
card	 and	 work	 permit	 for	 residents.	 I	 want	 to	 visit	my	
family in my country. It’s hard because I haven’t seen my 
parents or my brother for more than seven years. I can’t 
change the laws, but I will see what the politicians can do. 
I	also	resolve	to	work	hard	to	support	my	family.

rigo garcia is 27 and originally from mexico.

How	My	Son	Changed	
My Life
lAniKA MCBridge, MinneAPoliS

When I was growing up my mom and dad were two good 
parents.	I	was	the	oldest	out	of	11	kids,	and	my	mom	and	
dad always taught us to be responsible and to value things 
in	life.	So	growing	up	helping	with	my	brothers	and	sisters	
was	kind	of	hard.	I	was	the	oldest	out	of	11	kids	and	I	had	
to	be	a	good	role	model	because	they	look	up	to	me.	It	was	
fun	even	though	it	was	a	lot	of	work.	I	learned	from	my	
mom	and	dad,	and	I	knew	I	didn’t	want	kids	any	time	soon,	
but	growing	up	everyone	was	having	babies.	I	don’t	know	

why,	but	my	sister	Rhonda	
had	 the	 first	 grandchild.	
Everyone thought it would 
be	me	 having	 a	 baby	 first	
because I was the wild 
one.	 I	 knew	 I	 didn’t	 want	
kids	but	as	time	went	by,	I	

was	 26	 years	 old.	That’s	when	 I	 got	 pregnant.	 I	 used	 to	
do a lot of bad things. I was a dancer and a con artist. I 
didn’t care about anybody. I didn’t have feelings, but when 
I	 first	 heard	my	baby’s	 heartbeat,	 everything	 changed.	 I	
knew	I	wanted	more	and	better	 for	myself	and	my	son,	
so	I	went	back	to	school.	I	have	been	working	a	couple	of	
jobs	and	becoming	a	Certified	Nursing	Assistant.	My	goal	
is	to	graduate	in	June,	2014.	MY	SON	made	me	a	proud	
mommy. 

lanika mcbridge is 28.

Depressed
gWendolYn johnSon, MinneAPoliS

Do	you	think	I	want	to	be	this	way?
Not	having	control	over	what	I	do	or	say.
Memory loss.
Concentration	is	off.
People	are	always	harshly	judging	me.
Because	they	are	not	trying	to	really	understand.
So	I	will	take	some	time.
And	take	care	of	me.

i knew i wAnted more And 
better For myselF And my son, 

so i went bAck to school.
lanika mcbridge
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My Life
iSABelle ingrAM, MinneAPoliS

My life was a challenge when I was about seven years old. 
I	went	to	school	at	Bethune	Elementary.	Kids	teased	me	
because I wore glasses. I had to deal with that throughout 
kindergarten	 until	 third	 grade.	 When	 I	 got	 into	 my	
teenage years, well, school was both good and bad. I had 
different	 issues	going	on	about	certain	 things	 in	 school.	
My	mom	kept	moving	back	and	forth,	so	I	got	confused.	
Staying	focused	in	school	was	hard	for	me.	Then	I	started	
talking	with	guys	in	school.	I	had	to	learn	what	not	to	do.		
When	 I	 got	 older,	 I	 understood	 that	 I	 needed	 to	make	
good	choices	for	me.	Now	I’m	almost	36.	I	go	to	school	for	
my	GED	and	my	Personal	Care	Assistant	training.	I	want	
to succeed. I’m doing something to improve my abilities. I 
feel good now. I want to teach my niece and nephew that 
school	is	important.	This	is	my	best	year,	2014.

isabelle ingram is 35 and originally from 
minneapolis.

The	King
john r. everS

Where I Was and 
Where	I	Am	Today
georgiAnnA ColQuitte, MinneAPoliS

Looking	 back	 over	 all	 my	 trials	 and	 tribulations	 that	 I	
have had to go through in my life, I see that they started 
very	early.	I	was	about	10	or	11	years	old.	I	often	wondered	
if I was adopted. Who brought me here; how did I end 
up	here	in	this	household?	I	just	didn’t	fit	in.	I	felt	like	a	
motherless child for as long as I could remember. I can’t 
remember	what	my	 father	 looked	 like.	 I	was	 told	 that	 I	
look	 just	 like	 him.	My	 family	 was	 different	 from	 other	
families	 that	 I	 knew.	 I	was	not	 loved	 the	way	 I	 thought	
that I was supposed to be loved as a child. That made me 
look	 for	 love	 in	all	 the	wrong	places.	 I	 thought	 that	 if	a	
person disrespected me, then that meant that they loved 
me. I also thought that if a person abused me, then this 
also meant that they loved me so much more. I was so 
blinded	by	all	 the	 lies	 that	I	made	myself	believe	 just	so	
I	could	live	another	day.	As	I	began	to	become	a	woman,	
I still believed the lie that I made myself believe all those 
years ago. 

Now	 that	 I	 am	 43	 years	 old	 and	 going	 through	 a	
separation, I am going to church whenever the church 
doors	are	open.	I	am	also	going	for	my	GED.	I	know	now	
that I was never alone. I thought I was never loved, but 
I	was	wrong.	My	God	 loved	me.	He	carried	me	when	 I	
couldn’t	 carry	 myself.	 He	 held	 my	 hand	 as	 I	 walked	
through	 all	 the	 dark	 places.	 He	 protected	 me.	 He	 was	
my	Mother,	my	 Father,	My	 Sister,	 my	 Brother,	 and	my	
Friend.	I	was	never	alone.	I	just	couldn’t	see	Him	the	way	
I	needed	 to	 see	Him.	When	 I	 cried,	He	wiped	my	 tears	
from	my	cheek;	He	gave	me	peace,	so	I	could	fall	asleep.	
He	wrapped	His	arms	around	me	and	held	me.	Oh,	how	
He	loved	me	the	way	I	needed	to	be	loved.	It’s	all	because	
of	Him	that	I	am	here	today	writing	this	story.	I	stand	tall	
today.	I	am	strong	today.	I	know	now	that	I	don’t	have	to	
look	for	love.	I	don’t	have	to	be	disrespected	to	feel	love.	
I don’t have to be abused to be loved. That is why I had to 
take	a	good	look	back	at	my	life	and	see	where	I	was	and	
where I am today. I can say today that I’m loved.

georgiAnna colquitte is 43 and originally from 
minnesota.
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How	and	Why	I	Came	
to	the	U.S.A.
SAM Khuth, eAgAn

My	name	is	Sam	O.	Khuth.	I’m	from	Cambodia.	The	first	
time	I	left	Cambodia	I	walked	for	three	days	to	Thailand.	
At	 that	 time	my	 country	was	fighting	 the	Communists.	
I	 lived	 in	Koa	I	Dang	Camp	in	Thailand	for	half	a	year.	
After	 that,	 I	flew	to	 the	Philippines	where	 I	 lived	 in	 the	
Bataan	Camp	for	a	year.	After	the	Philippines,	I	 lived	in	
San	Francisco,	California	for	five	months.	Finally,	I	flew	
to	Saint	Paul,	Minnesota	in	March	1981.	The	cold	weather	
here	scared	me.	Before	living	here	I	didn’t	know	it	could	
snow	all	day	and	all	night	any	place.	When	I	first	moved	
here	it	seemed	too	cold	to	walk	outside.	Some	days	it	still	
seems too cold.

sam khuth is originally from cambodia.

My Life
hASSAn huSSein, SAint PAul

I	 was	 born	 in	 Somalia	 and	 grew	 up	 there.	 I	 started	
kindergarten	and	I	studied	at	least	two	years.	After	that	I	
began	elementary	school.	Unfortunately,	when	I	finished	
my	higher	education,	my	life	broke	apart	when	civil	war	
started	 in	 Somalia.	 I	 fled	 to	 the	 neighboring	 country	
of	Ethiopia	 and	 again	my	 life	 and	dream	were	finished,	
because when I crossed the border, the militia shot me in 
my	back	and	I	lost	part	of	my	body.	When	I	lived	many	
years	in	Ethiopia,	I	finally	got	resettlement	papers	for	the	
USA.	

I feel I have a better life and also I dream one day I will 
get	my	GED	certificate.	I	hope	to	study	step	by	step	and	
survive.	I	am	happy	with	my	life	in	America.

It	Was	Hard	Coming	
to	the	U.S.
AnonYMouS, eAgAn

I	came	to	the	U.S.	to	be	with	my	boyfriend,	Antonio.	We	
have	 been	 together	 since	 I	 was	 14	 years	 old.	 	 Antonio	
needed	to	move	here	for	job	opportunities.	I	stayed	in	El	
Salvador	for	four	years	waiting	for	his	return.	One	day	he	
called	me	to	say,	“You	are	coming	to	America.’’

We	moved	to	Texas	and	married	in	1997.	I	spoke	with	
my husband about moving to Minnesota to be near my 
family.	 I	 knew	 Minnesota	 is	 really	 cold	 and	 everyone	
speaks	English	here.		Despite	the	challenges	we	still	moved	
here	 in	 November	 1998.	 In	 2001,	 I	 started	 attending	
school to learn English. I found the language is very hard. 
I stopped coming to school for awhile.

One	day	I	went	to	the	post	office	and	asked	to	buy	a	
stamp.	The	clerk	laughed	and	said	she	didn’t	understand	
me.	Everyone	 looked	at	me	with	a	 crazy	 face.	 I	 felt	 like	
I wanted to disappear. I promised myself that one day I 
would	 speak	English	 very	well.	After	 that	 I	 returned	 to	
school. I continue to study English. It’s challenging but if I 
study hard, one day I will master it.

My Life
nAte jACoBSon, BeMidji

My life has been up and down
Like	a	hilly	road
A	road	with	hills	steeper
Than	a	high-priced	haircut
A	haircut	that	was	up	and	down	like	a	buzzer
A	buzzer	like	the	buzzer
At	the	end	of	the	day
Just	like	a	day	of	my	life

nate Jacobson is 29 and originally from the 
u.s.A.
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The Miracle of Life
YAnninA MArlene leon CArloS, 
MontiCello 

Most teenagers get confused and disappointed about 
relationships, especially if their parents get divorced. I was 
not the exception. When I was 15 years old, my mom and 
we children started living separately from dad. It was such 
a hard time for my three brothers, my sister and myself. I 
guess this fact made me decide not to get married and, if I 
were a mom, I would be a single one with no compromise 
with a man. I would support my child by myself. When I 
was	in	my	twenties	I	realized	it	would	be	selfish	to	do	that.	
I	thanked	God,	who	showed	me	the	light	on	the	road	so	
that I decided to have a family.

In	 January	2009,	 I	went	 to	 the	hospital	 for	a	general	
medical	 checkup.	As	a	 result,	 I	had	 to	 start	a	polycystic	
ovarian	syndrome	treatment.	It	lasted	one	year.	After	that	
treatment	nothing	changed	so	Dr.	Masana,	my	doctor,	said,	
“You must have a baby . . . we need to begin a treatment 
in	order	to	cure	the	illness.”	I	remember	my	mom	was	the	
more enthusiastic about my ‘urgent pregnancy’; she used 
to encourage me. I reminded her I didn’t have anyone 
with me, no boyfriend, no husband. I was alone so how 
could	 I	 get	pregnant?	This	 looked	 like	 a	 test	 from	God.	
I had two options: to be a mother or not. I didn’t accept 
getting pregnant without a formal relationship.

I prepared myself to accept not having children. It was 
hard to accept that idea. One year later I met the man 
who is now my husband. For him it was not a problem 
not having a baby with me because he has a son. We got 
married;	he	had	to	come	back	to	Minnesota	and	I	had	to	
stay	in	Peru.

In	2013,	my	life	changed.	I	started	to	feel	a	peace	inside	
of	me.	“I	am	getting	very	emotional,”	I	thought.	I	remember	
it	was	like	someone	was	with	me	always.	I	got	the	flu	and	
went	to	the	doctor.	He	told	me,	“Congratulations!	You	will	
be	a	mother.”	This	is	the	“miracle	of	life”:	my	baby.	I	will	
be	thankful	to	God	who	makes	the	impossible,	possible.	
Now,	I	became	empowered	to	know	that	the	world	is	ever-
expanding and my dreams can come true. 

yannina marlene leon carlos is 30 and originally 
from Peru.

I	Got	Flowers	Today
FeliCiA KirK, MinneAPoliS

I	got	flowers	today
It wasn’t my birthday or any other special day
We had said a lot of cruel things that really hurt me
I	know	he	is	sorry	and	didn’t	mean	the	things	he	said
Because	he	sent	me	flowers	today

I	got	flowers	today
It wasn’t our anniversary or any other special day
Last	night	he	threw	me	into	a	wall	and	started	to	choke	me

I	got	flowers	today
It	isn’t	Mother’s	Day	or	any	other	day
Last night he beat me up again

I	got	flowers	again
And	today	is	a	very,	very	special	day
It was my funeral
It	was	my	last	time	receiving	flowers

Why Worry
Steven Pouliot, SAint Cloud

Does	it	pay	to	worry?	Most	would	say	yeah.	I	think	not!	
Worrying	 simply	 is	 how	 people	 make	 themselves	 sick.	
When things are going your way there is no reason to fret 
about	 anything.	 On	 the	 other	 hand	 being	 sick	 lets	 you	
worry	about	living	or	dying.	Surviving	means	it’s	no	sweat	
off	your	back.		Dying,	of	course,	means	it’s	time	to	worry	
about heaven or hell. If things go one way you wind up in 
heaven, without a care in the world.  If they go the other 
way, no problem, you’ll be surrounded by your friends in 
hell.	So	to	be	honest,	why	worry	about	anything	at	all?

steven Pouliot is 41 and originally from the 
u.s.A.
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The	Day	I	Found	Out	I	
Had	Cancer
SArAh ronning, MinneAPoliS 

It was a very hard day, on my way to see the doctor to 
discuss what was going to happen after they found the 
cancer.	So,	we	got	there,	and	my	husband	and	I	are	sitting	
in the room waiting for the doctor to come. Twenty 
minutes	goes	by	and	the	doctor	comes.	He	sits	down	and	
looks	at	me	and	says,	 “You	have	only	one	option,	being	
this	 is	 the	 second	 time	 in	 five	 years	 you	 have	 had	 this	
cancer,	 the	only	option	 is	 to	have	a	 full	hysterectomy.”	I	
was	very	numb.	So	many	things	were	going	through	my	
head. The main thought was that I will never bear the one 
child	I	wanted	to	have	my	whole	life.	It	seems	like	my	life	
was ending. 

Sitting	in	the	doctor’s	office	I	started	to	cry.	The	doctor	
said,	 “I	will	 leave	 and	 let	 you	 think	 about	 this.	 It’s	 a	 lot	
to	 think	 about	 at	 such	 a	 young	 age.”	 So,	 the	 doctor	 left	
the room, and I started to cry even more and harder. My 
husband	and	I	started	to	talk	about	what	I	was	going	to	
do.	The	doctor	came	back	 into	 the	room.	He	gave	me	a	
piece of paper to sign. It was a consent form giving him 
permission to do the surgery. I started to cry again. The 
thought	 of	 being	 so	 young	 and	 having	 to	 make	 a	 big	
decision	on	my	life	was	very	hard	to	do.	I	picked	up	the	
pen,	 slid	 the	 paper	 close	 to	me,	 looked	 at	 it,	 and	 cried	
some	more.	My	heart	was	beating	like	crazy	at	this	point.	
I	looked	at	my	husband	and	said,	“My	life	ends	here,	when	
I	sign	this.”	He	said	“You	will	be	fine.”	

I signed the consent form and handed it to the doctor 
as	 I	was	crying.	The	doctor	said,	“You	will	be	okay.”	All	
I	 could	 think	 was,	 ‘no	 I	 won’t,’	 because	 I	 will	 never	 be	
able to bear the one child I wanted in life. I got up and 
left	 the	doctors	office.	That	whole	day	 after	 the	doctor’s	
appointment was a blur. I really couldn’t believe my life 
was changing all because of cancer. I felt very alone in this 
journey.

sarah ronning is 37 and originally from the 
u.s.A.

The	Dark	Side
dYlAn SederBerg, MinneAPoliS

In the past,
I	let	my	demons	take	the	wheel,
Driving	so	fast,
The easiest way to feel,
Living life, as a passenger,
Burning	bridges,	as	a	messenger,
Learning lessons, only the hard way,
Makes	you	stronger,	but	only	to	take	away,
Innocence lost, feelings tossed,
Emotions run wild, for the one who lies underneath,
Fighting for only what’s right, begging for the rest of your 

life,
What	would	you	do?

dylan sederberg is 19 and originally from the 
u.s.A.

Trapped	Like	a	Wolf
WAde oSBorne, hoYt lAKeS

Like	a	wolf	in	a	snare
We can’t help but stare
At	the	innocent	blood,	shed	by	senseless	warfare
We	hibernate	like	a	bear
My mind straining, trying not to tear
I	know	what	to	do,	but	yet	I	don’t	dare
Or	is	it	I	simply	don’t	care?
Fires	so	hot	they	burn	like	a	nightmare
I can’t help but pull at my hair
Emptiness	all	around	me,	it’s	just	not	fair
In the midst of the battle
We	all	gather	like	cattle
And	just	when	I	started	to	feel	so	alone
The	wolf	finally	chewed	through	his	bone
Licking	the	bloody	limb	like	it	was	a	snow	cone
We	helped	each	other	fight	to	save	our	homes

wade osborne is 24 and originally from the 
u.s.A.
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I	Still	Have	Something	
to	Say…About	Change
Cherrie SMith, SAint PAul

Hello	again.	It’s	me	Cherrie,	A.K.A.	Mom,	and	I	still	have	
something to say. It’s about changes I’ve made in my life 
due	to	my	love	for	mine.	Back	in	my	day,	let’s	say	late	80’s	
early	90’s,	I	was	nothing	more	than	a	skeleton.	A	skeleton	
I	say	because	I	was	so	good	at	masking	and	hiding.	I	was	
lost.	 I	was	broken	because	you	all	were	 taken	 from	me.	
Know	that	it	wasn’t	by	choice.

It	 was	 then	 that	 I	 was	 sick,	 captured	 by	 that	 deadly	
demon	of	 crack	 cocaine.	 I	 couldn’t	 find	myself,	 I	 didn’t	
know	who	 I	 was.	 All	 I	 knew	was	 him;	 he	 taunted	 and	
haunted	 me.	 I	 couldn’t	 shake	 him,	 as	 bad	 as	 I	 wanted	
to,	I	 just	couldn’t	shake	him.	He	was	there	when	I	woke	
up,	he’d	say,	let’s	go	to	the	stores	and	steal.	He	was	there	
throughout	my	day,	filling	me	with	his	false	hope,	pride	
and	identity.	He	was	my	mother,	my	father	and	my	lover.	
My	God	even.	What	he	said	to	do	I	did,	including	stealing	
from my mother, my brother, and children. For that I am 
sorry.	Please	forgive	me.	Also	he	taunted	me	while	I	was	
pregnant and he wouldn’t let me stop. For that I am ever 
so sorry, please forgive me. I ran from my children for 
years. I am sorry, please forgive me.

That	was	my	reason	for	jumping	state	to	state,	staying	
out of the light and eyes of my loved ones because I did 
not	want	anyone	 to	see	how	I	was	killing	myself	 slowly.	
I	 ran	 and	 I	 ran	 and	 I	 ran.	The	more	 I	 ran,	 the	 sicker	 I	
became. I was so ashamed of who I’d become. My heart 
was	split	into	two	because	my	parental	rights	were	taken.	
My	 heart	 bleeds	 till	 this	 very	 day	 like	 it	 just	 happened	
yesterday.	When	 they	 took	 you	 all	 from	me,	 they	 took	
the biggest part of my heart and soul, something that can 
never	be	 replaced.	 It	 hurts	 so	bad	 it’s	 like	 someone	 just	
took	my	heart,	stuck	a	stake	through	it	and	threw	it	in	a	
coal	burning	kennel	and	continue	to	add	more	and	more	
coals	to	the	fire.	It	never	stops.	It’s	a	continuous	pain	and	
shame that I have to live with for the rest of my life.

I	had	a	disease	that	was	so	bad	I	couldn’t	shake	it.	He	
destroyed everything, all my goals, my family, and my 
dreams.	He	left	me	hopeless.	I	was	unrecognizable	when	
I	 looked	 in	 the	 mirror.	 I	 was	 so	 busy	 medicating	 with	
him I had no respect for myself or anyone else. I had no 
feelings about anyone or anything, he wouldn’t let me. 
He	 consumed	me,	 I	 was	 nothing	 and	 didn’t	 care	 about	

nothing,	I	was	just	a	shell	of	a	woman,	a	nobody.	I	didn’t	
even	 like	me,	 I	 just	played	a	 role	 like	 I	was	happy	but	 I	
wasn’t. I was so deep into a hole I couldn’t get out. It was 
like	a	tornado	had	dug	a	burrow.	I	fell	in	it	and	couldn’t	get	
out,	and	the	devil	just	jumped	in	there	with	me,	with	an	
ultimate mission to destroy me, and everything I touched. 
He	took	my	house,	my	cars,	my	kids,	and	my	family.

Through it all I am still here. I am a survivor, he didn’t 
kill	 me.	 I	 am	 here,	 here	 to	 stay,	 that	 is	 until	 the	 good	
Lord calls me home, and whenever that is I will be ready, 
but	until	then	that	Devil	can	kick	rocks,	kill	himself.	He	
ain’t	got	nothing	to	do	with	who	I	am	today.	Praise	god.	
I	 am	 a	 beautiful	 46-year-old	 woman	 and	 I	 am	 proud	
of the woman I have become. I am a good mother and 
grandmother,	no	longer	running	or	hiding.	I	know	how	
to	talk	to	people,	I	know	how	to	be	ultimate.	I	am	the	best	
grandma	I	know.	I	am	no	longer	ashamed	to	look	in	the	
mirror.	 I	 love	me.	You	have	 to	 love	 yourself	first	 before	
you can love anyone or anything else.

Untitled
jAMeS vAnnort
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Stage	Fright
tereSA SoliS, BeMidji

I feel as if I’m a turtle in my shell, trying to get out and 
explore the world. I guess I haven’t found a way to get over 
the	stage	fright	I	have	suffered	all	of	my	life.	I	love	to	be	
around	people	and	I	like	to	be	involved	in	many	things,	
like	small	groups,	large	groups	or	even	one	on	one.	Many	
people come to me for advice, concerns or thoughts. 
I	always	 love	 to	help.	That	 is	not	a	problem	for	me.	But	
getting	up	and	speaking	is	my	fear.

 It’s not my voice, or that I cannot read. I do have a lot 
to	share	and	even	have	some	ideas	that	may	be	of	help—
like	advice,	or	sharing	my	talents	from	within	my	soul,	or	
maybe even a simple idea of what should be done. I have 
in	the	past	on	many	occasions	tried	to	get	up	and	speak,	
when running for student council in school or even a play, 
but even then I couldn’t get over that fear to open up my 
mouth. 

Don’t	get	me	wrong	.	.	.	I	can	be	a	ROARING	tiger.	I	
have to admit and when the time comes for opening my 
mouth for myself, my family or even a friend who may 
be right or wrong, if it is worth the argument to stand up, 
then	yes	I	have	a	BIG	MOUTH.

I	have	taken	advice	that	some	people	have	offered,	and	
the	 encouraging	words	of	many	 that	have	offered,	but	 I	
came	to	believe	that	I	am	now	43	and	I	won’t	ever	get	over	
this biggest fear of being put on the spot when everyone 
is	 looking	 and	 listening	 to	 just	 me.	 The	 blood	 rushes	
through	 my	 body,	 feeling	 like	 I	 can’t	 do	 this	 and	 beat	
myself	up	mentally	to	force	myself	to	get	that	courage.	But	
I have to accept that this is always going to be ME.

Trapped
Peter lindStroM

Stuck
Can’t escape
Plan,	plot,	strategize
Run	for	my	life
Imprisoned

Peter lindstrom is 29 and originally from 
dumont, new Jersey. 

Who Will Cry for the 
Little	Girl?
MoniCA SMith, MinneAPoliS

Who will cry for the little girl when she’s feeling unhappy 
and	alone?

Who will cry for the little girl when she doesn’t have any 
real	friends?

Who will cry for the little girl who has great dreams to 
become	whatever	she	wants	to	be?

Who will cry for the little girl when she wants to give up 
in	life?

Who	will	cry	for	the	little	girl	when	she	feels	like	her	best	
ain’t	good	enough?

Who will cry for the little girl when she doesn’t see the 
people	who	aren’t	good	for	her?

Who	will	cry	for	the	little	girl	when	times	are	hard	for	her?
Who will cry for the little girl when her family does not 

listen	and	tries	to	be	joyful?	
Who	will	cry	for	the	little	girl	when	she	feels	like	she	is	not	

beautiful	as	a	person?
Who will cry for the little girl when things do not go the 

way	she	planned?
Who	will	cry	for	the	little	girl	when	her	heart	is	broken?
Who will cry for the little girl when she does not have 

money	for	bills	or	food?
Who	will	cry	for	the	little	girl	when	she	tries	to	look	for	a	

good	job	to	support	herself?
Who will cry for the little girl when good education is all 

you	need	to	go	to	college?
Who will cry for the little girl when she prays and cries for 

things	to	get	better	in	school?
Who	will	cry	for	the	woman	inside	of	the	little	girl?
The good woman she is trying to become.
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Untitled
Aldo CArrillo, WAite PArK

In a small town there was a woman named Maria who was 
very	sick	and	there	was	no	hospital	in	the	town.	They	had	
to drive hours to get to the hospital at midnight. Maria’s 
mom	was	divorced	and	they	had	no	car,	so	they	took	the	
bus. When they got into the bus there were no passengers 
on the bus. Maria’s mom was scared. Ten minutes later 
the bus stopped for another passenger in the middle of 
nowhere.	The	woman	had	her	face	all	covered	up.	Hours	
later	before	they	arrived	in	the	city	the	woman	got	off	the	
bus in the middle of nowhere.

Lonely	Ms.	Red,	Ruled	
by	Alcohol
KriStinA jACKSon, SAint PAul

My	name	is	Kristina	and	when	I	started	drinking	I	gave	
myself	a	new	name,	Ms.	Red.	I	want	to	be	honest	and	say	
that	I	don’t	remember	when	I	became	an	alcoholic.	I	drank	
because	I	didn’t	feel	loved.	I	couldn’t	get	a	job	like	I	wanted	
and I felt lonely. Throughout my life, I went through a lot, 
like	bad	relationships	and	I	couldn’t	support	my	kids	the	
way	I	wanted.	I	just	hated	life	itself.	

I	started	drinking	more	and	more	and	drinking	all	day	
just	to	numb	my	pain.	It	got	so	bad	to	the	point	that	I	got	
myself into a lot of trouble. Trouble where I ended up in 
jail	for	eight	months.	I	hated	it.	I	cried,	stayed	in	my	room,	
and	isolated	myself	from	others.	The	judge	that	sentenced	
me	had	recommended	that	I	take	every	class	that	they	had	
to	offer	so	I	did.		

As	 time	 went	 by	 I	 have	 changed	 my	 whole	
understanding about life. I’m getting the help that I need 
and for once in my life I can say I’m not lonely any more. 
I’m	loved.	I	know	Kristina	and	I	love	her	and	she	is	very	
beautiful	and	I	thank	God	for	a	second	chance	at	life.	It’s	
sad	to	say	but	jail	has	really	opened	my	eyes	and	changed	
me for the better. I’m so blessed and I love my life.

Unpaid	Labor
ChA xiong, SAint PAul

It’s	possible	for	me	to	understand	the	African	slaves	and	
their	feelings	because	I	worked	for	no	pay	in	my	country.	
The	Buddhist	monks	 sent	me	 to	work	on	 their	 cousins’	
farm. I was free labor for many months. I only got food, 
medicine and a place to sleep. It was crowded with lots of 
people.	It	was	also	a	very	tiring	job.

I	 understand	 how	 the	 African	 slaves	 felt	 when	 the	
white	 people	 took	 them	 as	 slaves.	 They	 felt	 unworthy,	
unimportant,	and	above	all,	like	an	animal.	I	felt	insulted	
knowing	 that	my	 labor	didn’t	help	my	needy	 family	but	
helped	 someone	 else.	 The	 African	 slaves	 got	 separated	
from	 their	 family	 and	 so	 did	 I.	They	 felt	 lonely.	 At	 the	
camp, there was no one to comfort me either.

The	African	people	were	insulted	by	slavery.	I	felt	the	
Buddhist	 monks	 insulted	 me	 and	 the	 Hmong	 race	 by	
taking	our	labor	for	free.	They	were	looking	down	on	me.	
That’s	why	they	did	not	pay	me.	They	didn’t	think	that	I	
was an equal to their race.

I	know	how	they	felt	thinking	about	their	family	back	
home.	They	felt	relieved	at	not	being	in	jail,	but	also	sad,	
knowing	 that	 they	 were	 an	 ocean	 away.	 I	 felt	 relieved	
because my family was still together, but I felt sad because 
I was not with them.

The	Africans	got	 sold	 into	 slavery	because	 the	white	
people	 thought	 they	 were	 unintelligent.	 	 The	 Buddhist	
monks	thought	that	I	was	uneducated	so	I	wouldn’t	 feel	
anything.	The	Africans	were	smart	in	their	own	way.	I’m	
smart	in	a	way	that	the	Buddhists	wouldn’t	know.

All	 in	 all,	 the	 white	 people	 looked	 down	 on	 the	
Africans	because	of	their	skin	color.	They	were	educated	
in	a	different	way	than	the	white	people.	I’m	not	from	the	
same	origin	 as	 the	monks	 so	 they	 looked	down	on	me.	
I’m	Hmong,	so	I’m	educated	in	a	different	way	than	they	
educate	their	followers.	The	Africans	felt	unnecessary	and	
sad. I felt unwanted and miserable while staying away 
from my family.
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Comparing My 
Experiences with 
Enslaved	Africans
roCio CorteS BojorgeS, ShorevieW

My experiences have made it possible to understand 
enslaved	 Africans.	 Africans	 were	 forced	 to	 come	
to	 America	 from	 their	 home	 to	 work	 under	 hard	
circumstances. There are some similarities between 
enslaved	Africans	 coming	 to	America	 and	myself	 as	 an	
immigrant.	 A	 few	 adjustments	 that	 we	 were	 forced	 to	
make	were	to	 learn	a	new	language,	adapt	 to	a	different	
climate, and endure feelings of discrimination.

First of all was the challenge of learning a new 
language.	 In	order	 for	 the	enslaved	Africans	 to	do	 their	
labor, the foreman forced them to learn a new language. 
The	 struggle	 I	 encountered	 was	 finding	 a	 job	 because	
I	 didn’t	 know	 the	 language.	 It	 was	 agonizing	 when	
Caucasians couldn’t understand me. 

The second endeavor was adapting to a drastic change 
in	 climate.	 The	 climate	 in	 Africa	 was	 mostly	 hot	 and	
dry. I grew up in a tropical climate in Mexico. Thus, I 
understand that coming to a new land is a drastic and 
extreme adaptation. Minnesota winters, especially, made 
it	difficult	for	me	to	adjust	to	a	new	environment.

Third, my experiences with discrimination helped 
me	 understand	 enslaved	 Africans.	 The	 majority	 group	
of people stereotyped the minority people because of 
their	 lack	 of	 understanding.	Therefore,	 they	 segregated	
and mistreated us for many years. For example, several 
years	ago	I	went	 to	a	high-end	department	store	 to	buy	
a	 pair	 of	 jeans.	The	 saleswoman	 told	 me	 to	 “leave	 the	
jeans”	because	 they	were	 “too	expensive.”	This	gives	me	
a bit of insight and compassion about the much worse 
humiliation	endured	by	African	slaves.

It	 was	 difficult	 to	 learn	 the	 language,	 adapt	 to	 the	
climate, and cope with feelings of discrimination. 
Even	 though	 the	 hardships	 suffered	 by	 Africans	 were	
unimaginable, I can relate to them. In this era, we can still 
witness	 discrimination	 against	 the	 minority.	 However,	
people’s	perceptions	are	 expanding,	making	 it	 easier	 for	
people	like	myself	to	call	Minnesota	home.

rocio cortes bojorges is originally from mexico.

The	Struggles	of	My	
People
eh lAh htoo, MAPleWood

I	don’t	really	know	how	to	describe	the	world	we	live	in	
because some people live a pleasurable and comfortable 
life while others struggle without having rest but still don’t 
have a chance to eat what they harvest.

Since	 I	was	a	 child,	my	aunt	has	been	working	 for	a	
Thai	family.	She	is	an	employee	there	and	has	worked	for	
them for a long period of time, but she doesn’t have any 
money at all. Even though she got paid, she needs to buy 
everything	that’s	needed	for	this	family.	She	also	has	a	son	
who was adopted by this Thai family. Even though her son 
was	 adopted,	my	 aunt	has	 to	 take	 full	 responsibility	 for	
all	 of	his	 school	 expenses.	Her	 life	 is	 bitter.	 Someone	 is	
getting	the	benefit	of	her	with	every	single	breath.

The other thing I don’t understand is why powerful 
people	want	 to	 step	on	 the	weak.	We	are	people	 from	a	
different	country	that	have	been	chased	out	by	our	own	
people!	A	few	weeks	ago,	a	man	asked	me	a	very	simple	
question:	“Which	country	are	you	from?”	I	just	answered	
him	that	I	was	originally	 from	Burma,	but	I	grew	up	 in	
a	Thailand	Refugee	Camp.	After	hearing	my	answer,	he	
laughed and told me that I am worse than him because 
I	don’t	have	any	citizenship	identification	card.	If	people	
asked	 about	 nationality,	 how	 will	 you	 answer?	 Karen,	
Burmese,	Thai	 or	American?	This	 very	 simple	 question	
hurt me so bad because I don’t have any legal documents 
to	prove	that	I	am	one	of	their	citizens.

Sometimes	I	think	our	life	is	not	much	different	from	
a dog that is chased out by its owner. Fortunately, the 
neighbor’s house may give you food and a place to stay, 
but it doesn’t mean they love you and care about you. 
There could be several hidden reasons: maybe to sell you 
out,	for	hunting	or	to	guard	their	house.	All	because	they	
get	the	benefit	of	letting	you	stay.

eh lah htoo is originally from burma.
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The	Drug	That	
Changed	You	(Your	
White	Lines)
d’ArBY ABrAMS, MinneAPoliS

As	 I	 look	 over	 the	 years,	 I	 see	 how	 much	 you	 have	
changed.	Not	for	the	good	but	for	the	worst.	Once	upon	a	
time,	you	were	my	Knight	in	Shining	Armor	or	my	Prince	
Charming.	 But	 as	 time	 went	 on,	 you	 became	 the	 Evil	
Wizard	that	held	my	body,	mind,	and	soul	in	your	hands	
or	the	Big	Evil	Dragon	that’s	keeping	me	locked	within	the	
dark	castle	tower.	I	evaluate	what	I’ve	done	to	cause	you	to	
change,	but	later	find	out	it	wasn’t	me.	It	was	an	addiction.

A	mere	drug	by	the	name	of	Cocaine,	or	as	you	called	
it,	 “Your	White	Lines.”	A	drug	made	of	 a	 thin	 line	 that	
can change you from my lover, my friend, and the one 
and only, to abusive, controlling, and moody within 
minutes	of	taking	it.	What	happened	to	me	being	the	one	
that	gave	you	a	natural	high?	How	about	being	alive,	that	
gave	you	that	rush!	Was	it	having	a	family	that	made	you	
turn	to	such	an	evil	drug?	I	held	all	my	disappointment	
that I had for you inside of 
my	 heart.	 As	 I	 watch	 you	
hunched over those same 
white lines, you became 
the demon I see today.

My heart ached for you, 
I cry tears of pain. The 
respect	and	love	I	had	for	you	is	long	gone.	Looking	from	
afar with those same tears in my eyes, I see that “Your 
White	Lines”	are	more	important	to	you	than	your	own	
family. It’s sad that you turned into the monster that I see.

Those	White	Lines	that	you	adore	so	much	are	killing	
me	physically,	emotionally,	and	mentally.	But	do	you	care	
that	I	cry	these	tears	for	you?	Do	you	care	if	you’re	hurting	
your	family?

No,	you	do	not	care.	Those	White	Lines	you	 turn	 to	
before	you	can	even	 look	at	me.	As	 I	 sleep	next	 to	you,	
I have the same nightmares that I live through during 
the days. That same line that gets you high is slowly 
suffocating	me,	killing	me	softly.	Do	you	care	how	your	
precious	lines	are	affecting	me?	Do	you	have	the	decency	
to	try	and	see,	or	is	love	not	strong	enough?	I	can	see	some	
drug has also changed me.

Leaving	My	Home	
During	the	Vietnam	
War
hue nguYen, SAint PAul

I	am	Hue	Nguyen.	I	was	born	in	Vietnam.	My	birth	date	
is	 June	 28,	 1956.	 I	 was	 born	 in	 Quan	 Loi	 Hon	 Quan,	
Vietnam.	In	1962,	my	family	and	I	moved	to	Hon	Quan.	
The	name	changed.	Right	now	the	name	is	An	Loc	Binh	
Long. In my family I have my dad and mom, one brother, 
and one older sister. I have six children. 

In	1963,	when	I	was	seven	years	old	I	went	to	school,	
the	first	 grade.	After	 fourth	grade,	 I	 didn’t	 go	 to	 school	
because	in	Vietnam	if	you	have	money,	you	have	school,	
and	if	you	have	no	money,	you	have	no	school.	At	home	
I	helped	my	mom	and	dad.	I	cooked.	My	mom	and	dad	
were farmers.

During	the	Vietnam	War,	March	5,	1972,	was	the	first	
attack	near	my	home.	March	10,	1972,	at	11:00	am,	many	
people	and	my	family	walked	to	move	from	Binh	Long	to	
Tan	Khai.	We	stayed	in	Tan	Khai	one	week.	At	7:00	pm,	

we	 left	 Tan	 Khai.	 March	
13,	 1972,	 at	 12:00	 pm,	my	
family and other people 
walked	 from	 Tan	 Khai	 to	
Chan Thanh. We stayed 
in	 Chan	Thanh	 one	 week.	
When	 we	 walked,	 some	

people	died	all	along	our	path.	At	7:00	am,	we	left	Chan	
Thanh.	The	name	of	 the	car	 is	GMC	pickup.	My	 family	
and	 the	 other	 people	 went	 to	 Binh	 Duong	 City.	 Many	
people	 and	my	 family	moved	 from	Binh	Duong	 to	Gia	
Ray	Long	Khanh	City	on	May	8,	1975.

Now	I	live	in	the	U.S.	with	my	daughter	and	her	family.

hue nguyen is 58 and originally from Vietnam.

during the VietnAm wAr,            
mArch 5, 1972, wAs the First 

AttAck neAr my home.
hue nguyen
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Six-Word	Stories
PAvA SudhAhAr, ShAKoPee

Sight	unseen
Got	married
Happy	now

Slippery	road
No	breaks
Pole	down

Smart	person
No	English
No	jobs

Pava sudhahar is 41 and originally from india.

American	Student	in	
an	ESL	Class
gAil BeCKer, MinnetonKA

I	 had	 a	 stroke	 in	 2005,	which	 erased	my	 speech	by	not	
being	able	to	talk	or	understand	people.	I	was	put	in	an	
inpatient hospital and eventually moved to an outpatient 
hospital.	 I	 had	 about	 six	 years	 of	 speech	 therapy.	 After	
that,	I	attended	therapy	groups	with	stroke	survivors	and	
later, groups with people who had brain disabilities.

In	 order	 to	 make	 more	 progress,	 one	 therapist	
recommended	GED	classes.	I	did	that	but	I	needed	to	talk	
better.	So,	I	walked	down	the	halls	of	my	school	to	see	if	
there	was	a	class	that	would	suit	me.	And	there	it	wasan	
ESL	class.	I	asked	the	teacher	what	she	was	teaching,	and	
she said that she taught idioms, grammar, vocabulary, and 
phrasal	verbsall	the	things	that	I	needed.

My	life	after	the	stroke	has	been	a	journey.	I	was	a	child	
learning	 English	 again.	 Actually,	 I	 enjoyed	 the	 journey	
because	I	love	learning.	I	am	still	in	English	as	a	Second	
Language classes. My classmates and I teach and help each 
other.

Comparing the Lives 
of	Enslaved	Africans	
with My Own Life
KlAr PAW, roSeville

I understand that the slaves felt very sad because life was 
unfair and they didn’t have self government. I felt the 
same way when I lived in Thailand before I moved to the 
refugee camp.

First,	my	parents	ran	away	from	the	Burmese	soldiers.	
Then we arrived in Thailand and built our village with ten 
small houses. We lived near a Thai town. Finally, the Thai 
government came to our village and enslaved us. They 
forced	 the	 villagers	 to	 do	 their	 dirty	 work	 on	 the	 farm	
with little money. Every time, the villagers had to follow 
their rules. If we didn’t do what they said, they beat us.  
Sometimes,	 they	put	us	 in	 jail.	They	 treated	people	 like	
animals.	We	didn’t	have	self	government.	We	couldn’t	talk	
back.	We	didn’t	have	the	freedom	to	go	where	we	wanted.	
They controlled everything.  When they saw a pretty girl 
in	our	village,	they	took	away	the	girl	without	asking	the	
girl’s	parent.	Then,	a	few	years	later,	the	girl	came	back	to	
the village with her baby. They didn’t care about the girl 
and baby anymore. Even when we had animals on a little 
farm,	they	took	whatever	they	wanted.	We	were	not	able	
to own anything. Every year, the people of the village were 
hungry because the small amount of money they were 
paid was not enough to feed our family.

There are still many people all over the world who are 
treated	as	slaves.	I	know	they	feel	the	same	way	as	us.

klar Paw is originally from burma.
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Why	We	in	Ghetto
ShirleY Milon, MinneAPoliS

Why	we	in	ghetto?
That time has passed.
Now	we	got	to	get	out	of	ghetto	
Because	we	have	destroyed	everything	that	we	have.
Live	in	ghetto,	we	have	let	the	drug	come	and	take	over	

our world.
And	you	just	can’t	shake	it,	because	you	have	to	shake	the	

war on drugs.
It	takes	all	you	got	and	can’t	bring	yourself	back,
From the world of drugs, why do you have to hold on so 

tight.
We have to try to come out of ghetto.
Life,	when	are	we	going	to	let	it	go?
Every city around the world has a ghetto.
But	why	does	it	have	to	be	us?
Why can’t we come together,
To	help	our	family	and	friends	to	get	out	of	ghetto?
Aren’t	you	tired	of	looking	up	and	down	the	street	to	see	

who	is	watching	you?

The Correlation
eriC PelniS, PlYMouth

The Correlation
Between	Greed	and	Sexuality
Is so undeniable
That	you	must	first	feel
Comfortable enough with yourself
Before	subjecting	another…
To the more insidious
Elements of your own
Personality.

Comparing Myself to 
an	African	Slave
veliA doMinguez, MAPleWood

It’s possible for me to understand somehow the sorrow of 
the	African	slaves	in	history.	When	I	came	to	this	country,	
there were a lot of changes in my life: the weather, the 
homesickness,	and,	most	importantly,	the	language.

When	I	came	here,	it	was	January.	I	flew	from	Mexico	
to	 New	 York	 City.	 Before	 the	 trip,	 my	 uncle	 told	 me,	
“Flaca,	 it’s	really	cold.”	But	he	never	explained	how	cold	
it	was!	So,	I	was	wearing	a	dress	and	a	thin	jacket.	In	the	
state of Mexico where I was born, there was always hot 
weather.	When	the	plane	arrived	in	New	York,	everything	
inside	of	the	airport	 looked	interesting	to	me,	but	when	
my	uncle	and	I	got	out	of	the	airport,	it	was	freezing	cold.	
My	teeth	were	shivering	like	a	skeleton	on	Halloween!	I	
couldn’t even pronounce a single word.

A	few	days	later,	I	started	feeling	sick	for	no	reason.	I	
cried many days and nights, missing my family, friends, 
town,	food	and	everything.	It	was	difficult	to	be	so	sad.

The	 language	 was	 my	 first	 obstacle	 and	 the	 most	
difficult	 to	 accomplish.	 It’s	 sad	 when	 you	 try	 to	 say	
something and nobody understands you; when you hear 
a lot of people around you, but you feel lonely; when your 
ears	 hear	 just	 sounds	 because	 you	 don’t	 understand	 a	
single	word	they	are	saying;	when	you	feel	sick	and	have	
to see a doctor or go to the hospital and have to wait and 
see if they can guess the pain that you are having.

However,	my	 own	 suffering	 is	 nothing	 compared	 to	
the	 suffering	 and	 struggles	 that	 the	 enslaved	 Africans	
went	 through.	All	 the	 changes	 that	 they	 had,	 including	
experiencing the changes in climate, missing families, 
and learning a new language were nothing compared to 
how badly their owners treated them. They never wanted 
to	 be	 owned.	They	 never	wanted	 to	work	 that	 hard	 for	
their food and survival. They sometimes wished to run 
away from that disrespectful and heartless person called 
“owner.”	I	am	glad	that	they	finally	got	their	liberty	after	
many years of struggle.

Velia dominguez is originally from mexico.
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Scared	Mama
KSeniYA dAuhiAlA, MinneAPoliS

When I was eight years old, my brother was three years 
old. My mom left us alone at home because she needed 
to	buy	some	things	 for	us.	At	 that	 time,	 the	situation	in	
our country was terrible. Our shops didn’t have enough 
products, and only once a day shops sold products for 
coupons.	You	had	to	be	the	first	in	line	to	be	sure	that	you	
could buy something. I played with my younger brother at 
home.	But	he	didn’t	obey	me	and	I	decided	to	teach	him	a	
lesson.	I	told	him	that	I	would	go	to	look	for	our	mother	
and he would stay alone. 

I went out, closed the door and tried to listen to him. 
I	thought	he	would	be	scared	and	when	I	came	back	he	
would obey me, but my brother closed the door and went 
to	 the	 living	 room	and	 started	 to	play	with	 toys.	Now	I	
was afraid of what would happen when my mom came 
home, because she would be angry at me. My decision was 
to	go	to	my	neighbor	and	ask	him	to	help	me	because	we	
shared the same balcony with the wall in the middle. I 
had to go around the wall. It was dangerous because it was 
on	the	ninth	floor.	He	held	only	my	hand	for	my	security.	
When I got to my side, I opened the balcony door and 
entered.	When	I	came	back	to	the	apartment,	my	brother	
was	sleeping.	A	few	months	 later,	my	mom	heard	about	
this	 story	 from	 our	 neighbor.	 She	 was	 so	 sad.	 I	 didn’t	
understand	her	until	I	grew	up.	I	was	lucky…

kseniya dauhiala is 28 and originally from 
republic of belarus, minsk city.

Six-Word	Stories
MeYlee SuY, ShAKoPee

Locked	outside
Boss	let	me	in

Ex-girlfriend
Talked	too	much
Heart	broken

Ten years apart
War ended 
Reunion

meylee suy is 20 and originally from cambodia.

The	Story	of	My	
Childhood
jeroMe diCKenS, APPle vAlleY

I	remember	shootouts	before	breakfast
Looking	for	my	favorite	necklace
Growing	up	in	the	projects
Life	stinks
Thinking	of	a	better	life
Getting	mad	and	starting	fights
Fighting with my older sisters
My	brothers	were	my	father	figure
Living	life	just	for	its	thrillers
Barely	living	in	this	world	is	just	so	hateful
The	kids	are	so	ungrateful
And	I’m	no	longer	able	to	disguise	my	disgust
I	know	they	say	we	should	trust
The Lord will come and help us
Or	maybe	I’m	just	being	selfish
But	I’ve	had	enough.

Jerome dickens is 20 and originally from 
robbins, illinois.
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Abdi
ABdi jire, MinneAPoliS

I	was	born	in	1973.	I	always	loved	folktales.	When	I	was	
six years old, I started school. I had a lot of dreams; my 
dream was to have a better life.

When I grew up, the things changed. The change I 
mean,	things	really	changed,	since	1991	until	now	my	life	
has not been the same as it used to be. The reason was 
my country went to civil war. My father died in the war 
and me, my mother, and my four siblings went through 
a	 difficult	 time.	My	mother	 and	my	 siblings	 are	 still	 in	
Kenya,	but	I	call	my	family	every	time	and	I	visited	Kenya	
in	2012	to	see	how	my	mother	and	four	siblings	are	doing.	
So,	they	are	doing	okay.	The	things	get	better	day	by	day,	
but what I saw and what I remember, I never forget.

Abdi Jire is originally from somalia.

Tears	of	a	Stranger
jordAn vAughAn, AnnAndAle

The	sky	full	of	gloom	as	water	drips,
With unstable hands, it’s hard to grip.
Feeling	agony	at	a	distance;	Fears	and	Danger,
It’s	hard	to	comprehend	the	Tears	of	a	Stranger.

No	plot	explained,	the	weeping	tells	a	story.
A	lion’s	mouth	wide	open,	but	you	can’t	hear	him	roaring.
It’s	difficult	to	feel	peace	Near	the	Anger.
Often	misunderstood	are	the	Tears	of	a	Stranger.

Happiness,	adrift	at	sea.
In	darkness	it’s	hard	to	see.
A	conundrum	of	emotions;	weird	behavior,
Drowning	in	the	Tears	of	a	Stranger.

Helping	Glasses
dAh Pree, SAint PAul

The	object	I	have	chosen	are	my	glasses.	The	glasses	are	
special for me to see when I am in school or wherever I go. 
I	can	see	clearly	when	I	wear	them.	Also	it	helps	me	when	
I	read	books	and	helps	me	see	closer	to	people.	The	glasses	
are really thin and the color of the frame is gray. The shape 
is square and a little big, and perfect for my face. It feels 
smooth, light. The frame has gray and white light. There’s 
also the color brown on the frame. There are some curly 
designs. The frame is a little bit bigger.

I	received	the	glasses	from	a	small	clinic.	When	I	look	
at	these	glasses	it	takes	me	back	to	where	I	realized	when	I	
need	it.	I	realized	I	need	it	when	I	sat	in	classes.	Also	when	
I	watched	movies.	There	was	a	girl	and	she	was	Hmong,	
working	in	small	clinic.	It	comes	from	a	clinic,	and	I	don’t	
know	where	but	I	know	it	comes	from	there.	When	I	got	
into	 the	 clinic	 and	 they	 checked	 in	my	eyes,	 one	of	 the	
nurses	puffed	 the	 air	 into	my	 eye	 and	 I	 feel	 like	 I	 don’t	
want	her	to	puff	the	air	into	my	other	eye.	

When I wear them I can see a lot better, see the small 
letters on the white board, and am better at watching 
movies too. I learned that I need my glasses when I wear 
them and they help me see better everywhere.

dah Pree is 19 and originally from burma.

A	Lonely	Girl
oCtAviA PerKinS, MinneAPoliS

A	lonely	girl	without	happiness
A	lonely	girl	who	needs	love	and	to	be	loved
A	lonely	girl	with	fear
A	lonely	girl	with	anger
A	lonely	girl	that	strayed	away
A	lonely	girl	on	the	wrong	path
A	lonely	girl	that	cries	night	after	night	full	of	tears
A	lonely	girl	that	tries	to	find	her	way
A	lonely	girl	standing	here	today
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Comparing My 
Experiences with 
African	Slaves
roCio ronQuillo, lAuderdAle

I	 can’t	 compare	my	 experiences	with	African	 slaves.	 To	
me, nothing from my past, even some very hard times 
when I lived with my family as a child or even a teen, 
is	even	close.	 I	can’t	 imagine	so	much	suffering	that	 the	
slaves	 had	 to	 face.	 How	 many	 questions	 without	 any	
answers	could	they	have?

When	 I	 decided	 to	 come	 to	 Minnesota,	 I	 just	 felt	
anxiety	 because	 I	 didn’t	 know	 how	 it	 could	 be	 to	 start	
a new life in a country where some people were racist, 
especially	with	Mexicans.	But	I	also	heard	that	here	you	
could	find	 a	 job	more	 easily	 and	 get	 better	 pay	 than	 in	
my	country.	So,	considering	my	difficult	situation	at	that	
time, I chose to come, no matter what.

During	my	first	 years,	 I	 faced	hard	 times	because	of	
the language. It was very hard to understand what people 
tried to tell me and how impatient they were when I 
didn’t understand. I remember a bus driver when my 
daughter was in third grade. We were waiting at the bus 
stop.	When	 he	 stopped,	 I	 walked	 with	my	 daughter	 to	
say	 “good	morning”	but	he	never	 answered	me.	 I	 really	
felt bad. The next days during the whole school year, he 
never	answered	my	salutations.	He	was	Asian.	I	thought	
immigrants, no matter where they came from, should 
have more solidarity with each other.

rocio ronquillo is originally from mexico.

Coming	to	America
lAYlA oMAr, APPle vAlleY

My	name	is	Layla	Omar	and	I	am	from	Somalia.	I	came	to	
the	United	States	in	November	2008.	When	I	came	here,	I	
studied	English.	I	couldn’t	speak	any	English.	If	I	needed	
a	doctor,	I	needed	someone	who	spoke	my	language.	If	I	
didn’t	get	the	person	who	spoke	my	languages	to	interpret,	
the doctor couldn’t help me because I didn’t understand 
anything.	 Now	 I	 feel	 proud	 because	 I	 understand	 and	
speak	English.	I	also	read	and	write	in	English	too.

layla omar is originally from somalia.
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A	Day	in	the	Gold	Mine
ojulu oMot, BAYPort

When	I	was	in	Africa,	I	used	to	work	in	a	gold	mine.	It	was	the	most	difficult	and	dirty	job	I	have	ever	worked	in	
and	seen	in	my	life.	I	was	digging	gold	from	sticky	mud	and	rocks	that	made	my	whole	body	dirty.	When	I	was	

done	with	the	digging,	I	would	carry	the	heavy	buckets	to	the	river	to	wash	off	the	mud	and	rocks	to	get	the	gold	clean.	
In	my	opinion,	gold	mine	work	is	the	most	difficult	and	dirty	job	on	earth.	

Today,	I	am	still	digging	for	a	different	type	of	important	gold	with	my	own	schooling.	Each	day,	I	come	to	school	
to	dig	for	new	words.	In	short,	I	am	digging	harder	today,	for	both	wisdom	and	knowledge	from	school.	Instead	of	
carrying	the	hand	hoes,	buckets,	mud,	and	rocks	to	the	rivers,	now,	I	am	carrying	books,	pens,	and	pencils	with	me	
to	class.	The	new	gold	that	I	am	digging	each	day	is	an	easy	and	clean	job.	It	has	opened	my	eyes	to	see	the	difference	
between	a	good	and	bad	life.	Also,	it	helps	me	to	know	how	to	read,	write,	and	speak	the	new	language	that	I	didn’t	know	
before.	Best	of	all,	while	digging	for	new	gold,	the	process	helps	me	while	writing	my	autobiography.	In	general,	the	new	
gold	being	mined	from	my	schooling	gives	me	both	wisdom	and	knowledge.	Now,	I	want	to	encourage	all	people	who	
are	presently	in	their	own	journey,	or	who	currently	don’t	have	an	education	background	to	dig	hard	for	their	own	gold	
in	their	own	life.	Thank	you.	This	is	a	true	short	story.

ojulu omot came to America in september 1993. he is originally from sudan, but he has also lived in 
ethiopia and kenya. ojulu can speak his tribe’s language, an ethiopian language, and english. he has 
lived in minnesota for about 16 years, but has spent the majority of that time in prison. when asked 
what he likes about minnesota, he said, “the state provides an opportunity for refugees to have a 
better life through social and education programs.” ojulu, whose family was not educated, strives 
to always keep learning and improving his understanding of the english language. in fact, learning 
to read and write in english has allowed him a chance to start writing his life story. his goal upon 
being released from prison is to accomplish good deeds to become a better person. his educational 
goals involve getting his ged and going to college to earn his bachelor’s degree. his advice to other 
adult learners, especially to those in prison, is, “Figure out who you are first. Next, when you are 
given an opportunity to go to school, don’t abuse it. come to class equipped and ready to learn. 
if you need help, don’t be afraid to ask others. lastly, whenever you’re not in class, study outside 
of class-time. Spending time outside of class can help in succeeding toward your future dreams.”

educAtion
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My Experience at 
Adult	Basic	Education
todd KePPerS, eAgAn

If	you’d	asked	me	one	year	ago	if	I	thought	I	would	end	
up	going	back	to	high	school	with	students	who	are	high	
school	age,	I	would’ve	laughed	and	said,	“Yeah,	right.”

An	unexpected	change	in	the	course	of	my	life	led	me	
to	 this	 school.	At	 first	 I	 thought	 I	would	 take	 the	GED	
test,	but	when	 I	 learned	 that	 I	 could	finish	my	diploma	
in	 twelve	 weeks,	 I	 decided	 to	 do	 it.	 Besides,	 I	 knew	 it	
would	make	my	parents	happy	if	I	received	a	high	school	
diploma.

I	walked	 into	 class	 on	 the	 first	 day	 feeling	 less	 than	
enthusiastic. I saw I was the oldest person in the class not 
by a couple years, but a couple decades. I thought, “This 
is	not	for	me.”	Then	class	started.	It	wasn’t	 long	before	I	
felt a part of my brain that I hardly remembered start to 
work.	After	 years	 and	 years	 of	 drug	use	 and	 crime	 and	
constantly being afraid that any police contact would 
result	in	arrest	and	jail,	I	didn’t	even	think	I	had	that	part	
of me that could learn, let alone be excited by it.

I	began	waking	up	in	the	morning	feeling	like	I	couldn’t	
wait to get to school. Every day I learned something new 
or heard something I hadn’t heard before. What surprised 
me most was that I was still capable of learning. Years of 
drug	use	hadn’t	killed	my	brain.	Even	more	shocking	was	
the idea that I could feel pride for something I was doing. 
I hadn’t felt proud of anything I’d done for a long time. 

My attitude and life continued to improve during 
fall term.  I noticed that over time I was accomplishing 
goals.	All	these	seemingly	small	steps	had	started	me	on	
a	journey.	I	was	not	only	succeeding	in	school	but	in	all	
other aspects of my life as well.

What	 I	first	 thought	of	 as	 a	 big	 step	back	 in	my	 life	
actually	turned	out	to	be	a	huge	leap	forward.	Attending	
this	school	gave	me	back	the	person	I	once	was	and	has	
changed the course of my life. I can honestly say that 
attending this school was the best decision I’ve made 
in	 twenty	years,	 and	 I’m	 immeasurably	 thankful	 for	 the	
teachers	 and	 staff	 who	 helped	 me	 become	 optimistic	
about my new life.

todd keppers is 44 and originally from the 
u.s.A.

Family and Camp 
School
eSter rAhAni, BrooKlYn Center

First,	 I	was	born	 in	Democratic	Republic	of	Congo.	My	
family	moved	to	Tanzania	from	Congo.	I	grew	up	there	in	
the camp. That is where it happened to me that my ear was 
hurt and I became deaf when I was four years old. 

Then, I went to school in the camp. In a small town 
there	 was	 a	 school	 with	 a	 few	 deaf	 and	 different	 sign	
languages,	not	the	same	as	American	and	English.	I	had	
four	languages:	Kiswahili,	Kibembe,	Kirundi,	French,	and	
three	 other	 languages,	 too.	 I	 still	 speak	 only	 Kiswahili	
with	my	family.	But	my	old	school	was	not	free.	Because	
they required we pay a fee for school everyday and it is not 
free school in the camp. We don’t have enough money for 
deaf school there. We were still poor. 

After	 that,	my	 family	 decided	 to	moved	 to	America	
in	Houston,	Texas,	from	Africa	when	I	was	14	years	old.	
I went to a mainstream school with deaf and hearing. 
But	there	were	not	interpreters	for	me.	My	brother	and	I	
searched for and found a big deaf school and I was very 
happy. I moved to the other deaf school where they had 
some interpreters in Texas. I was very shy and I didn’t 
know	American	Sign	Language	or	English.	That	was	my	
first	time	to	take	classes	and	I	met	with	a	fully	deaf	class	
without	hearing	students	like	a	mainstream	school.	

Finally, we moved to Minnesota and I was a new 
student	 at	 Southwest	 High	 School.	 I	 had	 worked	 five	
different	jobs:	Savers,	North	Memorial	Hospital,	T.J.	Maxx,	
Little	Caesars	Pizza,	and	Value	Village.	I	graduated	from	
high	school.	Then,	I	went	to	school	at	VECTOR	program	
for	 helping	 students	 find	 a	 job	 and	 get	 experience.	 I	
graduated	from	VECTOR	program	in	2012.	Now,	I	attend	
school	at	the	Deaf	ABE.

ester rahani is originally from democratic 
republic of congo.
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Memories
lourdeS torreS h., BrooKlYn PArK

I	 remember	 when	 I	 got	 the	 first	 opportunity	 to	 learn	
English.	When	 I	 asked	 the	manager	 for	 a	 new	 raise	 he	
asked	me,	 “You	want	 a	 raise?”	 I	 said,	 “Yes,	 I	 am	a	hard	
worker,	punctual,	 always	 I	 follow	 the	 rules.	 I	 keep	busy	
when	it	is	slow.”	So	he	said,	“If	you	want	a	raise,	you	have	
to start English class. The company will pay for one year 
so	you	want	to	take	an	English	class	for	one	year	for	sure.	
You’ll	 get	 a	 raise	 but	 you	need	 to	 promise	 to	 finish	 the	
English	class	and	you	will	get	a	raise.”	I	said,	“Yes	I	will.”	

So	 I	 started	 in	 2006;	 I	 was	 done	 in	 2007.	 I	 got	 my	
diploma from this class but it wasn’t enough so I started 
to	come	to	the	Adult	Education	Center	for	English	class.	
I	started	 in	class	C,	and	now	I	am	finishing	class	E.	For	
my	work	 I	 got	 a	promotion	 to	 cashier	 in	2009,	 so	 I	 am	
happy to reach my goals. I really appreciated it that people 
trust me and helped me to learn English, including my 
children.	I	hope	to	get	my	GED	in	the	future.

My	Daughter’s	Final	
Exam at Chinese 
School
enhuA lin, eAgAn

On	January	11,	2014	was	my	daughter	Jenna’s	final	exam	
day	at	Chinese	school.	She	was	in	second	grade.	She	got	
one hundred percent on the Chinese reading test.

I	knew	Jenna	could	read	and	knows	a	lot	of	Chinese,	
but I was still surprised. Especially, she wrote story about 
Little	Monkey.	Although	she	didn’t	use	punctuation,	I	felt	
she	did	her	best.	After	the	test	I	promised	to	buy	her	a	gift.	
She	was	so	happy.

enhua lin is originally from china.

My	Personal	Reading	
History
AtSuFoe eKlou, SAint PAul

My personal reading history began early when I was in 
elementary school. First, my father helped and encouraged 
me	in	my	reading	development.	He	always	told	me	about	
the	importance	of	reading.	He	said	that	by	reading	I	could	
improve	my	 vocabulary,	 grammar,	 and	 conjugation.	He	
also told me that I can avoid errors in dictation questions 
in the compulsory age to primary school in my country. 

I	started	with	story	books.	I	remember	that	I	couldn’t	
even see a paper on my way without stopping. I always 
picked	it	up	and	read	the	content.	When	I	started	reading	
a	book,	I	was	excited	to	finish	it	and	told	what	happened	
to	my	father.	Reading	books	helped	me	a	lot	in	my	school.	
I	was	the	first	student	in	my	classroom	in	dictation.	I	knew	
every	rule	of	grammar,	conjugation,	and	vocabulary.	

My	father	had	many	classic	 literary	books	of	authors	
such	as	Émile	Zola,	Victor	Hugo,	and	Jean	de	La	Fontaine,	
as	well	 as	philosophical	books	 in	his	 library,	which	was	
located in a corner of the living room. I spent most of 
my free hours there. It helped me at high school and 
university,	where	the	way	they	teach	is	very	different	from	
the elementary school. The teacher would tell the students 
to	read	some	books	for	the	exam	and	if	you	did	not	read	
these	books	you	would	automatically	fail.

I	 like	 all	 books	 such	 as	 newspapers	 and	 magazines	
as well as advertisements, instructions, email, and text 
messages.	I	also	like	to	read	the	Bible.	Now	I	cannot	read	
like	when	I	was	an	adolescent,	but	I	read	books	to	my	son	
every day before he goes to sleep.

I	felt	like	an	“insider”	in	relation	to	reading	a	lot	of	the	
time,	and	sometimes	it	makes	me	cry	even	if	it	is	a	fictional	
story	 like	Germinal	by	Émile	Zola.	When	I	was	reading	
that	book,	 I	 felt	 like	workers	 in	 the	mines	who	suffered	
and	died	only	 for	daily	bread.	Their	working	conditions	
were	very	painful,	so	that	I	was	excited	to	know	how	the	
book	would	end.

Atsufoe eklou is originally from togo. 
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My	Angels
Anh duong, BrooKlYn PArK

I heard someone say that doctors who had saved people’s 
lives	are	 like	angels.	Yes,	 it	 is	 true.	However,	 for	me,	we	
still have other angels who teach us how to read, write, 
and	give	us	lots	of	knowledge	to	become	useful	people	to	
family and society. Those angels are teachers who have 
trained people to become engineers, doctors, scientists, 
and almost everybody, including people who are the 
heads of their countries. 

When	I	came	to	the	U.S.,	the	first	big	question	in	my	
mind	was	how	to	speak	English	to	live	here.	It	seemed	like	
luck	smiled	with	me	when	I	decided	to	learn	English	at	a	
Metro	North	Adult	Basic	Education	school.	That	 let	me	
meet lots of angels there. In fact, my English improved 
day by day. They taught me from their hearts and gave me 
a	better	future.	However	far	I	go,	I	will	always	remember	
this	place	where	I	walked	the	first	steps.	

If	you	come	to	Blaine,	I	would	like	to	invite	you	to	visit	
my beautiful school where there are many angels who 
have	done	good	jobs.	Today	is	Teacher’s	Day	2013.	I’d	like	
to	send	a	big	thanks	to	my	wonderful	teachers.	All	of	you	
built up my English. I am proud that I learned English at 
the nicest school.

Anh duong is originally from Vietnam.

 

This	Was	My	Bad	
Experience
AnonYMouS, ColuMBiA heightS

When	 I	 was	 in	 the	 middle	 school	 I	 flunked	 two	
assignments. The teacher said I needed to pass two exams 
to	pass	the	class.	I	said	okay.	Then	I	studied	so	much.	I	did	
extra	homework.	 I	was	worried	because	maybe	 I	would	
not	pass	the	next	level.	I	took	the	exams	and	then	passed	
the	next	level.	So	I	was	happy	because	I	passed	the	exams.	
The	teacher	helped	me	by	giving	me	extra	work	and	extra	
points.

Love of Learning
SonjA SAviC, CoCorAn

I	was	born	in	Bosnia	in	the	former	Yugoslavia	in	1948.	I	
grew up in a mountainous area isolated from all the world. 
My	dad	was	born	in	1911	and	my	mom	was	born	in	1912.	
They	had	seven	children,	but	the	first	born	girl	died	at	one	
year old. Then we became six siblings in our family. 

We had a good life in this place. It was peaceful. 
Although	we	did	not	have	any	electricity	or	cars,	 it	was	
a	 clean	 place.	 We	 drank	 spring	 water.	 We	 played	 with	
the	neighbor	kids.	My	best	friends	were	animals.	We	had	
many	 animals:	 cows,	 chickens,	 ducks,	 turkey,	 pigs	 and	
sheep.	We	were	self-providers.	My	dad	drove	once	a	year	
into town and bought salt, sugar, and oil. That was all we 
needed to buy from the city shops.

But	what	I	missed	was	going	to	school.	Today	I	like	to	
go and study something and that will never change as long 
as I am breathing. For me studying is therapy.

After	I	was	twenty	years	old,	I	lived	all	my	life	in	other	
countries.	I	lived	in	Sweden	31	years,	I	lived	in	Australia	
for	12	years,	and	now	I	have	lived	in	the	United	States	for	
two	and	a	half	years.	I	came	to	the	United	States	to	be	with	
my daughter and grandchildren.

I am happy today. My English has improved much. 
I have met a wonderful, supportive teacher, volunteers, 
and class members from all over the world. What is most 
important	 is	 that	 the	 educational	 system	 is	 free!	That	 is	
good for many people.

sonja savic is 65 and originally from bosnia.
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Remembering	When	
I	Learned	to	Read	and	
Write
edgAr AguStin, SAint PAul

When	I	was	a	little	boy	of	five	or	six	years	old,	I	remember	
wanting	to	be	a	grown	up,	like	my	aunts	and	uncles	who	
were	 attending	 school.	 I	 woke	 up	 very	 early	 when	 my	
aunts and uncles did, because I wanted to go to school, 
too. Many times I pretended to be a grown up, and I 
did	 what	 my	 aunts	 and	 uncles	 did.	 I	 packed	 papers,	 a	
notebook,	and	an	old	book	in	a	backpack,	and	I	pretended	
that I was going to school. My family cheered me on, and 
I felt very excited. My aunts taught me to count up to ten, 
and to pronounce the vowels. My grandmother showed 
me	 the	 letters	 in	 an	 illustrated	 bible.	 Sometimes	 my	
grandparents even allowed me to go to school with my 
uncles, as a listener.

In	my	first	days	in	school,	I	was	very	excited	learning	
to	 read	 and	 write.	 I	 enjoyed	 going	 to	 school	 with	my	
uncles, and learning new things in school. My family at 
home	and	teachers	at	school	helped	me	a	lot,	on	my	first	
learning lessons. Today, 
I	 still	 remember	 my	 first	
few lines, stars, and words 
I learned to draw and 
write	 in	 first	 grade.	Then	
with the helped of my 
aunt	 Sandra,	 and	 some	
teachers at school, I was 
able to learn to read and 
write.	I	enjoyed	going	to	school.	I	wanted	to	learn	many	
new things.

	Until	 one	 day,	 the	 teachers	 and	 I,	 discovered	 that	 I	
had some vision problems, as soon as I started formal 
classes	in	first	grade,	when	one	of	my	teachers,	asked	me	
to	 read	 and	write.	 I	 did	 it,	 but	 I	 had	 to	 look	 very	 close	
to read and write. My teacher told me you may have eye 
problems. I felt very sad. My vision limitations caused 
me real problems. I did not have enough vision to read 
the	 blackboard,	 read	 and	write	 on	my	notebooks,	 or	 to	
copy the class dictations. I felt so sad to have this problem, 
because	I	did	not	learn	fast	enough,	like	the	rest	of	the	

other students. I wanted to quit school, but my family 
talked	to	me	and	made	me	understand	that	I	needed	to	
keep	going	to	school.	They	told	me	that	more	than	ever,	
I	needed	to	get	some	kind	of	education,	 to	make	things	
easier for me in life.

edgar Agustin is 40 and originally from saint 
Paul.

Coming	to	the	United	
States
joWAhir MohAMud, MinneAPoliS

When	I	came	to	 the	United	States,	 I	was	14	years	old.	 I	
started	 going	 to	 school	 and	 took	 English	 classes.	 The	
English	 classes	 were	 too	 hard.	 At	 that	 time,	 everything	
was	difficult	because	I	had	too	many	things	to	learn	all	at	
once.	I	had	to	learn	how	to	take	a	bus.	Sometimes	I	missed	
the	bus	because	 they	were	 too	 full.	Sometimes	 I	missed	
the	bus	because	I	was	late.	Then	I	had	to	walk	back	home	
and get a ride to school. Winter and snow was the hardest 

thing. I was not used to the 
Minnesota weather. The 
weather was very cold, and 
it	was	hard	to	walk	on	the	
street. Life was not easy, 
but I was determined to 
succeed in my education. 
I	 did	 not	 give	 up.	 Slowly,	
it became easier. I learned 

how	 to	 take	 the	 bus	 and	 be	 on	 time.	 I	 learned	 to	wear	
many	 layers	of	clothes	 to	stay	warm.	Slowly,	 I	became	a	
good student in my class. I want to be a nurse. When I 
become	a	nurse,	I	want	to	help	other	students	like	myself.	
I	will	teach	them	what	I	have	learned.	Today,	I	am	taking	
Advanced	 ESL	 classes.	 I	 am	 learning	 to	 read	 and	write	
well.	After	this,	I	plan	to	get	my	GED,	and	then	become	a	
nurse by going to a community college.

i PAcked PAPers, A notebook, 
And An  old book in A 

bAckPAck, And i Pretended i 
wAs going to school.

edgar Agustin
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My Most Memorable 
Moment
CrYStAl goYneS, MAPleWood

My most memorable time in my life was when I was in 
school. The teacher always told us if you don’t get your 
education	you	won’t	make	it	 in	life.	We	were	kids	so	we	
thought it was funny when he said it to us, but now on 
down the line, I saw it wasn’t so funny. The most important 
thing was he told us was what was going to happen if we 
didn’t	 get	 our	 education.	 Now	 I	 hear	 that	 man’s	 voice	
every day saying, “I told you without your education you 
couldn’t	get	a	good-paying	job.	Do	you	know	how	hard	it	
will	be	out	here	in	the	world?”	So	now,	after	some	years,	
I’m	 trying	 to	 get	my	GED.	 It’s	 not	 easy,	 and	 now	 I	 see	
where he was coming from. These days it’s hard to get a 
good-paying	job,	so	it	 is	even	harder	to	get	one	without	
an education.

If I didn’t learn anything else I learned that education 
is	the	most	 important	thing	in	life.	He	always	told	me	a	
“mind	is	a	terrible	thing	to	waste.”	I	thought	he	was	trying	
to	be	funny	when	he	said	it	every	morning	to	us!	I	guess	
he saw we weren’t listening to him, so he was going to 
keep	on	saying	it	until	we	got	it	or	it	stuck	with	us.	Now	
who	 is	 the	one	 trying	 to	get	 an	 education?	He’s	not	 the	
one without an education; the one that wasn’t listening is 
the one trying to get the education. I’m one of them that 
weren’t listening. It’s very hard now, but I’m almost there.

When I should have been listening I choose to do 
other	things.	Now	I’m	38	years	old	still	trying	to	get	my	
education. I was going to this school for a long time. If 
I	 would	 have	 done	 the	 right	 thing	 in	 the	 first	 place,	 I	
wouldn’t	be	going	through	this	right	now.	I	would	just	be	
done	with	this	by	now,	but	I’m	almost	there,	I	just	need	to	
make	up	these	points	so	I	can	get	my	GED	before	this	year	
is out. I have two more months to get these points I need. 
The day I get all my points, I will be so happy because I will 
be	the	first	one	of	my	mother’s	kids	to	get	an	education.

(Crystal	received	her	GED	December	2013!)

Realizing	My	Need	for	
Education
MAriA reYeS, Big lAKe 

I	didn’t	have	the	opportunity	to	finish	high	school	because	
where I lived the possibility was to attend only through 
ninth	 grade.	 When	 I	 arrived	 from	 San	 Luis	 Potosi,	
Mexico,	 I	 didn’t	 know	 any	 English.	 Two	 weeks	 after	 I	
arrived,	I	started	working.	The	person	in	charge	of	hiring	
staff	 for	 production	 was	 bilingual,	 and	 I	 didn’t	 have	 to	
speak	English.	At	 that	 time	 I	was	 the	youngest	of	 all	 of	
the	workers.	One	day,	a	man	who	worked	there	asked	me	
if	I	was	attending	school.	I	answered,	“No.”	He	said,	“It	is	
not	difficult	to	work	here	if	you	don’t	know	English,	but	
you	never	know	when	you’ll	need	it.	You	are	young	and	
can enroll in the high school and have the opportunity to 
learn English and graduate. If you don’t decide to enroll, 
nobody	is	going	to	take	you	by	the	hand	to	make	you	do	
it.”	I	was	young	and	didn’t	pay	attention	to	his	words.	I	was	
just	 thinking	 about	work	 to	help	my	parents	 in	Mexico	
and to buy things I needed. 

	The	days	and	months	went	fast	while	I	was	working	in	
that	company.	Two	years	later,	the	work	was	slow	and	I	had	
to	go	work	in	a	greenhouse.	Again,	I	didn’t	have	to	speak	
English.	At	the	end	of	the	season,	I	got	a	job	at	Kmart.	The	
job	was	stocking	products.	Sometimes,	customers	asked	
me in English if I could help them. I was not able to, but 
I	 did	 ask	 a	 bilingual	 person	 to	 help.	At	 that	moment,	 I	
understood the importance of learning the language of 
this	country—a	country	blessed	and	full	of	opportunities.	

I decided to enroll in the high school, but it was a 
little	late	because	I	was	almost	21	years	old.	I	didn’t	have	
enough time to learn the language and to graduate. I 
decided to attend adult classes and found an opportunity 
for	people	who	had	not	completed	school.	It	was	the	GED.	
I	took	the	practice	tests	and	then	the	real	tests,	but	I	didn’t	
pass	two.	Six	years	passed,	and	many	things	happened.	I	
came	back	to	school	 to	finish	my	GED,	and	thanks	to	a	
volunteer’s	help	and	patience,	I	completed	my	GED	before	
the	end	of	2013.	Now	I	know	the	importance	of	making	
decisions about education.

maria reyes is 30 and originally from mexico.
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Overcoming	Adversity
PA houA thAo, SAint PAul

I	would	 like	 to	 tell	my	 story	about	when	 I	 came	 to	 this	
country. When I came to this country from Thailand I was 
15	years	old.	I	didn’t	know	anything,	not	even	how	to	write	
my name or spell it correctly, because I had no education 
in	my	home	town.	Akabey	is	my	first	school	in	Minnesota	
and	my	 first	 day	 of	 school	was	 very	 confusing.	 I	 didn’t	
know	where	my	 class	was	 or	where	 to	 go.	 I	 stood	 next	
to	the	wall	and	a	teacher	came	and	asked	me	something	
but	I	didn’t	know	what	he	was	saying.	He	took	me	to	the	
office	and	one	lady	showed	me	where	my	class	was.	Did	
you	know	what	my	teacher	asked	me?	She	asked	my	name	
but	I	just	said	yes,	and	then	she	asked	me	again	I	said	no.	
She	didn’t	understand	me	until	she	found	a	Hmong	girl	to	
talk	to	me	and	tell	me	what	she	had	said.	To	compare	that	
time	to	this	time,	I	can	now	write,	read,	speak	English	and	
finished	my	high	school	diploma.	I	could	have	a	job	with	
a	native	speaker.	I	really	want	everyone	that	has	the	same	
life	as	I	did	to	know	this:	don’t	give	up	if	you	have	a	goal	in	
the	future.	I	know	it	is	not	easy	but	we	have	to	first	learn	
A,	B,	C	or	we	cannot	think	of	a	word	to	say.	Keep	going	if	
you really want to get something in the future.

Pa houa thao is 25 and originally from thailand.

My Winter Memory
PriSCA joMeYA, BlAine

I	 have	 been	 studying	 English	 for	 five	 months.	 I	 have	
learned	that	 the	English	 language	 isn’t	easy.	It’s	different	
from the French language. I can’t understand what people 
say.	They	speak	very	fast.	As	a	student,	I	have	learned	that	
I’m a good student. I come to school every day. I study 
English	 on	 the	 computer	 at	 home.	 Some	 good	 ways	 to	
study	English	are	to	go	to	school,	work	on	the	computer	
online	 (USALEARNS),	 try	 to	 speak	 English	 with	 other	
people,	and	stop	speaking	your	 language	every	 time.	So	
the best way to learn a new language is to do these things.

Prisca Jomeya is 62 and originally from 
cameroon.

Why I Immigrated to 
the	US
olgA eSCoBAr, APPle vAlleY

When I lived in my country, I never thought I would 
immigrate	 to	 the	US	because	 I	 finished	my	 college	 and	
had	 a	 good	 job.	 I	 lived	 with	 my	 parents,	 so	 I	 did	 not	
have the need to immigrate to improve my economical 
situation.	The	rest	of	my	siblings	lived	in	the	US	and	they	
sent	money	to	us	in	El	Salvador.	Not	everything	is	forever.	
When my mother died, I was very lonely and I couldn’t 
continue to live in my country because everything 
reminded me of her. I made the decision to come to live 
in	this	country	with	the	rest	of	the	family.	I	knew	it	would	
make	a	radical	change	in	my	life	because	they	explained	to	
me	that	here	was	different	from	what	I	was	used	to	doing	
in my country. For example, in my country I have a maid 
in	my	house	to	clean	and	wash	my	clothes.	Here	I	am	the	
maid.	However,	 I	 achieved	 the	goal	of	not	 feeling	alone	
because I have all my siblings. 

When	 I	 came	 here,	 I	 did	 not	 speak	 English.	 I	
remember	when	 somebody	 asked	me	 something	 I	 said,	
“No	hablo	English’’	(I	do	not	speak	English).	I	feel	rude,	
crazy,	and	impolite.	In	the	mail	I	received	a	magazine	and	
I read an article about learning English in this English as 
a	Second	Language	program	and	I	decided	to	register	in	
this program. I learned a lot of English. They have good 
teachers that are very patient and very professional. I 
recommended this program to everyone who decides 
to	 learn	 English	 and	 say	 thanks	 to	 the	 government	 of	
Minnesota for this program. They spend a lot money for 
immigrants	like	me	to	learn	English	and	to	have	the	best	
life	 in	 this	 country.	Now	 I	 got	married	 and	 formed	my	
own	 family,	a	husband	and	 two	daughters.	Sometimes	 I	
miss my past life, but I’m happy in this country and now I 
say,	“I	speak	English.’’

olga escobar is 39 and originally from el 
salvador.
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My	Story	About	
“Never	Give	Up”
Chunghee no

My	family	and	I	came	to	the	United	States	in	1986.	I	saw	
many	different	people	when	I	arrived	at	the	airport.	I	was	
interested	and	excited.	My	English	was	like	a	little	baby.	I	
couldn’t explain what I wanted. Therefore, I couldn’t do 
anything without someone’s help. 

I	worked	seven	days	a	week.	I	was	a	very	hard	working	
seamstress.	I	learned	how	to	speak	Spanish	from	my	co-
workers.	I	met	Sonia	when	I	worked	at	a	sewing	factory	
for	my	first	 job.	She	was	 from	Mexico.	She	helped	me	a	
lot.	 My	 Spanish	 name	 is	 Gabriela,	 the	 name	 of	 Sonia’s	
grandmother. 

One	 day,	 I	 took	 an	 English	 class.	 I	 filled	 out	 the	
application.	I	didn’t	know	how.	It	was	very	hard	for	me	to	
understand.	But	I	had	to	do	it.	My	English	teacher	called	
me	a	strange	name	(Heenochoung	Bronson)	when	I	was	in	
the	classroom.	She	pointed	to	me.	I	did	not	know	what	to	
do.	She	tried	to	understand	
me but I was very 
confused.	 I	 was	 thinking,	
“Why did she call me 
somebody	 else’s	 name?”	
But	it	sounded	familiar.	My	
English teacher thought 
my husband’s last name 
was	Bronson.	Bronson	was	my	 address.	 I	mixed	up	my	
name	on	the	form.	She	called	me	that	until	I	understood	
her English a little bit better. 

I	studied	at	home.	I	started	to	read	English	books.	It	
was boring and hard to understand. I was very patient. 
I	 took	one	vocabulary	word	a	day,	 like	 taking	medicine	
everyday.	 One	 day,	 my	 husband	 asked	 me,	 “Are	 you	
married	 to	 books	 or	me?”	 because	 I	 cuddled	 books	 all	
the time. I wanted to communicate with my younger 
daughter again. 

I	 lost	my	husband	in	2008.	I	moved	to	Minnesota	in	
2009.	I	gave	up	the	driver’s	license	I	got	in	1987.	At	that	
time I thought my life was ending. I missed my husband 
very much during that sad time. 

In	2012,	 I	won	 the	 life	 lottery.	 It	was	bright	new	 life	
again.	The	Neighborhood	House!	I’ve	been	studying	over	
a	 year	 at	Neighborhood	House.	 I	met	many	wonderful,	
good	teachers.	I	got	my	citizenship	and	voted	for	the	first	

time	in	U.S.	elections.	I	 learned	many	things	from	good	
teachers. They are very impressive to me every day and 
make	me	never	give	up	learning.	

chunghee no is originally from the democratic 
People’s republic of korea.

My	Journey
ivAnA veSelá, MinneAPoliS

My	name	is	Ivana	Veselá.	I	am	25	years	old	and	I	am	from	
Czech	 Republic.	 I	 always	wanted	 to	 live	 and	work	 in	 a	
foreign country and I am really excited that it’s happened. 
Last	 year	 I	 finished	my	master’s	 degree	 at	University	 of	
Business	in	Prague,	where	I	was	studying	Management	of	
Tourism.	Before	I	will	settle	down,	I	would	like	to	improve	
my	English	to	help	me	find	a	good	job,	visit	new	places,	
meet	new	people,	and	know	different	cultures.	The	easiest	
way	to	fulfill	my	dream	was	to	participate	in	the	Au	Pair	

program. This program 
is for one or two years for 
girls or boys, who love 
children, and they are less 
than	26	years	old.	So	I	am	
in	 Minnesota	 as	 Au	 Pair	
since	 November	 2013	 and	
I caring for two twin boys; 

they are six years. While our boys are at school, I attend 
International Education Center. This school helps me a lot 
to improve my English; everybody here is very nice and 
I’m	enjoying	here	a	great	 time.	I	believe	that	after	a	 few	
months	I	will	go	back	to	the	Czech	Republic.	I	will	have	a	
lot of new friends, countless experiences, communicative 
English, and only half of what I owe to the International 
Education Center.

ivana Veselá is 25 and originally from the czech 
republic.

i wAs Very PAtient. i took one 
VocAbulAry word A dAy, like 

tAking medicine eVerydAy.
chunghee no
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My	Story
MArY htoo, MAPleWood

Hi,	my	name	is	Mary	Htoo.	I’m	telling	you	about	my	story.	
I	have	six	in	my	family	now.	I	have	one	sister,	one	brother-
in-law,	one	nephew,	one	niece,	and	my	mother.	

When I lived in Mae La Camp, I went to elementary 
school	 five	 days	 a	week.	After	 that	 I	went	 to	 the	 junior	
high	school.	When	I	stayed	at	the	junior	school,	I	had	a	
lot	of	friends.	But	I	didn’t	like	all	friends.	I	had	a	few	close	
friends.	I	have	five	young	men	and	one	young	woman.		I	
finished	the	junior	high	school,	and	then	I	moved	to	the	
high school. When I stayed at the high school I had lots 
of	teachers.	I	had	one	favorite	teacher.	The	teacher	I	liked	
taught	history	and	English.	She	was	a	very	nice	person.	
Another	 teacher	 I	 liked,	but	not	 too	much.	 I	had	 seven	
subjects.	My	favorite	subjects	are	history	and	geography.	
When I was a student I had a lot fun with my classmates. 
I	 talked	with	my	 friends	and	 told	 the	 funny	 stories	and	
sad stories. 

After	 I	 finished	 the	 high	 school	 I	 started	 working.	
After	that	I	moved	to	the	United	States.

mary htoo is 31 and originally from burma.

About	My	Life
netSAnet ShiFerAW, SAint PAul

My	name	is	Netsanet	Shiferaw.	I	was	born	in	Ethiopia.	I	
came	to	the	U.S.A.	when	I	was	15	years	old.	When	I	first	
started school, I didn’t understand what the teacher was 
teaching	and	I	didn’t	have	any	friends.	So	I	felt	lonely.	But	
after	a	while,	I	started	understanding	how	to	speak.	I	went	
to	high	school	but	I	didn’t	have	a	chance	to	finish	it.	So	I	
was	very	hurt	because	I	have	to	take	time	to	finish	school.	

So	now	I’m	taking	GED	class.	I	 like	the	teachers	and	
the	 students	 at	 school.	Right	now	 the	 school	 I	 attend	 is	
Open	Door	Learning	Center.	Right	now	my	goal	is	to	get	
my	GED	and	go	to	college	and	get	a	better	job.

netsanet shiferaw is 26 and originally from 
ethiopia.

Mannix’s	Journey
MAnnix Porte, MinneAPoliS

A	long	time	ago,	my	mother	was	pregnant.	I	was	born	in	
the	hospital.	I	grew	up	in	Brooklyn,	New	York.	She	gave	
me	the	name	Corey.	We	played	around	in	the	house.	She	
took	 me	 to	 the	 kindergarten	 school	 when	 I	 was	 three	
years old. I saw her leave. I cried. The teacher came to 
help	me.	She	took	me	to	many	kids	with	their	toys	in	the	
classroom.	 I	 felt	 happy	with	 the	 kids.	We	had	 fun	with	
each other. The teacher taught us about education. We 
did	understand	each	other.	Then	my	mother	picked	me	
up	and	came	home.	She	talked	to	me.	I	couldn’t	hear	her	
voice.	She	took	me	to	the	audiologist.	The	man	checked	
my	ears.	He	tested	me	lots	of	times.	He	gave	me	two	new	
hearing	 aids.	 Now	 I	 can	 hear	 sound.	 She	 talked	 to	me	
again. I didn’t understand her. I told her my ears were 
weak,	that’s	why.	She	understood	me.

I	 came	 to	 Fanwood,	 the	 New	 York	 School	 for	 the	
Deaf.	Then	I	graduated.	I	worked	at	the	post	office.	I	left	
it and came home. I came to Camden County College. I 
moved	to	New	Jersey.	I	started	to	learn	more	education.	
I failed my education. I left it. Then I got an apartment. 
I	came	to	 the	Vocational	Rehabilitation	Office.	The	 lady	
helped	me	learn	about	different	jobs.	I	went	to	a	Goodwill	
store.	I	had	a	job	interview.	I	started	work	to	clean	in	the	
different	 buildings.	 I	was	 still	 training.	When	 I	 had	 the	
skills,	I	transferred	to	other	work.	I	worked	hard.	The	boss	
gave	me	my	paycheck,	but	it	was	not	enough	because	this	
money	is	cheap.	Then	I	quit	this	job.	

My	mom	and	I	moved	to	a	different	house	in	the	USA.	
We	came	to	Minnesota.	She	and	I	came	to	the	Vocational	
Rehabilitation	 Office.	 Lisa	 explained	 to	 me	 about	 the	
jobs.	She	sent	information	from	Minnesota	Employment	
Center	 to	 jobs.	The	 lady	 came	 to	 my	 house.	 My	mom	
and	I	 rode	 to	 the	Target	 store	with	 the	 lady.	She	helped	
me	to	fill	out	a	job	application.	I	decided	I	don’t	want	to	
work	because	I	can’t	wake	up	very	early	in	the	morning.	
I	came	to	the	Deaf	Adult	Basic	Education	Program	with	
Peggy	Camp.	I	registered	into	the	Adult	Basic	Education	
class	in	September.	I	started	learning.	If	I	will	improve	my	
education,	I	will	find	a	job	in	the	future.

mannix Porte is 43 and originally from brooklyn, 
new york.
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Teachers
AngeliCA gonzAlez, BrooKlYn Center

This paragraph is dedicated to the teachers of the Osseo 
Area	 School	 District.	 I	 know	 several	 of	 the	 schools,	
thanks	to	my	children.	All	of	 the	different	teachers	who	
had	my	kids	were	excellent,	had	good	patience,	and	were	
responsible	and	respectful	teachers.	Thanks	to	all	of	them	
for	their	work	and	especially	to	my	teacher	Nancy.	Thanks	
Ms.	Nancy	for	your	patience,	understanding,	and	teaching	
us.	Big	thanks	to	all	the	teachers.

Angelica gonzalez is 35 and originally from 
mexico.

Great	English	Teachers
KAoru KAMiMurA

Value	of	Reading
AnonYMouS, SAint PAul

It	is	important	to	read	to	know	information	about	things.	
It is important because I need to teach my children. 
Reading	is	needed	to	use	the	computer	and	to	get	a	good	
job.	The	value	of	reading	is	that	I	need	it	all	the	time.

My Education: More 
Growing	and	Learning
AnonYMouS, SAint PAul

Cambodia is the place of my birth. There were no deaf 
schools	and	organizations	except	means	in	Phnom	Penh.	
I	got	to	Thailand	then	to	America,	where	I	began	learning	
sign language. I went to college for math, writing, and 
English.	 I	 have	 good	 work	 skills.	 I	 lived	 in	 Orlando,	
Florida.	I	have	lived	in	several	different	states	and	had	the	
opportunity	 to	 attend	different	 schools.	 I	 started	 taking	
classes	 at	 Adult	 Basic	 Education	 to	 better	 my	 reading,	
writing,	 math,	 and	 computer	 skills.	 Basic	 Education	 in	
Minneapolis	is	exciting.	I	live	in	Saint	Paul,	Minnesota.	I	
took	classes	at	the	Hubbs	Center	and	studied	with	people.	
My	goal	 for	ABE	 is	 to	 learn	more	English	 and	math	 to	
become	 a	 businessman.	 My	 teacher	 is	 Kelsey	 and	 she	
helps me learn more and grow.

Coming	to	School
CArline MAdden, APPle vAlleY

I went to visit school with my mother and father. I felt 
shy.	I	sat	and	watched	the	teacher	sign	in	American	Sign	
Language.	The	 class	 had	hard	of	 hearing	 and	deaf	 kids.	
There was an interpreter in the class. I introduced myself 
to my friends. I learned sign language and more about 
English.	 Home	 was	 boring,	 but	 school	 was	 interesting	
because	I	liked	to	learn	and	improve.

I	 went	 home	 and	 arrived	 at	 home	 safely.	 “Good	
afternoon,”	my	mother	 and	 father	 said.	They	 looked	 at	
my report card and saw my good behavior. “We are proud 
of	 you.	 Congratulations.”	 My	 family	 went	 to	 school.	 I	
graduated.	“We	are	proud	of	you.”	It	was	a	wonderful,	nice	
day.	When	I	visited	Jamaica,	my	family	went	on	a	trip	to	
the beach. We had a good time and a fun, wonderful, nice 
day.

carline madden is originally from Jamaica.
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My	Little	History
AnonYMouS, MinneAPoliS

I	am	25	years	old.	I	was	born	in	Brazil.	My	city,	Salvador,	
is very hot and has beautiful beaches. I always loved to 
care for people and because this I chose nursing. In my 
last	year	in	the	University	I	did	a	test	and	got	a	scholarship	
for	work	at	a	good	Hospital.	I	worked	for	one	year	with	
newborns.	When	I	finished	my	University,	I	moved	to	a	
small	town	close	to	Salvador	because	I	got	a	job	in	a	big	
Pediatric	Hospital.	I	worked	for	six	months	at	Neonatology	
Intermediate	 Care	 Unit,	 six	 months	 at	 Neonatology	
Intensive	Care	Unit,	four	months	at	Pediatric	Intermediate	
Care	Unit,	and	eight	months	at	Pediatric	 Intensive	Care	
Unit.	Meanwhile	 I	did	my	 specialization	 in	 “Nursing	 in	
Pediatric	 and	 Neonatology	 Intensive	 Care.”	 I	 have	 two	
years experience and now my goal is do my Masters. If I 
study more, I could help more my little patients and get a 
better	job	with	a	high	salary.	Brazil	needs	more	pediatric	
nurses!

I	want	to	speak,	write,	and	read	English	for	the	first	test	
to	Masters.	I	moved	to	United	States	because	I	wanted	to	
know	the	place,	live	this	experience	(I	could	have	contact	
with	a	lot	of	different	cultures),	and	learn	English.	I	have	
a	 good	Brazilian	 friend	 in	Minneapolis.	 I	 live	with	 her,	
she is a great person and always helps me. I will always 
be	 grateful	 to	 her!	 My	 first	 weeks	 were	 very	 difficult.	
I was really close to my family and friends, plus I was 
independent, had a car, and I could do it all alone. When I 
arrived	here,	I	couldn’t	talk	(I	love	to	talk	a	lot	and	fast,	in	
Portuguese).	I	didn’t	know	how	to	take	bus,	buy	my	food,	
leave home alone, open simple doors, turn on the shower, 
or	turn	on	the	TV,	all	here	is	different.	I	felt	 like	a	baby,	
and	often	needed	help.	Now	is	easier.	I	have	new	friends,	
my	English	 is	 a	 little	 better,	 I	 know	 a	 lot	 of	 things	 and	
places.	I	feel	like	a	kid	yet,	but	no	more	like	a	baby!	I	can	
do	a	lot	of	things	alone.	I	loved	snow,	but	I	hate	cold.	I	like	
Minneapolis. It is a beautiful place with friendly people. 
Now,	I	am	happy	here.

Moving
MohAMed MohAMed, MinneAPoliS

My	name	is	Mohamed.	I	am	from	Somalia.	I	came	to	the	
United	States	with	my	family	in	2007.	We	flew	from	Kenya	
to	Dallas,	 Texas.	We	 stayed	 for	 four	months.	 I	 went	 to	
school there for two months. I was scared because I didn’t 
know	anyone	at	that	time.	I	was	lonely	and	had	no	friends	
and	 nobody	 to	 talk	 to.	 It	 was	 kind	 of	 scary	 to	me.	We	
didn’t live in a safe neighborhood. Then after four months 
we	moved	to	Kansas	City,	Missouri.	I	was	happy	to	move	
to another city because I was not scared when I came to 
Kansas	City.	I	made	a	lot	of	friends	and	I	went	school	to	
continue my education.

When I went to school the next day, I saw some of my 
friends	that	I	used	to	know	in	Kenya.	Then	I	was	happy	
to	 see	 them	 because	 I	 didn’t	 know	when	 they	 came	 to	
the	 United	 States.	 The	 following	 day,	 they	 helped	 me	
fit	 in	 with	 other	 students.	 After	 that	 I	 didn’t	 have	 any	
problems.	 It	 was	 easy	 to	 make	 friends	 and	 after	 three	
months my friends moved closer to our neighborhood. 
Every morning my friends and I went to school together. 
We	were	like	a	neighborhood	in	school.	Every	day	we	had	
the same classes. We always sat together so that we could 
help	 each	other.	 In	 2011,	we	 graduated	 from	East	High	
School.	My	friends	asked	me	if	I	could	come	to	the	same	
college with them.

In	May	26,	2011,	we	applied	to	community	college.	It	
was a good school for me and my friends made a good 
choice going to community college. I went to that school 
for	one	semester	 in	 the	end	of	2011,	but	my	family	and	
I moved to Minneapolis. I missed my friends, but I still 
talk	 to	 them	 by	 phone	 every	 night.	When	 I	 moved	 to	
Minneapolis, I applied to Minneapolis Community and 
Technical College to continue my education, but I had to 
go to adult basic education to get help with reading and 
writing	so	 I	can	go	back	 to	college.	 I	 started	Minnesota	
Literacy	 Council	 in	 June	 and	 now	 I	 am	 studying	 and	
learning how to read and write better.

mohamed mohamed is originally from somalia.
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My	Life	in	the	U.S.
Men Klo, SAint PAul

When	I	came	to	the	U.S.,	I	had	many	problems	in	my	life	
because	 I	 couldn’t	 speak	English	and	no	one	else	 in	my	
family	spoke	English	either.	I	felt	depressed.	I	didn’t	know	
how	to	buy	food,	take	the	bus,	go	to	my	sponsor’s	office,	
or	cook.	didn’t	know	how	to	do	anything,	so	I	had	many	
problems in this country when I arrived.

I tried to improve my English on my own. I watched 
TV	to	improve	my	listening	skills,	but	English	is	not	easy	
for	me.	When	I	heard	about	the	Hubbs	Center	from	my	
friends,	 I	was	 so	happy.	After	 that,	 I	went	 to	 the	Hubbs	
Center,	 and	 I	 started	 to	 learn	English.	Now	I	 can	 speak	
English much better. I love my teachers so much because 
they	teach	me	English	every	day.	This	is	my	life	in	the	U.S.

men klo is originally from myanmar.

Coming	to	America
Yodit KAhSAY, APPle vAlleY

My	name	 is	Yodit.	 I	have	been	 in	America	 since	March	
2012,	 with	my	 three	 kids.	 It	 is	 a	 very	 big	 challenge	 for	
me	to	speak	English	and	understand	when	people	talk	to	
me. For example, their pronunciation is very challenging 
for	me	to	understand,	but	not	for	my	kids.	So	I	come	to	
English	 as	 a	 Second	 Language	 classes	 to	 study	 how	 to	
speak	and	write.	Now	I	am	okay	with	understanding	when	
people	speak	to	me,	but	I	don’t	understand	still	when	they	
speak	to	me	through	the	phone.	I	am	still	working	hard	to	
listen	when	someone	is	speaking	to	me	in	English	and	to	
speak	to	other	people	too.

yodit kahsay is 37 and originally from eritrea.

My	Story
KAi PhonexiengSA, MinneAPoliS

My	name	is	Kai	Phonexiengsa.	I	am	50	years	old.	I	came	
to	the	U.S.	in	1993.	When	I	came	to	the	U.S.,	I	didn’t	speak	
any English. I was very lost. I always needed someone to 
help	me.	I	didn’t	have	a	 job.	I	stayed	home	to	watch	my	
kids.	Now	my	kids	are	grown.	I	have	time	to	go	to	school	
and	 learn	English.	Going	 to	 school	 helped	me	 a	 lot.	 In	
my	free	time	I	 like	to	watch	movies.	Sometimes	I	watch	
American	movies	to	learn	English.	When	I	speak	English,	
my	kids	like	to	laugh,	and	I	laugh	with	them.	I	like	to	talk	
a	lot!

kai Phonexiengsa is originally from laos.
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My	Dream
SAlMA ezzulddin, SAint PAul

Sometimes	I	imagine	myself	in	a	dream	and	at	any	moment,	I	will	wake	up	and	will	not	find	myself	here.	When	I	was	a	
child,	I	collected	magazine	clippings	and	maps	of	the	USA	and	I	put	them	under	my	bed.	That	was	my	secret	that	I	did	
not tell anyone until I got to Minnesota. Then I told my husband and my teacher. When I was a child, I drew houses that 
resembled Minnesota’s houses in my class.

I	love	my	father.	He	liked	to	travel	and	he	liked	the	USA.	He	had	a	little	box	to	keep	pictures,	maps,	magazines—
anything	about	the	USA	he	put	inside	this	box.	My	father	is	my	idol,	so	I	do	what	he	did	and	I	like	what	he	liked.	Nature,	
prairies,	mountains,	snow,	evergreen	trees—all	those	things	my	father	liked.	And	he	told	me	if	you	want	to	find	those	
things,	you	should	move	to	the	USA	or	Europe.

My	father	grew	up	in	the	North	of	Iraq.	His	village	was	very	cold	and	it	had	wonderful	weather	in	the	winter,	like	in	
Minnesota.	But	the	government	forced	him	to	move	to	another	city.	It	was	beautiful,	but	it	was	not	like	his	village.	At	
that	cruel	moment	I	was	not	with	him,	but	when	I	remember	what	he	told	me	about	it,	I	feel	glum.	His	deprivation	has	
stayed inside me for a long time, even after he died.

So	when	I	was	a	child	in	Iraq,	I	dreamed	that	my	father’s	dream	someday	will	come	true.	My	childhood	dreams	were	
innocent	and	beautiful,	but	the	most	beautiful	thing	of	all	is	that	today	I	am	here!	My	son	lives	the	perfect	picture	that	
I	drew	in	my	dreams.	And	it	is	because	now	I	am	here	in	the	USA!	

Baba,	I	am	here,	there’s	nothing	I	fear.	Baba,	you’re	here	in	my	heart.	Baba,	you’re	here	in	my	soul.	Baba,	your	dream	
is	in	my	mind.	And	I	will	never	let	go	‘til	I	am	gone.	So	no	one	can	wake	me	up	because	that	is	not	just	a	dream.	That’s	
really	my	life!

salma ezzuldin is originally from iraq and lived there for most of her 
life. she also lived in egypt for four years before moving to minnesota, 
where she has lived for two years with her husband and two children. 
salma likes minnesota’s weather because the winters remind her of 
her region in northern iraq. in her spare time, she enjoys reading and 
writing. Salma is fluent in Arabic and Kurdish and wants to improve 
her english so her prior training in chemistry can be transferred.

hoPes, dreAms, And 
Future
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Freedom
AnonYMouS, South SAint PAul

Freedom	like	fire	works	
Fight for the right to be free
Freedom	to	have	overwhelming	joy	about	life
Freedom the will that burns deep and to be free
The right to be wild
The right to be loved or hated
The right to believe whatever you want
The right to have hope
The	right	to	fight	for	you	or	anybody	you	want
Freedom	the	feeling	that	tells	you	that	you	can	fly
The right to protect 
Freedom	kingdom	of	your	own	

My	New	Year’s	
Resolution
oMAr thAn, Worthington

In	2014,	my	resolution	is	 to	visit	my	family	 in	Burma.	I	
miss	them	too	much.	I	came	to	America	almost	five	years	
ago,	but	I	still	miss	 them	every	day.	Sometimes	I	would	
think,	I	will	try	to	learn	English,	get	a	job,	and	then	save	
money	to	get	an	airline	ticket.	Now	I	live	in	Worthington.	
I	work	the	night	shift	at	JBS	and	I’m	taking	English	classes.	
I	like	to	learn	English	because	it’s	a	second	language	and	
very	difficult	 for	me.	I	hope	I	can	do	 it.	 I’m	trying	hard	
now. 

When	things	are	difficult	 I	remember	my	father	 told	
me,	“Don’t	give	up.	You	can	do	it.”	These	words	I	put	in	
my	heart,	like	my	parents	are	in	my	heart.	I	really	want	to	
visit	my	family	and	make	them	happy.	I	wish	to	be	happy,	
mom and dad, and have a long life.

omar than is 23 and originally from burma. 

Old	Dreams	and	New	
Dreams
zuKhrA gABdrAKhiMovA, SAint MiChAel

I	 came	 to	 the	U.S.A.	 from	Russia	 in	 January	 of	 2003.	 I	
was	working	on	my	English	every	day	and	got	a	job	in	a	
retail	store	a	year	later.	I	was	forcing	myself	to	speak	and	
think	only	 in	English	and	watched	movies	with	English	
subtitles. That helped me to improve my English faster. 
In	the	fall	of	2005	I	was	offered	a	supervisor	job	in	a	small	
store	and	I	 took	it.	Three	months	 later	the	owner	of	 the	
store could not sell it and decided to close it instead. I had 
to	find	a	new	job.	The	day	I	found	out	about	it,	one	of	my	
Russian	 friends	and	 I	went	 to	a	movie.	 I	 told	her	 that	 I	
had	to	look	for	a	new	job.	She	told	me	that	she	got	a	letter	
from	her	insurance	agent	who	was	looking	for	a	bi-lingual	
assistant	because	he	had	some	Russian	clients.	

I called him the next day and got an interview. The 
agent	called	me	after	the	interview	and	offered	me	a	job,	
but	 only	 if	 I	 passed	 an	 insurance	 test.	 I	 took	 insurance	
classes	and	had	to	learn	and	memorize	a	lot	of	new	words.	
I	passed	a	very	hard	test	after	living	in	the	the	U.S.A.	and	
speaking	English	for	only	three	years.	

I	liked	my	new	job	very	much,	but	I	wanted	to	work	in	
a	corporate	office.	I	got	that	job	nine	months	later.	After	
working	 as	 a	 processor	 for	 three	 years,	 I	 applied	 for	 an	
underwriting	 job	 with	 the	 same	 insurance	 company.	 It	
was	a	difficult	goal	to	achieve.	After	working	for	four	years	
as an underwriter, I chose to resign. 

When	 I	 got	 to	 the	U.S.A.,	 one	 of	my	dreams	was	 to	
get	a	good	job	and	my	dream	came	true.	However,	after	
having	children,	I	realized	how	important	my	family	was	
to	me	and	I	quit	my	job	so	I	could	spend	more	time	with	
our children. 

I have two children now, a three year old boy 
Aleksander	and	a	two	month	old	girl	Zarina.	I	would	like	
to	 teach	 them	Russian	and	 it	 is	not	easy	because	once	 I	
start	speaking	Russian	all	day	long,	my	English	suffers.	

I	love	living	in	the	U.S.A.	and	the	opportunity	to	study	
English. I had dreams that I achieved and I have new 
dreams	to	work	on	now.

Zukhra gabdrakhimova is 39 and originally from 
yekaterinburg, russia.
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My	Dreams
luiS SAldivAr, MinneAPoliS

I am from Mexico, and I grew up there, but there were 
no	jobs.	This	is	why	I	came	to	the	United	States	looking	
for	a	better	future.	I	left	Mexico	on	September	15,	1997.	
I	 arrived	 in	Minnesota	 in	1997.	 I	worked	 two	 jobs,	one	
in	the	morning	and	one	at	night.	I	am	a	hard	worker,	but	
I	 felt	dissatisfied.	 I	decided	 to	quit	one	of	my	 jobs,	 so	 I	
could	go	to	school.	I	know	I	deserve	to	have	a	better	job,	
but	I	need	to	learn	English	first.	I	need	to	learn	writing,	
reading,	and	speaking	English.	I	hope	one	day	soon	I	can	
visit	my	family	because	I	miss	them	too	much.	I	wake	up	
every	day	and	talk	to	my	God,	and	I	ask	him	to	give	me	
one opportunity to see my parents and friends in Mexico.

luis saldivar is 37 and originally from mexico.

My	Dreams	and	
Hopes
PhAYPhAnoM xAYAMongKhon, BrooKlYn 
Center

My	name	is	Phayphanom.	I	came	to	Minnesota	in	2002.	I	
have two children, both boys, ages ten and seven. They are 
beautiful boys. I have big dreams and hopes for my sons. 
I see them growing every day by learning and exploring 
the	world.	They	are	now	in	fifth	grade	and	second	grade.	

I	 think	 to	 myself,	 I	 hope	 their	 future	 is	 full	 of	
accomplishments and achievements. First and most 
important is happiness in their life. I hope they earn a 
diploma	and	attend	college	and	are	well-educated.	I	hope	
they	find	careers	and	enjoy	their	life	to	the	fullest.	When	
they become responsible mature men, l hope they start 
loving families and become great fathers. I will always try 
my best to support them, and be the best mother I can be.

Phayphanom Xayamonkhon is 36 and originally 
from laos.

My	Background
jAdA SheiKh, MinneAPoliS

I’m	 from	Sudan.	 I	was	born	 in	Saudi	Arabia.	 In	1995,	 I	
moved	to	Sudan	for	the	purpose	of	education.	I	have	four	
brothers and my father couldn’t send us to school because 
it	 is	 very	 expensive.	 I	 left	my	 country	 in	 2009	 because	
all	my	family	 is	 in	 the	United	States.	 I	miss	my	country	
so much, and I miss my friends, my neighbors, and the 
weather.	I	like	America	because	it	is	a	country	of	cultures,	
development, and a master of the whole world. In 
America,	there	is	a	healthy	environment,	education,	and	
everything	is	modern.	I	am	happy	to	be	a	citizen	and	now.	
I	would	 like	 to	help	my	husband	to	come	to	 the	United	
States.	 I	want	 to	 continue	 learning,	 so	 I	 can	 go	back	 to	
college	and	earn	my	Master’s	Degree.	I	know	I	will	have	
a	great	future!

Jada sheikh is originally from sudan.

King	of	Potatoes
AnonYMouS, MinneAPoliS

This	is	a	true	story	translated	from	Spanish	TV.	It	is	written	
to	encourage	people	to	work	hard.	Frank	Martines	is	from	
Mexico.	He	came	to	the	US	when	he	was	seventeen	years	
old.	He	was	an	immigrant.	He	started	to	work	as	a	peon,	
but	 he	was	 smart.	He	 learned	 everything	 about	 how	 to	
plant good potatoes. 

Then	the	owner	of	 the	 farm	selected	Frank	as	a	new	
foreman.	 His	 new	 job	 was	 checking	 employees,	 and	
checking	to	see	that	everything	was	running	well.	Frank	
made some money and he decided to buy a small farm. 
He	worked	hard,	and	became	a	successful	businessman.	

Now	most	people	know	him	as	 the	King	of	Potatoes	
because he distributes potatoes to many restaurants such 
as	McDonalds.	The	moral	of	this	story	is,	work	hard	and	
you will be successful.
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Coming	to	America
AnonYMouS, BrooKlYn Center

I am from Mexico. When I was a child, I heard my family 
talk	about	the	U.S.A.	They	said,	in	America	everything	is	
better than my country. When I heard that I wanted to 
come	to	the	U.S.A.,	 I	 think	 it	was	becoming	a	dream	to	
come	to	America.	Now	I	am	here	and	living	in	Minnesota.	
It was not easy. It changed my life completely. English is 
very hard for me, but I am happy that my children were 
born	 here	 and	 I	 work	 for	my	 family.	 I	 always	 help	my	
parents	 back	 in	Mexico	 by	 sending	 money.	We	 have	 a	
better	life	here.	My	dream	of	living	in	America	came	true.

Loons
FrAnK SAiCe, duluth

There is a loon that lives in the lagoon
But	when	you	see	him	in	the	night
He	is	quite	a	sight
And	even	in	the	morning
You	hear	him	make	the	sweetest	sound
You ever heard
And	then	it	starts	all	over	again
With the beautiful sound and the beautiful sight
And	then	you	wish	everyone	a	good	night

Frank saice is originally from the u.s.A.

Learning English
SAFiYA gAAl

I	came	to	the	USA	five	years	ago	from	Somalia	and	I	could	
not	speak	English.	 I	wanted	 to	 learn	 the	 language.	How	
could	I	ever	do	that?	I	enrolled	in	ESL	classes	at	Roosevelt	
Community	School	in	Owatonna.	After	much	hard	work,	
I	finally	could	speak	English.	I	was	very	happy.	My	hard	
work	has	paid	off.

Safiya Gaal is 28 and originally from Somalia.

Knowledge	Will	Set	
Us	Free
gABrielA AlonSo, SAint PAul

In adults and as young people the education is the basis of 
success to succeed in life. The option of continuing with 
school was in our hands whether we wanted or not and 
whether	we	 had	 the	 resources	 to	 continue.	As	 the	 time	
passes	we	realize	that	having	a	high	level	of	education	is	
very important for us and our family, since we can provide 
them a better life than the one we had. There are a lot of 
resources	that	we	can	use	to	make	our	dreams	come	true	
and to achieve it. We have to prepare ourselves starting 
with	 our	 education	 in	 order	 to	 have	 a	 better	 job	 and	
feel very proud of ourselves. Ignorance causes us to not 
succeed, to be dependent on someone else and this does 
not have to be this way as we have many resources to grow 
as people, as professionals, and also as parents since we 
are	going	to	be	an	example	for	our	own	kids.	They	will	be	
proud of us, because despite our age we do not want to 
stagnate,	we	hunger	for	knowledge,	we	want	to	go	ahead	
and show them and ourselves we are capable of achieving 
our dreams.

Our success or failure depends on us, in our hands is 
the power to decide what we want to obtain in life. “Let’s 
do	 it,”	 don’t	 leave	 it	 for	 tomorrow.	 Lack	 of	 knowledge	
contributes to submission for a society; a lot of people are 
forced to pay money for everything they need by the mere 
fact	they	do	not	know	how	to	do	it.	But	we	are	fortunate	to	
be	in	a	country	that	offers	a	lot	of	possibilities	to	overcome	
barriers without spending anything, and one of them is 
the language. In one of the many schools we have available 
we	can	 learn	 it,	 thanks	 to	adult	programs	and	of	course	
thanks	to	all	volunteer	people	who	share	their	 time	and	
knowledge	with	the	students	helping	them	to	obtain	their	
goal to be successful.

And	 finally,	 the	 adult’s	 education	 is	 very	 important	
because preparing ourselves will help us to be more 
productive and contribute more to the greatness of this 
country.

gabriela Alonso is 47 and originally from mexico.
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Six-Word	Stories
jorge jiMenez, ShAKoPee 

Pain
Doctor	Visit
Cancer
Death

Winter holiday
Big	presents
Happy	children

Childhood friends
Reunion
Memories	back	home

Jorge Jimenez is 37 and originally from mexico.

My	New	Year’s	
Resoultion	for	2014
CAtreASe Young, MinneAPoliS

My	New	Year’s	Resolution	 is	 to	 get	my	diploma	and	go	
to	college.	I	went	to	school	in	the	past	to	get	my	GED.	I	
passed	two	of	the	tests	but	never	finished.	I	was	always	too	
busy. I also went to a school to help me get my high school 
diIploma.	I	had	to	work	overtime	to	pay	the	bills.	I	lost	my	
job	in	2013	and	I	found	programs	that	will	make	it	easy	
for me to get my diploma. I’m in a housing program so my 
rent	is	very	cheap:	30	percent	of	my	income.

I’m in a program that helps me with bus cards so 
I	 can	 go	 to	 school	 so	 I	 have	 less	 stress.	 And	 I	 can	 just	
focus on school instead of being stressed out about bills 
and	working	 overtime	 and	 being	 tired	 all	 the	 time	 and	
stressed	 out.	 I	 can	 finally	 focus	 on	 school.	 In	 order	 to	
accomplish my goal I plan to go to school everyday, do 
all	my	work,	do	any	test	we	might	have,	and	be	on	time	
for	school	everyday.	I	plan	to	finish	school,	get	my	high	
school	 diploma,	 and	 go	 to	 college	 to	 become	 a	 CNA,	
which	stands	for	certified	nursing	assistant.

catrease young is 27 and originally from the 
u.s.A.

Maria’s	Walk
MAriA FouSheé, MinneAPoliS

...And	I	still	remember	that	summer	day	in	Minneapolis,	
when	I	was	getting	ready	for	my	daily	walk	to	the	lakes,	
because	I	enjoy	the	contemplation,	the	pictures,	the	water	
with	the	ducks	and	birds,	the	clouds,	and	a	light	blue	sky.	
But	that	day	was	not	the	same,	because	you	were	there.	In	
a	place	where	everybody	waves	to	you	and	makes	you	feel	
very welcome with their greetings, nobody can be cheap 
with	their	feelings.	And	you	were	there,	waving,	smiling,	
always happy. 

When	the	director	introduced	me	to	the	crew,	I	knew	
it	was	going	to	be	an	awesome	experience.	And	then,	you	
were	 there,	 but,	 “I	 saw	 you	 before,”	 was	 the	 first	 thing	
which	came	to	my	mind.	“Yes,	at	church,”	I	said,	and	of	
course,	 God	 always	 helps.	 “What	 happened	 to	 you?”	 I	
said, and then the history, here we go, experiences in life, 
difficulties,	obstacles,	misery.	

But	the	plan	always	is	to	help	each	other,	so	we	decided	
to	play	Bingo	on	weekends	and	bring	some	happiness	to	
the	elders,	a	bright	light	in	their	short	time	of	life.	Since	
then,	I	cannot	walk	to	the	lakes	without	saying	hi	to	the	
residents,	 touching	 their	 skin,	 sharing	hugs	everywhere,	
and giving them some love, because I have enough to 
share it, and also, I have so much to learn from the wise 
people,	and	so	much	to	thank	them	for!

maria Fousheé is 35 and originally from 
colombia.

Credit Card
jereMY Mitzner, duluth

Life	is	like	a	credit	card
Use	it	the	right	way	and	you	will	gain
Use	it	the	wrong	way	and	you	will	lose
All	good	credit	you	have	gained

Jeremy mitzner is 27 and originally from the 
u.s.A.
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Time	is	Ticking
Angello hiYo, MinneAPoliS 

Every	year	goes	 faster.	We	are	slaves	of	 the	clock.	Every	
day, every hour, every minute counts to express how we 
feel, what we want, and how far we want to go.

My goal is to live my life with passion and happiness 
because	when	the	time	has	passed	we	can’t	bring	it	back.	
Don’t	 be	 shy	 about	 saying	what	 you	 feel	 because	 life	 is	
filled	 with	 moments	 and	
we	 have	 to	 try	 to	 make	
those ones great and real 
to be successful. 

Learning from my past 
experiences and trying not 
to	make	the	same	mistakes	
is part of the plan.

All	of	us	have	a	mission,	that’s	why	everything	happens	
for	a	reason	(I’m	so	convinced	about	it).	Time	is	ticking,	
that’s	why	we	have	to	live,	love,	laugh,	enjoy,	and	value	one	
of the best gifts that we have, called LIFE.

Angello hiyo is 35 and originally from Peru.

Self-Indulgence
tYler FenteM, internAtionAl FAllS

Special	sense	of	self-indulgence
Takes	great	effort	and	installment
The scale is tipped with very little
It’s	difficult	to	keep	it	in	the	middle

To	keep	your	sanity	with	enjoyment
Do	not	become	too	self-obsessed
Do	not	keep	your	emotions	repressed

Tip the scales for the better
Try	to	find	a	simple	header
Begin	with	dignity,	trust	yourself
Respect	the	fact	you	do	not	need	wealth

tyler Fentem is 19 and originally from the 
u.s.A.

There	is	Always	
Another	Way
AArthi rAMAdhAS, SAint louiS PArK

Sometimes	we	 think	 hard	work	 alone	 is	 not	 enough	 to	
reach	 our	 goal.	 Then	 how	 can	 one	 reach	 the	 goal?	 By	
luck?	 I	wanted	 to	be	an	engineer	 from	my	childhood.	 I	
am from a middle class family where girl children are not 
encouraged	to	study	a	professional	degree	like	engineering	

which requires more 
money. To overcome that, 
I studied hard and got a 
government allocated seat 
and I paid less tuition fees.

When I was doing my 
first	 year	B.E.,	 IT	 industry	
was	 leading	 the	 field	 far	

ahead	 of	 other	 industries.	 So	 I	 made	 up	 my	 mind	 to	
become an engineer. I prepared myself for that and I got 
selected in the campus interview when I was in third year 
(2008).	 I	 finished	my	 B.E.	 in	 2009,	 but	 there	 was	 peak	
recession and the company in which I got selected didn’t 
call	me	back.	What	 is	 the	use	of	having	 an	 engineering	
degree	without	using	it?

I	 had	 to	find	 another	way,	 so	 I	 did	my	M.E.	 in	 part	
time	and	meanwhile	worked	as	a	lecturer.	I	was	about	to	
complete my M.E., but I got married to my husband and 
got pregnant. I waited for a year so that I could start my 
career freshly after delivering my baby.

But	as	life	always	has	turns,	my	husband	got	an	H1B	
Visa	offered	by	the	USA	government	and	we	moved	here	
in	July	2013	with	our	baby.	I	came	to	the	USA	with	lots	of	
dreams	to	work.	Since	I	got	a	dependent	H4	visa,	I	cannot	
work	 here.	 Whenever	 I	 tried	 to	 reach	 my	 goal,	 I	 was	
always	 stopped	by	 something.	But	my	 thirst	 to	work	 in	
big	industry	never	stopped.	Now	I	decided	to	get	my	PhD	
here	and	I	am	studying	for	GRE.	Hard	work	never	fails.	
If I hadn’t chosen another way, then I couldn’t have done 
my	Bachelors,	Masters,	 and	 couldn’t	 have	married	 such	
a loving husband and couldn’t have gotten a beautiful 
daughter and couldn’t have gotten an opportunity to write 
this	article.	I	believe	in	finding	the	other	way	which	was	
always	better	for	me.	So	don’t	give	up.	There	is	always	a	
better way.

Aarthi ramadhas is 25 and originally from india.

leArning From my PAst 
eXPeriences And trying not 

to mAke the sAme mistAkes is 
PArt oF the PlAn.

Angello hiyo
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Bag	of	Dreams
AnonYMouS, KeeWAtin

Standing	before	you	I	hold	up	my	bag	of	dreams.
Pulling	out	a	rose,	I	give	it	to	you	and	show	you	what	it	

means.
Pull	out	a	flute	and	begin	to	play.
Slowly	the	world	begins	to	fade	away	
From this my bag of dreams.

The	world	around	us	is	black	and	empty.
It is at its base simplicity.
Reaching	once	more	into	my	bag	I	pull	out	a	bright	white	

light.
Throwing	it	to	the	heavens,	the	stars	blink	into	sight.
From this my bag of dreams.

From my bag I pull some sand, and throw it to the ground.
From it plants begin to grow and surround.
Blowing	upon	a	nearby	leaf	I	look	at	you	and	grin.
For this is when the magic shall truly begin.
From this my bag of dreams.

Next	I	pull	from	my	bag	a	bright	white	dove.
I set it on your shoulder and it croons with love.
Jumping	from	your	shoulder	it	takes	flight.
Splitting	from	one	to	many	in	a	splendid	sight.
From this my bag of dreams.

Taking	the	rose	from	your	hand,
I place it gently in the sand.
Sprouting	with	many	leaves	and	vines,
Music springs forth sounding most divine.
From this my bag of dreams.
Yet still I am not done.

Next	I	pull	out	the	sun.
Blazing	brightly	I	place	it	in	the	sky.
Gazing	up	you	begin	to	cry.

From this my bag of dreams.
From my bag I pull forth a tiny crystal mirror.
Within nothing could be shown any clearer.
Beckoning	you	to	look,
I watch as you shimmer from head to foot.
For even when I gave you the world,
Nothing	compares	to	your	true	beauty	unfurled.
From this my bag of dreams . . . .

Castle	in	the	Void
luKe deAn



142    hoPes, dreAms, And Future

The	Battle
KArlenA doAne, CloQuet

The day is bright, the sun is out
Life	is	a	journey;	let	your	hearts	pour	out.

We	hold	onto	that	one	thing	with	our	weakness,	for	what	
we gain through it is simply true strength.

We’ll	fight	our	battles	on	this	earth	to	any	type	of	length.

Just	never	let	the	fear	of	falling	keep	you	from	your	
dreams, with life there’s so much beauty and still 
nothing is what it seems. 

We	don’t	know	the	answers.
We	just	need	hope	and	love.
We	need	to	find	reality	through	what	this	world	does.
It	brings	shame,	it	brings	guilt,	it	brings	fear,	it	makes	our	

minds tilt.

But	we	hold	ground.
We	fight	for	our	lives.
‘Cause	we	seek	reality	through	every	and	all	heights.

Be	strong.
Keep	wise.
You’ll	never	know	what’s	next.
From	our	first	awakening,	to	our	last	breath.

karlena doane is 20 and originally from saint 
Paul, minnesota.

New	Resolution
ABdiWeli MurSAl, MinneAPoliS

I want to be a perfect student in this year because I have 
enough	time.	Last	year	I	worked	a	hard	job.	That’s	why	I	
don’t	come	to	school	everyday.	My	dream	is	how	to	finish	
high school and learn how to be a doctor and how to 
speak	English	very	well.	

My education when I was in Egypt is college because 
they	learn	in	Arabic.	That’s	why	English	is	hard	to	me	but	
I believe I can learn every language when I do everyday 
homework.	

My	goal	is	to	come	to	school	everyday,	doing	homework	
everyday,	go	to	library	three	days	a	week	because	I	don’t	
have any other way. Last year my family, all of them, live in 
Cairo,	Egypt.	I	sent	them	money.	I	do	a	hard	job	but	this	
year	they	come	to	the	United	States	of	America.	We	live	
in the same house. I don’t have a problem. I have only to 
finish	high	school.	I	wish	my	dream	will	come	true.

Abdiweli mursal is 22 and originally from 
somalia.

Dream	Big
reBeCCA gAMligo, eAgAn

I	was	born	in	a	small	town	in	Togo,	West	Africa.	As	I	grew	
up,	 I	 dream	 about	 going	 to	 the	 big	 city.	 I	 worked	 hard	
and	finally	made	it	to	the	city.	It	was	not	easy	living	in	the	
city.	I	worked	as	a	maid	and	went	to	school.	I	worked	day	
and	night.	 I	 took	care	of	newborn	babies	even	though	I	
was	a	child.	I	dreamed	of	coming	to	the	United	States.	It	
took	a	long	time	and	I	almost	gave	up.	But	finally	it	came	
true.	I	came	to	the	United	States	in	2002.	I	was	in	abusive	
relationship. I was struggling. Then I began to dream 
about leaving the relationship. I dreamed about being with 
someone	who	would	 treat	me	 like	 a	 person.	 I	 dreamed	
what	that	would	be	like.	I	left	the	abusive	relationship.	It	
was	not	easy.	I	was	embarrassed	and	ashamed.	In	2013	I	
was	married	to	man	of	my	dream.	Dream	big,	your	dream	
can	come	true	if	you	put	a	God	in	center	of	your	life.

rebecca gamligo is originally from togo.
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A	Better	Place
Antoine joneS, SAint Cloud

What if this world were a better place
Where people were treated equal
Regardless	of	race	.	.	.
A	place	where	peace	and	honor	paved	the	way
A	place	where	animals	would	come	and	play
And	not	worry	about	being	shot	down	in	this	place
A	place	of	love	and	knowledge	world-wide
A	place	where	no	one	would	get	bullied	and	have	to	hide
Not	a	place	of	war	or	pride
A	place	where	people	got	old	and	died
A	place	where	everyone	would	get
Healthcare,	you	see	.	.	.
Cause	it’s	only	fair	for	people	like	you	and	me
In this place everything would seem
Like	a	dream
Life would be perfect
So	it	seems	.	.	.
In this place we wouldn’t need
Republicans	or	Democrats;
People	would	help	people
And	that	would	be	that
In a better place

Antoine Jones is 45 and originally from the 
u.s.A.

My Life
grAhAM johnSon, eveleth

Like	a	salad	bar,	it	gets	tossed	every	day
Life	is	like	a	stereo	system,	it	gets	loud	at	times
Life	is	like	a	garage	sale,	it	can	be	a	mess
Life	is	like	a	rodeo,	it	can	get	very	rough	if	you	don’t	hang	

on tight
Life is all of the above and sometimes more
But	I	will	make	the	best	of	it,	and	like	a	card	game
Just	playing	the	hand	I’m	dealt,	one	day	at	a	time

graham Johnson is 27 and originally from the 
u.s.A.

A	Goal	That	Matters
lAMiYA oSMAn, MinneAPoliS 

Looking	 back	 now,	 I	 can’t	 exactly	 remember	 when	 I	
made	my	decision.	 Small	wisps	 of	 feelings	 and	nagging	
whispers	 of	 thought	 in	my	mind	 for	months.	However,	
one	day	when	I	woke	up,	I	had	a	goal	I	was	ready	to	work	
towards. My goal is to get my high school diploma, so I 
can	get	a	better	job,	increase	my	self-confidence,	and	help	
my children.

With my diploma, my chances of getting another 
job	 improve.	 Promotion	 to	 better	 position	 generally	
requires	 more	 education.	 Additionally,	 more	 and	 more	
companies	want	a	high	school	diploma	just	as	a	condition	
of	employment.	Since	I	have	no	rich	relatives	and	winning	
a	million	dollars	is	extremely	unlikely,	I’d	better	do	what	I	
can	get	a	better	job.

A	second	reason	I	want	my	diploma	is	that	I	believe	this	
achievement	will	help	me	increase	my	self-confidence.	At	
times, writing my essay and getting my diploma will give 
me	a	feeling	of	success,	increase	my	knowledge	and	skill	
and	 add	 to	 my	 self-esteem.	 Success	 builds	 confidence.	
And	confidence	will	help	me	gain	more	success.

Last, getting my diploma should enable me to help my 
kids.	I	want	to	be	able	to	help	them	with	their	homework,	
so	I	need	to	learn	more	myself.	Also,	I	want	them	to	see	
that	 I	 do	 believe	 school	 is	 important.	 By	 studying	 and	
furthering	my	 education,	 I	 won’t	 just	 be	 someone	 who	
says,	“Do	as	I	say,	not	as	I	do.”	

For	 these	 reasons	 I	wish	 to	get	my	diploma.	Getting	
my	diploma	is	not	just	a	goal	I	have.	It	is	also	one	which	
I will achieve.

lamiya osman is 25 and originally from ethiopia. 
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In	Time	of	Pain
PAul joneS, Sr., MinneAPoliS

In	order	to	go	somewhere	else,	we	must	think	differently	
because

Life lives, life dies
Life laughs, life cries
Life gives up, and life tries
But	life	looks	different	through	everyone’s	eyes

Whatever you hold in your mind will tend to occur in 
your life

If you continue to believe as you have always believed
You will continue to act as you always acted

If you continue to get what you have always gotten
If	you	want	different	results	in	your	life	or	your	work
All	you	have	to	do	is	change	your	mind

My	Utopia	City
lAYth Al KhAFAji, FridleY

I	 have	 a	 dream	of	 a	 utopia	 city.	A	 city	 to	 live	 in	 peace.	
There	is	no	war,	no	killing,	and	no	lies.	Yes,	I	know	this	
is impossible because there is a good and bad, angel and 
devil, hell and paradise. Everybody has the good and the 
bad.	If	we	do	not	allow	the	bad	to	take	place	in	our	souls,	
the	world	will	be	beautiful,	safe,	and	there	will	be	no	locks	
and	keys	 in	any	place,	no	policemen,	no	police	stations,	
and	no	jails.	If	all	of	that	happens,	the	dream	will	start	to	
become real and there will be a utopia city.

Let us not give a chance for the devil to be the owner 
of ourselves but allow for the good to be the owner. This 
is	the	first	step	of	infinite	steps	for	my	dream	to	be	reality.	
Please,	let’s	start	this	dream	and	be	the	roots	that	grow	the	
utopia city.

layth Al khafaji is originally from iraq.

We	Are	All	Human
CodY vine, hiBBing

Rage	begins	to	take	over,	like	a	dog	stuck	in	a	cage
Maybe it’s time to turn the page
So	we	can	bring	ourselves	to	peace
But	how	is	that	possible	with	war	on	the	Middle	East
It’s	become	common	to	some,	like	everyday	life
But	shouldn’t	we	have	some	mercy	on	them
When we have so much to give
This	life	should	be	more	than	give	and	take
History	shows	that	nobody	really	wins
All	it	brings	is	pain
We’re all humans, so why don’t we show it
Let’s	take	our	differences	and	shake	on	it

cody Vine is 22 and originally from the u.s.A.

Hope
K. ClArK
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Learning English
BilAn AhMed, WAite PArK

I	want	to	improve	my	English	because	I	think	language	is	
the	key	to	independent	living	in	the	U.S.	To	learn	English	
I often need people to help me and that isn’t easy in the 
United	States.	Even	if	the	good	people	want	to	help	you,	
they don’t have time. Everybody is busy with their lives 
and it’s not good to beg them.

I	remember	one	day	I	called	a	company	to	ask	for	a	job.	
They	 asked	 me,	 “How	 is	
your	English?”	I	told	them,	
“It	 isn’t	 good.”	 They	 said,	
“Sorry,	 we	 need	 a	 person	
who	knows	English	well.”

The other day I went to 
the hospital. I wanted to 
tell the doctor something 
but the interpreter didn’t 
allow me to do that, so 
if I would have understood English better that wouldn’t 
have	 happened.	 Now	 I’m	working	 hard	 to	 improve	my	
English	skills.	While	I’m	doing	that,	I’m	also	getting	more	
knowledge.		

I	Continue	My	Dream
nAjMA MohAMud, MinneAPoliS

I live a simple life with my children. I have not quit my 
school because life comes better when you follow your 
education	 and	 learn	 more.	 Now	my	 English	 is	 coming	
better	 than	 before.	 I	 don’t	 know	when	 I	 will	 finish	my	
school,	but	I	have	to	finish	because	I	want	to	go	to	college	
and follow my dream. I hope to get my goal one day. When 
I	finished	my	high	school,	my	mother	decided	already	for	
me	before	 she	 asked	me,	 to	 go	 to	 the	 college	 and	 learn	
nursing,	because	 she	 is	a	nurse.	But	 I	don’t	 like	 this	 job	
totally, and my father wanted me to become a housewife. 
No	one	asked	me	what	I	wanted	to	do	because	you	have	
to do what your parents say, but now I am here and I want 
my dream to come true. I will go to the school MLC to 
take	English	and	other	classes.	After	I	get	my	GED,	I	will	
go to the college and learn fashion design. That is my 
dream.

Freedom
MeliSSA Andrle, SAint PAul

In my dreams I’d see and feel the past as though it were 
happening	 now.	 I’d	wake	 up	 afraid	 and	wanting	 to	 run	
away	as	fast	as	I	could.	I	just	thought	I	was	going	crazy.	

I have visions and dreams of what my life is going to 
be. I may be here momentarily; I will soon be free of this 
penitentiary that I sometimes am trapped in in my mind. 
So	you	see,	when	I	hear	loud	noises,	inside	me	I	feel	scared	

and	 I	 have	 to	 make	 sure	
what that noise is. When 
I	 hear	 people	 fight,	 I	 can’t	
stand the way it sounds, 
and	I	walk	away.	I	got	some	
PTSD	from	the	trauma	I’ve	
experienced. When I hear 
certain music, I will spin in 
my emotions in my mind 
and get racing thoughts.  

A	life	without	dreams	is	like	a	garden	with	no	flowers.	
I envision a family of my own, peace from within my soul, 
happiness,	love,	joy,	and	living	life	to	its	fullest	potential.	
I can’t conquer all of my obstacles and demons at once. I 
will	start	off	small.	Like	this	morning,	I	started	a	list	of	the	
things that I am grateful for. 

I	have	changed	the	way	that	I	visualize	and	feel	about	
the	icky,	negative	things	I	used	to	be	and	see.	I	go	to	all	the	
groups	 that	 can	help	 and	benefit	me	 to	grow	 spiritually	
and emotionally. I love going to the gym to play volleyball 
and	talking	to	my	friends.	I	have	a	better	relationship	with	
my	mom.	She	is	like	my	best	friend.	I’ve	been	in	Avalon	
here	 and	 it’s	 a	 blessing	 to	 me.	 I	 enjoy	 learning	 more	
about myself, and healing myself through therapy and 
journaling.	I	love	myself	and	my	family.	I	respect	myself	
and I feel free. 

i enVision A FAmily oF my 
own, PeAce From within my 
soul, hAPPiness, loVe, Joy, 

And liVing liFe to its Fullest 
PotentiAl.

melissa Andrle
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My	Journey
dAvion MCAleSter, BAYPort

Ever since I was a young boy, I have had big dreams. What 
is a dream if you don’t chase the summit yourself and 
work	to	be	all	that	you	can	be?	I	realized	this	later	on	in	
life, that nothing comes easy to a person, no matter what 
struggles	 life	 throws	your	way.	All	an	 individual	can	do	
is	 stand	 strong	and	work	 for	what	you	want	 to	 achieve.	
I’ve	been	knocked	down	plenty	of	 times,	 stolen	 from	at	
my worst moments, and still to this day, I’m struggling to 
achieve my goals. 

However,	these	experiences	have	not	stopped	me	from	
thriving	to	make	every	day	count.	Being	the	oldest	out	of	
two sisters and four brothers has served as motivation for 
my mind. I want to set a good example for my siblings 
while	also	leaving	the	old	life	that	I	previously	glorified.	
My future will be the creation of a new image. Yet, not 
forgetting that I come from a life of violence and illegal 
activities that have lead me to this crossroads in my 
dreams. I am aware that some people might blame 
my current situation on where I grew up or on other 
individuals,	but	at	the	end	of	the	day	it’s	up	to	me	to	break	
my	old	trends	and	make	a	difference	in	my	life.	I	can’t	say	
it	will	be	easy	because	nothing	is,	but	my	overall	effort	and	
confidence	can	lead	me	on	my	journey.	I	have	chosen	my	
journey;	it’s	time	to	choose	yours.

My	Resolution	for	
2014
FAid oSMAn, MinneAPoliS

Allah	willing,	my	resolution	for	2014	is	to	study	further	
and	finish	high	school.	My	second	goal	is	to	go	to	college	
for	further	study	and	get	a	good	part-time	job.	I	want	to	
learn to drive and get my driving license. In conclusion, 
I	hope	that	my	wishes	will	come	true	and	my	hard	work	
will	pay	off.	I	wish	that	I	will	be	in	the	positions	I	want	in	
2014.

Faid osman is 21 and originally from somalia.

Reasons	to	Recycle
joelnY C. YAng, SAint PAul

Recycling	 is	 very	 important	 for	 everyone	 at	 this	 time.	
It	 can	help	us	 live	without	pollution	and	sickness.	 If	we	
want to live safely, we should recycle used materials. If we 
throw	these	things	away,	they	will	end	up	in	a	landfill	and	
then	they	will	contaminate	the	environment.	Recycling	is	
the best way to prevent pollution. When we recycle, we 
can	make	new	products	from	old	materials.	We	will	also	
save a lot of money by recycling. 

Recycling	is	a	serious	global	problem.	Too	much	waste	
is being produced by human beings. If we don’t prevent 
this problem, one day all of this pollution will cause a lot 
of	 diseases	 and	 sickness.	We	 should	 all	work	 to	 protect	
the environment so that we will have a healthy world in 
the future.

Joelny c. yang is originally from laos.

My	Goals
gerMAin gillArd, hAStingS

Write my main goal under this line,
Now	that	begins	my	deadline.
I’m	not	sure	how	to	find	my	goal.
It’s	like	I	want	to	walk	to	the	North	Pole,
Now	that	my	life	declines.

What	do	I	need	to	reach	my	goal?
I	will	work	each	day	body	and	soul.
I’m	willing	to	make	sacrifices
To reach all my paradises.
Nothing	stops	me	to	achieve	my	goal.

What	are	benefits	of	reaching	a	goal?
I’m	still	like	a	young	foal.
I want to be forever having dreams.
I don’t want to lose them in streams.
To dream my whole life was a pretty goal.

germain gillard is originally from France.
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Martin’s	Advice
MArtin hernAndez, MinneAPoliS

Live	and	enjoy	life,	but	always	think	first	about	what	you	
are	 going	 to	do.	A	wrong	 step	 can	drive	 you	 to	do	bad	
things	and	have	unhappy	consequences.	Appreciate	what	
you have today because tomorrow can be too late.

Always,	when	you	wake	up	say,	“Thank	you	God	for	
waking	me	up,”	because	you	are	alive	and	you	are	going	to	
start	a	new	day.	Remember,	when	there	is	a	closed	door,	
God	would	have	opened	a	window	for	you.	God	forgives	
you for what you did wrong because he loves you, and 
it	doesn’t	matter	what	 it	was.	Even	when	you	think	that	
you can’t do something, believe in yourself and have faith 
in	 God,	 because	 he	 is	 going	 to	 help	 you	 and	 always	 is	
going	to	be	there	for	you.	Forget	the	past	and	what	makes	
you unhappy, but don’t worry about the future either, 
because	 that	 is	 going	 to	 torture	you.	Have	 in	mind	 that	
things	change	all	the	time.	Just	enjoy	your	life!	Live	in	the	
moment and always try to do everything that helps you 
or	helps	others	 in	a	good	way.	Always	keep	this	 in	your	
mind, and it’s going to help you to have success in your 
life:

Be	sweet	and	laugh.
Think	before	you	speak.
Do	your	best	working	hard	but	playing	harder.
Don’t	whine	but	be	persistent	in	your	objective.
Don’t	lie	but	always	tell	the	truth.
Be	happy	and	don’t	give	up.
Don’t	make	fun	of	others	because	it	can	hurt	their	

feelings.
Help	others	because	someday	you	will	need	help	from	

them.
Say	your	prayers;	don’t	keep	it	inside.
Love one another.
Keep	your	promises.
Keep	close	your	good	and	real	friends.
Always	say	“please”	and	“thank	you.”
Remember,	 just	 be	 you	 and	 don’t	 pretend	 to	 be	

someone	else.	Don’t	forget	that	you	are	great,	worthy,	and	
you	are	 the	best.	Never	put	a	value	on	a	person’s	 life	or	
compare them with others because it’s not nice. Well, I 
wish	you	 the	best.	Do	good	 things	 and	 show	 the	world	
how great you are.

martin hernandez is originally from mexico.

Free	From	Pride	and	
Living	Through	Joy
oSAYAMe igho-oSAgie, BuFFAlo

When we were born, nobody said this world wasn’t going 
to be hard.

Definitely	it	wasn’t	going	to	be	easy.
Having	Pride	in	this	world	makes	you	think
You are above everyone and everything.

Living	like	that	to	the	end	will	make	you	miserable,	
With	regrets,	and	Sorrow	will	be	your	priority.
You’re	better	off	being	blind	and
Unable	to	see.

Once upon a time that used to be me,
Chasing false dreams and not seeing the truth of reality.
When	the	Truth	hit	me,	it	woke	me	up	out	of	a	deep	sleep	

of nightmares 
And	monsters	coming	out	of	the	closet,	like	Monster’s,	

Inc.

I	am	now	in	a	place	where	I	can’t	look	up	and	see	the	sky.
Even	so,	I	can	look	up	and	see	a	living	figure;	my	Higher	

Power,
Who	put	the	Joy	inside	of	me.
Having	Joy,	I	can	love	myself	and	others	and	be	free.

Bless	you,	whoever	reads	this.

Osayame Igho-Osagie is 22 and originally from 
the u.s.A.
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Hopes	and	Dreams	for	
My Future
ShAFiurrAhMAn PSArlAY-noori, SAint 
PAul

I	have	been	 in	 the	U.S.	 for	 the	 last	 two	weeks.	As	 far	as	
I	 know,	 I	 am	 the	 only	 Afghan	 Special	 Immigrant	 Visa	
holder.	 I	 used	 this	 to	work	 as	 a	 linguist	 (translator	 and	
interpreter)	 for	 the	 Minnesota	 National	 Guard	 in	 the	
North	Provinces	of	Afghanistan	over	the	last	three	years.	

From	now	on,	if	God	is	willing,	I	am	looking	forward	
to	continuing	my	education,	getting	a	job,	and	filling	out	
all	kinds	of	documents	to	get	my	green	card.	After	that,	
I	will	get	my	citizenship	to	guarantee	my	future	life	as	a	
U.S.	citizen.	Then	I	would	welcome	the	chance	of	inviting	
my	 family	 members	 over	 here	 to	 increase	 the	 Afghan	
population	in	other	U.S.	states.

Shafiurrahman Psarlay-Noori is originally from 
Afghanistan.

About	Me
teodoro SilvA, oWAtonnA

I	am	nothing	special;	I’m	just	Teo.	I	wonder	when	a	person	
discovers his purpose in life. I hear the sounds of silence, 
listening to the wind and wondering where it comes from 
and where it goes. I see that my living room is a library 
full	of	great	knowledge.	I	want	to	open	my	mind,	open	my	
heart, and open the door of my house.

I	am	nothing	special;	I’m	just	Teo.	I	pretended	that	the	
best chess player is Teo. I feel free when I can appreciate 
a	good	 landscape.	 I	 touch	the	sky	when	I	walk	barefoot	
on	the	grass	or	sand.	I	worry	when	I	cannot	find	the	why	
of things. I cry when it’s necessary, but then I feel better.

I	am	nothing	special;	I’m	just	Teo.	I	say	 it	 is	good	to	
find	what	you	want,	but	it	is	best	to	find	what	you	need.	I	
dream	of	walking	on	the	Great	Wall	of	China.	I	try	every	
day to be better. I hope you always have a big smile on 
your face.

I am nothing special . . . .

teodoro silva is 27 and originally from mexico.

Life
AnA eSPitiA, SAint PAul

If one day you feel defeated
Do	not	let	yourself	fall	apart
Do	not	give	up!	
GOD	is	always	with	you.
If	you	feel	that	life	kills	you
Many	problems	to	solve?	Be	patient	and	try
There is always a way that will hurt.
If you feel that life is a torment
And	everything	is	spinning,	go	ahead!
Keep	going	with	faith	and	patience.
That in due times you will have happy moments. 
We	always	have	to	fight
Because	there	are	many	reasons
Many goals to complete.
I	keep	going!
Not	knowing	how	long	you	will	be	here.
GOD	decides	when	I	die,
So	I	try	to	be	happy
Be	brave	in	your	way
Do	not	live	unhappy.
Be	strong	in	your	way
And	fight	until	the	last	minute
Life	is	difficult	to	understand
Keep	going,	stand	up!
Please	do	not	give	up!	

My	Dream	for	the	
Future
nYAPeni ChAY, SAint PAul

I	live	in	Saint	Paul.	I	would	like	to	continue	to	go	to	school	
every	day,	five	days	a	week.	I	really	want	to	get	my	GED	
diploma.	 Then	 I	 will	 continue	 to	 college	 and	 finish	 to	
become a nurse. This is the beginning of my dream. When 
I	finish	college,	then	my	dream	will	come	true.	God	bless	
the	United	 States	 of	America.	God	 bless	 the	world	 and	
God	bless	my	country,	South	Sudan.

nyapeni chay is originally from south sudan.
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Goals	for	My	Future
hugo BAhenA, SAint PAul

I’ve thought about my future and I’ve found out that it 
may	 look	 very	 simple.	 To	 make	 my	 life	 interesting,	 I	
always	set	goals	for	myself.	My	first	goal	is	to	get	my	GED.	
My	second	goal	is	to	lose	weight.	My	last	goal	is	to	join	the	
army.	I	think	my	goals	are	not	going	to	be	easy,	because	
my	daily	routines	will	make	me	tired.

First,	 I	 want	 to	 get	 my	 GED.	 I’ve	 been	 trying	 very	
hard to get it. I go to school every day and I always pay 
attention in class. I always do my best in class so I hope I 
get	my	GED	soon.	

Then I want to lose weight. I am a little overweight 
because	I	work	in	a	restaurant.	When	I	am	at	the	restaurant	
it is very hard not to eat because the food is tempting. I 
try	to	find	some	extra	time	to	go	to	the	gym	and	exercise	
because	this	overweight	thing	is	killing	me.	I	would	like	to	
be a healthy person.

Lastly,	 I	 would	 like	 to	 join	 the	 US	 Army.	 I	 think	
becoming	part	of	the	US	Army	would	be	very	interesting	
and it would help me to be a smarter and better person. In 
order	for	me	to	join	the	Army	I	first	need	to	get	my	GED.

These three goals would help me to become a better 
person.	I	think	it’s	not	impossible	to	make	dreams	come	
true.	We	just	have	to	focus	on	what	we	want	for	the	future.	
I hope that all my dreams and goals come true one day.

hugo bahena is originally from mexico.

My	Dream
SirAj huSSein, SAint PAul

I	have	a	dream	that	in	the	future	I	will	speak	English	very	
well.	To	achieve	this	goal,	I	will	attend	class	five	days	a	week.	
I	will	also	read	different	grammar	books	and	newspapers	
to increase my vocabulary and comprehension. When 
I	 speak	 English	 very	 well,	 I	 will	 be	 able	 to	 be	 more	
responsible	for	my	family	and	work.	I	will	be	able	to	help	
my	children	better	with	their	homework,	and	I	will	also	be	
able	to	help	my	wife	to	improve	her	English	skills,	too.	At	
work,	I	will	be	able	to	communicate	well	with	customers.	
Speaking	English	better	will	make	my	life	easier.

My	Hopes	and	
Dreams	for	the	Future
Moo Moo, SAint PAul

I hope to go to college to study in a nursing program. 
However,	 I	 have	 to	 improve	 my	 English	 skills	 because	
I’m	not	 proficient	 at	 reading	 and	 speaking.	This	 is	why	
I’m	studying	at	the	Hubbs	Center.	I	take	two	classes:		ELL	
5	 and	Writing	 2.	 I’m	 very	 happy	 to	 study	 at	 the	Hubbs	
Center.	I	plan	to	take	the	Pre-Certified	Nursing	Assistant	
class	in	March.	I	feel	so	excited	to	take	this	class.	I	will	try	
hard and struggle to be a successful person. I hope my 
dreams will come true in the future.

moo moo is originally from thailand.

My	Ambition
MohAMMAd MAjeed

Ambition	is	a	beautiful	word.	All	of	us	think	in	our	own	
way.	There	are	those	who	think	that	they	will	become	rich.	
Someone	may	think	of	setting	up	a	luxury	house.	Another	
wishes to marry who he loves and to improve the level of 
science.	And	another	aspires	to	publish	scientific	research	
in international forums.

I	 had	 hoped	 to	 get	 a	 master’s	 degree,	 then	 a	 PhD.	
Maybe	 in	my	youth	 I	had	some	of	 these	ambitions.	But	
now I throw all these ambitions behind me or in the trash. 
My	ambition	 in	 life	became	to	see	my	son	Ahmed	walk	
like	 the	 other	 kids.	 I	 don’t	want	 anyone	 looking	 at	 him	
with pity and compassion everywhere we go. 

I threw everything behind me and strongly focused 
on this one ambition. I traveled to Egypt so he could see 
doctors and I deprived myself of everything else, even of 
my	daughter	Dalia,	who	is	still	in	Iraq.	My	daughter	will	
understand	in	the	future	why	she	had	to	stay	in	Iraq.	Now	
I	thank	God	a	thousand	times	tenderly	for	this	beautiful	
gift	that	I	have.	I	 feel	happy	in	my	pilgrimage	to	United	
States	when	I	see	my	child	try	to	walk	just	like	any	other	
kid.
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Why I Moved to the 
U.S.
thong vAng, SAint PAul

My	name	is	Thong	Vang.	I	live	in	Saint	Paul,	Minnesota.	
Actually,	I	am	from	Laos.	I	decided	to	move	to	the	United	
States	 for	 three	 reasons:	 all	 of	my	 family	members	 live	
here, I wanted to improve my English and go to college, 
and	I	wanted	to	get	a	good	job	so	that	I	could	save	some	
money for myself and help my family. I have achieved my 
first	goal,	but	I	am	still	working	on	my	second	and	third	
goals.

thong Vang is originally from the lao People’s 
democratic republic.

My	Hopes	and	
Dreams
FrAnCeliA loPez, riChField

My	name	is	Francelia	Lopez.	I	came	to	the	United	States	
with	many	hopes	and	dreams.	I	came	to	work	to	hopefully	
someday	fulfill	my	dreams	and	I	have	fulfilled	some	til	this	
day.	But	I’m	still	missing	a	very	important	one	and	I	am	
working	very	hard	to	fulfill	it.	My	dream	is	to	go	to	school	
every	day	to	read,	write,	and	speak	English	and	to	pass	the	
exams	to	get	my	GED.	These	are	two	of	my	biggest	dreams	
and	I	know	that	with	my	motivation	and	my	teachers’	help	
I will be able to reach my dream. I motivate every single 
one	of	you	that’s	just	like	me	and	wants	to	learn	English,	
to	work	hard	to	achieve	your	dream.	It	doesn’t	matter	how	
old you are as long as you have the motivation to learn. 
Don’t	let	dreams	go	to	waste.	Make	them	come	true!!

Francelia lopez is originally from mexico.

My	Dreams
olgA CuevAS loPez, MinneAPoliS

Hi.	My	name	is	Olga	L.	Cuevas	Lopez.	I	am	from	Nayarit,	
Mexico. I live with my husband and four children. Two of 
my children are in college and the other two are at home. 
I	also	have	a	granddaughter.	I	thank	God	for	this	family	
that he gave me. 

My dreams are to be something in life. One of my 
dreams is to learn and read English with the help of my 
teachers	and	to	attend	class	every	day.	I	know	I	am	able	to	
do	this.	One	of	my	other	dreams	is	to	become	a	citizen,	so	
that	I	can	have	more	opportunities	in	jobs	and	in	life.	My	
last dream is to see my children graduate college so they 
can	be	someone	in	life.	God	gave	us	life	and	we	need	to	
take	advantage	of	it	and	reach	our	goals.	This	is	part	of	my	
life and part of my dreams.

olga cuevas lopez is originally from mexico.

Take	Me	on	a	Journey
eriC ChildS, SAint PAul

Take	me	on	a	journey	that’s	worth	my	while.
It should forever bring me up and turn my frown into a 
smile
And	send	me	head	over	heels	 like	a	roller	coaster	going	
70	miles	an	hour
Loop to loop, upside down,
And	 keep	 me	 in	 the	 air	 so	 long,	 that	 I	 don’t	 feel	 like	
coming down.

This	is	where	most	may	end	up,	going	head	first	into	
life	and	making	the	right	choices	that	come	along	the	path	
to	 pursuing	dreams.	 Just	 think	 to	 yourself,	 how	do	 you	
want	your	future	to	be?	Do	you	want	your	whole	 life	 to	
end	 as	 it	 is,	 knowing	 that	 you	have	not	 accomplished	 a	
thing?	When	I’m	ready	to	go,	I	want	to	be	able	to	say,	“I’ve	
been there. I’ve done that. I went on extreme vacations 
and	I	made	a	life	worth	living.”	I	want	to	be	able	to	say,	“It	
was	wild	and	I’m	exhausted.”
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Untitled
oMArdAhir hASSAn, WAite PArK

My	name	 is	Omardahir.	 I	 came	 from	Hiran	 in	 Central	
Somalia.	Before	I	came	to	the	United	States,	I	was	in	Arab	
countries.	At	this	time	I	couldn’t	speak	the	Arab	language,	
but	I	went	to	school.	After	one	year	I	could	speak	the	Arab	
language.  

My	first	goal	was	to	find	a	safe	country.	I	came	to	the	
United	States	on	August	11,	2001.		I	went	to	Chicago	first.	
After	 two	hours	 I	went	 to	Minneapolis	with	my	 family.	
After	three	weeks	I	came	to	Saint	Cloud	with	my	family.	
My	next	goal	was	to	find	a	job.	After	three	months	I	found	
a	 job.	My	 last	 goal	 was	 to	 go	 to	 school.	 I	 came	 to	 this	
school.	Now	I	speak	three	languages:	Somali,	Arabic	and	
English. 

omardahir hassan is orginally from somalia.

Untitled
ruth PrAhl

My Life
MulKi ABdille, MinneAPoliS 

My	name	is	Mulki	Abdille.	I	am	from	Somalia.	I	grew	up	
in	Mogadishu.	I	moved	to	Kenya	in	2002.	I	came	to	the	
United	States	on	September	8,	2005.	I	started	working	in	
Marshall,	Minnesota	 at	Turkey	Valley	Farms.	 I	 help	my	
family	back	in	Somalia	by	sending	money	every	month.	I	
have two children. I am happy and want a good future for 
my children. I want to study nursing soon.

mulki Abdille is 26 and originally from somalia.

My	Future	Plans
PAng vAng, SAint PAul

I	am	from	Laos.	I	came	to	the	United	States	 three	years	
ago.	I	am	studying	in	an	ESL	class.	I	have	a	goal:	I	want	to	
help	my	children	with	 their	homework.	There	are	 some	
things I need to do to reach my goal. I need to improve 
my	speaking,	reading,	and	writing	in	English	so	I	can	talk	
with	their	teachers	and	learn	more	about	their	homework	
assignments.	 If	 I	 can,	 I	want	 to	 get	my	GED	and	 study	
something	I	 like.	I	 think	if	 I	have	more	education	I	will	
get	a	better	job.

Pang Vang is 24 and originally from laos.
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