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 Yes, America IS the
greatest and it couldn’t be without you, without me, without us.
There’s no doubt about it, without “me” and “you”, we couldn’t be
“us”. We couldn’t be the Land of the Free, the richest, healthiest,
happiest people ever.

But, today there’s a movement to make us all “us”.
Everyone the same, no standouts, no one excels at a talent, or a
history. We are all being baked together like a macaroni casserole
covered in manufactured, fake-flavor cheese - instant meal.

But, we’re not “us”, and, we don’t want to be “us”.
I want you to be you, I insist on being me. You wouldn't want to be
me (trust me!), no doubt you prefer to be you.

There seems to be a shove toward making us Americans
all look alike, think alike, vote alike. Individualism is
discouraged. Sameism, dullism, parrotism is encouraged. But, being
myselfism or yourselfism is loudly discouraged.

Yes, in this magnificent country of waving grain
from sea to shining sea, there’s an abundance of ignorance, of
prejudice, of corruption. With the advent of other ideas, other
cultures, other philosophies, we Americans are forced to re-think
some of the inherited biases entrenched in our thinking as to right
and wrong ways to accept each other.

The “newer” cultures bring to the New World, a fresh
perspective to our understanding of our past and the promise of a
culturally richer and more fascinating America.

God bless America.

As a Communications Studies Instructor, I spent many
years working with students, teaching them, explaining stuff - life
- and helping them understand the validity and vitality of “Self” -
individualism, as well as the complex art of communication, which
ain’t as easy as it seems - well, uh, actually - not easy at
all.

The students and myself were fortunate to be in an
elite school in Los Altos, Ca. Foothill College is set in an
idyllic pastoral scene, grass-covered hills, serene flora, redwood
trees and shade trees that line flower-bordered walk ways.

Occasionally I’d pass by a Tibetan student
meditating in a patio graced by shafts of sun beams. Nearby the
exotic Japanese Garden was cool, quiet, an inviting place for tea
or studies.

Each student was an individual, with an exciting
life of unique history, tradition, ideas, perspectives and personal
experiences. A great opportunity for a student to learn and grow
from, to experience a world of new ideas.

The creativity and resourcefulness within each being
that walks on this earth, and in the class room, in many cases
emerges strong, from a life or death struggle.

Some of my students had such extraordinary lives
that I want to share them with the reader. Most of these students
are survivors of a hostile society. Someone who, in spite of all
the odds against him or her, against all the disadvantages, rose
above those odds to succeed. They made it to the sanctuary of
America.

Not only did these “under dogs” succeed by sheer
determination, but managed to bring others along to success
also.

Of course, I have changed the names. I didn’t want
to, I am so proud of each and every student, but they have their
private lives and take their success as a matter of course. They
are proud to be here in America, proud to be a part of the icon
that accepts all peoples. They are citizens - Americans - with a
proud heart.



MAY LINN, CHINA
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It was the moment for her Information Speech, the
main presentation for her Midterm. May Linn, a young Chinese girl
who had been in America 4 years, related the story of her life and
her family’s coming to America.

As she told us the story of her life so far, in
America, she stood calmly facing the class. All eyes were on her as
she took a deep breath. It was a breath of relief.

She began:

My Mother, Father and I came to America four years
ago, there was just the three of us. We came from a small village
in south China. My father had a business for 5 years, but the
Communist Party took it away. They said we could not have business
with out their license.

They would not give my father the license because he
was not in the Communist party. Life was very hard. He had no work,
no job, no food. It was very hard.

We decided to come to America. My father sold all he
could, my mother took her family pictures, we took all we could
save from our family treasures. Mother had a big box in her closet
with family pictures, an embroidered silk robe and legal papers.
She sewed some of her jewelry in her coat and kept some out to
bribe the guards and other people who would stop us and check our
papers.

We started our escape by train, pretending to be
going to visit relatives at a distant village. Then we switched to
cars and eventually got to the sea. When it was dark we got in a
boat other people. We looked like peasants going to fish.

After many days on the water we came to an island
where people took us in and we had to get cleared by those people
before we could go on, but eventually we got to America, to
California.

People at the church helped us find an apartment and
the three of us were together. Then, my father had a heart attack
and died. We were alone. I had no job, I was in school. Mother had
no work.

Mother was worried, how to live? how to pay rent?
how to get food? She sat at the kitchen table, worried, twisting
paper clips while she thought. She twisted the paper clips into
animals and flowers while she tried to think of ways to live.

Then she noticed the way she was bending the clips
into dogs, horses, birds and flowers. They were interesting and
cute. She decided to make fancy paper clips. So she found ways to
make them and sell them. Now she has international business selling
paper clips.

At this point she opened a bag and took out a small
box of paper clips in many colors, all bent in many shapes,
animals, flowers and musical instruments. She gave it to me. She
also had box for each student in the class. We were impressed at
the determination and success of her mother and glad they made it
to America.
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GEORGE, CHINA

George was an older Chinese man about 45 years or
so. A nervous man, slightly bent as though carrying a burden of
sorrow and resignation. In his baggy Levi’s and faded work shirt,
his worn, scarred hands gripped the lectern seemingly to balance
the memory of past terrors while he existed in a transient
Paradise. He was a man very much out of place, but resolute in
survival.

As he prepared to talk he’d often glance at me with
a deeply concerned look as if to ask if he were doing everything
right. I smiled encouragement. He kept his head down in a gesture
of acceptance as though he were taking orders from a rough
overseer.

“In China we are very poor. In the country side
the people have no food, the farms are dry, the Communists have
taken away all our farm tools so we have no way to eat. We are
always hungry; we are starving.

So, to share what food we can with the family, we
have to decide who will get food that day. There is grandmother,
grandfather, husband, wife and 4 children. We gather together in
group to make decision who shall eat and who shall die.”

Here there was a moment of silence, his eyes focused
on some heavy memory of the near-distant past.

There is Grandmother, Grandfather, you only have one
of those, they cannot be replaced. You cannot let them die. You
have Mother, Father, there is only one of those. They cannot be
replaced. You cannot let them die.

But, you have children. If one child dies, you can
replace it. So, the family sits together in the circle and we
decide who shall die. My little girl is two years old. She is too
young to know Life (here, he paused, put his head down and
choked…)

We all agree, she must be the one to die so the rest
of us can live. Grandmother hugs her, Grandfather hugs her says we
shall all meet in the afterlife. We all have tears. The Mother hugs
her tight, kisses her face many times.

I take her by the hand. We walk out into the night,
into the fields deep into the tall grass. I sit my little girl down
on a rock and tell her to be quiet, go to sleep. We will meet again
in the stars in the sky.

I walk away…”

I had to stop him. “George. please, we can’t…go on…
it’s so sad…”

He nodded in understanding, and went to his
seat.

Tears were streaming down my face, the class was in
tears, all the heads were bent seeing in their mind the vision of a
little girl, sitting, alone, on a stone in tall grass, waiting to
starve to death…

Oh, God, how sad!

When George first enrolled in the class he asked if
he could come a little early and would I help him with his English?
Of course. I
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