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My Closet
Stephanie Z.
Grade 12
Hathaway Brown School
Shaker Heights, Ohio  USA

I am wearing my favorite Chi-Pao with jasmine flowers entangled 
with gold detail along the red silk dress. The countless compliments 
I receive lead me to believe that modeling is in my near future. Sadly, 
this is my first and last time taking the trip to celebrate Chinese 
New Year in China with my grandparents. I am barely old enough 
to form English sentences like “mommy food” but somehow the 
ability to sing songs in near perfect Chinese comes to me like the 
yellow canary outside of my window, if it means putting a smile on 
my grandmother’s face. It was here at my grandparent’s small and 
cluttered apartment in Eastern Beijing where I took my first steps 
while mimicking my dad’s dancing. I remember the excitement 
and gasps as I stood up like a wobbly giraffe. As my mom helps my 
grandmother set up our annual New Year’s dinner, I hear the doorbell 
ring and loud greetings arise as my cousins, aunts and uncles arrive. 
I laugh and giggle as my cousins all greet me one by one, being the 
youngest didn’t seem that bad at all. It is here where I feel the most 
at home, where I spend the most time learning Chinese, not English. 
This is the place where I discovered the feeling of true family, in my 
red silk Chi-Pao with gold detailing.

I am wearing a One Direction t-shirt that I had saved all of my allowance 
money to buy and my fuzzy pajama pants that are a little too small. 
It’s my 13th birthday party and my parents just put out snacks for the 
8 of us in the kitchen. “Turning thirteen is a big deal, Stephanie,” my 
friend Taylor explains, “You’re almost a teenager and you don’t look 
anything like one.” Turning 13 is a big deal. It means getting my ears 
pierced, going to the movies alone with friends, and finally looking 
like a teenager. But as I look down at my lanky body with the Chinese 
slippers that my mom told me to wear, I know I don’t look like the 
other girls. At this point, my Chinese has almost disappeared from 
my vocabulary completely, only to being able to say Happy New 
Year when my grandparents call. Our family has become a mush of 
Chinese and American traditions. I hadn’t realized until now how out 
of place I feel. My friends don’t treat me any differently but it is the 
subtle remarks that slowly chip away my memories of China.
“What did you get on the math test, oh wait, of course you got 100%.” 
“Don’t you ever get sick of only eating rice and noodles?” 
“Ching chong, did I just say something in Chinese?” 
“Huh, you have pretty big eyes for an Asian.”
On the outside, it may seem like I’m an American girl but that’s only 
because my Chinese past has cracked to the point of no repair. And 
so we sit around my kitchen doing makeovers and curling hair as my 
friends turn me into someone I’ll never know but always want to be.
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Campaign
William L.
Grade 11
The Blake School
Hopkins, Minnesota  USA

I came home from Vietnam on July 3rd, which was of course, in the 
midst of the most patriotic time of the year. At that point I had spent 
last three weeks of my life challenging my idea of the U.S. and of myself. 
During those weeks I built a more nuanced idea of what it means to 
be “American,” and my return was an abrupt end to that exploration. 
I was hit with barbeques, fireworks, and flags, everywhere. While I 
spent the 4th sleeping off my jetlag and adjusting back to normal 
temperatures, hearing cries of “the greatest country in the world” still 
threw me through a loop. In Vietnam, America was certainly not the 
greatest country in the world, and as I imagine, many other countries 
hold that same belief. So who are we if not the greatest? How did we 
form such a different idea of ourselves than the rest of the world? All 
these questions surrounded me as I struggled through my first days 
at home.

My thinking was only further challenged through my interactions 
with family members, who all insisted I tell them everything about 
my experience. My most memorable interaction about my trip was 
one I had with my uncle, who upon seeing me asked: “How was the 
jungle?” I realized at that moment the very singular view everyone 
around me had about my experience, and about Vietnam. Whether it 
was a joke about the Viet Cong, the jungle, or asking if I felt safe there, 
every question directed towards me was built off of the existing 
knowledge my relatives had from the war. Of course you can’t blame 
them - with an issue so divisive as the Vietnam War, it took over years 
of their newsfeed and political atmosphere. And as relevant as it was 
in their lives, it remains the defining factor of Vietnam to this day. 
To older generations, Vietnam translated to death, conflict, and pain. 
To the best of my ability, I articulated that there was in fact - not a 
jungle covering the country, but rather a developing, prospering 
nation, with a capital more populated than New York. My relatives, 
mute to the progression of the area, learned about climate concerns, 
their growing tourism industry, and even Hanoi traffic laws. I told of 
my experiences in minority villages, crowded markets in the delta, 
breathtaking concerts in the “Vietnamese Times Square,” and slowly 
they were able to see that Vietnam, a country that seemed so foreign 
to them, so stained with the memory of war, wasn’t at all what they 
imagined.

At some point in all this explanation, I had lost myself in the thought 
of their singular perception. I trailed on about my trip, yet I stayed 
focused on the development of this “single story.” I felt compelled to 
educate myself in the ways of these perspectives, about where they 
came from and how we can break them down. How did I think of the 
world? What countries were nothing like I had thought? I wanted to 
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learn what was real....to break down my own “single stories.” And it 
is for that---- that I am thankful for the Blake Global Programs - for 
showing me the impact of this connectivity and exploration, as it is 
our only method to break down barriers and truly become a society 
of global citizens.



G L O B A L  E X P R E S S I O N  A N D  T H O U G H T6

Global Discovery 
Mayher S.
Grade 8
St. Catherine's School
Richmond, Virginia  USA

When I was little, I used to carpool home from preschool with a bunch 
of friends. Every trip, the parent that drove us would ask us what we 
wanted to listen to in the car. I was a pretty weird kid, but when I 
answered “NPR” my friend’s mom thought that I was joking. I was not 
joking. 

Obviously, I didn’t understand most of the NPR podcasts when I was 
4, but now I find some of them interesting. About a month ago, my 
dad was driving me to dance class when we heard a podcast about 
longevity. It talked about certain “Blue Zones” in Japan and Italy, 
where the highest percentage of senior citizens lived. Most of the 
people in these areas lived to be at least 100 years old! 

To find out what made these areas of the world so special, the 
reporters took a trip to the Blue Zone in Italy. They did a number of 
studies and surveys, and here is what they found…

Wait. You thought that I was going to tell you that easily. This is the 
secret to eternal life that we’re talking about, or at least, as close as we 
can get to eternal life. So, I’m going to tell you about an experience 
that I had and see if you can figure it out.

Christmas Break. 6th Grade. My family decided to take a trip to go see 
our family in India. Let me set the scene for you. The minute you step 
off the plane, you can tell that you’re here. It’s the smell. Burnt rubber 
with a hint of curry. When people asked me what I missed most about 
home, I told them that it was 100% the fresh air. The streets are a 
chaotic mix of cars, carts, animals, and pedestrians. Most of the time, 
people ride around in these three-wheeled “golf cars” called chuches. 
And yes, I did see cows on the side of the road.

While we were there, our family wanted to do some kind of community 
service to help uneducated kids in New Delhi. We visited and toured 
a nonprofit school that gave an education to kids that lived in a 
not-so-nice area of New Delhi. It was Christmas, so we wanted to get 
these kids gifts, but the principal of the school said that what these 
kids needed the most was soap. Hygiene was a huge issue, and if 
these families could properly clean themselves, it would save them 
hundreds of dollars on health care.

To properly understand where the headmistress was coming from, 
we took a trip to the neighborhood where most of the school children 
lived. The streets were filled with garbage, and they were lined on 
either side with open sewage canals. Each house was about the size 
of a small office, and was shared by a 4 to 5 person family.
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I could go on, but I don’t want you to feel bad for those families. 
They don’t want you to feel bad for them. The people there were the 
happiest people around. They welcomed us into their homes with 
open arms, asked us about our day, and the kids tried to teach us 
their favorite games. They were so happy to be around one another, 
and they made the best of their circumstances.

We went there to help these families, but I think that they helped me 
more than I could ever help them. We gave each child one bar of soap, 
but they gave us something that isn’t really measurable. They gave 
me a chance to grow and expand my mind. They showed me that 
you don’t need much to be content. It is the people that we surround 
ourselves with that make all the difference.

The people living in Blue Zones live very close to each other. They are 
forced to see each other every day, and they rely on each other. They 
have to talk to one another, even if they don’t want to.

The secret to living a long life isn’t how in shape you are, or your 
lifestyle, or some weird detox juice cleanse. It is community. It took 
my visit to India to show me that.
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Valley of Singing Roses
Olivia D.
Grade 6
Palmer Trinity School
Miami, Florida  USA

“Yes, but my answers are priceless,” David said during our interview. 
My family and I recently traveled to Santa Fe, New Mexico. Santa Fe is 
a place filled with culture and history. That is where I met David. In my 
time there, I experienced different food, goods, and art. Yet, the most 
interesting thing I learned about the city were the people. There are 
many Native American residents in New Mexico. I wanted to learn 
more about their culture and history, so I interviewed David, a native 
to New Mexico and America. The name of David’s tribe was originally, 
Valley of Singing Roses.

David told me that in New Mexico instead of “tribes” they have 
pueblos. The “tribes” are called pueblos because when the Spanish 
arrived, they described the natives’ towns as “little villages”, which 
is what pueblo means in Spanish. The pueblos in New Mexico have 
been here for thousands of years, in fact, David’s pueblo is the Santa 
Clara Pueblo. Each pueblo has a chapel with a patron saint given by 
the Spanish. The saint that David’s pueblo has is Saint Clara. There 
are nineteen pueblos and they are all near the Rio Grande River. 
This shows how important water was in the evolution of history. All 
pueblos speak a different language, yet the Santa Clara pueblo speaks 
Tewa. Pueblo traditions go back hundreds of thousands of years.

David’s ancestors are some of the people who first started 
Thanksgiving. For them, Thanksgiving is a celebration of harvest and 
hunting, in preparation for the winter. For this celebration they will 
most likely eat turkey, pinto beans, corn, squash, and chili. David’s 
family celebrates Thanksgiving just like mine. They eat together 
and celebrate the wonderful holiday. They also watch Thanksgiving 
football. Even though the Native Americans created Thanksgiving, 
the European and Spanish cultures adopted the tradition.

Native Americans had an influence on almost everything you see 
today. In David’s words, “Everything that is North American as far 
as Flora, Fauna, it’s not European.” From David’s point of view, the 
European culture was influenced by the natives as far as what to eat 
and which crops to plant, as well as what to hunt. He explains that 
a popular term for a popular food is Mexican, yet it is really Native 
American food. David says that sacred foods to his culture are corn, 
pinto beans, squash, and chili. Do those foods sound familiar? Well, 
they are! That is the type of food you are likely to find in your local 
“Mexican” restaurant. Now you know that you are really eating Native 
American food. Most of the time, “The real roots are with the Natives,” 
David reminded me. In fact, many instances of trade began when a 
non - native would seek help from a native. Native Americans also 
influenced the architecture of Santa Fe. The typical architecture is 
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called Adobe, a type of building made of clay. This is the true story of 
a culture and the remarkable effect it has had over time.

Overall, the experience of meeting and learning about another 
culture was magical. I learned about pueblo traditions, Thanksgiving 
traditions of the Santa Clara Pueblo, and the true origins of many 
things around us. “There’s a lot. There’s so much,” David said about 
what to learn from his culture.
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Jennifer Campbell, Teacher
Grade 4
Bullis School
Potomac, Maryland  USA

The fourth grade studies the themes of movement and immigration, 
from both a global and American perspective. We begin with a 
historical study of Ellis Island, followed by the Oregon Trail, Angel 
Island, Great Migration and Harlem Renaissance, and end with modern 
immigration from Latin America and the Middle East. Read alouds, 
guest speakers, field trips, nonfiction texts, videos, interviews, and 
simulations help students examine how movement shapes people, 
communities, and societies. We also discuss issues of social justice 
as they relate to immigrants and minority groups within the United 
States. Each unit has a corresponding read aloud, writing piece, and 
hands-on project to enhance our study. Highlights include a field trip 
to Ellis Island to learn firsthand about the immigrant experience and 
an Oral History Project where students interview family members, 
friends, or a member of the Bullis community who has immigrated to 
the US and write his/her story.

The Oral History Project involves several student-directed steps. First, 
as a class, we brainstorm a list of questions to ask our interviewees. 
Questions include Why did you leave your home country? What 
was the journey like? Are you glad you came to America? Then, 
students create a timeline of their interviewee’s life and research 
their interviewee’s country to discover information about life there 
to include in their biography. They use their recordings and research 
to write a detailed biography about the person’s childhood, moving 
experience, and later life. Their final hardcover book includes hand-
drawn illustrations and a presentation to the community, where their 
interviewees, parents, teachers, and classmates celebrate their work. 
During art class, students paint a portrait of their interviewees and 
include items that are significant to their cultures. They use what 
they learned during their visit to The National Portrait Gallery to think 
about pose, facial expression, color and symbolism. This year, students 
shared the stories of people from Sierra Leone, Colombia, India, Syria, 
France, Russia, Spain, Guatemala, San Salvador, Switzerland, Iran, 
Jamaica, Haiti, and Taiwan. We feel the Oral History Project helped 
bring our community together, as we learned the backstories of 
Bullis staff members and students’ family members and friends who 
have moved to the United States.
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Jamie Atlas, Teacher
Grade 2
Hathaway Brown School
Shaker Heights, Ohio  USA

There are many goals that I have for the students in my second grade 
classroom. I want them all to learn and grow through the curriculum, 
develop positive relationships, and have fun. However, growing up 
in today’s world, nothing is more important to me than having my 
students leave with an understanding of diversity, culture, and a sense 
of their place in the world. My goal is to teach students acceptance 
rather than just tolerance. Ultimately, I want to set the groundwork 
for these young ladies to develop into strong women with a voice, 
and with the courage and knowledge to stand up for what is right.

The girls begin this journey by picking a country of their choice to 
research and study. They are expected to learn about the geography, 
people, food, traditions, holidays, and other topics of their choice 
through books, interviews, and websites. The girls then compare 
and contrast their own lives and customs to that of a student in the 
country they studied. The project culminates with The World Cultural 
Festival which is an event where student’s families are invited to 
see their presentations and to enjoy a tasting of food from all of the 
countries represented.

Following this study we move into a unit that explores African culture 
through the arts. The curriculum uses the concept of “creations” 
through the study of history and culture. We examine African culture 
with an emphasis on art, music, and dance as a form of expression 
and creation. This curriculum aligns with several strands of the second 
grade Ohio State standards theme of “people working together.” This 
unit was designed to be an extension of the work that the girls do 
around culture and diversity during the World Cultural Festival earlier 
in the year.

My rationale for the concept of creation is below:
Creation is an idea that is brought to life through expression. There 
are many ways that creation can be expressed and it is invaluable 
for a child to have these different experiences. Art, dance, and music 
are just three ways a child can begin their journey of developing 
creations. By exploring these avenues, children will have the ability to 
discover limitless possibilities. Developing the concept of creativity 
as an understanding and awareness of others will benefit children 
throughout their life.

The essential questions for this unit are as follows:
1. Do all cultures exemplify creations?
2. How are creations brought to life?
3. Is imagination and inspiration an inherited or learned ability?
4. How does the history of a culture inhibit or promote creativity?

The girls begin their study learning about the geography and biomes 

Primary School Honorable Mention



G L O B A L  E X P R E S S I O N  A N D  T H O U G H T1 3

of Africa and then compare and contrast it to the geography and 
biomes of North America. As a part of this unit we work in collaboration 
with a second grade class at an all boys school. This collaboration 
involves trips to each others schools to learn and share together. 
Students learn about African music by developing an understand of 
the rhythmic patterns, call and response, and the instruments that 
have been created in Western Africa. Students go to a workshop led 
by Dr. Craig Woodson who lived and studied African drumming in 
Ghana for years. The boys and girls work in pairs to create their own 
Dondo drums which originated in Ghana.

In previous years, we have partnered with high school students from 
our Center for Global Citizenship who have traveled to Africa. These 
girls have shared their experiences through teaching our younger 
students dances and chants, while also helping to teach about 
animals and geography.

In order to create an integrated unit, the girls core literacy book 
during this time is Maya Angelou's, “My Painted House, My Friendly 
Chicken, and Me.” This book examines the day in the life of a Ndebele 
girl in South Africa. The girls study the Ndebele people and the history 
and technique behind their painted houses. This eventually leads 
to the class creating their own painted house village incorporating 
authentic techniques and meaning behind the designs. The girls 
enjoy going to the IDEA lab to design and create their structures 
using the materials and tools in the lab.

The unit concludes with the girls creating a presentation on their 
iPads comparing and contrasting “the day in the life” of an 8 year old 
girl living in The United States, South Africa (Ndebele Village), and in 
the country they studied earlier in the year. This comparison deepens 
the girls’ understanding of diversity, culture, and globalization.
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