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The Wooden Shoes

Cassania, a 17-year-old student in Boston who emigrated from Haiti after the earthquake there
in 2010, wrote this story about the legacy embodied in of a pair of wooden shoes.

On January 12, 2010, an earthquake devastated the small island of Haiti. As the earth
shook, people were running all over the streets, trying to find a secure place. | saw a
house that had fallen into pieces and plenty of people lying dead on the streets—some
without a head, arm, or leg. My grandma and | had to leave quickly, so we only had time
to take the most important things. | grabbed our cell phones. She grabbed a pair of yellow
wooden shoes, but then we decided to leave them in the next room, and we went off.

Two days after my tenth birthday, April 23, my grandfather gave me a pair of yellow
wooden shoes. They were the weirdest shoes that I'd ever seen in my life. Aside from
being yellow, they were enormous, shiny, and had large beaks. They also had flower
designs on each side. They were very clean, therefore they always had the smell of a
newly bought thing. At first, | hated that pair of shoes because they weren't my style and
they were not the kind of birthday gift that | wanted. When he gave me the shoes, |
accepted them, but it was not a sincere acceptance. | threw them under my bed and went
off. How could a ten-year-old girl love a weird pair of yellow shoes? However, my
grandfather never gave up. He was extremely persistent and wanted me to know the
story behind them, which he was truly proud of. | did not know how significant the shoes
were until | sat down and listened to all the struggles that he had to go through.

My grandfather Fanis Julson was born in the Dominican Republic. When he was just about
seventeen years old, his parents and he moved to Haiti. This wasn't easy for him because
he had to leave his friends and family behind, and he had to start adapting himself to a
new culture, a new life. But Grandpa Fanis was strong enough to carry his own weight. He
was extremely strict with his family, but when he was with his friends he was eager to
have fun. He was compassionate, loved without limits, and appreciated even the smallest
things in life. Since | was a little girl, people have always compared me to him because we
share the same characteristics. He could never trick my mom or me, his own blood.

My grandpa used to live in the rural areas of Haiti. There was always a big lack of money
in the family. About a year or so after my grandpa got married to my grandmother, Leonie
Camille, things weren't going as well as he planned. Their three children were getting
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seriously sick. So everyday for fifteen years, he worked two jobs. He has worked as a
salesman, but his primary job was being a comedian. He enjoyed entertaining people. He
used to wake up at 5:00 a.m. every day, put his wooden shoes on, then go tell stories or
act in a play for a certain family. Even when he got paid little money, it was enough to put
food on the table for his family.

After hearing this intriguing story, | broke into tears. | went to my grandpa and gave him
the biggest hug ever. He worked so hard to provide for the woman that he loved.

| decided to use these shoes for my project. | was so excited. | went home and asked
Grandma about the shoes, but she did not answer me. She looked as scared as my cat
Mickey whenever he hears a thunderstorm. She has an innocent look, whenever she does
anything wrong, you always know because she looks nervous. Having the feeling that she
didn't hear me, | asked her the question once again, and that's when she told me that the
shoes disappeared. | couldn't believe my ears. | was frustrated. | asked her, “How come
you never told me this before, poukisa?” (Why?)

Grandma replied, “I didn't want to see the reaction that I'm seeing right now.”

“But grandma what happened? When did this happen? Pale avek mwen! (Talk to mel)” |
said angrily.

She responded, “Calm down honey, one question at a time.” Tears started coming down
her eyes. Her crying was contagious. | wanted to cry, too, but | couldn’t because my anger
was stronger than my tears.

| never truly knew why Grandpa Fanis gave me the yellow wooden shoes. After what | had
to go through, | realized that a gift is not about its physical appearance, but about how
meaningful it is to you. Although the shoes aren't physically with me, they are mentally a
part of me. The shoes are meaningful to me because, first, they were a gift from the most
admirable man in my life. Secondly, the shoes were the tools that Grandpa Fanis used to
keep his family from falling apart. They remind me of how many sacrifices, struggles, and
efforts he made to provide for his family in a country where you have to be thankful and
appreciate everything given to you. When a gift is so important, such as the shoes are to
me, the only way that | can express myself is by writing about it.'

' Cassania Gilson, "Wooden Shoes," in | Want You to Have This: A Collection of Objects and Their
Stories from Around the World, written by eleventh graders from Boston International High School
(Boston, MA: 826 Boston, 2013), 94-97. Reproduced by permission of 826 Boston.
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Cassania, a 17-year-old student in Boston who emigrated from Haiti after the earthquake there
in 2010, wrote this story about the legacy embodied in of a pair of wooden shoes. 2010 O+0l El
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On January 12, 2010, an earthquake devastated the small island of Haiti. As the earth
shook, people were running all over the streets, trying to find a secure place. | saw a
house that had fallen into pieces and plenty of people lying dead on the streets—some
without a head, arm, or leg. My grandma and | had to leave quickly, so we only had time
to take the most important things. | grabbed our cell phones. She grabbed a pair of yellow
wooden shoes, but then we decided to leave them in the next room, and we went off.
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Two days after my tenth birthday, April 23, my grandfather gave me a pair of yellow
wooden shoes. They were the weirdest shoes that I'd ever seen in my life. Aside from
being yellow, they were enormous, shiny, and had large beaks. They also had flower
designs on each side. They were very clean, therefore they always had the smell of a
newly bought thing. At first, | hated that pair of shoes because they weren't my style and
they were not the kind of birthday gift that | wanted. When he gave me the shoes, |
accepted them, but it was not a sincere acceptance. | threw them under my bed and went
off. How could a ten-year-old girl love a weird pair of yellow shoes? However, my
grandfather never gave up. He was extremely persistent and wanted me to know the
story behind them, which he was truly proud of. I did not know how significant the shoes
were until | sat down and listened to all the struggles that he had to go through. &€ 21 M
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My grandfather Fanis Julson was born in the Dominican Republic. When he was just about
seventeen years old, his parents and he moved to Haiti. This wasn't easy for him because
he had to leave his friends and family behind, and he had to start adapting himself to a
new culture, a new life. But Grandpa Fanis was strong enough to carry his own weight. He
was extremely strict with his family, but when he was with his friends he was eager to
have fun. He was compassionate, loved without limits, and appreciated even the smallest
things in life. Since | was a little girl, people have always compared me to him because we
share the same characteristics. He could never trick my mom or me, his own blood. Xl
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My grandpa used to live in the rural areas of Haiti. There was always a big lack of money
in the family. About a year or so after my grandpa got married to my grandmother, Leonie
Camille, things weren't going as well as he planned. Their three children were getting
seriously sick. So everyday for fifteen years, he worked two jobs. He has worked as a
salesman, but his primary job was being a comedian. He enjoyed entertaining people. He
used to wake up at 5:00 a.m. every day, put his wooden shoes on, then go tell stories or
act in a play for a certain family. Even when he got paid little money, it was enough to put
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After hearing this intriguing story, | broke into tears. | went to my grandpa and gave him
the biggest hug ever. He worked so hard to provide for the woman that he loved. 0l
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| decided to use these shoes for my project. | was so excited. | went home and asked
Grandma about the shoes, but she did not answer me. She looked as scared as my cat
Mickey whenever he hears a thunderstorm. She has an innocent look, whenever she does
anything wrong, you always know because she looks nervous. Having the feeling that she
didn't hear me, | asked her the question once again, and that's when she told me that the
shoes disappeared. | couldn't believe my ears. | was frustrated. | asked her, “How come
you never told me this before, poukisa?” (Why?) 0| A2 S M ZZ2ZME ALE0IIIE
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Grandma replied, “I didn’t want to see the reaction that I'm seeing right now.” & H LI =
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“But grandma what happened? When did this happen? Pale avek mwen! (Talk to mel)” |
said angrily. "E LI, & OIS L? A L0 HUK? Pale avek mwen! (2! o
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She responded, “Calm down honey, one question at a time.” Tears started coming down
her eyes. Her crying was contagious. | wanted to cry, too, but | couldn’t because my anger
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I never truly knew why Grandpa Fanis gave me the yellow wooden shoes. After what | had
to go through, | realized that a gift is not about its physical appearance, but about how
meaningful it is to you. Although the shoes aren't physically with me, they are mentally a
part of me. The shoes are meaningful to me because, first, they were a gift from the most
admirable man in my life. Secondly, the shoes were the tools that Grandpa Fanis used to
keep his family from falling apart. They remind me of how many sacrifices, struggles, and
efforts he made to provide for his family in a country where you have to be thankful and



appreciate everything given to you. When a gift is so important, such as the shoes are to
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2 Cassania Gilson, "Wooden Shoes," in | Want You to Have This: A Collection of Objects and Their
Stories from Around the World, written by eleventh graders from Boston International High School
(Boston, MA: 826 Boston, 2013), 94-97. Reproduced by permission of 826 Boston.
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Cassania, a 17-year-old student in Boston who emigrated from Haiti after the earthquake there
in 2010, wrote this story about the legacy embodied in of a pair of wooden shoes. 2010F D/ A
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On January 12, 2010, an earthquake devastated the small island of Haiti. As the earth
shook, people were running all over the streets, trying to find a secure place. | saw a
house that had fallen into pieces and plenty of people lying dead on the streets—some
without a head, arm, or leg. My grandma and | had to leave quickly, so we only had time
to take the most important things. | grabbed our cell phones. She grabbed a pair of yellow
wooden shoes, but then we decided to leave them in the next room, and we went off.
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Two days after my tenth birthday, April 23, my grandfather gave me a pair of yellow
wooden shoes. They were the weirdest shoes that I'd ever seen in my life. Aside from
being yellow, they were enormous, shiny, and had large beaks. They also had flower
designs on each side. They were very clean, therefore they always had the smell of a
newly bought thing. At first, | hated that pair of shoes because they weren't my style and
they were not the kind of birthday gift that | wanted. When he gave me the shoes, |
accepted them, but it was not a sincere acceptance. | threw them under my bed and went
off. How could a ten-year-old girl love a weird pair of yellow shoes? However, my
grandfather never gave up. He was extremely persistent and wanted me to know the
story behind them, which he was truly proud of. | did not know how significant the shoes
were until | sat down and listened to all the struggles that he had to go through. 105% D &t
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My grandfather Fanis Julson was born in the Dominican Republic. When he was just about
seventeen years old, his parents and he moved to Haiti. This wasn't easy for him because
he had to leave his friends and family behind, and he had to start adapting himself to a
new culture, a new life. But Grandpa Fanis was strong enough to carry his own weight. He
was extremely strict with his family, but when he was with his friends he was eager to
have fun. He was compassionate, loved without limits, and appreciated even the smallest
things in life. Since | was a little girl, people have always compared me to him because we
share the same characteristics. He could never trick my mom or me, his own blood. FA®
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My grandpa used to live in the rural areas of Haiti. There was always a big lack of money
in the family. About a year or so after my grandpa got married to my grandmother, Leonie
Camille, things weren't going as well as he planned. Their three children were getting
seriously sick. So everyday for fifteen years, he worked two jobs. He has worked as a
salesman, but his primary job was being a comedian. He enjoyed entertaining people. He
used to wake up at 5:00 a.m. every day, put his wooden shoes on, then go tell stories or
act in a play for a certain family. Even when he got paid little money, it was enough to put
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After hearing this intriguing story, | broke into tears. | went to my grandpa and gave him
the biggest hug ever. He worked so hard to provide for the woman that he loved. Z® Bk
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| decided to use these shoes for my project. | was so excited. | went home and asked
Grandma about the shoes, but she did not answer me. She looked as scared as my cat
Mickey whenever he hears a thunderstorm. She has an innocent look, whenever she does
anything wrong, you always know because she looks nervous. Having the feeling that she
didn't hear me, | asked her the question once again, and that's when she told me that the
shoes disappeared. | couldn’t believe my ears. | was frustrated. | asked her, “How come
you never told me this before, poukisa?” (Why?) CO#ZETOT T HMIFESZEIZLELZ, T
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Grandma replied, “I didn't want to see the reaction that I'm seeing right now.” IXH b oA
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“But grandma what happened? When did this happen? Pale avek mwen! (Talk to mel)” |
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She responded, “Calm down honey, one question at a time.” Tears started coming down
her eyes. Her crying was contagious. | wanted to cry, too, but | couldn’t because my anger
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I never truly knew why Grandpa Fanis gave me the yellow wooden shoes. After what | had
to go through, | realized that a gift is not about its physical appearance, but about how
meaningful it is to you. Although the shoes aren't physically with me, they are mentally a
part of me. The shoes are meaningful to me because, first, they were a gift from the most
admirable man in my life. Secondly, the shoes were the tools that Grandpa Fanis used to
keep his family from falling apart. They remind me of how many sacrifices, struggles, and
efforts he made to provide for his family in a country where you have to be thankful and
appreciate everything given to you. When a gift is so important, such as the shoes are to



me, the only way that | can express myself is by writing about it.> 77 ZXE L\ w AME
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3 Cassania Gilson, "Wooden Shoes," in | Want You to Have This: A Collection of Objects and Their
Stories from Around the World, written by eleventh graders from Boston International High School
(Boston, MA: 826 Boston, 2013), 94-97. Reproduced by permission of 826 Boston.
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Cassania, a 17-year-old student in Boston who emigrated from Haiti after the earthquake there
in 2010, wrote this story about the legacy embodied in of a pair of wooden shoes. <F=E L & &
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On January 12, 2010, an earthquake devastated the small island of Haiti. As the earth
shook, people were running all over the streets, trying to find a secure place. | saw a
house that had fallen into pieces and plenty of people lying dead on the streets—some
without a head, arm, or leg. My grandma and | had to leave quickly, so we only had time
to take the most important things. | grabbed our cell phones. She grabbed a pair of yellow
wooden shoes, but then we decided to leave them in the next room, and we went off.
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Two days after my tenth birthday, April 23, my grandfather gave me a pair of yellow
wooden shoes. They were the weirdest shoes that I'd ever seen in my life. Aside from
being yellow, they were enormous, shiny, and had large beaks. They also had flower
designs on each side. They were very clean, therefore they always had the smell of a
newly bought thing. At first, | hated that pair of shoes because they weren't my style and
they were not the kind of birthday gift that | wanted. When he gave me the shoes, |
accepted them, but it was not a sincere acceptance. | threw them under my bed and went
off. How could a ten-year-old girl love a weird pair of yellow shoes? However, my
grandfather never gave up. He was extremely persistent and wanted me to know the
story behind them, which he was truly proud of. | did not know how significant the shoes
were until | sat down and listened to all the struggles that he had to go through. T+ %
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My grandfather Fanis Julson was born in the Dominican Republic. When he was just about
seventeen years old, his parents and he moved to Haiti. This wasn't easy for him because
he had to leave his friends and family behind, and he had to start adapting himself to a
new culture, a new life. But Grandpa Fanis was strong enough to carry his own weight. He
was extremely strict with his family, but when he was with his friends he was eager to
have fun. He was compassionate, loved without limits, and appreciated even the smallest
things in life. Since | was a little girl, people have always compared me to him because we
share the same characteristics. He could never trick my mom or me, his own blood. #
HIGEEH R RFLEFESRKEMANE, RA+EH RS, AR BIRE T Bt XX ki
FAES ANMTBTEFERITR, FaERFAEMET BEEHRFTIEBER, fE
BIHMBAEEBCHER, thRARETE, EMRRE—EN, hE2FXTEZ WEAR
B, BEEIMAE, MFERLEFPRAMMNEY, tth2RFE, MBE/DHEE, AMIBERE
BAMELR, BABNABELENMER, thMEERIT ZRWmBENMM——thBESHELERA

— KRB,

My grandpa used to live in the rural areas of Haiti. There was always a big lack of money
in the family. About a year or so after my grandpa got married to my grandmother, Leonie
Camille, things weren't going as well as he planned. Their three children were getting
seriously sick. So everyday for fifteen years, he worked two jobs. He has worked as a
salesman, but his primary job was being a comedian. He enjoyed entertaining people. He
used to wake up at 5:00 a.m. every day, put his wooden shoes on, then go tell stories or
act in a play for a certain family. Even when he got paid little money, it was enough to put
food on the table for his family. ZF#MER TR L FE B RN, RE—ERHRE. HRXH
HEREE R RREBAY—FR, BHEFEEGMMEMBHEIRF . BB =1 FEHRE
RE. U, +RER thERBEITHRANI. MHMIHER EXENTIEIERER. thE
PIRRK R thBEXE LSRR, FLARRE, REELENTREHRELARERR . BEIR
&, LR UER—RARNE,

After hearing this intriguing story, | broke into tears. | went to my grandpa and gave him
the biggest hug ever. He worked so hard to provide for the woman that he loved. Fr58iX
PMEIANAMMEE, HBERFAE, HEINFFEL, ETHh—PRAUBAE, hEEHFTE R
NFEFMRZHIL A,

| decided to use these shoes for my project. | was so excited. | went home and asked
Grandma about the shoes, but she did not answer me. She looked as scared as my cat
Mickey whenever he hears a thunderstorm. She has an innocent look, whenever she does
anything wrong, you always know because she looks nervous. Having the feeling that she



didn't hear me, | asked her the question once again, and that's when she told me that the
shoes disappeared. | couldn't believe my ears. | was frustrated. | asked her, “How come
you never told me this before, poukisa?” (Why?) FRE RXNEMBEMTE , HXEWRT . &
EREPEFHE, BEARER, hEERRGRVIERFTISHN —HFFHE, thE
BEITENET SLUMMES, MERRERY, EAMBEEEREK. RESMZIEFH G
E TFEXETH—R, XRHEFEREFFALT ., EREFHBEBCHESR, RERAER,
el RABTIE 4 R EIFE, poukisa? (At ?)

Grandma replied, “I didn't want to see the reaction that I'm seeing right now.” iy =] 2 1% :
"HAREINEXEMREL, "

“But grandma what happened? When did this happen? Pale avek mwen! (Talk to me!)” |
said angrily. “al A, RETHLE? XHLHEREM ? IRFEHIE | "RESHIB,

She responded, “Calm down honey, one question at a time.” Tears started coming down
her eyes. Her crying was contagious. | wanted to cry, too, but | couldn’t because my anger
was stronger than my tears. #h[E &% “FEH, HFRR, — T EE—RIEHE], " BREFIR
MUtBREE iR T2k, A RERARE D, BHthER, BERFHE, RAHMATRBRESRTHMN
ARE,

| never truly knew why Grandpa Fanis gave me the yellow wooden shoes. After what | had
to go through, | realized that a gift is not about its physical appearance, but about how
meaningful it is to you. Although the shoes aren't physically with me, they are mentally a
part of me. The shoes are meaningful to me because, first, they were a gift from the most
admirable man in my life. Secondly, the shoes were the tools that Grandpa Fanis used to
keep his family from falling apart. They remind me of how many sacrifices, struggles, and
efforts he made to provide for his family in a country where you have to be thankful and
appreciate everything given to you. When a gift is so important, such as the shoes are to
me, the only way that | can express myself is by writing about it.* F—EFRBAREEBHFH
N LELEZXNECKRE, A TX—Y2E, BHBTAYHENTETENN R, METF
ENMRRREZSLEE, AaRXWHIETERSY, BENANZRRBFMH—ES, IMENH
FEHRENFER, BAESE, ENZREGPIRMMBANZHALY. HR, SREREZEHFTFH
REFREFTHRHIE, efERBE, EXTMRAREMNBE-VUMNER, A THREMO
T S0 BHLANS N, E—HALDXNERFE N R, tEAXNE, HM—REREAH
ARARERE T X,

4 Cassania Gilson, "Wooden Shoes," in | Want You to Have This: A Collection of Objects and Their
Stories from Around the World, written by eleventh graders from Boston International High School
(Boston, MA: 826 Boston, 2013), 94-97. Reproduced by permission of 826 Boston.
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The Wooden Shoes [lepeBsiHHble 6alLMaKn

Cassania, a 17-year-old student in Boston who emigrated from Haiti after the earthquake there
in 2010, wrote this story about the legacy embodied in of a pair of wooden shoes. KacaHus,
17-neTHsA CTyAeHTKa 13 BOCTOHa, aMUrpupoBaBsLUasi C FanTy Nocie NPoun3oLLeLLEero Tam
3emneTpsaceHms B 2010 rogy, Hanmcana 3Ty UICTOPUIO O HacneAun, BOMIOLLEHHOM B Nape
fepeBSHHbIX 6alLMaKOoB.

On January 12, 2010, an earthquake devastated the small island of Haiti. As the earth
shook, people were running all over the streets, trying to find a secure place. | saw a
house that had fallen into pieces and plenty of people lying dead on the streets—some
without a head, arm, or leg. My grandma and | had to leave quickly, so we only had time
to take the most important things. | grabbed our cell phones. She grabbed a pair of yellow
wooden shoes, but then we decided to leave them in the next room, and we went off. 12
aHBapsa 2010 roga 3emneTpsaceHme onyCcToLwmnI0 HeboNbLLIOW OCTPoB ManTn. Korga 3emns
coTpsicanach, NOAN 6exani nNo ynnuam, NbiTascCb HanTn 6esonacHoe mecTo. 1 yBuaen
pa3BanMBalOLLMNICA AOM U MHOXECTBO TPYMOB, IeXaLUMX Ha YAnLAX - Y HEKOTOPbIX
OTCYTCTBOBA/IM FOJIOBbI, PYKU UK HOTW. Ham € 6abyLLKOV HYXXHO 6bIN0 BbICTPO YXOAUTb,
MO3TOMY Mbl YCNen B35iTb TO/IbKO CaMOe BaXHOoe. 1 CxBaTW/1 HaLlW MOBUIbHblEe
TenedoHbl. OHa B3a1a Napy XEnTblX AepeBAHHbIX 6aLLMakoB, HO MOTOM Mbl peLUAn
OCTaBUWTb MX B COCEAHEN KOMHATe 1 YW,

Two days after my tenth birthday, April 23, my grandfather gave me a pair of yellow
wooden shoes. They were the weirdest shoes that I'd ever seen in my life. Aside from
being yellow, they were enormous, shiny, and had large beaks. They also had flower
designs on each side. They were very clean, therefore they always had the smell of a
newly bought thing. At first, | hated that pair of shoes because they weren't my style and
they were not the kind of birthday gift that | wanted. When he gave me the shoes, |
accepted them, but it was not a sincere acceptance. | threw them under my bed and went
off. How could a ten-year-old girl love a weird pair of yellow shoes? However, my
grandfather never gave up. He was extremely persistent and wanted me to know the
story behind them, which he was truly proud of. | did not know how significant the shoes
were until | sat down and listened to all the struggles that he had to go through. Yepes
ABa HA NOC/1e MOero AeCaToro AHA POXAeHNs, 23 anpens, edyLuka NoAapua MHe napy
XENTbIX fepeBsAHHbIX 6aLLIMaKkoB. 9TO 6blN CaMble CTPaHHbIe 6allMayky, KOTopble



KOrza-nn6o Buaena B CBOEM Xn3HW. MOMUMO TOro, YTO OHU BbIIN XENTLIMWN, OHU BbINK
OrPOMHbIMU, 6NECTALLMMU 1 C 6ONBLUMMU HOCaMW. Ha HUX Takxke 6bian LBeTbl Mo 6oKaM.
OHW BbIIN 0YEHb YMCTBIMU, MO3TOMY OT HUX BCErAa Nnaxao HOBOV Belbto. CHayana s
BO3HeHaBWAeNa 3Ty Napy 6allMakoB, MOTOMY YTO OHU BbI/I HE B MOEM CTUIE N He Bbin
TEeM NOZAPKOM Ha AeHb POXAEHMSA, KOTOPbLIN 1 XoTena. Korga oH nogapun MHe
6aLMaYKuy, st NPUHSNA UX, HO 3TO BbII0 HENCKPEHHe. Sl Bpocuna UX Noj KPoBaTb U yLuAa.
Kak fecaTuneTHss 4eBoYka MOr1a NotbUTbL CTPAaHHYH Napy XENTbix 6allMakoB?
OfHako gepyLika He cagaBancs. OH 6bi1 HEBEPOATHO HACTOMYMB N XOTEN, YTObbI 51 y3HaNa
NX NCTOPWHO, KOTOPOW OH MO-HACTOSALLEMY FOpAUNCS. S He 3HaNa, HaCKOIbKO 3HAYUMbI
3TK BalMayky, NoKa He cena psiAoM M He yCbllana o BCex TPYAHOCTAX, KOTopble emMy
NPULLIOCH NePexunThb.

My grandfather Fanis Julson was born in the Dominican Republic. When he was just about
seventeen years old, his parents and he moved to Haiti. This wasn't easy for him because
he had to leave his friends and family behind, and he had to start adapting himself to a
new culture, a new life. But Grandpa Fanis was strong enough to carry his own weight. He
was extremely strict with his family, but when he was with his friends he was eager to
have fun. He was compassionate, loved without limits, and appreciated even the smallest
things in life. Since | was a little girl, people have always compared me to him because we
share the same characteristics. He could never trick my mom or me, his own blood. Mo
feayuwka daHunc IxyncoH poamnca B JoMuHnkaHckom Pecnybnvke. Korga emy 66110
OKOJIO CEMHAaALLATW NeT, OH 1 ero poAnTeNn nepeexanu Ha lFanTn. 3To 66110 Henerko AN
Hero, MOTOMY YTO eMy NMPULLIOCL OCTaBUTb APYy3el 1 CeMbIO, M HayaTb afanTUPOBaTbCs K
HOBOW Ky/nbType, HOBOW XM3HW. Ho feayLlika PaHNC Bbla JOCTaTOUHO CUIBbHBIM, YTObbI
HeCTu cBO HoLy. OH 6bla Ype3BbIYaliHO CTPOr C CeMbel, HO B KOMMaHWK Apy3el OH
66101 roToB Becenutbes. OH Bbl cocTpajaTeNibHbIM, 06U 6e3rpaHNYHO U LEHUA Aaxe
CcaMble He3HaunTeNbHbIe BeLLM B XN3HK. C caMOoro AeTcTBa MeHs BCerfa CpaBHUBaIM C
HVM, NOTOMY YTO Y HaC HbIIV MOXOXKMeEe YepTbl XapakTepa. OH HMKOrAa He MOr 06MaHyTb
HV MO0 MaMy, H/ MeH$, CBOK POLHYHO KPOBb.

My grandpa used to live in the rural areas of Haiti. There was always a big lack of money
in the family. About a year or so after my grandpa got married to my grandmother, Leonie
Camille, things weren't going as well as he planned. Their three children were getting
seriously sick. So everyday for fifteen years, he worked two jobs. He has worked as a
salesman, but his primary job was being a comedian. He enjoyed entertaining people. He
used to wake up at 5:00 a.m. every day, put his wooden shoes on, then go tell stories or
actin a play for a certain family. Even when he got paid little money, it was enough to put
food on the table for his family. Mo geayLuka xxun B cenbckom MecTHoCT Ha FanTn. B
ceMbe NOCTOAHHO He XBaTaso AeHer. MNprYMepHO Yepes ro nocse Toro, Kak AesyLka



XEHWCA Ha Moei 6abyLuke, JleoHn Kamunne, gena NoLwwan He Tak XOpoLLUO, Kak OH
nnaHMpoBsan. VIx Tpoe aeTel cepb€3HO 3abonenu. No3Tomy Kaxabli 4eHb B TeueHue
NSTHaALATU NeT OH paboTan Ha AByx paboTtax. OH paboTan NpojaBLOM, HO ero
OCHOBHOW paboTol 6b1710 6bITb KOMUKOM. EMy HpaBmaock passnekatb Atogen. OH
NpOCbINancs B NATb yTpa Kaxzaoe yTpo, HaZeBa AepeBaHHble 6allMakm U LLEN
paccKasblBaTb UCTOPUWN UAN UTPATb B CriekTake A5 KakOMU-To ceMbi. [laxe Koraa emy
NAaTUAN HEMHOFO, 3TOrO XBaTano, YTO6bI MPOKOPMUTL CEMbIHO.

After hearing this intriguing story, | broke into tears. | went to my grandpa and gave him
the biggest hug ever. He worked so hard to provide for the woman that he loved.
YcnbiwaB 3Ty MHTPUTYHOLLYIO MCTOPUIO, 1 pacniakanacb.  NogoLuna K gefyLike 1 Kpernko
ero o6Hsana. OH Tak MHOro paboTan, UTobbl 0becneUnTb OVMYHO XEHLLNHY.

| decided to use these shoes for my project. | was so excited. | went home and asked
Grandma about the shoes, but she did not answer me. She looked as scared as my cat
Mickey whenever he hears a thunderstorm. She has an innocent look, whenever she does
anything wrong, you always know because she looks nervous. Having the feeling that she
didn't hear me, | asked her the question once again, and that's when she told me that the
shoes disappeared. | couldn’t believe my ears. | was frustrated. | asked her, “How come
you never told me this before, poukisa?” (Why?) 1 peunna ncnonb3osaTb 3T TyGan aAns
cBOero npoekTa. f 6bina Tak B3BONHOBaHA. fl npuLiaa JOMOM 1 cnpocuna 6abyLuky o
Ty$nsax, HO OHa He oTBeTMNa. OHa BbIrNsiAena Takov e UCNyraHHOM, Kak MO KOT MUKKW,
KOrza CAbIWWT rpo3y. Y Heé HeBMHHBbIV B34, 1 eC/ OHa AeNaeT YTo-TO He Tak, 3TO
Cpa3y BUAHO MO eé HepBHOMY BUAY. YyBCTBYS, UTO OHa MEHS He CAbILWNT, 1 CHOBA 3ajana
el BOMpocC, M TOrja OHa ckasana, uto Ty$baum ncyesnun. g He Moraa NoBepuUTb CBOUM YLLAM.
1 6blna paccTpoeHa. A cnpocuna eé: «fNoyemy Thl paHbLLe MHEe 3TOro He pacckasbiBana,
noykuca?» (Mouemy?)

Grandma replied, “l didn't want to see the reaction that I'm seeing right now.” babyL.ka
OTBETWNA: «S He XOTeNla BUAETb TaKyto peakLMio, Kakyro BUXY Cedacs.

“But grandma what happened? When did this happen? Pale avek mwen! (Talk to me!)” |
said angrily. «Ho, 6abyLka, 4to cnyunnock? Korga ato ciydnnock? Pale avek mwen!
(Morosopwn co MHOW!)» — cepAnTo ckasana .

She responded, “Calm down honey, one question at a time.” Tears started coming down
her eyes. Her crying was contagious. | wanted to cry, too, but | couldn’t because my anger
was stronger than my tears. OHa oTBeTWNa: «YCMNOKOics, Aoporasi, No 04HOMY BOMpPOCy 3a
pa3». CNé3bl NoTekn 13 eé rnas. Eé nnay 6bin 3apasnTteneH. MHe Toxe X0Tenochb
niakaTb, HO 1 He MOr/1a, MOTOMY YTO MOW FHeB bbl1 CUIbHee CNés.



I never truly knew why Grandpa Fanis gave me the yellow wooden shoes. After what | had
to go through, | realized that a gift is not about its physical appearance, but about how
meaningful it is to you. Although the shoes aren’t physically with me, they are mentally a
part of me. The shoes are meaningful to me because, first, they were a gift from the most
admirable man in my life. Secondly, the shoes were the tools that Grandpa Fanis used to
keep his family from falling apart. They remind me of how many sacrifices, struggles, and
efforts he made to provide for his family in a country where you have to be thankful and
appreciate everything given to you. When a gift is so important, such as the shoes are to
me, the only way that | can express myself is by writing about it.”> 1 Hukoraa
No-HaCcToALEeMy He MOHMMan, 3a4em egylika PaHNC NOAAPUN MHE XENTbIe JepeBsAHHbIe
6alumaykun. Nocne BCero, YTo MHe NPULLIOCL NepeXunTb, S MOHSA, YTO NOAAPOK — 3TO He
ero BHeLUHWI BUA, @ TO, HACKOIbKO OH 3HaunM Ans Tebs. XoTs 6aluimMayukm GUsnyeckn He
CO MHOW, MEHTa/IbHO OHW - YacTb MeHs. baluMayky 3Ha4aT 4158 MeHs, MOTOMY YTO,
BO-MepBbIX, X NOAAaPWA CaMblli 3aMeYaTeNbHbIl YeloBeK B MOe XN3HW. Bo-BTOPbIX,
6aLMaYKm 6bIIN MIHCTPYMEHTOM, C MOMOLLbIO KOTOPOro AgeayLika ®aHmC cnacan CBo
ceMbto OT pacnaga. OHM HaNOMUHAKT MHe O TOM, CKOJIbKO XepTB, TPYAHOCTEN 1N YCUANT
OH MPUHEC, UTObbI 06eCcneYnTb CBOK CEMbIO B CTPAHE, rie HY>XHO 6bITb 61arojapHbiM 1
LeHNTb BCE, YTO Tebe faHo. Koraa noAapok Tak BaxeH, Kak A5 MeHS 3TX 6allMayku,
e/JVMHCTBEHHbIV CNOCO6 BbIPa3nTb Ce6S - 3TO HaNMCaTb O HEM.

> Cassania Gilson, "Wooden Shoes," in | Want You to Have This: A Collection of Objects and Their
Stories from Around the World, written by eleventh graders from Boston International High School
(Boston, MA: 826 Boston, 2013), 94-97. Reproduced by permission of 826 Boston.
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The Wooden Shoes Los zuecos de madera

Cassania, a 17-year-old student in Boston who emigrated from Haiti after the earthquake there
in 2010, wrote this story about the legacy embodied in of a pair of wooden shoes. Cassania, una
estudiante de 17 afios en Boston que emigro de Haiti tras el terremoto de 2010, escribid esta historia
sobre el legado encarnado en un par de zapatos de madera.

On January 12, 2010, an earthquake devastated the small island of Haiti. As the earth
shook, people were running all over the streets, trying to find a secure place. | saw a
house that had fallen into pieces and plenty of people lying dead on the streets—some
without a head, arm, or leg. My grandma and | had to leave quickly, so we only had time
to take the most important things. | grabbed our cell phones. She grabbed a pair of yellow
wooden shoes, but then we decided to leave them in the next room, and we went off. E/
12 de enero de 2010, un terremoto devasto la pequefia isla de Haiti. Mientras la tierra
temblaba, la gente corria por todas las calles, tratando de encontrar un lugar seguro. Vi una
casa que se habia desmoronado en pedazos y a muchisimas personas tendidas, muertas, en
las calles; algunas sin cabeza, brazo o pierna. Mi abuela y yo tuvimos que marcharnos
rdpidamente, asi que solo tuvimos tiempo de tomar las cosas mds importantes. Yo tomé
nuestros teléfonos celulares. Ella tomd un par de zapatos de madera amarillos, pero luego
decidimos dejarlos en la habitacion contigua y nos marchamos.

Two days after my tenth birthday, April 23, my grandfather gave me a pair of yellow
wooden shoes. They were the weirdest shoes that I'd ever seen in my life. Aside from
being yellow, they were enormous, shiny, and had large beaks. They also had flower
designs on each side. They were very clean, therefore they always had the smell of a
newly bought thing. At first, | hated that pair of shoes because they weren't my style and
they were not the kind of birthday gift that | wanted. When he gave me the shoes, |
accepted them, but it was not a sincere acceptance. | threw them under my bed and went
off. How could a ten-year-old girl love a weird pair of yellow shoes? However, my
grandfather never gave up. He was extremely persistent and wanted me to know the
story behind them, which he was truly proud of. | did not know how significant the shoes
were until | sat down and listened to all the struggles that he had to go through. Dos dias
después de mi décimo cumpleafios, el 23 de abril, mi abuelo me regalé un par de zapatos de
madera amarillos. Eran los zapatos mds extrafios que jamds habia visto en mi vida. Ademds
de ser amarillos, eran enormes, brillantes y tenian unas puntas grandes y afiladas. También



llevaban disefios florales a cada lado. Estaban muy limpios; por ello, siempre conservaban el
aroma de algo recién comprado. Al principio, odié ese par de zapatos, pues no iban con mi
estilo y no eran el tipo de regalo de cumpleafios que yo deseaba. Cuando me los entregé, los
acepté, pero mi aceptacion no fue sincera. Los arrojé debajo de mi cama y me marché. ;Cémo
podia gustarle a una nifia de diez afios un par de zapatos amarillos tan extrafios? Sin
embargo, mi abuelo nunca se dio por vencido. Era sumamente persistente y queria que
conociera la historia que habia detrds de ellos, una historia de la que se sentia
verdaderamente orgulloso. No comprendi cudn significativos eran esos zapatos hasta que me
senté a escuchar todas las adversidades por las que él habia tenido que pasar.

My grandfather Fanis Julson was born in the Dominican Republic. When he was just about
seventeen years old, his parents and he moved to Haiti. This wasn't easy for him because
he had to leave his friends and family behind, and he had to start adapting himself to a
new culture, a new life. But Grandpa Fanis was strong enough to carry his own weight. He
was extremely strict with his family, but when he was with his friends he was eager to
have fun. He was compassionate, loved without limits, and appreciated even the smallest
things in life. Since | was a little girl, people have always compared me to him because we
share the same characteristics. He could never trick my mom or me, his own blood. Mi
abuelo Fanis Julson nacié en la Republica Dominicana. Cuando tenia apenas diecisiete afios, él
y sus padres se mudaron a Haiti. Esto no fue fdcil para él, pues tuvo que dejar atrds a sus
amigos y a su familia, y tuvo que comenzar a adaptarse a una nueva cultura, a una nueva
vida. Pero el abuelo Fanis era lo suficientemente fuerte como para valerse por si mismo. Era
sumamente estricto con su familia, pero cuando estaba con sus amigos, siempre estaba
dispuesto a divertirse. Era compasivo, amaba sin limites y valoraba hasta las cosas mds
pequefias de la vida. Desde que yo era nifia, la gente siempre me ha comparado con él, ya que
compartimos las mismas caracteristicas. El nunca lograba engafiarnos ni @ mi mamd ni a mi:
Su propia sangre.

My grandpa used to live in the rural areas of Haiti. There was always a big lack of money
in the family. About a year or so after my grandpa got married to my grandmother, Leonie
Camille, things weren't going as well as he planned. Their three children were getting
seriously sick. So everyday for fifteen years, he worked two jobs. He has worked as a
salesman, but his primary job was being a comedian. He enjoyed entertaining people. He
used to wake up at 5:00 a.m. every day, put his wooden shoes on, then go tell stories or
actin a play for a certain family. Even when he got paid little money, it was enough to put
food on the table for his family. Mi abuelo solia vivir en las zonas rurales de Haiti. En la
familia siempre hubo una gran escasez de dinero. Aproximadamente un afio después de que
mi abuelo se casara con mi abuela, Leonie Camille, las cosas no iban tan bien como él habia
planeado. Sus tres hijos enfermaban gravemente. Asi que, durante quince afios, trabajo en dos



empleos todos los dias. Trabajé como vendedor, pero su ocupacion principal era la de
comediante. Disfrutaba entreteniendo a la gente. Solia levantarse a las 5:00 a. m. todos los
dias, calzarse sus zapatos de madera y luego ir a contar historias o a actuar en una obra de
teatro para una familia en particular. Aunque le pagaban poco dinero, este era suficiente para
poner comida en la mesa para su familia.

After hearing this intriguing story, | broke into tears. | went to my grandpa and gave him
the biggest hug ever. He worked so hard to provide for the woman that he loved. Tras
escuchar esta intrigante historia, rompi a llorar. Fui hacia mi abuelo y le di el abrazo mds
grande de todos. Trabajo muy duro para mantener a la mujer que amaba.

| decided to use these shoes for my project. | was so excited. | went home and asked
Grandma about the shoes, but she did not answer me. She looked as scared as my cat
Mickey whenever he hears a thunderstorm. She has an innocent look, whenever she does
anything wrong, you always know because she looks nervous. Having the feeling that she
didn't hear me, | asked her the question once again, and that's when she told me that the
shoes disappeared. | couldn’t believe my ears. | was frustrated. | asked her, “How come
you never told me this before, poukisa?" (Why?) Decidi usar estos zapatos para mi proyecto.
Estaba muy emocionado. Fui a casa y le pregunté a la abuela por los zapatos, pero ella no me
respondio. Se veia tan asustada como mi gato Mickey cada vez que escucha una tormenta
eléctrica. Ella tiene una mirada inocente; siempre que hace algo mal, uno se da cuenta de
inmediato porque se pone nerviosa. Con la sensacion de que no me habia escuchado, le hice
la pregunta una vez mds, y fue entonces cuando me dijo que los zapatos habian desaparecido.
No podia creer lo que oia. Estaba frustrado. Le pregunté: «;Como es que nunca me dijiste esto
antes? *Poukisa*?» (;Por qué?)

Grandma replied, “I didn't want to see the reaction that I'm seeing right now.” La abuela
respondio: «No queria ver la reaccion que estoy viendo ahora mismo».

“But grandma what happened? When did this happen? Pale avek mwen! (Talk to mel)” |
said angrily. «Pero, abuela, ;qué paso? ;Cudndo sucedié esto? jPale avek mwen! (jHablame!)»,
dije con enojo.

She responded, “Calm down honey, one question at a time.” Tears started coming down
her eyes. Her crying was contagious. | wanted to cry, too, but | couldn’t because my anger
was stronger than my tears. Ella respondio: «Cdlmate, carifio; una pregunta a la vez». Las
Idgrimas comenzaron a brotar de sus ojos. Su llanto era contagioso. Yo también queria llorar,
pero no podia, porque mi ira era mds fuerte que mis lagrimas.



I never truly knew why Grandpa Fanis gave me the yellow wooden shoes. After what | had
to go through, | realized that a gift is not about its physical appearance, but about how
meaningful it is to you. Although the shoes aren’t physically with me, they are mentally a
part of me. The shoes are meaningful to me because, first, they were a gift from the most
admirable man in my life. Secondly, the shoes were the tools that Grandpa Fanis used to
keep his family from falling apart. They remind me of how many sacrifices, struggles, and
efforts he made to provide for his family in a country where you have to be thankful and
appreciate everything given to you. When a gift is so important, such as the shoes are to
me, the only way that | can express myself is by writing about it.® Nunca supe realmente
por qué el abuelo Fanis me regald los zapatos de madera amarillos. Después de todo lo que
tuve que pasar, comprendi que el valor de un regalo no reside en su apariencia fisica, sino en
el significado que tiene para uno. Aunque los zapatos ya no estdn fisicamente conmigo,
mentalmente forman parte de mi. Estos zapatos son muy significativos para mi porque, en
primer lugar, fueron un regalo del hombre mds admirable de mi vida. En segundo lugar, los
zapatos fueron las herramientas que el abuelo Fanis utilizo para evitar que su familia se
desmoronara. Me recuerdan la gran cantidad de sacrificios, luchas y esfuerzos que él realizé
para mantener a su familia en un pais donde uno debe ser agradecido y valorar todo lo que
recibe. Cuando un regalo es tan importante —como lo son para mi estos zapatos—, la unica
manera que tengo de expresarlo es escribiendo sobre ello.

® Cassania Gilson, "Wooden Shoes," in | Want You to Have This: A Collection of Objects and Their
Stories from Around the World, written by eleventh graders from Boston International High School
(Boston, MA: 826 Boston, 2013), 94-97. Reproduced by permission of 826 Boston.
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Marc, an 18-year-old student in Boston who emigrated from Haiti, wrote about the karate black
belt his older brother gave him and how it represents an important legacy. 61/ M8 ajjaHIt 96
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| wasn't ready to take the world on my own. When | heard the terrible news about my
beloved brother, | was caught off guard. My guardian had passed away. After my father
abandoned us, my brother was like a father to me. He had been there for me, supported
me, and stuck with me through stick and stone. No matter what, he never failed to protect
me. | was a hotheaded young kid. | couldn't control my emotions. All | used to do was
smash things and bounce around like a pinball: bong, ping, ding. But | always lost the
game. My brother, with his kindness, spoke to me and gave me advice, calmed me down,
and taught me to have a bit of self-control. | didn't know the way of life until my brother
took me under his wings and showed me the path to travel
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He had been my idol way before | knew the karate star that he was. He answered to
Jackson, but went by Jacky on the street. He inherited the name for being a fanatic of Jackie
Chan's movies. My brother had been learning self-defense since he was twelve years old.
He was a courageous and highly passionate athlete. He was such an expert at Taekwondo



that he developed a habit—in other words, he was addicted. He was dedicated, never
hesitated to act on his quick reflex, and never backed down from any fight. Because of his
kindness, as soon as my brother went into the martial arts club, everybody had to stand by
to salute him as a leader. After the formal greeting of respect, the informal greetings
began. Members of the club exchanged the secret handshake with him, and others
slapped hands with him. In my mind, | can still see how happy he was, with a smile on his
face, talking with his friends. Everyone wanted to have a conversation with him. He was
determined to lead the club as a good Samaritan, which means to have to be a community
leader. He did that really well. &G Idol 11585 M1 O WJIENTAM A5 A IV
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From my perspective, my brother was a giant because Jacky was not only a hero, he was
also a counselor for me. He used to try to convince me to follow in his footsteps, to
become an athlete like him. One day he took me to Julian Martial Arts with him, and the
way | saw the others practicing karate seemed like military training. | was having a bad
feeling, as if | did not belong in that place. Jacky could read my feelings by looking at my
face, so he took me to an empty room and had a small talk with me.mM& ¢ fyjs: iﬁﬁj8
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He said, "What's the matter?"m A M S SUN I «H1 8 wjhgi?»

"l don't think it's a great idea to follow your footsteps because I'm not the type of person
that you are," | replied. "Doing karate is not in my
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He held my hand and told me, "Listen brother, don't ever believe or listen to people who
say you can't do anything. Rapidly throw those stupid ideas out and do your thing.
Otherwise, you will never succeed in life. You have to see yourself as a
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Then one day, Jacky gave me something more than advice. "l am going to a competition
sponsored by the mayor," he told me. "l want you to have this." He handed me his black
karate belt. Umﬁiﬁnn‘jﬁtﬁjacky msmnjaljzsiﬁﬁm:um:mmnuﬁmm
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Ever since | found out about the tragic news a few months later, that my beloved brother
had died, | have had to take care of myself and my family. Keeping Jacky's black karate belt
close to my heart, | have tried to follow in his footsteps. No matter how hard, | have to do
what it takes to show him that his advice to me was not in
vain/mumnigmsindidafinmnaninyisigpsisgmuwsn
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7 Marc Scutt, "Black Belt," in / Want You to Have This: A Collection of Objects and Their Stories from Around the
World, written by eleventh graders from Boston International High School (Boston, MA: 826 Boston, 2013),
22. Reproduced by permission of 826 Boston.
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Marc, an 18-year-old student in Boston who emigrated from Haiti, wrote about the karate black
belt his older brother gave him and how it represents an important legacy.h-n ¥ &-: H-+0LL AN
0047 HINC @8, 18 Gaod +997¢-8 TICHh: NHON A-d: A . HYO AAI° $O heok? A19%0. @-CH NTian &
ho° Ho-hA77 &ch.$-=

| wasn't ready to take the world on my own. When | heard the terrible news about my
beloved brother, | was caught off guard. My guardian had passed away. After my father
abandoned us, my brother was like a father to me. He had been there for me, supported
me, and stuck with me through stick and stone. No matter what, he never failed to protect
me. | was a hotheaded young kid. | couldn't control my emotions. All | used to do was
smash things and bounce around like a pinball: bong, ping, ding. But | always lost the
game. My brother, with his kindness, spoke to me and gave me advice, calmed me down,
and taught me to have a bit of self-control. | didn't know the way of life until my brother
took me under his wings and showed me the path to travel on.79A%° -N@-A+ £ hong &i@-
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He had been my idol way before | knew the karate star that he was. He answered to
Jackson, but went by Jacky on the street. He inherited the name for being a fanatic of Jackie
Chan's movies. My brother had been learning self-defense since he was twelve years old.
He was a courageous and highly passionate athlete. He was such an expert at Taekwondo
that he developed a habit—in other words, he was addicted. He was dedicated, never
hesitated to act on his quick reflex, and never backed down from any fight. Because of his
kindness, as soon as my brother went into the martial arts club, everybody had to stand by
to salute him as a leader. After the formal greeting of respect, the informal greetings
began. Members of the club exchanged the secret handshake with him, and others



slapped hands with him. In my mind, | can still see how happy he was, with a smile on his
face, talking with his friends. Everyone wanted to have a conversation with him. He was
determined to lead the club as a good Samaritan, which means to have to be a community
leader. He did that really well.7cr &% aAd: b0 heek TR I°GAMS TR 0 71L8 AR 1845
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From my perspective, my brother was a giant because Jacky was not only a hero, he was
also a counselor for me. He used to try to convince me to follow in his footsteps, to
become an athlete like him. One day he took me to Julian Martial Arts with him, and the
way | saw the others practicing karate seemed like military training. | was having a bad
feeling, as if | did not belong in that place. Jacky could read my feelings by looking at my
face, so he took me to an empty room and had a small talk with me..Nq+2 AdAa® haoe -G
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He said, "What's the matter?"7a- £99 "aA73-2 819° Aa2?"

"I don't think it's a great idea to follow your footsteps because I'm not the type of person
that you are," | replied. "Doing karate is not in my nature.""A% hg°-: 70 HAHE 925 AN DA
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He held my hand and told me, "Listen brother, don't ever believe or listen to people who
say you can't do anything. Rapidly throw those stupid ideas out and do your thing.
Otherwise, you will never succeed in life. You have to see yourself as a genius."A.£¢ d.h-
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Then one day, Jacky gave me something more than advice. "l am going to a competition
sponsored by the mayor," he told me. "l want you to have this." He handed me his black
karate belt.&heh L& -l Fh. b IR 7A06A. 1A 716 /0L "7 L0 HIP DA ©-L&&C AC HNL L
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Ever since | found out about the tragic news a few months later, that my beloved brother
had died, | have had to take care of myself and my family. Keeping Jacky's black karate belt
close to my heart, | have tried to follow in his footsteps. No matter how hard, | have to do
what it takes to show him that his advice to me was not in vain.? &ée h.8 APCh -NHON Adt:
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& Marc Scutt, "Black Belt," in / Want You to Have This: A Collection of Objects and Their Stories from Around the
World, written by eleventh graders from Boston International High School (Boston, MA: 826 Boston, 2013),
22. Reproduced by permission of 826 Boston.
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