Station 8:

OK: Sang Rem / Burma Language: Zanniat Sang sings a children’s song “Lullaby To The Moon”
MARIE - LYRICS TO BE ADDED BY SUNDAY EVENING

Bflo: Watimbwa / Democratic Republic of Congo / Language: Swabhili

I want to tell the story of Congo. Back home, is the place where I was born and it is a nice place. The neighborhood
was very nice. Even though there was war, the neighborhood was very nice, we had community. Neighbors would
come to gather and talk about ideas and have fun, like playing soccer and that did help us to think more. When I
think of back home, I think of those good memories.

I’m in America. How I was raised back home helps me be a good person here in America. I always thank God for
the way I was raised. That is the story I always wanted to tell.

When I was very little, a small child, I did music in church. When I was little we would sing in church and we
enjoyed that, singing in church, when I was very little. We would go play and take a bath in the lake. When we came
back from the lake we would take a trip to other villages to see a movie.

Those are memories that make me happy. It’s inside me. Back home taught me the right thing. I am thankful for the
lessons I received back home, the playing and the movies. I pray to God for my country and for the leaders who are
running the country. God help them so that they can bring peace to the country. I am happy and I thank God for
those memories and god bless you.

Edith / Democratic Republic of Congo / Language: Swahili and English (Edith begins speaking in English, then
switches to Swahili to tell her story, and finishes her narrative in English)

When we were in Congo, life was really good. We would play. We had family there, aunts and uncles and siblings. I
was 11 years old when the war started. I saw my neighbors die. Then we just had to flee. Some other people were
coming from Congo. But that time we were in Goma.

That is how we connected with this group that was fleeing from another place through Goma. We decided to go with
that group. When we were on our way we would have to walk over dead bodies. While we kept going we saw
people with guns shooting people. I don’t know if they were rebels or the army because they didn’t have uniforms. It
was a lot of people, children, and mothers. Some of the mothers were raped in that process. It was very sad. And
where we had come from you just have to walk. It’s such a long distance and some people were carrying their
children. Some people were wounded but they still had to walk. It was very sad.

But home is home. And God helped us until we reached the country called Kenya. When we arrived in Kenya we
didn’t know anyone. We started the refugee process. God helped us. Life wasn’t that good but we went to school.
We were older but since we didn’t know English they put us in Kindergarten with little children, even though we
were passed that grade. We finished our studies, and had to keep living that way until we came to America.

OK: Lena Ross / Japanese-American Language: Japanese

Even though I am half Japanese, it was with studying Japanese and English that I was able to improve. However it
was difficult as I felt I lacked in both languages. As a child, my father did not like Japanese being spoken in the
household, so until I was an adult, I did not have many opportunities to use Japanese. After high school, I returned to
Japan and when living with my grandmother, I learned the language for 2 years to be able to speak with her.





