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Excerpt 1 

Co-author Jewish Person from the US, based upon memoir of great-grandmother 

 

     It was a beautiful April day. I was amazed at the beauty of the crisp, spring afternoon in north Georgia. 

     Our house was a simple one, yet beautiful too. It sat at an angle on the end of the road. There were flowers lining both 

sides of the drive way which, being spring, were just starting to bloom into beautiful reds, blues and violets. The front of 

the house was a light bluish/grey with bold black shutters. 

     The house across from ours was a bright red one with pretty rock sidewalks and a cute little sun room off to one side. 

The couple who lives in it are older. I had seen them come and go a few times. Everyone on the street seemed nice, a few 

had brought us brownies and cookies as a kind, neighbourly gesture, but they all seemed to be older and didn't have any 

children living at home any more. 

     After a long day at school one day, I was sitting on the porch swing drawing, when a little black car I didn't recognize 

pulled up in front of the red house across the road. I watched as a young lady and a girl about my own age, they looked like 

they might be mother and daughter, stepped out of the car and walked up through the car port and into the house. Who 

they were, I wasn't sure. Perhaps they were relatives to the older couple. 

     Not long after they entered, I saw to girl come back out and walk up the slight hill to my house. That's nice of her. I 

thought as I watched her come closer with increasing interest. I wasn't entirely lonely. I had made friends in school 

obviously, but none of them lived near me, so I didn't have anyone to really talk to or play with after school hours. 

      My curiosity finally got the better of me as I stood and, taking my notebook with me, I began to walk toward her. We 

met near the middle of the drive way, which, just so you know, was quite long. 

     “Hi,” she said, a bit on the shy side. 

     “Hi,” I said. “My name is Mora. What's yours?” 

     “Jane.” she said with a small smile beginning to stretch across her face. “I heard that you moved in not very long ago.” 

     I nodded. “That's right. Did those nice people tell you?” I asked. 
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She laughed. “Yes, they did. And they are my great-grand parents.” 

     “Oh. Well, I actually haven't met them, but they seemed to be very nice people.” 

     “They are. Which reminds me of my main reason for coming over. My great-grandmother wanted me to ask you to come 

join us for a treat.” 

     “Hmm, will it be good?” I said, trying to not smile as I hoped to be thinking about it hard. 

     She laughed. “I guess you'll have to find that out for yourself.” 

     “Alright.” I laughed with her. “Where will we be going?” I asked as we started to walk back toward my house. 

     “Just at my grandparent's house.” she said. 

     “Where is that?” 

     “Right across the street. Did I say grandparents?” 

     “Yes, you did.” 

     “Well, I meant great-grandparents. It's just easier to leave off the 'great' if I'm talking about them a lot.” 

     “I guess that makes since. Let me tell my mother where I'll be real quick.” 

     “Of course. I'll just wait here on the porch.” 

     Slipping inside the house, I quickly found Mom and told her where I would be. 

     “Let's go!” I shouted as I shot out of the door and leaped down the stairs. 

     Jane laughed as she hurried to catch up to me. Apparently it was going to be easy to make friends with this girl. 

 

Excerpt 2 

Catholic Co-author from Latin America 

 

"...As well I am planning to visit the great cultural and historic places in Mexico like Tenochtitlán, Chichen Itza, Oaxaca and 

the beautiful beaches in Mexico, too many people said that are the best places of the world, definitely I Have to get this 

experience. 

 

This year is going to be important in my life, first the graduation of the middle school and the expectation of the high 

school, other friends, other adventures, and my parent are going to give me the independence by the first time of my life, 

means my decisions, my planning of the trip and I am going to achieve expertise, knowledge, 

culture, freedom, responsibleness and If I do all of this properly the next steps of my life are going to be easier or I going to 

learn too much of the life and of the world..." 
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Excerpt 3 

Islamic Co-author from India 

 

"...After our brief celebrations, I retired to my room, to reply to the emails and messages my friends and relatives had sent 

for my birthday. I felt like an 18 year old, happy but frazzled at the same time, because next day, it was the beginning of my 

senior year in school. Or maybe I was nervous because I was yet to find my 

purpose..." 

 

Excerpt 4: 

Hindu Co-author from India 

 

Mora looked at the exercise book on her desk, doodling absent mindedly as the teacher took the roll call:  

“Aditi, Brinda, Lopa, Linda….Mora Mora MORAA!” 

 

She looked up as the decibels of Miss Chatterjee’s  voice rose to crescendo levels. 

 

“Yesss, yes maam!” Mora cried, raising her hand frantically to signal her presence, as she got to her feet. 

 

Miss Chatterjee, looked down her glasses raising her head from her attendance sheet and said, ‘Always dreaming, what is 

it, a boyfriend on your mind uh?’ 

 

The words dropped into the room like slivers of ice freezing wandering thoughts into a composite mass that were now 

solely directed at Miss Chatterjee’s red outlined lips. “Girls in my class will only hear and think about what I am saying. I 

don’t want wandering attention. This is a crucial year, next year you are sitting for your Boards. Girls from my class go like 

soldiers into battle, fit and ready and getting the top scores. If you have a boyfriend,” and she made the word sound like a 

slur, “ then I suggest you drop him. At this age….’her eyes swept across the room, ‘  You will have to do as I say if you want 

to be in my class, or,' she paused, 'I will ask you to get out,'  her head tilted in the direction of the door, ‘Go to another 

section if you want and ...’ She stopped,  leaving the unspoken words like a vaporous overhang -  threat, an assertion of 

control – get in line or?   

 

And then she looked directly at Mora, ‘You get my meaning?  And don’t look at me so boldly, don’t you know that you are 

to look down, dowwn!' She jabbed a finger towards the floor, ' when your teacher speaks. 
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One year in the school and you haven’t learnt even that much?” 

 

“Yes, Maa’m, ‘she said, her words indistinct as she lowered her eyes, slowly, its pace marking a protest. 

 

Their teacher’s words had the effect of making the girls slump ostensibly over their desks, as if the morning’s vivacity had 

been sucked out of them. They were smart girls all handpicked to be in a special group, so that they could get the top 

scores in the Boards. Special training, special attention, the first amongst equals in Temple of Education school. They liked 

Mora, whose presence they took with admiration and a tinge of perplexity. 

 

She was so different.  She had come from another place as her parents were entrepreneurial individual contributors in their 

professions. She breathed defiance, had independent thoughts and spoke of adult stuff like going to the movies and 

attending parties with boys. 

 

Unthinkable! They themselves came from families that imposed a strict code of do’s and don’ts, with a special set of don’ts 

that were specific to the girls in their house. The school reinforced those values. Temple of Education was located on CIT 

Road, in Kolkata, a middle-class area, where parents wanted the school to train their children to do well in studies, learn to 

speak English properly - that was important, and learn some of the skills that would add to their daughters list of talents. 

Dancing singing and sewing for girls were therefore introduced in the school curriculum as additional activities.  

 

Discipline and “proper behaviour” read,  an ironing out of teenage fantasies and rebellious attitudes, experimentation and 

questioning adult wisdom was part of the bouquet of ‘undesirables’, that the school believed in instilling, aided by the 

parent’s acquiescent nods. 


