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Noah H., Hixson, Tennessee, United States:
My great grandparents are EJ and Myra H. They had six children. Tom was born on Nov. 17, 1942, Kathy was born on August 2, 1944, Bill was born on July 19, 1948, Tim was born on Dec. 29, 1950, Herb was born on May 27, 1952, and George was born on September 29, 1954. 
The oldest family member in my family is EJ. He is 91 years old. He is very thoughtful about his family and believes that prayers are very powerful. In his retirement home they have a Jewish man. His name is Jack. Often Jack and my grandpa pray together. Jack prays in Hebrew and my grandpa prays in English. 
[image: ] My grandpa EJ was born in 1920, the beginning of the Deep Depression. His family was very poor. His father was a barber and people couldn’t afford to have their hair cut. There were times when they had little or nothing to eat. When their President Franklin D. Roosevelt took office in March 1933, there were so many people unemployed that he created the WPA to help provide jobs and income for people. Grandpa’s father, George H. worked on the WPA. The WPA helped to build roads, bridges, and buildings. 
 Things improved when the family moved in 1932 from Saginaw, Michigan to the farm in Upper Michigan owned by George H’s father, Arthur H. George was then able to help work on the farm and also on the WPA. My great grandpa, EJ helped work on the farm. He went to a one room school house, grades one through eight, and then he went to Rapid River High School where he graduated in 1938.
[image: ] He spent six months in the CCC. The CCC (Civilian Conservation Corps) was a program designed to help unemployed young men aged between 18 and 25 years old. They worked in the woods and planted trees. 
I learned a lot of things that before I did not know. Like that grandpa EJ worked on the WPA and that he farmed. Communicating will help you understand more about, well… anything really. Now you need to talk and find out more about your family tree and the life before you.

[image: ] Matvey Pankov, Voronezh, Russia:
[image: ]
[image: ] I have a big family.  
 
My grandmother Katya was born in 1938. 
[image: ]Her childhood was during the war. She remembers that it was very dangerous when fascists fusilladed the houses of her village. 





Lily Anderson, Stourbridge, West Midlands, United Kingdom:

[image: Lily]	My granny’s earliest memory was in the second world war. It was when she was 2/3 years old. Her Aunty lived next door and her cellar had been turned into an air-raid shelter.
	It was very frightening for everyone. My great-grandmother always had to be prepared for bombs that might fall at night, so she slept with granny downstairs on a mattress. When the sirens sounded, granny's mother would wrap her in a blue eiderdown and rush out into the cellar! Other neighbours had to share this shelter too. 
	Granny can remember old Great Aunt Liza sitting in a wicker chair knitting. Another old lady called Mrs Price would come rushing in with a shawl around her shoulders .Her son Tommy sometimes refused to get out of bed and risked getting bombed, fortunately he was always safe! 
In the cellar a little brick wall, attached to the main wall, had been built for people to sit on. Granny  had a pillow and a blanket to lie on with the hope of getting back to sleep.
Her lasting memory of this scene.
 Wartime gas mask
ar

 

Alexander Savonin, Voronezh, Russia:
My name is Alexander. There are five people in my family: father, mother, two grandmothers and a grandfather. We live in Voronezh. We meet together at birthday parties and also together celebrate New Year, 23d February (the Men’s Day) and 8th March (the Women’s Day).
[image: ]The eldest person in our family is my grandmother Raisa Boldyrikhina. She is 69 years old. Her childhood was after the war. She remembers many things from her childhood. It was funny, joyful and noisy. They lived in their own house. There were many children on her street. She played many games with her friends and even performed concerts. The arranged benches in the garden, sold tickets (of course, they were just pieces of paper) and invited their parents. Now she thinks that they had the best childhood. She wants such a happy childhood to children today.


Maya Tadzhieva, Voronezh, Russia:
[image: ] My family is small. There is my mum, my grandmother and me. I like my mum and my grandmother. They are kind and like to work. 
[image: C:\Users\800409\Pictures\Интерлингва\Бабушка1.jpg][image: C:\Users\800409\Pictures\Интерлингва\рисунок 1.jpg]My grandmother is beautiful, merry and polite. She is from Russia. She is a worker. She has dark hair and green eyes. She helps everybody in a difficult minute (and my mum too). My grandmother likes cooking and watching TV. And also she likes listening to music. My grandmother remembers that when she was a child they often went skiing, skating and sledging with their friends. Her childhood was very happy!!! 
I appreciate my grandmother because she is the best grandmother in the world!


[image: C:\Users\800409\Pictures\сентябрь-октябрь 2011\P1120928.JPG]Dan Stepanov, Voronezh, Russia:  Hello, I’m Dan. I my family I have mother, father, grandmother and two uncles. My mother’s name is Julia, father’s name is Aleksey, grandmother’s name is Valya, uncles’ names are Roma and Igor.
[image: ]The eldest person in my family is my grandmother Valya. She is 59 years old. She was a shop assistant. She is not tall. She has short fair hair and hazel eyes. She can swim, cook, dive and play chess, but she can’t ski and ride a bike.  She is very kind.
[image: ]She remembers many things. She was born in Ukraine. Later she and her family moved to Voronezh. 
[image: ]She was a pioneer when she was in a secondary school. They helped old people – cleaned their rooms. She went to the pioneer summer camp. They swam and did many good things there.
I appreciate my grandmother because she helps my mum to bring me up and presents me many good memories. She is the best.


Anastassia Gavrilova, Voronezh, Russia:  
I have a mother and a father. My father is the eldest in the family. He is from Russia. He is a teacher and a translator.
[image: ] When my father was 7 years old, he went to school. He was a good pupil. My father liked studying very much. His favourite subjects were Russian and German languages, Reading and History. In his free time after classes my father often went to the forest, played football and many other different and interesting games with his friends. I appreciate my father for his help with my English and for his love. 


[image: C:\Users\800409\Pictures\сентябрь-октябрь 2011\P1120902.JPG] Sonya Yolshina, Voronezh, Russia:  Hello! I’m Sonya and I’m a member of the Yolshins family. My family is big! I live in Voronezh, Russia. I haven’t got a pet. My mother Ann and father Slava have short dark hair and blue eyes. My brother Roma has short fair hair and green eyes. 
My grandfather Sasha and grandmother Masha both love cleaning the house.
My family has many different stories. [image: ] When I was small I was pretty, obedient, merry and friendly. I remember when my parents bought me my first big toy. The toy was a pig. I was happy.
My granny Masha remembers more than me. She is merry, kind and polite. She’s got dark short hair, blue eyes and a beautiful smile. My granny can swim, cook and ride a bike. I think she can take photos. She can’t play tennis and ski. For me she isn’t old, I think. My granny Masha is from Boguchar. She is a housewife. 
She remembers an even which she will never forget – when she took me home from a maternity house where I was born. She was happy to have her first granddaughter. She always sang me a nice song when I slept at night. 

Hannah, Ashland, Oregon, USA:
[image: ] It was the day after Halloween, and I was about 1 year old. I was watching teletubbies with my mom. My mom saw what she thought was an unwrapped tootsie roll on the carpet. So my mom asked me,“Hey Hannah? Do you want to eat this tootsie roll?” I nodded and popped the “tootsie roll” into my mouth. Turns out... it wasn’t a tootsie roll. You see, then we had 2 ferrets, and we let them roam around this area, and sometimes they didn’t poop in their litter pans. My head lurched forward, and I slowly stuck out my tongue. The hard spit covered ferret poo fell to the carpet. I didn’t eat tootsie rolls for a year.


Royce, Ashland, Oregon, USA:
[image: ] When I was 2 years old I went to six flags with my family. Just me, my dad and my mom. There was this one ride that was Thomas the train engine. I went around this small area. There are these model trains that you can look at. The model trains are huge and when I saw them when I was 2 they really freaked me out. I almost jumped out of the cart. A few months ago I went to six flags. I was 10 and the trains still scared me. I am never going on that ride again.



[image: ] Lilian, Ashland, Oregon, USA:
When I was about two and a half years old, I was obsessed with my beloved purple feathered boa. One time when I was wearing the boa, my mom said, ”You look fabulous in that boa!” After she said that, I had a phase where I  would walk around the house with my feathered boa saying, “I’m fabulous! I’m fabulous!” Because my mom had said so. :)


Heron, Ashland, Oregon, USA:
 When I was a baby my mom and dad put a “baby gate” on the stairs so I couldn’t go upstairs unless they took me there. Well as you can imagine, I did not want to just be down stairs, so I set to work. I jimmied the clip on the wooden gate and I plain just tried to brake it but of course non of that worked. [image: ]So one day I was was randomly fiddling around with it and HURRAH!, it swung open. I looked at the latch and realized that all you had to do was squeeze the clip together and voila! it opened it was pretty simple but to my 3 year old mind it was absolute genius. After my triumphant discovery I went up to the unexplored area upstairs. Immediately my mom saw me heading towards her and my dads bedroom, “Heron!?” she said OBVIOUSLY impressed with my amazing work at getting past the gate. “How did you get up here?” she said to me looking extremely confused. “Hahahahaha!” I laughed ecstatically, then realizing she would probably make me go back down stairs I bolted and never being in the up there before I of course just ran myself into a dead end. “Come on”my mom said “back down stairs” “but mom” I whined “no buts” she said while leading me back down the hard wood stairs. After that every chance I got I would unhook the clip on the gate and explore the upstairs.
Bobbie, Ashland, Oregon, USA:
[image: ] We own a cabin on the Williamson River that’s pretty ordinary.  But some of the neighbors you would not want to meet. Out of the e grumpy old men the frightening people etc.  There’re two that stand out. The first ones named Firepantsjones. He owns a small stretch of land up from our cabin. If you go on his property he will chase you off his land screaming and light your pants on fire. When my Dad first told me I didn’t believe him until one day when my baby sitter got out of the canoe and on to his land and he came out screaming with a lighter in his hand.  She jumped back into the canoe and came back to the cabin after that bad experience.

The number 2 most weird person is a rich old man we nick named “slacks” we call him that because he’s wearing light brown slacks.  My dad, mom, friends, dad’s friends even my mom’s friends have had encounters with this unpleasant  man.  I myself have even had some situations with him.  Ever since i was 4 we have been rivals when I row my boat by his cabin i can tell he is shaking in his slacks. I also feel pride. Always one in battles.  Sweet victory.  Ever since I was 4 i wear my socks a little higher after conquering him. I feel like Rocky did after defeating Mr. T.  So those are the top weirdos out of the many strange neighbors. Hope you enjoyed.

Maggie, Ashland, Oregon, USA:
[image: ] Hi I’m Maggie and I’m Zelda and Maggie is going to tell you about her first time on Splash Mountain at Disney Land in California.
	It was a hot spring day, we were standing in line at Splash Mountain. We were at Disney Land over spring break for my big sister’s birthday. We could hear the screams of people going down the giant mountain of water. It seemed like years before we finally got on. My mom was behind me, Gema, (pronounced, hema), my step mom, was behind her, brother Lucas was in front of me, And my big sister, Regina, was in front of him.
	We went up this REALLY noisy part that had no water on it. And when we got to the top, we had our pictures taken by this hidden camera as we went down Splash Mountain’s biggest hill. When we got our pictures, the stranger behind Gema was posing. It was REALLY weird. We all laughed.
	And that was my first experience on Splash Mountain.

Jackson, Ashland, Oregon, USA:
In the past I have spent most of my Halloweens in Ashland, but this year (2011) I spent Halloween in Maui with my Mom, Dad, and Sister.
	It was really interesting because instead of going around to all the houses asking for candy, everyone was on the street they call “Front Street” and went around to all the shops and said, “Trick-or-Treat!” [image: ]I remember a man dressed like a woman who was holding a baby, though when you walked up to him he pressed a button so that the baby’s head turned around 360 degrees and faced you with a goblin face, red eyes, and a mouth open to sharp fangs! I also remember a woman that turned a regular see-through umbrella, into a jellyfish, just by putting lights on the inside and attaching long strands of blue tissue paper to the sides. Pretty clever. But the costumes people wore the most, were pirates! Most of them, of course, wore eyepatches, but they all had red bandanas, fake earrings, swords, and pirate hats. Every once in a while you would see a pirate with a fake parrot on their shoulder.

Thanks to authors and their teachers Chris Hockert, Stephanie Ladbrook and Mark Sherbow 
[bookmark: _GoBack]






Memory is a way of holding onto the things you love, the things you are, the things you never want to lose.  
Every man's memory is his private literature.  ~Aldous Huxley
The past is never dead, it is not even past.  ~William Faulkner
Everyday of our lives we make deposits in the memory banks of our children. (Charles R. Swindoll)
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