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A special thanks to McGrath Real Estate 
Services for their generous support of 
this newlsetter Many Foreign Service families will start planning for the summer 

or have already booked their summer plans. We asked our Foreign 
Service youth to share their memories and thoughts about what they 
did in the Summer of 2016, and this is what we found out…
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Volunteer
Aki Maher, age 17, Falls Church

I volunteer at the local public library weekly. The assignment has me 
walking around, organizing shelves and getting rid of clutter in the 
Children’s section. To be honest, this was an opportunity that I would take 
no matter what, because I had always been reshelving books and arranging 
things in their proper locations before I had ever signed up. I just couldn’t 
stand sitting there reading with a series out of order in front of me. It 
makes me satisfied with the lack of chaos, and gives me an excuse to be at 
the library more.

Sand Castle
Claire Cavey, age 9, Alexandria 

As I play in the sand
my sister lends a hand
as we build a great sand castle
and it sure is a hastle
but when it gets stable
then we are able
to make it so grand
as we play in the sand.
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Volunteer
Cora Deininger, age 16, Arlington

This summer, I traveled to Nicaragua for 7 weeks with a program called 
Amigos de las Americas, which sends youth to different countries in Latin 
America during the summer to live with a host family and facilitate a 
community project. As for the project, the community decided to build 
a small communal hut and purchase sports equipment, which turned 
out great. The absolute best part of the summer, though, were the many 
generous and incredibly kind people I met and the many adventures we 
had together. Overall, my experience was unforgettable and I recommend 
this program to anyone wanting to leave their comfort zone and have an 
amazing summer!
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New Hobby—Zentangle
Jane Christensen, age 17, Falls Church
I recently developed an interest 
in Zentangle, which is basically 
just a different way to doodle. I 
just started decorating a piece of 
packing paper left over from our 
recent move whenever I was bored. 
I had no plan, and no pencil--just a 
Sharpie and a lot of freetime.
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Football
Langston Stephens, age 18, Falls Church

Langston Stephens spends the summer preparing for the fall football 
season by participating in strength and conditioning workouts with his 
teammates at Bullis School in Potomac, Maryland.

Horseback Riding
Sophia Cabrera, age 9, Montevideo

When we moved to Uruguay last year, I didn’t expect to take horseback 
riding lessons. Thankfully though, my mom and I found classes at Club 
Hipico. I love it. In my lessons I learn about grooming, riding, and safety. So 
far, I’m trotting in the round pen by myself! After riding the horse, I feed 
him carrots and brush him. I love each lesson that I have.

The Beach
Catherine Cavey, age 11, Alexandria
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Disney World
Zora Thomas, age 13, Falls Church

Hi my name is Zora Thomas, 
This Summer I went to Disney 
World with my grandparents, aunt, 
cousins, my aunt’s friend and her 
two children. My grandparents took 
my brother and me to Disney world 
when I was three or four. I barely 
remember what I did while I was 
there so since I was fortunate to 
be able to go a second time I was 
excited.  When we got to Epcot 
we took a ferry to go to Magic 
Kingdom. It was amazing! There 
was a parade, and my little seven 
year old cousin Mahogany got to 
take pictures with some Disney 

princesses, and I got to eat a huge 
funnel cake for the first time! We 
went on the water roller coaster 
and it had a fifty foot drop. I know 
that doesn’t sound like much 
but I have never really gone on a 
lot of roller coasters.   I sat next 
to my friend’s four year old son, 
and we held onto each other as 
we dropped. It was really funny 
because I screamed but he didn’t 
say anything, but he looked like 
he was going to, I guess he was 
so surprised. After that he started 
laughing and had fun. We were at 
Magic Kingdom for about maybe 
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ten hours and I still wanted to do 
more. We got to watch the fireworks 
and it was beautiful. That first day 
there was probably one of the best 
days I have ever had. The next day 
we went to Hollywood Studios and 
we got to see A Frozen Sing a Long. 
My cousin absolutely loved it, and 
we got to see Stormtroopers from 
Star Wars. Then we went to a Disney 
Junior sing a long for my little baby 
cousin Mahsiya and my aunt’s friend 
Candace with her two kids Keyon 
and Kylie. They liked how at the end 
bubbles came down, and they liked 
dancing and jumping to the music. 
So we were there for a while and 
saw what we wanted to see and 
then we decided to go to Epcot and 
we found out that our cards would 
only let us go to one park a day. I 
was disappointed but then we went 

back to the hotel and we got to eat 
some food and it was nice, sitting 
together as a family. Then after we 
ate we walked around and saw 
some shops and then I decided that 
I wanted to get my family souvenirs. 
I ended up getting my brother a 
hat, my sister a necklace, my mom a 
keychain and my dad a pocketknife 
with his name on it. After we got 
the stuff it was cool because these 
guys drove up in this really cool 
motorcycle and they let some kids 
sit on it and take a picture. I wanted 
to take a picture but I was too 
nervous to ask so my grandmother 
asked for me and she took a picture 
of me on it and it was awesome! 
The next day my grandmother said 
that we could go to Epcot but since 
we were leaving that day we could 
only be there for a short amount 

of time. We walked around and we 
went on a little Nemo ride and we 
all enjoyed it and thought it was 
cute. We got to get autographs 
from Mickey Mouse, Minnie Mouse, 
Goofy and Daisy Duck.  As we 
walked around we went through 
different countries. It was super cool. 
We went through Mexico, and saw 
Donald Duck dancing with maracas. 
I looked across and saw Paris, the 
Eiffel tower and I also saw what I 
believe was Japan. After that we had 
to go back and go to the airport. 
That was the best summer I have 
ever had. Though there was a minor 
setback that second day something 
great came out of it and I had an 
amazing time with my family and 
friends and I was so thankful.
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The 2017 contest season is in full swing. FSYF is looking for scholars, artists, writers, and community service 
activists. Let’s take a look at some of the works we received in 2016.

The Riches of Poverty
Thomas Gray, Grade 7, Hamburg

As a kid in the Foreign Service, I 
have traveled around the world. I’ve 
visited 18 countries and lived in five, 
across four continents. I have had 
a lot of experiences! My favorite 
memory is from my trip to Morocco. 
I tried lamb tagine in the bazaar, 
walked a camel on a beach and saw 
charmers pull snakes out of their 
baskets. Although I had wonderful 
times, there have also been some 
tough things I have seen around 
the world. I have lived in Ghana, 
Albania, and Uzbekistan, which 
have lots of poverty. I also lived in 
Oklahoma, South Carolina, Virginia 
and Germany, which have less 
visible poverty. The different levels 
of poverty have changed my view 
of life. They cause me to make a 
difference through my own actions.

Over my 13 years of life, everywhere 
I have traveled has had some 
poverty. I feel bad for people that 
have only a little bit, or nothing 
at all. Some poor people I’ve seen 
have to go ‘dumpster-diving’ to 
get things to survive in this world. 
I want to help. Maybe one day 
I will hold a fundraiser for the 
poor and homeless because I care 
about them and want to ease 
their situation. Sometimes I see 
a helpless person with a cup for 

money, or a sign, and I feel like I 
should help them and give them 
money for food.

To me, generosity is giving up 
something I want and giving it to 
somebody that needs it. Sometimes 
I see poor people in Germany, 
even near my local supermarket. 
I will give some loose change to a 
homeless person. For example, a 
few euros from my allowance that I 
could use for my own enjoyment. If 
I went back to Uzbekistan or Ghana 
it would be a normal part of life 
to see people on the streets living 
without a home. So, I get a little 
emotional and try to give them 
money and be generous to them, 
unlike many people that just ignore 
them or mind their own business. 
I don’t want to be a person that 
automatically says, “No”. It’s hard 
not to notice they are there when 
they are right in front of me. To 
practice my generosity, I give a 
Christmas gift to an abused child 
through the Christmas Tree Angel 
at a hotel in my city. Also, I like to 
donate to my school’s projects, the 
Sri Lanka Project and the Ghana 
Project. I also made a donation to a 
local German organization helping 
the refugees coming from Syria.

Caring and Generosity are 
principles that Jesus taught in 
the Bible. When I act this way, my 
actions are lined up with my beliefs. 
Since I am a Christian, it makes me 
feel closer to God. Now that I am 
aware of poverty, almost every time 
I pray before I eat, I pray that God 
will help them. I talk to God about 
the homeless and the poor people 
in the world.

In the future, I hope poverty will 
be extinct, and there will be no 
more homeless people. But, we 
can only make it happen if we do 
something about it. Which is why I 
want to help them through caring, 
generosity and prayer. Just because 
poor people have no money, or a 
house, doesn’t mean they are not 
part of this world. They are humans 
as well. We should treat them 
equally. Seeing so many people with 
so little helps me realize how lucky 
I am. Growing up in the Foreign 
Service has made me a more caring, 
generous and religious person so I 
can help other people.

“I am not the same having seen the 
moon shine on the other side of the 
world.”

—Mary Anne Radmacher
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World of Memories
Dexter Duran, Grade 1, Cairo Wherever You Go 

Becomes A Part of You
Hazel Tepper, Grade 7, Wellington

We Are the People
Ariel Levy-Gedacht, Grade 5, Warsaw
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Growing Up on A Beautiful Island
Gregor Deininger, Grade 7, Arlington

As I sat down to write this essay, 
my Mom handed me seven 
passports.  I couldn’t believe I had 
that many, but I did since I had 
both personal and diplomatic U.S. 
passports and European Union 
passports. most of them expired.  
As I looked through them, a lot 
of memories came to me.  My 
second diplomatic passport caught 
my eye because I saw there was 
a visa stamped with the words 
“Republica Dominicana” in it. Not 
only did this help me remember 
the time when I learned about 
my Mom being assigned to the 
Dominican Republic, but it also 
helped me remember how much 
I changed during those years, 
from when I was eight until I was 
twelve.

When I look back at those four 
years, I can name a lot of things 
that have changed me. One was 
learning Spanish. At my school, 
there was a required Spanish 
class that everybody had to take. 
In the first two years there, I took 
a beginner class, also known as 
“Spanish as a second language.” 
The next two years I started taking 
a regular level Spanish class. The 
first year I didn’t understand 
much but in the second year my 
Spanish picked up. I was almost 
able to speak fluently when I left 
the Dominican Republic for the US.  
Before I moved to the Dominican 
Republic I knew only two 
languages, English and German. 
Now I can speak Spanish too and it 
is useful in my school where a lot 
of classmates speak Spanish.

A second way I was changed by the 
Dominican Republic is in how I look 
at the world now.   Before I moved 
there I had only lived in developed 

countries with excellent roads and 
great organization.  The Dominican 
Republic was a country very 
different from the United States 
and Europe in many ways such as 
poverty, malnutrition, and traffic.  
No cars ever stopped at crosswalks, 
or sometimes even at red lights.  It 
felt very unsafe to be a pedestrian.  
I understand more about the 
world, especially how different 
countries are and how lucky we are 
in developed countries.  I view it as 
a world with very many dilemmas, 
but some very positive parts. This 
is what also got me more into 
politics and world issues, which is 
why I joined Model United Nations.

Another thing that changed me 
was the fact that I now am more 
empathetic. During the four years 
I lived there, I saw what it was like 
to be poor. Every time we drove 
to the beach, we passed through 
poor villages with people who 
lived in shacks with tin roofs. I 
saw dirty water running in the 
side of the streets and polluted 
streams.  Sometimes people were 
carrying dirty water or playing or 
bathing in it. Every time I saw that, 
I thought about what it would be 
like to be them. No clean water, 
no proper shelter, possibly no 
education, and one day seeing a 
black Volvo driving by with five 
very privileged people in it. I always 
sat in the car and thought for a 
few minutes if the people there 
ever considered themselves poor 
or if it was their culture and it was 
perfectly normal. I still think about 
it today, and I can’t come up with 
an answer to this day.
Even though people were poor, I 
could also see that they had joy 
-- happy children, people sitting 
with family, and smiles for us as we 

passed through.

The four years I spent in the 
Dominican Republic were 
not always easy but even the 
challenges I faced helped me 
become the person I am today. 
In my school in the Dominican 
Republic, it was not easy to make 
friends. If the majority of the kids 
did not like one kid, then that 
kid would not end up with many 
friends. People voted for student 
council based on popularity as 
well.  I learned to be tougher and 
more self-reliant.  I found ways to 
be happy outside of school, like 
spending time with my family and 
doing activities with other kids 
such as soccer.  When I got back 
from the Dominican Republic, 
I was happy that it was a lot 
easier to make friends here.  The 
experiences I had made me realize 
that I can handle a lot, and I will be 
able to find ways to get through 
hard situations.

Why I chose to write about my four 
years in the Dominican Republic 
is because I can clearly remember 
the time and I can remember what 
effects it had on me. Those years 
are probably the most important 
parts of my childhood because I 
grew from being a kid to what I 
now call a young adult. I am very 
grateful to have spent that part 
of my childhood there because I 
opened my eyes to the world and 
helped me develop a lot more 
interests. Almost every way I 
changed was positive and I now 
have more adventures to tell about 
such as coming face to face with 
a moray eel while snorkeling or 
dashing across the street to avoid 
oncoming cars.
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The Stamp That’s Not There
Braden Bitner, Grade 7, Athens

I got my first passport when I was 
six weeks old. I got my first stamp 
in it when I was 3 months old. My 
passport is full of stamps that tell 
the story of my life. However, a part 
of my story that really shaped my 
identity is marked by a stamp that 
isn’t there.

I have lived about nine of my 
thirteen years overseas. For each 
one of those nine years I have 
had at least one trip back to the 
United States to visit family. I 
have 23 aunts and uncles, 4 sets 
of grandparents, and 31 cousins, 
and that doesn’t even include 
all the extended family. I have 
spent countless hours flying over 
oceans, running through airports, 
and driving back and forth across 
the western United States to see 
all these relatives. The story I am 
going to tell you is about one of 
these epic trips and the impact it 
made on my life. 

One December we were living 
in Jerusalem, when a massive 
snowstorm blew in. The snow shut 

Jerusalem down for days. We were 
supposed to be going to Utah for 
winter vacation, but the road to 
the airport was closed. However, 
around noon the road opened 
for one hour. Although our flight 
wasn’t until midnight, we loaded 
up our stuff and headed down to 
the airport. It took us much longer 
than it should have to get to the 
airport; we got a flat tire, and 
the road was full of abandoned 
cars and looked like a parking lot. 
Finally, we made it to Tel Aviv, but 
after waiting for over 8 hours, our 
flight was canceled. We spent a 
miserable night in the airport and 
caught another flight at 5 o’clock 
the next morning.

In Utah, we a great time spending 
Christmas with cousins and 
playing in the snow. After our time 
in Utah we got to have a second 
Christmas in California. My dad 
went back to Jerusalem to work, 
where we would rejoin him after a 
visit to see my great grandparents 
in Texas. Our visit in Texas was 
only supposed to be 3 days, but a 

huge snowstorm hit the east coast 
and shut down flights for days. 
Our return flight was supposed to 
connect through New York, but it 
was canceled, so we had to find 
another flight back to Jerusalem. 

The next morning we went to the 
airport to take our new flight, but 
the airline refused to honor our 
reservation. So we got in another 
line to make another reservation. 
We found a flight scheduled for the 
next morning and headed back to 
my great grandparents’ house. 

Early the next morning we headed 
back to the airport only to discover 
a line spreading all the way from 
check-in to the food court. My mom 
said, “This has got to be a four hour 
long line!” Since my dad wasn’t 
there, my mom left me waiting in 
line, in charge of my 3 little sisters 
and all the luggage, full of all the 
Christmas presents and piled high 
on a cart, while she went to see 
what the problem was. Needless to 
say, we missed that flight.

Global 
Perspective
Lindsey Biffle, Grade 7, Barbados

Continued page 13
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We were unable to stay in Texas 
any longer, so we were getting 
desperate to find a flight. The 
airlines told us that there would 
be no flights available for us from 
New York to Tel Aviv for 5 days. We 
decided that although we had sent 
our winter clothes back to Jerusalem 
with my dad our best option was 
to go back to Utah, wait the 5 days 
there, and head to Jerusalem once 
the storms had cleared. 

Usually when we visit our 
grandparents, all of our other 
cousins show up as well, since 
we only get to come once a year. 
Since the winter holidays were 
over, all our cousins had gone 
back to school, and we had my 
grandparents to ourselves. The 
day we were supposed to leave, 
there was a little snow on the 
ground. Although my grandpa was 
working, he got a feeling that he 
should come to the airport with us 

to say goodbye. Even though we 
said we would be fine, he insisted 
that he should come. We said 
our goodbyes, gave lots of hugs 
and left on a plane to Jerusalem. 
I didn’t know then that it would 
be the last goodbye, but having 
Grandpa there made it feel special. 

About 2 weeks after we got 
back to Jerusalem, we got a call; 
my grandpa had had a serious 
accident. He was in the hospital, 
unconscious. Although at times 
it seemed as if he would pull 
through, a few weeks later, he 
passed away.

Of course we couldn’t have known 
it at the time, but the snowy 
weather gave us one last chance to 
see Grandpa again; to say goodbye. 

There should have been a stamp 
in my passport on January the 4th. 
In place of that stamp, I have the 

memory of seeing my grandfather 
one more time, of saying one last 
goodbye. We finally made it back 
to Jerusalem about a week later 
and I finally got that stamp in my 
passport.

There’s another stamp a few weeks 
later when I flew back for his 
funeral. Nearly the whole family 
came; we drew strength from each 
other.

The stamps in my passport tell the 
story of my life. Like the greatest of 
books it’s a story full of excitement, 
adventure, love and loss… and a 
little bit of magic. This experience 
reminded me that I’m part of 
something special, that even in the 
toughest times my family is always 
there for me. And even though the 
travel can be long and difficult I 
will strive to always be there for 
them too.  

We Go 
Everywhere
Jasmine Lee, Grade 1, Taipei
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Life without Reeses
Madeleine Hand, Grade 10, D.C.

I had only been living in Ukraine for 
two weeks and already managed 
to run out of things to do. I finished 
every television series I knew of, 
possessed nothing in the apartment 
to keep me entertained, and had 
absolutely no knowledge of the city 
to be allowed to roam around. I was 
bored, to say the least.

“Lucia, how do you make a 
cake here?” I questioned my 
housekeeper as she walked 
through the door. Obviously 
confused, Lucia took a second to 
decide how to translate what she 
wanted to say into English. 

“The same as USA,” she explained 
in a thick Ukrainian accent, “you 
make it with flour, eggs, sugar and 
butter.” Confused by her answer, 
I walked over to the counter and 
started opening cabinets. It took 
opening each one twice, but after 
about two minutes I finally found 
the cake mix up on the top shelf 
above the oven. I stood up onto 
the counter on the very tips of my 
toes and managed to get ahold of 
the very edge of the box I wanted, 
only to realize I could not turn 
around on the counter without 
falling. Lucia, seeing the precarious 
situation I had gotten myself into, 
put down the recipe book she was 
about to engulf herself in and 
stood behind me.

“Don’t fall, ok?”

I just barely managed to get 
down, and sauntered over to the 
kitchen table holding the box in 
the air. Partially to show Lucia, and 
partially to read the directions, I 
explained:
“But we have box mixes that you 
guys here don’t have. That’s how I 

make good cakes.”

“That’s not better than from 
scratch, no?”

“Yes it is! It’s what we have in 
America. We make the BEST cakes 
in America.” I, like most 12 year olds, 
still hadn’t mastered the art of 
empathy or logical responses. How 
Lucia put up with me I’m still not 
quite sure. Patiently, she responded:

“You must remember we don’t all 
have the same things, but that 
doesn’t make anyone any better. It 
might be faster to make a—what’s 
it called, box mix cake?”

“Yeah box mix, and they have Betty 
Crocker and Duncan Heinz but 
Betty Crocker is better.”

“Yes, that. It might be faster, but 
making a cake from scratch is more 
fun and better taste.”

July of 2012 was the month I moved 
to Ukraine after four years of 
living in the United States. I had 
known that I would be moving 
that summer for years, but I did 
not know where until around 
Christmas time that winter. The 
move to Ukraine was monumental 
in my life as it meant change for 
practically everything I knew. 
Before the big move, I had just 
received my new passport, which 
only had two stamps on it. I had 
just turned 12 two months before I 
arrived in Ukraine, and the majority 
of the world was still unknown 
to me. In 5th grade I memorized 
the names of each State in the US, 
but I hadn’t known of Ukraine’s 
existence until my parents 
informed me of it. Upon arriving 
at my new home I found the tail 

end of my summer days consisting 
of figuring out how many ways I 
could reach peak boredom. I wasn’t 
allowed to go outside, and both of 
my parents worked hours much 
longer than my bored self deemed 
appropriate. Lucia attempted 
to help quell my boredom by 
dragging me to the supermarket 
and forcing me to sit out on the 
deck, but not to great effect. There 
were only three days till the start 
of the school year and our kitchen 
was finally decently stocked, which 
as far as I was concerned was an 
invitation to bake. It was through 
my boredom that Lucia introduced 
to me the rare and mystifying 
idea of baking a cake from scratch. 
Like everything that I came to 
learn that first year in Ukraine, 
the American way was definitely 
not the only one, nor necessarily 
the best. Those first six months 
saw me grow into a completely 
different person, maturing more 
than I did in my four years in the 
United States. By living overseas I 
was able to expand my horizons 
through experience, not just 
through a textbook. 

By the end of the three years of 
living in Kiev, I had amassed over 
66 stamps in my passport. Kiev 
was no longer the foreign country 
to me that it was the first weeks 
I got there, but rather a second 
home that I had come to know as 
well as I did the States. The amount 
of travel I had done allows me to 
connect especially to my closest 
friend, Elena. Living in Spain, Elena 
constantly travelled far beyond the 
borders of the US unlike most of 
my American friends. We would 
continuously discuss how drastic 
it was to live overseas, mainly in 
the form of complaining about the 
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little things we felt impacted our 
teenage lives so significantly:

“In Spain we do not get Reeses.” 
Sighed Elena.

“Yeah, same in Ukraine, and we 
don’t get things like Yorks either.” 
I said, while putting the final 
touches on the fire.

“I know, isn’t it so annoying? We 
should get more stuff- can you 
pass me the matches I can’t reach 
them- the only place you can get 
them are the super expensive 
American stores.”

“Really? See we don’t even have 
those” I complained while lighting 
the fire, making sure the flames 

didn’t go out. Like the lesson I 
learned in my first weeks in Kiev, 
the way you are used to of doing 
something is never the only way. 
Laughing with Elena, I told her:
“You know what we should do one 
of these days? We should learn 
how to make Reeses homemade, 
I bet you we could find a recipe 
somewhere and do it from scratch.” 

Wherever You Go 
Becomes A Part of You
Titus Brock, Grade 6, Falls Church

Diversity
Lillian Duran, Grade 4, Cairo
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If I had not tasted fresh coconuts 
from the beaches of El Salvador, or 
lived in the thin air at 8,300 feet in 
the mountains of Bogota,  I would 
be a completely different person.  
Being a Foreign Service Youth Kid 
has allowed me to see parts of 
the world that most people never 
will .  The world is a huge place 
and I have been lucky to be able 
to explore some of it. But in the 
grand schemes of things, I have not 
scratched the surface. Travelling has 
truly shaped my sense of self. Who 
am I now? My passport  tells me.

When I look at my passport, I see 
the black cover with The Seal of 
The United States engraved on 
the front. As I open it, it is full of 
pages with stamps and markings 
showing some of the places I have 
lived in and explored. This passport 
is engraved in my memory, thinking 
back to every time I saw my 
parents use it, remembering when 
we strolled through the airport 
trying to kill time as we waited for 
another lengthy flight. Other items 
bring back a flood of memories. 
When I was very young, I received 
a stuffed monkey that I cleverly 
named “Monkey.” But though 
“Monkey” has gradually become 
tom up and worn, he stills holds a 
place in my heart because when I 
look at him I don’t just see a stuffed 
animal, but I see every single place 
I’ve lived. Having something to 
hold on to that reminds me of my 
journey makes it easier to cope 
with difficult changes. In a way, my 
stuffed monkey has become a part 
of my identity.

When I remember the various 
places I’ve lived and experienced, 
I think of much more than just 
places. I see a culture, and a 

different attitude towards life. A 
few weeks ago, I went on
 
a trip to the Amazon basin 
with my father where we saw 
different wildlife  and parts of 
nature that I never knew existed. 
I saw small monkeys, just like my 
stuffed monkey, playing in the 
trees above our wooden lodge. 
But during our stay, something 
else stuck with me as well. The 
people were very nice, but they 
were also very enthusiastic about 
nature  and were happy to share 
that with everybody around them. 
The rainforest was their home, 
their source of food and building 
materials, and what brought their 
community together.

Another time, I went back to the 
United States and had a chance 
to visit some old friends that I 
hadn’t  seen in years. During my 
stay in Maryland, I got to see 
what they were up to, and also 
got to tell them all about life in 
Colombia, and Peru. My friends 
were fascinated to hear about the 
remoteness and foreignness of 
these locations. But in my reality, 
these places, and these different 
stamps on my passport, represent 
my home.

Amidst all the adventures and 
experiences  I have had, I have  
also had to learn how to deal with 
change. Whether on a small scale, 
or a large scale, I have always liked 
life to be relatively simple. But 
being a Foreign Service Youth Kid 
means that you have to constantly 
adapt and you cannot live the 
comfortable life. I enjoyed living 
in Colombia, which made it worse 
when I knew that I would have 
to move to Peru very soon. So I 

tried to get all the enjoyment 
out of every single day that I 
had left in Colombia, I stopped 
looking at things in the context 
of everyday, and I started looking 
at the bigger picture. I knew that 
I would move to Peru, but I also 
knew that I would eventually leave 
that country a few years later. 
Complaining about change was 
pointless, because change was 
inevitable. I consider my move 
to Peru one of the best things 
that could have happened to me, 
because it was like a wake-up call. I 
realized that
 
I could not just keep things the 
same forever, because I needed 
change to be able to appreciate 
things while I had them. During 
the last few days in Colombia, each 
day was filled with the   things 
I had loved doing. Some of my 
fondest memories of Colombia 
come from those last few days, 
when I got together with all my 
friends for the last time.

Looking at your passport tells you 
more than the places you have 
been. It can represent your identity. 
But I also have a stuffed animal and 
I can see my whole past through 
the eyes of my monkey. As long as 
I have it, I can keep on traveling. 
Being a Foreign Service Youth Kid 
has not just given me good stories, 
it has let me see life from other 
people’s perspective. Everyone has a 
story to tell. Everyone has their own 
stuffed monkey.

Have Monkey, Will Travel
Joseph Pablo Rubey, Grade 9, Lima
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Footprints
Penny Duran, Grade 7, Cairo

Wherever I Go Becomes 
A Part of Me
Emily Weiss, Grade 4, Muscat

Adventures of the 
American Anna
Anna Gray, Grade 3, Hamburg

Pyramid and Eiffel 
Tower
Lucia Torres, Grade 1, Tegucigalpa
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Travel Fun
Tamar Levy-Gedacht, Grade 3, Warsaw

Wherever I Go Becomes 
A Part of Me
Naima Tepper, Grade 3, Wellington

The World Is Part of Me
Claudia Torres, Grade 4, Tegucigalpa
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From Fantasy to Reality
Megan Allen, Grade 12, Brussels
The statement, “Of all the books in 
the world, the best stories are found 
between the pages of a passport” 
has a special meaning to me and 
my identity. Identity is a weighted 
word. It makes us question how 
well we really know ourselves. It’s 
easy look objectively at another 
person and know who they are; it’s 
harder to know yourself. As a child 
I had a desire to be different than 
what I was. I would tell people I was 
Japanese, I was older, and I liked this 
or that when I didn’t. It wasn’t until 
we moved away from our small 
town in Massachusetts that I began 
to see what life was like and began 
to understand that I didn’t need to 
be any different than I was; my life 
is just as—or more—exciting as my 
peers or my literary heroes.

I was never fully satisfied with 
myself or my surroundings and 
used books as an escape. When 
I read The Hobbit, and The Lord 
of the Rings—by J. R.R. Tolkien—I 
constantly envisioned myself on 
Frodo’s quest. I took qualities from 
my literary heroes and constructed 
the person I wanted to be: brave, 
selfless, and intelligent. When Peter 
Jackson’s film adaptations came 
out I saw the exact landscapes I had 
imagined. I became obsessed with 
New Zealand it seemed to me like 
a fictitious world had found a place 
in reality. With almost every book 
that I read I become consumed, 
every moment is spent thinking 
of the characters and how I wish I 
could help them on their journey. 
I was desperate for adventure; I 
felt like my life was as mundane 
as they come. For a long time I 
couldn’t see that my life was the 
very antithesis of being mundane. 
It wasn’t until we had been in the 
Foreign Service for a couple of years 

and I had a chance to catch my 
breath and was able to take a step 
back and realize I was living one of 
my stories. Nowhere was this more 
evident than when I found myself 
in New Zealand standing in the 
very Shire I had fantasized about. 
It’s that priceless moment in life 
that your dreams and reality merge 
together. When I take a moment 
to reflect back on all of the things 
I have done and all the places that 
I’ve seen I know that my life story is 
as interesting as any story that I’ve 
read about. I think to myself if I was 
to pick up a novel that was written 
entirely about me I would be just as 
obsessed with it as I am with others.

Looking back at who I was before 
joining the Foreign Service and 
who I am now I feel like my identity 
has changed and I am a completely 
different person. Traveling around 
the world and seeing exotic places, 
people, and cultures allows you 
to truly think introspectively and 
decide who you want to be. It has 
taught me to be grateful or what I 
am instead of what I’m not. I don’t 
mean be cliché but the saying, “you 
have to leave to find yourself” is 
true. I don’t think I ever understood 
what it meant to be American 
before I visited other countries. I 
didn’t understand the advantages 
that I had as an American. While 
witnessing poverty and the 
hardship that people have suffered 
I understand the blessing it is to 
be born into such a country. I’ve 
watched people in the Philippians 
go to extreme lengths to be an 
American;; it’s not something to 
be taken for granted. I’m proud 
to see when I go to Belgium, that 
there are places that have parades 
in our honor because of the things 
we have done for others. I think 

“how special to be a part of that” 
and all my life I’ve dreamed of 
being in some huge adventure like 
Frodo, Bilbo, or Harry Potter and I 
have been part of one. Being an 
American means that I have been 
part of an adventure. I’ve been 
part of the great history of our 
inception inadvertently and it’s 
something special.

“I wanted to be: brave, selfless, and 
intelligent”. Looking at my life I 
am awe struck by how similar it is 
to the life I wistfully imagined as 
a child. I wanted to be brave, and 
I am, even if it’s not in the way I 
thought. It takes courage to stand 
before your peers and say what 
you believe even if it’s unpopular. 
Having lived through the terrorist 
attacks in Brussels I have learned 
not to be afraid.  It takes courage 
to help those in need. I wanted 
to be selfless; living over-seas has 
given me more opportunity to help 
people, whether they are homeless, 
disabled, refugees, or special needs 
I have been exposed to more 
suffering so more is asked of me. 
I wanted to be smart; I have had 
the advantage of going to some of 
the best schools in the world with 
so many opportunities that the 
“world [is literally] mine oyster”1. 
I wanted adventure and I have it. 
Every day when I leave my house 
I start my quest, in faraway lands 
with people of all cultures. I thought 
I was mundane but really I live my 
fantasies everyday complete with 
struggle and happiness, more real 
and moving than any book. You 
could say that reading the stamps 
in my passport shows you who I 
am. Each stamp has a hidden story 
woven into the ink and that ink runs 
in my blood.
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About the Foreign Service Youth Foundation Since 1989, FSYF has helped Foreign Service youth embrace the 
adventure of an internationally-mobile childhood by encouraging resilience and fostering camaraderie. Global 
programs include: a Foreign Service youth-written newsletter, an adult newsletter, five annual contests, and 
two scholarships for college-bound seniors. D.C.-area events include: re-entry seminars for high school and 
middle school students, a college admissions workshop, teen/tween game nights at Oakwood Apartments, 
and a Fall welcome back picnic. FSYF also assists FLO and AAFSW in providing emergency support to families 
evacuated from overseas. For more information, visit www.fsyf.org. CFC code 39436.

Where in the world are our contributors?

Is your post on this map?

Congratulations to Our Submission Winner!
Joseph Pablo Rubey in Lima, Peru won the $30 Gift Card for Amazon. 
Congratulations Joseph!

Do you want to win a gift card too? Everyone who sends in a submission 
to the newsletter will be entered into the drawing. Winners are 
randomly selected. So send us something for our next issue and YOU 
could be the next winner!
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Contributors Wanted
for the spring issue of FSYF Youth newsletter Here, There and Everywhere.

We want submissions from YOU,
your life as an FS Youth, your Post, your thoughts...

What can you send in?
We accept contributions of 
all genres including, but not 
limited to:
• Reports
• Art work
• Interviews and profiles
• Comic strips
• Riddles
• Word puzzles
• Poetry
• Recipes from Post
•  Tips about moving to your 

post, or starting a new school
• Advice columns
• Etc., etc., etc.

Who can contribute?
American Foreign Service kids of 
all ages and in all locations are 
welcome to contribute. However, 
we would particularly love to 
see teens participate more.

Please include:
If you submit, please include:
• Your name
• Your age and grade
• Your post and school
• �Photos to accompany  

your submission  
(optional but appreciated)

• �Photo of yourself  
(optional but appreciated)

Topic of Next Issue:
FOODIE

Share a story, poem, photo, or 
artwork centered around the 
topic of food, or share a recipe. 
Youth of all ages are encouraged 
to submit. 

Everyone who sends in a 
submission will be automatically 
entered into a drawing for a $30 
Amazon Gift Card! 

The deadline for submissions is 
March 30, 2017.
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