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By Crystal Yang 

This Friday, March 22, 

2019 is World Water 

Day —an  annual 

observance day designated 

by the United Nations to 

champion the importance 

and need of safe water 

around the world. 

rom Kiribati to 

Mongolia, and Laos to 

Timor-Leste and 

beyond, UNICEF is devoting 

immense and fruitful efforts 

towards ensuring every child 

has access to safe, clean 

drinking water – 

transforming childhoods one 

village at a time. 

Rarely do people think about 

water or sanitation 

infrastructure when they 

leave the tap on while 

brushing their teeth or 

lathering in the shower.  Nor 

do they have to worry about 

where to collect the next 

gallon of clean water after 

brewing a hot pot of coffee 

or making a pitcher of ice-

cold lemonade.  However, 

not everybody has the 

opportunity to take easily 

assessable safe water for 

granted.  Despite UNICEF’s 

tireless water relief 

endeavor, it is a tragic reality 

that 11% of the world’s 

population is trapped in 

places plagued by severe 

water crisis. 

When you combine having 

unsafe drinking water with 

poor sanitation, it leads to 

diarrhea which kills 2,000 

children every single day.   

 

Other dire 

consequences 

include malnutrition 

caused by parasites, 

poor school 

attendance and 

performance, and 

death. 

Dirty water 20 times 

deadlier to children in 

conflict zones than 

bullets – Unicef 

hildren under five 

who live in conflict 

zones such as 

Afghanistan, Iraq, Syria and 

Yemen are 20 times more 

likely to die from diarrhea, 

cholera, and diseases linked 

to unsafe water than from 

war violence. Warring parties 

used to consider hospitals, 

water, and sanitation 

infrastructure ‘off limits’ 

because of their values to 

human life. Unfortunately, 

these life-sustaining facilities 

are now parts of war 

casualties as the 

perpetrators of conflict prey 

on water and sanitation 

systems to gain the upper 

hand and cause harm to 

innocent civilians. For 

example, the bombing of a 

water production plant in 

Hodeida last July deprived 

more than 1 million people 

of drinking water.   

“Water, sanitation and 

hygiene services should 

never be interrupted or 

politicized: access to safe 

water is a human right, not a 

privilege,” said El Hattab. 

“Indiscriminate attacks on 

water and sanitation services 

must be stopped, and 

personnel for power supply, 

and water and sanitation 

workers should be allowed to 

access facilities for repairs 

and maintenance 

irrespective of where those 

facilities exist.” 
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http://www.unwater.org/worldwaterday
http://www.unwater.org/worldwaterday
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My Water Story 

1 Childhood in Southeast Asia 

By UNICEF 

(Photo: UNICEF) 

n Southeast Asia, girls like 

12-year-old Christina in 

Timor-Leste must still 

trudge through sometimes 

dangerous terrain to fetch 

heavy loads of water. 

Christina is losing around half 

of her day, each day, to fetch 

water for her family; hours 

that could be spent learning 

and playing like every child 

should. 

2 Life in the Desert 

By Tyler Riewer 

(Photo: Tyler Riewer) 

iger is practically the 

Sahara Desert,  one 

hundred and fifteen 

degrees, sandy, dry, and 

brutal. And there’s no place 

to escape any of it. The only 

available water in a place like 

this lies in 100-year-old holes 

in the ground.  Standing in 

line to access a muddy hole 

in the ground, the women 

have no choice but to hoist it 

out by rope, one bucket at a 

time and then carry the 40 

pounds of dirty water all the 

way home. As a result, their 

hands are gnarly, shredded, 

calloused, and hard.  

3 The Danger of Collecting 

Water 

By Tyler Riewer 

n Uganda, Africa, two 

girls, at age 14 and 17, 

were assaulted and 

became pregnant while 

walking to collect water.  

Both chose to have their 

children. Both were forced to 

drop out of school. Both are 

now single mothers living at 

home with a very different 

future than they had 

dreamed of as young girls. 

These girls were victims. But 

their attitudes remained 

incredibly inspirational. 

Although they live in a 

society that looks down on 

unwed mothers, their 

families responded with love. 

They both said that if it 

means other communities in 

Uganda will receive access to 

clean water and girls can live 

without fear, they want their 

story to be told. 

Restore Blue 

Tranquility 

 

 

By Crystal Yang 

1. Ditch a daily single-

use plastic item 

Plastic products, 

such as bottles, 6-

pack rings, bags, 

straws, and 

containers, live 

forever. They do not 

break down into tiny 

pieces and become 

part of the soil. Some 

end up in the ocean, 

and this underwater 

plastic pollution 

poses a threat to 

marine animals. 

Confusing this plastic 

waste with food, the 

aquatic creatures 

either choke on it or 

become entangled. 
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2. Meet Mr. Trash 

Wheel 

 

 

 

Mr. Trash Wheel has 

devoured over a million 

pounds of trash and 

plastic from polluted 

harbors since May 2014. 

ell phones, 

scuba gear, 

surfboards –

Mr. Trash Wheel 

swallows them all. 

This machine 

perches at the end of 

the 18-mile-long 

Jones Falls stream in 

Baltimore, Maryland.  

The water’s current  

churns the barge’s 

wheel so it ladles up 

litter and empties it 

into a Dumpster.    

Later, the collected 

trash is burned to 

power nearby 

homes. 

 

  

 

 

 

For ages 5-8 

 

 

 

 

By Daniel Errico 

By the African river, known 

as the Nile 

The sun fell away and it 

rested a while 

The rhinos had braved all 

the smoldering heat 

They lay down to sleep as 

they wiped off their feet 

And gently they rested their 
elephant heads 

The hippos went bathing in 
cool, shallow pools 

Thinking the rhinos and 
elephants fools 

Slowly the hippos sank into 
the river 

The water so cold that it 
gave them a shiver  

(Hippos can't swim, like the 
pelicans think 

They also can't float, they 
could easily sink) 

Underwater, they fell to the 
soft river bed 

On darkish green plants 
with a smidgen of red  

They strolled on the 
bottom, then bounced up 

for air 

They did it for hours, 
without any care 

The fish followed closely, 
and wove in and out 

Under their belly, and up to 
their snout 

Each of the hippos came up 
to the shore 

To feed on the grass by the 
river once more 

They dried off their bodies 
by shaking and stomping 

And took bites of grass, 
chewing and chomping 

With night fading fast, they 
were full from the feast 

The sun returned back, 
rising up from the east  

The hippos crept off to 
collapse for the day 

While rhinos and elephants 
got up to play 

Enjoying the warmth of the 
sun and its light 

C 
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Never knowing the story of 
hippos at night 

For elementary schoolers 

The Little Thief in the 

Pantry 

By T. Nelson 

"MOTHER dear,” said a little 

mouse one day, “I think the 

people in our house must be 

very kind; don’t you? They 

leave such nice things for us 

in the larder.” 

There was a twinkle in the 

mother’s eye as she 

replied,— 

“Well, my child, no doubt 

they are very well in their 

way, but I don’t think they 

are quite as fond of us as you 

seem to think. Now 

remember, Greywhiskers, I 

have absolutely forbidden 

you to put your nose above 

the ground unless I am with 

you, for kind as the people 

are, I shouldn’t be at all 

surprised if they tried to 

catch you.” 

Greywhiskers twitched his 

tail with scorn; he was quite 

sure he knew how to take 

care of himself, and he didn’t 

mean to trot meekly after his 

mother’s tail all his life. So as 

soon as she had curled 

herself up for an afternoon 

nap he stole away, and 

scampered across the pantry 

shelves. 

Ah! Here was something 

particularly good to-day. A 

large iced cake stood far 

back upon the shelf, and 

Greywhiskers licked his lips 

as he sniffed it. Across the 

top of the cake there were 

words written in pink sugar; 

but as Greywhiskers could 

not read, he did not know 

that he was nibbling at little 

Miss Ethel’s birthday cake. 

But he did feel a little guilty 

when he heard his mother 

calling. Off he ran, and was 

back in the nest again by the 

time his mother had finished 

rubbing her eyes after her 

nap. 

She took Greywhiskers up to 

the pantry then, and when 

she saw the hole in the cake 

she seemed a little annoyed. 

“Some mouse has evidently 

been here before us,” she 

said, but of course she never 

guessed that it was her own 

little son. 

The next day the naughty 

little mouse again popped up 

to the pantry when his 

mother was asleep; but at 

first he could find nothing at 

all to eat, though there was a 

most delicious smell of 

toasted cheese. 

Presently he found a dear 

little wooden house, and 

there hung the cheese, just 

inside it. 

In ran Greywhiskers, but, oh! 

“Click” went the little 

wooden house, and mousie 

was caught fast in a trap. 

When the morning came, the 

cook, who had set the trap, 

lifted it from the shelf, and 

then called a pretty little girl 

to come and see the thief 

who had eaten her cake. 

“What are you going to do 

with him?” asked Ethel. 

“Why, drown him, my dear, 

to be sure.” 

The tears came into the little 

girl’s pretty blue eyes. 

“You didn’t know it was 

stealing, did you, mousie 

dear?” she said. 

“No,” squeaked 

Greywhiskers sadly; “indeed I 

didn’t.” 

Cook’s back was turned for a 

moment, and in that 

moment tender-hearted 

little Ethel lifted the lid of the 

trap, and out popped 

mousie. 

Oh! How quickly he ran 

home to his mother, and 

how she comforted and 
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petted him until he began to 

forget his fright; and then 

she made him promise never 

to disobey her again, and you 

may be sure he never did. 

For middle schoolers 

Thank You M’am 

By Langston Hughes 

She was a large woman with 
a large purse that had 
everything in it but hammer 
and nails. It had a long strap, 
and she carried it slung 
across her shoulder. It was 
about eleven o’clock at night, 
and she was walking alone, 
when a boy ran up behind 
her and tried to snatch her 
purse. The strap broke with 
the single tug the boy gave it 
from behind. But the boy’s 
weight and the weight of the 
purse combined caused him 
to lose his balance so, 
instead of taking off full blast 
as he had hoped, the boy fell 
on his back on the side walk, 
and his legs flew up. The 
large woman simply turned 
around and kicked him right 
square in his blue-jeaned 
sitter. Then she reached 
down, picked the boy up by 
his shirt front, and shook him 
until his teeth rattled. 

After that the woman said, 
“Pick up my pocketbook, 
boy, and give it here.” She 
still held him. But she bent 
down enough to permit him 
to stoop and pick up her 
purse. Then she said, “Now 

ain’t you ashamed of 
yourself?” 

Firmly gripped by his shirt 
front, the boy said, “Yes’m.” 

The woman said, “What did 
you want to do it for?” 

The boy said, “I didn’t aim 
to.” 

She said, “You a lie!” 

By that time two or three 
people passed, stopped, 
turned to look, and some 
stood watching. 

“If I turn you loose, will you 
run?” asked the woman. 

“Yes’m,” said the boy. 

“Then I won’t turn you 
loose,” said the woman. She 
did not release him. 

“I’m very sorry, lady, I’m 
sorry,” whispered the boy. 

“Um-hum! And your face is 
dirty. I got a great mind to 
wash your face for you. Ain’t 
you got nobody home to tell 
you to wash your face?” 

“No’m,” said the boy. 

“Then it will get washed this 
evening,” said the large 
woman starting up the 
street, dragging the 
frightened boy behind her. 

He looked as if he were 
fourteen or fifteen, frail and 

willow-wild, in tennis shoes 
and blue jeans. 

The woman said, “You ought 
to be my son. I would teach 
you right from wrong. Least I 
can do right now is to wash 
your face. Are you hungry?” 

“No’m,” said the being 
dragged boy. “I just want you 
to turn me loose.” 

“Was I bothering you when I 
turned that corner?” asked 
the woman. 

“No’m.”  

“But you put yourself in 
contact with me,” said the 
woman. “If you think that 
that contact is not going to 
last awhile, you got another 
thought coming. When I get 
through with you, sir, you are 
going to remember Mrs. 
Luella Bates Washington 
Jones.” 

Sweat popped out on the 
boy’s face and he began to 
struggle. Mrs. Jones stopped, 
jerked him around in front of 
her, put a half-nelson about 
his neck, and continued to 
drag him up the street. 
When she got to her door, 
she dragged the boy inside, 
down a hall, and into a large 
kitchenette-furnished room 
at the rear of the house. She 
switched on the light and left 
the door open. The boy could 
hear other roomers laughing 
and talking in the large 
house. Some of their doors 
were open, too, so he knew 
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he and the woman were not 
alone. The woman still had 
him by the neck in the 
middle of her room. 

She said, “What is your 
name?” 

“Roger,” answered the boy. 

“Then, Roger, you go to that 
sink and wash your face,” 
said the woman, whereupon 
she turned him loose—at 
last. Roger looked at the 
door—looked at the 
woman—looked at the 
door—and went to the sink. 

Let the water run until it gets 
warm,” she said. “Here’s a 
clean towel.” 

“You gonna take me to jail?” 
asked the boy, bending over 
the sink. 

“Not with that face, I would 
not take you nowhere,” said 
the woman. “Here I am 
trying to get home to cook 
me a bite to eat and you 
snatch my pocketbook! 
Maybe, you ain’t been to 
your supper either, late as it 
be. Have you?” 

“There’s nobody home at my 
house,” said the boy. 

“Then we’ll eat,” said the 
woman, “I believe you’re 
hungry—or been hungry—to 
try to snatch my 
pocketbook.” 

“I wanted a pair of blue 
suede shoes,” said the boy. 

“Well, you didn’t have to 
snatch my pocketbook to get 
some suede shoes,” said 
Mrs. Luella Bates 
Washington Jones. “You 
could’ve asked me.” 

“M’am?” 

The water dripping from his 
face, the boy looked at her. 
There was a long pause. A 
very long pause. After he had 
dried his face and not 
knowing what else to do 
dried it again, the boy turned 
around, wondering what 
next. The door was open. He 
could make a dash for it 
down the hall. He could run, 
run, run, run, run! 

The woman was sitting on 
the day-bed. After a while 
she said, “I were young once 
and I wanted things I could 
not get.” 

There was another long 
pause. The boy’s mouth 
opened. Then he frowned, 
but not knowing he frowned. 

The woman said, “Um-hum! 
You thought I was going to 
say but, didn’t you? You 
thought I was going to say, 
but I didn’t snatch people’s 
pocketbooks. Well, I wasn’t 
going to say that.” Pause. 
Silence. “I have done things, 
too, which I would not tell 
you, son—neither tell God, if 
he didn’t already know. So 
you sit down while I fix us 

something to eat. You might 
run that comb through your 
hair so you will look 
presentable.”  

In another corner of the 
room behind a screen was a 
gas plate and an icebox. Mrs. 
Jones got up and went 
behind the screen. The 
woman did not watch the 
boy to see if he was going to 
run now, nor did she watch 
her purse which she left 
behind her on the day-bed. 
But the boy took care to sit 
on the far side of the room 
where he thought she could 
easily see him out of the 
corner of her eye, if she 
wanted to. He did not trust 
the woman not to trust him. 
And he did not want to be 
mistrusted now. 

“Do you need somebody to 
go to the store,” asked the 
boy, “maybe to get some 
milk or something?” 

“Don’t believe I do,” said the 
woman, “unless you just 
want sweet milk yourself. I 
was going to make cocoa out 
of this canned milk I got 
here.” 

“That will be fine,” said the 
boy. 

She heated some lima beans 
and ham she had in the 
icebox, made the cocoa, and 
set the table. The woman did 
not ask the boy anything 
about where he lived, or his 
folks, or anything else that 
would embarrass him. 
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Instead, as they ate, she told 
him about her job in a hotel 
beauty-shop that stayed 
open late, what the work 
was like, and how all kinds of 
women came in and out, 
blondes, red-heads, and 
Spanish. Then she cut him a 
half of her ten-cent cake. 

“Eat some more, son,” she 
said. 

When they were finished 
eating she got up and said, 
“Now, here, take this ten 
dollars and buy yourself 
some blue suede shoes. And 
next time, do not make the 
mistake of latching onto my 
pocketbook nor nobody 
else’s—because shoes come 
by devilish like that will burn 
your feet. I got to get my rest 
now. But I wish you would 
behave yourself, son, from 
here on in.” 

She led him down the hall to 
the front door and opened it. 
“Good-night! Behave 
yourself, boy!” she said, 
looking out into the street. 

The boy wanted to say 
something else other than 
“Thank you, m’am” to Mrs. 
Luella Bates Washington 
Jones, but he couldn’t do so 
as he turned at the barren 
stoop and looked back at the 
large woman in the door. He 
barely managed to say  
“Thank you” before she shut 
the door. And he never saw 
her again. 

Career Exploration 

 

Civil Engineer 

By Crystal Yang 

ivil engineers, like 

Jeannie Yang, an 

engineering scholar at 

UC Berkeley, work to build 

and innovate a city’s 

infrastructure. From 

skyscrapers to underground 

railways to water treatment 

centers, civil engineers are 

critical to making all of these 

function properly.  However, 

Jeannie says that civil 

engineers do not only worry 

about infrastructure. “In light 

of climate change, civil 

engineers have a lot of 

responsibility to create and 

build as sustainably as 

possible,” she says. 

 

Courses for Engineering 

 

 
An excavator hard at work. 

Deadly Tornado 

By Crystal Yang 

 

 

 

Tornado survivors search for 

their belongings.  

(Photo: Tami Chappell) 

n March 3, a 

tornado ravaged the 

town of Lee County, 

Alabama, obliterating 

numerous homes and 

businesses. This tornado was 

the most vehement one the 

United States had ever 

experienced in six years. 

According to sheriff Jay 

Jones, Lee County “looks like 

someone almost just took a 

giant knife and scraped the 

ground.”  

A tornado, also known as a 

twister or cyclone, is a 

spiraling, funnel-shaped, 

high-speed wind current that 

demolishes buildings and 

uproots trees. 
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Across: 6 cocoa, 7 pelican, 9 perpetrator,11 conflict 

Down: 1 sanitation, 2 cheese, 3 diarrhea, 4 jail, 5 hippo, 6 churn, 8 terrain 


