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November is Native American Heritage Month
in the United States
This is dedicated to my beautiful brothers and sisters of the
First Nations in North America

Drivin' In

I'm drivin' in: on
The lilt of a prairie wind song.
Far from where | have come.
Down the trail dead settlers belong.

I'm drivin' on: within
Nature's glory and immigrants' sin.
Where culture is destroyed and others begin.
Treaties attained were thrown to the wind.

I'm drivin' within: beside
Ghostly hooves and buffalo hide.
Along rustling grass the truth resides
While eagles scream for those who've died.

I'm drivin' beside: under
The weight of my ancestors' blunder.
Pondering a union now put asunder.
Separated from the Great Spirit and peaceful wonder.

| am walking out: above
Pale-faced lies and fisted glove.
Listening to four winds and carried dove.
United with brother cloud and sister love.

Ron Stiles



Words On a Page

Words on a page. What do they contain?
Some hidden message, or a chance to explain?
Perhaps a dying man’s effort to remain?

Strung out along in horizontal rows
What is there purpose there?
Nobody really knows... except for me,
For | alone can see through this linear mystery.

| see how words chosen on a page
Are there to restrain - some hidden message
And the chance to explain.
There to hold back unruly desire and pain.
Black set against white; our unspoken thoughts lay in flame.

| see how words are really
Strung out in vertical rows.
What is their purpose now?
Nobody really knows... except for me, For | alone can see
through this linear mystery.

| see how words selected stand tall
Like a guard with a gun on a wall.
Over thought intended, but not expressed Only settled upon as seemingly best.
They reside like prisoners’ bars
Over top of what once was ours.
Over the lost mysteries of the stars.

Words on a page. What do they contain?
Many hidden messages and all chances to explain...
and yes, even a dying man'’s efforts to remain.

Ron Stiles



Napsat rymy, to je snadné
Jenom najit témata.
Jestli mé nic nenapadne,
pujdu krmit kurata.

Vznikne basen bez obsahu
jen at se to rymuje.
Prosim, ocente mou snahu,
nejsem expert, tak to je!

Vysledek je trosku zvlastni,
literarni zerticek,
ale je to jen muj viastni
rymovaci kousicek.

Sokolky
My jsme holky ze Sokola
cvicily jsme na Sletu
Nacvik byla tvrda skola.
“Ja to vSechno popletu!”

Dopadlo to ale dobre,
zafily jsme s destniky
“Neni jisté, ze se dovre!”
Tak pro¢ tolik paniky?

Social
Sedim, ¢ekam na mé ¢islo
social jde pomalu.
Jenom doufam, Ze to vyslo,
ddchodu je pomalu.

Dvé hodiny jen to fikne,
jesté Ze jsem dlchodce!
Zrejmé infarkt mé tu chytne
a pak skonéim v sanitce!

Lenka Bagherian



Babicka
Byt babicka, to je krasa
uz se nikdy nenudim.
Moje srdce s laskou jasa,
kdyz se s vnouc¢kem probudim.

Do parku pak na houpacky
a s balonem spéchame.
Nejsou tfeba zadné hracky,
tak je doma nechame.

Pak se doma napapame,
jogurt nebo kasicka,
prebalime, mlicko dame,
kaficko ma babicka.

Vnoucek zvatla, hned je vSude,
babicka si nesedne.
DalSi rozcvicka to bude
neni vidét konec dne.

Amerika
Zijeme si v Americe,
je to celkem pohoda,
mame vSeho &im dal vice
a neni to nahoda.

Pracujeme, dfeme tvrdé
a na nic ¢as nemame.
Volit jdeme celkem hrdé,
le¢ vyhody nezname.

Mame domy jako hrady,
s rodinou se hledame,
nejsme sami ani tady,

pratele si délame.

Do Ceska pak v lét& jedem,
¢eka na nas rodina.
Dlouhé rozhovory vedem,
“Co je dalSi hodina”.

Lenka Bagherian



The Life of a Swimmer

When you jump into water
There ain’t much to see
Colder or hotter
Or salty, maybe
But I'm a swimmer
| hate that shimmer
It brings back trauma for me

I'm always at swim practice
| don’t know free time
Should be malpractice

Or at least a crime

My homework is late

My dinner’s at eight
And | go to sleep at nine

| get out of bed
And open the door
But my legs are dead
My whole body’s sore
They ask why | limp
| feel like a wimp
But all | do is ignore

| smell like chlorine
My hair feels like crap
I’'m never that clean
Worse is my swim cap
Clothes smell like sunscreen
I live on caffeine
As well as a daily nap

There’s so much to complain about
But so much | love
And | have no doubt
That you’ll excuse me
Because I've got practice now
And I've got to go
Bye

Naya Apte, Czech School of California, 13 let, 8. tfida



Cas

Cas 6 ¢as
Nikdo neumi udélat

Antonin (Tonik) Chlud French (4)



Laska je silnéjsi, Love is stronger

| sit here trying to raise a Czech-American girl.
K ¢emu to je? For what?
| sit here holding a membership to the closest Sokol unit to us, 3 hours away in Milwaukee, Wisconsin.
K éemu to je? For what?
| sit here pondering whether to continue to drive her 8 hours every Saturday to Czech school as we have for the
past two years.
K ¢emu to je? For what?
| sit here wondering why is it so important for me to take a 10-hour pilgrimage to the Jan Hus memorial in Ely,
lowa.
K ¢emu to je? For what?
| sit here dumbfounded that | drove 22 hours to Bannister, Michigan to connect with more people celebrating
Czech heritage.
K ¢emu to je? For what?
| sit here planning to drive 6 hours to Calmar, lowa for a Masopust celebration.
K ¢emu to je? For what?

| sit here drinking tepid Mattoni and chilled Kofola that | drove 8 hours to get from a grocery store in Chicago.
| sit here with Czech pastries that | purchased and froze from a Czech festival 15 hours away in Tabor, South
Dakota.
Stalo to za to? Was it worth it?

Ale ted...But now...

| sit here loving that she asks every morning ,Mami, mizu se podivat na ¢eské kreslené pohadky?“
| feel peace. | feel contentment. | feel hope.
Stalo to za to. It was worth it.

| sit here loving that every shopping trip she finds a reason to ask ,Maminko, mizeme si to dovolit?*
| feel seen. | feel familiarity. | feel proud that she would ask in that way.
Stalo to za to. It was worth it.



| sit here listening to Czech music and song, and she sings along.
My heart is amazed that she finds joy in the music and song of my youth.
| feel connection. | feel love. | feel this is real.
Stalo to za to. It was worth it.

| sit here reminiscing about each summer visit to the Czech Republic.
Our first drive through village streets at 6 years old, | hear her say: ,Mami, | have seen this in my
dreams.*
She is not phased by our hectic chaotic travel, but breaths deeply and says ,Home sweet home*
upon arriving to the Vaclav Havel airport.
Her eyes light up with the sight of Mattoni, Kofola and the idea of walking to the market on
cobblestone streets or having an adventure along the Moravice river.
| feel accomplished. | feel success. | feel her establishing a relationship to our homeland.
Stalo to za to. It was worth it.

| sit here smiling that at 7 years old she knows what castle she wants to get married at and what
street musician she wants to play at her wedding.
| feel surprised. | feel her soul is deep. | feel grateful.
Stalo to za to. It was worth it.

| sit here looking at a photo of her at 8 years old proudly carrying a Czech flag in the
VSesokolsky Slet parade.
My heart is touched that it could mean so much to her.
| feel she gets it. | feel this love will continue in her even after my time on this earth is complete.
Stalo to za to. It was worth it.

| sit here just doing my best at trying to raise a Czech-American girl.
She says that | have done ,everything right.*
| feel praise. | feel strength. | feel true to myself.
Stalo to za to. It was worth it.

| sit here thanking my God for orchestrating my life, thanking my Czech up-bringing for forming
my character, perspective and sentiment, and thanking an obscure, humble, elderly woman
figure in the old Czech fairytale Jak se budi princezny for teaching me the old adage
,Laska je silnéjsi nez smrt.”

Anna Cookova
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PiSeme ¢isla

1
Jednicka utekla pry¢
Zapomnéla bi¢
2
Dvojka dostala chut
VSechno ji snédla labut
3
Trojce se unavila o¢ka
mlaskly ji pak vicka
4
Carka dolu a zidlicka
Zustala ¢tverce jen nozicka
5
Stihly kréek
Velké brisko
Knihu nosi na hlavé
6
Jede jede zavodnicka
Jezdi porad dokolecka
7
Rovna stfecha
Uhlopfigka
Vytvorena je sedmicka
8
Kdyz se trojka zrcadli
Osmicka se objevi
9
Dokolecka dokolecka
Odfréela zavodnicka
10
Jednic¢ka a nula
Spolu svétem plula

Lenka Chludova



Vérni hosté

Stal a tfi zidle,
v pokoji rozhostil se no¢ni ¢as,
a tu Boze — ejhle,
za dvefmi slySim uz zase znamy hlas.

Neni to hlas klidu v dusi,
neni to nic — co mam rad,
po navstévé mi vzdy srdce busi,
nechci opét - pfed zrcadlem ve strachu stat.

Neni ovSem v moji moci,
ze bych hostim diktoval,
proto sedam ke stolu a bez pomoci,
abych svych ¢int zahy litoval.

Jiz slySim, jak dvefe klaply,
padla zavora,
za oknem v8echny svice zhasly,
a mé nitro zachvatila svirajici pokora.

SlySim jiz blizici se kroky,
jedna se o dvé osoby.
Prvni k stolu pfistoupila — v bilém to elegan,
druha ve dvefich zavahala — v ¢erném to Sarlatan.

Oba muzi nemluvice — nezlstal z nich nikdo stat,
usedli za stll pod lucernice — a pocali spolu $achy hrat.
Hrali spolu dlouhou dobu, hodiny pllnoc jiz odbily,
pfitom neméli muzi mezi sebou Zadnou zlobu, az tu — najednou — posledni tahy Sachu vSe zménily.

Sach, zvolal bily elegan,
a privonél v klopé k svému hyacintu,
jako vyraz pychy na svou fintu,
coz Spatné nesl ¢erny Sarlatan.

Tvar Sarlatana proménila se ve skleb hrazy,
pater jeho se pokfivila i s jeho prsty.
Muz proménény ve zrGdu,
ktera budi v lidech dés,
svym paratem sahl na Sachovnici pro figuru,
kterou sevrel ve svou pést.

V ten moment ja uvidél, ze figurou neni ze dfeva Cerny kral,
ale ja, ja - on si semnou totiz pouze hral.
Kdyz uz Sarlatéan hodlal svym nehtem mé télo, dusi proklit,
zvolal jsem Boze, ja chci bez poskvrny jesté zit.

| vzbudil jsem se opét ze sna navstévy,
ktera pfichazi opétovné pro spasu nasi duse, nasi podstaty.
Boze, dékuiji Ti.
Prestoze mam bazer pred snovym védomim,
vim, Ze s nim si zachovavam pevné pouto se svym svédomim.
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Nela R.



By Nela Ruzickova
Director of Education, Sokol SF
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