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Note From the Principal
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Dear RCLS Family Members,

One day when | was doing my rounds
through the hallways between the
classrooms while the classes were still in
session. | was so joyful to hear teachers
speaking, students reading out loud, and in
some cases, | was even able to see teachers
dancing in circles with students following.
Tai Chi students were making moves to
warm-up. The hallways were quiet with
duty parents stationed at various ends and
corners. | asked myself, where was 1?7 A
school? How come? Why was | here to enjoy
such a fulfilling ambiance? .. “Hello
principal.” A duty parent’s whisper brought
me back to realize of my job and
responsibility at this school family. | quickly
responded, “How are you? Thanks for being
here to help.”

Am | contented? Of course not! | have a
dream. | dream that the boy and girl in our
school logo would one day raise their arms
and shout, “Hooray! [I’m going to the
Chinese school!” | dream. And so can you.

Happy learning Chinese!

Sincerely,

Jenwei Kuo
NCRCLS Principal
2007-2008
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Do you know there is a Chinese Yo-Yo club in Harvard University? Besides,

you can find some useful clips in www.chineseyoyo.org and
www.diabolotricks.com.
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For National Adoption Day - Nov.17

A Tiny Baby Picture in a Red Envelope

A story for National Adoption Day
by Ann-Marie Grissino, mother of an adopted Chinese girl

| would be glad to share our adoption story with you and tell you how RCLS and
TACAS have affected our lives. Let me tell you our story.

On Oct 27" 1998 a FedEx truck appeared in our driveway
carrying a most precious delivery: the first picture of the
baby that was to be our forever daughter. Inside a small
red envelope my neighbor and | found a picture showing
the beautiful eyes of our Chinese baby-to-be, Guo Fang
Fang. The picture of our 8-month-old was just a 1-inch
square. | could barely see the small face through my tears.
We cried and hugged each other as | held the red envelope
and the small picture of my child with trembling hands.

A few hours later | was at the photo store enlarging it and making copies for every
one of our family. We placed an 8x10 version in the center of our kitchen table. As
my husband, Hank, and | shared meals, she seemed to call out to us every day:
“Please come and get me soon.”

Although we had her 8-month-old picture on our table, it would take us another 4
months to actually hold her in our arms. We missed her first birthday and her first
Christmas. But, on Dec 27", we got the call. We would be traveling to China in 13
days!

On January 9" we flew to LA and met 13 other families with whom we’d be flying
to Guangzhou. On the flight, | was so anxious. What am | doing? Will everything be
ok? Will she like us? | was sick to my stomach. We arrived in a completely foreign
country and my head was spinning.

Some families went to one area of China, while we went to Hefei. After waiting
another 9 hours in the airport, we flew to our destination. We reached Hefei and
heard that the babies would be delivered to us the next day. Thank goodness,
because my head was so dizzy, | couldn’t think straight.

(conti.)
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That night Hank and | prepared the camera bag; our baby bag full of
bottles, soy formula, and Pampers; and the bag filled with
documents that we were not supposed to let out of our sight. In the

a’;}) middle of the night, both of us jumped up and rechecked the bags:
O

)

is the camera charged, did | bring the little lamb rattle, and oh, how
about the bottles?

Morning came and we were whisked off to a town hall. As we marched through the
entrance of a building, we heard babies crying and felt our hearts thumping. We
marched single file into a long room. Lined up in a long row of chairs against the
wall, we saw 9 young women holding 9 babies. Each baby was dressed in a pink
hat and a pink jacket and pant set. Each baby wore a small jade necklace and
little red cloth shoes. Gou Fang Fang? Guo Fang Fang? | could barely breathe. She
was at the end of the room. Hank’s trembling hands dropped the video camera
while | ran and knelt beneath our baby, held by her Ayie, who had tears in her
eyes.

The world stopped. There was no one else in the room for us except our daughter.
Here she was at last. We took turns holding her, tears streaming down our faces.
Her cries were more for fear of these strangers who were to be her mother and
father, but who talked, smelled, and looked differently than she was used to.

The babies had traveled hours ago from their birth town of Anqing and they were
now tired and hungry. Oh, yes, bottles! Change them! How much formula goes
into this bottle? My hands shook so much that | couldn’t get the bottle top on. All
of a sudden, we were rushed into the joys of parenthood.

| could tell you about our travels through the Chinese and U.S. governments as we
prepared to take a baby out of the country and into the U.S. | could tell you about
the first night at the hotel as our new daughter giggled excitedly at her reflection
in the mirror. | could tell you how she whirled me around as she toddled up and
down the hotel room held up by her new Mommy’s hands.

But, that is another story for another time. | would like to share with you how
RCLS and TACAS have changed our lives.

We arrived back in the States with our newly adopted Chinese
daughter. Families came to visit and meet her. It was a busy
time. Although we held her up for everyone to see, she
couldn’t understand anything we said.

(conti.)




We brought her to Chinese restaurants where waitresses scooped her up in their
arms and carried her throughout the restaurant. We wondered would she
understand them? Yes, she understood when they asked her to show her hands.

As she grew, we began to wonder how the Chinese-American community in the
States would accept our family and whether we should try to keep her aware of
her heritage, her culture, and her birthplace, but not overwhelm her with
adoption issues. We decided to bring her to RCLS in the hopes that they would
accept us with open arms. We couldn’t have made a better decision.

We joined Bao-Chu (3 ¥ 3k §7) and her daughter, Melanie, in the Kindergarten
language class. They shared their love and joy with all the children, including our
daughter, Lian. She played and laughed with the other Chinese young girls and sat
mesmerized almost every Saturday as she watched Bao-Chu, Melanie, and the
older airls dance with long, colorful ribbons.

Since those first days at RCLS, we have attended Chinese Language
School for 4 years. Lian now dances in Chinese dances herself yet
still sits mesmerized by the “older girls.”” The older girls became
role models of behavior, grace, and beauty. The older girls
continue to hug and play with our girls. They pick the young ones
up, they share a treat with them, they show them how to study
hard, and they look into each others’ Chinese eyes.

The gift of being with the Chinese-American community goes both ways. We have
been told that our adopted girls have affected the older girls in ways which we
never would have dreamed of. Some older girls have pleaded with their parents to
schedule summer vacations so that they could be camp counselors in Camp China,
a weekend in western NC for adopted Chinese kids. We were told of another RCLS
girl who has been so significantly affected by our girls that she wants to go to
college to be able to work with children in orphanages. We are overwhelmed by
stories of how the Chinese-American girls looked at our girls.

Who would have thought that our attendance at a language school and its events
would bring so much to our family and to others at RCLS? Certainly not us.

RCLS and TACAS have welcomed our Italian, Irish, and Chinese family into theirs.
We are all bound by the red thread. Words can’t express what RCLS and TACAS
have done for our Chinese forever daughter.

We thank you from our hearts. (, i o
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Would you like to share your RCLS story? NCRCLS School News welcomes your
story and hopes your participation can bring us and your family closer.




