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Health Care & Medicine   

Travel Agency   

Technology Services   

Real Estate Services   

Home Around   

Legal Services   
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Beauty Services   
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 Agoura Hill Family Dentistry 
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 105 Kwei Kuang Hsu 
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 101 Zhihong Wen & Duan Yu 
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 100 Eva Terrio ING Financial Partner  
 099 Johnny Shih, CPA, MS.  
 119 Kent Lu Insurance Agency  
 106 Alen Cao ( Lending Resources, Inc.  

 110 Cindy Shen  Marvel Financia  
 123 Melanie Plagmann Personal Bookkeeping Solutions  
 122 Kathy Zhou New York Life  
 098 Jennifer Luo New York Life  

 117 Mae Chang State Farm Insurance  
 118 Angela N. Hsi  Tax & Financial Coaching  
 112 TOPCO Insurance Agency  
 Kevin Jaw  TLC Mortgage  

 Chester’s Asia Restaurant  
 114 Chen’s Szechwan Restaurant 

 112 TAKAHASHI Japanese Restaurant 
 115 Grand China  
 114 

 104 Jieshi Yan 
 102 Qizeng Acupuncture Clinic 
 114 Simi Foot & Ankle Health 
 105 Sunrise Women Medical Group 

 121 General Contractor  
 123 Lifestyle Advantage  

 120 Law Office, Lillian Jiang  
 117 Law Office  
 118 Law Office, Virginia Chiu  

 104 Katy Ho Century 21 - Agoura Hills/Newbury Park 
 097 Kitty Century 21 - Newbury Park  

 117 Mei (May) Huang  Ewing & Associates, SIR  
 113 Norman Nie Real Estate Services  
 111 Teri Chen Radeo Realty, Inc  

 118 Lixin Shao Troop Real Estate  

 123 Meriam Chan California Copy & Printing  
 097 Computers Spirit  Computer Services  
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2007 AP

AP
AP

2006-2007
Name Home E-mail
Elaine Lo 805-370-9272 elo2@adelphia.net
Yuehling Liou 818-879-0826 yuehling@yahoo.com
Jesse Fong 818-991-9498 xfong@yahoo.com
Chih-chung Lin 805-371-1266 cclin1@verizon.net
Una Chang 805-497-9712 TS.Kuan@roadrunner.com
Leslie Chou 805-480-1481 llchou@hotmail.com
Meifang Jeng 818-991-7525 meifang_J@yahoo.com
Jenny Wang 805-492-8388 jenny.lin.wang@gmail.com
Yingying Wu 818-889-8998 busybusy168@sbcglobal.net
Youping Wang 805-987-0985 ywang@amgen.com
Senshu Ye 818-707-6990 senshuy@yahoo.com
Minghwa Hsia 805-552-9916 minghwahsiao@yahoo.com
Yingchun Wu 818-597-4868 wuy99@yahoo.com
Yun Lan 818-597-0788 ylan@amgen.com
Diana Tong 805-496-6986 weizhenliao@yahoo.com
Jenny Wang 805-492-8388 jenny.lin.wang@gmail.com
Minghwa Hsia 805-552-9916 minghwahsiao@yahoo.com
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Kenneth: 
What age did you start playing violin? 

Jennifer: 
I started at the age of four. My mom was my first 
teacher.

Kenneth: 
How many hours a day do you practice? How do you 
structure your practices? Do you have a routine that 
you go through every day? 
Jennifer: 
How much I practice depends on how busy I am with 
school and such. Usually, I get around four hours and 
more on the weekends. I don’t practice for many 
hours at a time; instead I spread it out through the 
day. 
Over the summer, I practice a lot more since I have 
more time. I don’t have much of a routine because I 
like to keep it fun and I just practice for the pure en-
joyment of it. 

Kenneth: 
When performing for audiences or playing in 
competitions, do you ever get nervous? Do you have 
any superstitions or rituals that you follow before 
each performance? 
Jennifer: 
When I perform in front of large crowds, I usually 

don’t get nervous because I feel like the audience is 
inviting and has a certain warmth that makes me want 
to perform for them. I don’t have any superstitions or 
rituals that I do, but I do have three two-dollar bills 
that are in my violin case from my mentors at the 
Spotlight Awards.

Kenneth: 
Where does your inspiration come from? 
Jennifer: 
My inspiration comes from my family and teacher, 
Gayaneh Kumar, because they always push me to 
work toward my dream and to enjoy the ride. 

Kenneth: 
What sort of sacrifices did you and your family have 
to make to get your violin playing skills to this level? 

Jennifer: 
Sacrifices that my family and I have had to make are 
things such as resting during weekends and my own 
social life with my friends. I am busiest during the 
weekends. 
I have private lessons and most competitions are al-
ways on weekends. My parents have rarely gotten the 
chance to take a breath from driving me everywhere. 

Kenneth: 
What is your most embarrassing violin-related 
experience? 

Striving for Musical Perfection 

Jennifer Liu, 15, is a local Oak Park violin prodigy 
who was recently accepted into the Julliard School of 
Music.  She is going to be taught by world-renowned 
violinist Itzhak Perlman. Recently, she took some 
time off from her practicing to answer a few ques-
tions about her violin experiences.   

Kenneth Wang
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Jennifer: 
My most embarrassing violin related experience was 
when my dress’s strap fell during my performance 
and I had to pull it back up during a two beat rest! 

Kenneth: 
What is your favorite violin concerto/song/piece/
composer? 
Jennifer: 
My favorite composer is probably Tchaikovsky. Not 
only is his violin concertos some of the most beauti-
ful pieces, but his orchestral and instrumental pieces 
also have such character in them. 

Kenneth: 
Do you ever worry that you might injure your hands, 
especially before a really important competition/
performance? 
Jennifer: 
Worrying about my hands is always an issue for me. 
I’m always told never to do house work like the 
dishes or cut fruit with the knives. Even though it 
drives me insane, I always have to be extra careful 
about those things. 

Kenneth: 
Tell me about how you got into Julliard at such a 
young age. How did you stand out amongst the thou-
sands of other aspiring violinists? 
Jennifer: 
I’m not sure how I stood out in front of so many 
young violinists, but I feel so honored to have been 
accepted into Mr. Perlman’s studio. 

Kenneth: 
How does Perlman choose who he wants to have 
study with him? 
Jennifer: 
Perlman chooses his students just like his fellow 
colleagues, by auditioning them. 

Kenneth: 
Have you had a lesson with Perlman yet? If so, what 
is he like? 
Jennifer: 
Lessons with Mr. Perlman are so wonderful and in-

spiring. His love and desire to make music with me 
is so inspiring. Mr. P is such a great teacher and 
above all, a loving person. 

Kenneth: 
Other than getting into Julliard, what do you do 
when you're not practicing or performing? 
Jennifer: 
In my free time, I like to catch up on my movies 
with 
some friends and just talk to them. Basically, they 
keep me updated with all the high school drama and 
gossip!  

Kenneth: 
How do you find a good balance between your violin 
studies and your other hobbies? 
Jennifer: 
I balance everything out by trying not to stress my-
self out too much. I listen to music and I take my 
mind off of it by eating ice cream! 

Kenneth: 
Do you feel you have missed out in any aspect of life 
because of your dedication to violin? 
Jennifer: 
I definitely have not missed out on anything. Better 
yet, I feel as if I’ve gotten to do so much more than 
a regular kid my age because I get to travel a lot 
more and meet different kids from all over the 
world. 

Kenneth: 
If you weren't playing violin, what would be your 
aspirations? 
Jennifer: 
Violin has been and always will be a major part of 
my life, and I couldn’t imagine doing anything else. 
If I weren’t playing the violin, I don’t know what I’d 
be!

Kenneth: 
If a young aspiring violinist asked you for one piece 
of advice to be successful at the violin, what would 
you tell him/her? 
Jennifer: 
Have fun! 

The End ********************************** 

Kenneth Wang is a senior at Thousand Oaks High School.  Having  worked for the school newspaper Lancer for 
three years, he is currently the News Editor for that paper.  As the Co-concert Master of the Conejo Valley 
Youth Orchestra, he has also been playing the violin for 12 years 
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Starboard!” yells the skipper.  The 
crew echoes in sync., scrambling to avoid 
crashing into another boat. Sails flap wildly 
and lines zip by, narrowly averting disaster.

This all-powerful and commanding 
word alerts the crew to an imminent colli-
sion with another sailboat on port tack, 
which would have to either tack away or 
pass behind us.  Failure to do so can result 
in a ‘foul’ in accordance to sailboat racing 
rules.  If the starboard boat (the one with 
the wind blowing in from the starboard 
side) is forced to take evasive action, it has 
the right to fly a red protest flag and bring 
the case to the protest committee for dis-
qualification ruling.  This is the first rule we 
all learn as beginners in sail boat racing.

Over the years, I’ve been steadily culti-
vating my sailing hobby. Upon graduating 

from college, I bought a small sailboat for 
cruising in the lakes and harbors, for a 
peaceful weekend pastime.  About 20 years 
ago, at Oxnard’s Channel Island Harbor, I 
was introduced to “Wet Wednesdays” sail-
boat racing and have been hooked ever 
since.

Very different from peaceful cruising, 
the racing crowd seeks excitement in boat 
speed, superior navigation tactics, and flaw-
less crew work.  Racers seek wind and 
waves, wins, camaraderie, team work, and, 
of course, bragging rights (the post race 
beer doesn’t hurt either.)

At the start of each race, the skipper, 
with assistance from the crew, maneuvers 
the boat, tacking and gibing (turning), to 
reach the starting line at precisely the start 
time, and hopefully to also force competi-
tors into unnecessary time-delaying tacks. 
Despite the constant inter-boat banter and 
sailor-ly exchanges – i.e. yelling, shouting 
and curses--collisions still do occur. Crew 
members who sit on the side rail to keep the 
boat balanced, jokingly called rail meat, 
have to jump out of the way in order to 
avoid being sandwiched between two float-

S. K. Leong 
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ing chunks of fiberglass. And this is all 
before the race even begins.

At the blast of the starting horn, 
all boats race to get the upper hand, 
trying to keep “good air” for them-
selves and send “bad air” to their competi-
tors by keeping them downwind. Some will 
try to use the rule mentioned earlier to their 
advantage, turning in front of other sail-
boats to force them into an unnecessary 
tack.

After the start, the boats follow a pre-
determined course that is defined by marks, 
which could be floating buoys, oil plat-
forms, or even the Anacapa Islands. During 
the races, the tactician or navigator studies 
the wind and wave patterns to select the 
best way to drive the boat to the mark. The 
tactician has to pay attention to alert the 
helmsman, the one at the wheel steering, of 
conditions and advise him of tactics and 
positions of competing boats. In the Amer-
ica’s Cup, you might see them haul the tac-
tician to the top of the mast, 100 feet up, so 
he can better spot where the wind is and 
direct the boat to take advantage of it. 

In order to allow boats of different 
sizes and designs to compete against each 
other, a handicap system known as PHRF 
ratings is commonly used in the U.S.  A fast 
boat with a PHRF rating of 50 has to yield 
to a slower boat rated at 88 38 seconds per 
mile.  Thus, in a ten-mile race the slower 
boat can finish the race 379 seconds behind 

the faster boat and still win the race by 
one second.  This is different from a 
class race, such as America Cup, in 
which all the boats are of “One” design 
with the same rating, such that the first 

boat to cross the line is the winner. 

When you watch sailboat racing TV 
programs , they show a lot of action in 
heavy air and rolling waves.  In actuality a
high percentage of races is held in light to 
no wind - doldrums conditions.  In fact, 
light wind sailing is a greater test of sailing 
skills, pushing the sailor to be alert for the 
slightest wind shifts and to be able to read 
the waters to seek the wind.

Sailing conditions are always changing, 
in accordance to weather.  One day you 
could be racing in boiling waters and ravag-
ing winds and the next day in doldrums. We 
race in the rain and often even in Santa Ana 
winds conditions – up to 35 knots of wind. 
Then there are also the hot, windless days 
when all we do is bob around in the ocean 
waiting for something to come up.   

The key to racing is to take advantage 
of the conditions at hand, which include 
selecting the right equipment, making good 
decisions on the course and heading, and 
executing it all efficiently and smoothly. 
The lingo of sailing, while confusing at 
first, is actually designed to help the skipper 
and crew execute maneuvers correctly. To 
avoid confusion in command and communi-
cation, all items on a sailboat are uniquely 
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named.  Lines and sheets are the names 
of those ‘ropes’ tied to sails. Lines 
leading from the clew (corners) of 
headsails are called jib sheets.  When 
under sail, the one that is not under ten-
sion is called the lazy sheet.

When the command “Blow the after 
guy” is called, the crew knows exactly what 
line to release. That is in theory. With so 
many lines on a sailboat, mistakes are un-
avoidable.  Lines set incorrectly overlap-
ping other lines can wreak havoc, even toss-
ing crew overboard!  Releasing the wrong 
lines or halyards (ropes that haul the sails 
up the mast) can mean sails in the water, 
boat tossed from one heel angle to the 
other, boom swinging wildly, and/or crew 
members tossed around.   

For example, simply turning left or 
right, depending on whether the boat is 
heading upwind or downwind, can be very 
different tasks. If going upwind, a turn is 
called a “tack”, and if going downwind, a 
turn is called a “jibe”. Even more complex 
is when the boat reaches and goes around a 
mark, called “rounding the mark”. This U-
turn usually results in a seemingly mad 
scramble as the crew changes sails, makes 
adjustments, and avoids running into one 
another. It is especially complex when a 
spinnaker is involved and the person up 
front, on foredeck, is extremely busy. The 
person on the foredeck is in charge of doing 
all the headsail changes, the spinnaker sets, 
and take downs. This is the position I like 

working.

Spinnakers are used when the boat is 
sailing downwind, puffing out like a 
colorful parachute. Imagine a huge 
sheet of very thin material, more or less 

triangular, 60’ high and 20’ wide, con-
trolled on one corner by a long spinnaker 
pole extending like an arm from the mast 
and the other corner flying freely in the air, 
held back by the spinnaker sheet for trim-
ming.  Also, since we might need to make a 
turn or adjust the shape of the spinnaker 
depending on the wind, a few more ropes 
must be attached to both corners and the 
pole. In all, there are seven lines attached to 
the spinnaker and pole, with names like 
foreguy, afterguy, lazy guy, spin sheet, top-
ping lift, lazy spin sheet and spin halyard.

At the last tack before the windward 
turn around mark, I would bring up the 
spinnaker, hang it on the lifeline, and hook 
up the spinnaker sheets and guys to the 
clews and the halyard to the head of the 
spinnaker. Connecting the halyard is excit-
ing work, as I would be on the low side of 
the boat and have to reach out beyond the 
headsail sheets to hook up to the head of the 
spinnaker. In this maneuver, my feet are 
often wet from waves rushing over the side.  

As we near the windward mark, I raise 
the spinnaker pole, at the same time in-
structing pit crew to assist in releasing the 
foreguy and tensioning up the topping lift.
Just before the windward mark, we pre-feed 
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the after guy, bringing a section of the 
spinnaker out of the bag.  At the mark, 
I go back to the mast to hoist the spin-
naker by pulling down on the halyard 
quickly with all my might.  

Immediately after the spinnaker is up, I 
move forward and start bringing the head 
sail down to the deck, and prepare it for an-
other set. During the downwind course, we 
may have to jibe the spinnaker, moving it 
from one side to the other side of the boat.  
This maneuver is difficult, demanding co-
hesive crew work--all hell breaks lose when 
executed in error. As we near the leeward 
mark, we dowse the spinnaker. This is 
when the crew frantically gathers in the 
huge spinnaker sail into the bowels of the 
boat.  As the rest of the crew is busy col-
lecting the spinnaker, I would lower the 
spinnaker pole, returning it to its resting 
position on the deck. After we round the 
mark and start sailing upwind, I would go 
below and repack the spinnaker into its bag 
for another set.  We do this about three to 
six times a day in a regatta race.    

Despite the constant danger of being 
flung from the boat in tumultuous seas, 
I love the excitement of working the 
foredeck. Being lightweight, I do not 
hinder the boat’s ability to sail high into 

the wind, making me an ideal foredeck per-
son.  One has to be agile and strong to work 
foredeck.  Imagine trying to solve a Rubik’s 
cube while being tossed back and forth on a 
wet, sloping, and slippery deck- it’s a bit 
like that.

Despite the many mistakes, the yelling 
skippers, and the long, long nights, I’ve 
stuck to sailing for over 20 years now. Sail-
ing is exciting, dangerous, and stressful, but 
most of all, a real high seas adventure. The 
challenge and fraternity of wrangling the 
wind is what brings us all together, and is 
why this century old tradition of sailing will 
continue on as long as there is the ever-
changing and unpredictable wind and water. 

Get Connected, Visit us at 

www.ccca-tocs.org 
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Westlake

My daughter Carolyn and I would like to thank all 
of you for the overwhelming help and support during this 
difficult time.  Words cannot express the gratitude we feel 
for the generosity and thoughtfulness you have shown.  The 
memories of many kindnesses that you have performed on 
our behalf will remain with us always. 

2007 6 11  
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African Violets 
Although I don’t have a green thumb 

and there are no live plants in my house, I 
have five African Violets in the office.  For 
ten years, I have watered these flowers with 
dark green leaves and purple blossoms in 
small pots.  When I look at them joyfully 
thriving with different shades of beautiful 
purples, I often think of their original owner 
– Nancy. 

Nancy and I had been friends and col-
leagues since my first day working at an 
insurance company in Los Angeles, when 
she invited me to go for a coffee break.  She 
was from Taiwan, short, wearing a pair of 
metal framed glasses, with thick, black, and 
wavy short hair.  At that time, she did not go 
to any college in the United States.  Her 
husband, an engineer, taught her some per-
sonal computer skills.  Being smart, she 
picked up these skills quickly.  Her job as a 
clerk was to generate reports from a per-
sonal computer, the only computer 
serving the entire twenty employees 
in our department twenty years ago. 

Nancy liked shopping in 
Downtown LA, at clothing stores, 
jewelry marts, gift shops, even fruit 
and vegetable warehouses.  Her 
friends would unexpectedly get a 
shirt, an exotic necklace, a cute tea 
pot, a couple of oranges, or a bag of 
green beans from her, and listen to 
her brag about what a good deal she 

had gotten.  One year after I met her, she 
registered at Woodbury University in 
Downtown LA and got an MBA degree two 
years later.  I guess that was the best that 
ever came from her Downtown shopping. 

When personal computers were 
widely used by companies, Nancy’s impor-
tance in the department became obvious.  
She got promoted fast, yet she kept her 
friendly, modest manner as usual.  She was 
a devout Buddhist and believed in transmi-
gration.  She worshipped God diligently, 
served the temple frequently, and chanted 
the Buddhist scriptures daily because she 
believed Buddha would bring her a better 
next-life.  Once she proudly showed me a 
Buddhist sanctuary she had set up at home.  
A little gold Goddess of Mercy sat on an 
elegantly carved wooden base.  An incense 
burner sat in the front, two crystal lotuses 
flanking on each side, and two candlesticks 

Emily Chen
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lightening them 
from both sides.  I 
saw her sincerely 
lighting a stick of 
incense, kneeling 

and chanting the Buddhist scriptures.  Her 
faith to Buddha touched me. 

Nancy had an unhappy marriage, but 
she believed it was her debt she owed her 
husband from her previous life.  Her out-
look on life was positive.  She engaged in 
many hobbies: knitting, sewing, crafting, 
raising small potted plants, and the like.  
When she brought the African Violet to the 
office, I figured she would need a miracle 
to raise it in her cubicle.  The African Vio-
let didn’t grow well, but she persistently 
took care of the plant.  Somehow, I felt the 
way that she cared for her Violet was like 

that of caring for her family, trying hard to 
maintain an interesting life. 

Unfortunately, Nancy passed away 
one month before her 43rd birthday.  I 
adopted her African Violet from her office 
desk and put it beside the window of our 
boss’s office.  It has been a happy plant, 
growing stronger and bigger in Nancy’s 
original pot.  One of our colleagues, Alice, 
cut the end stem to grow new plants and 
gave them to other colleagues.  We do so 
to remember her spirit of loving to share 
good things with friends.  Whenever I look 
at the original African Violet and the other 
four new Violets from the stems blooming, 
I feel the warmth and love she had given to 
her friends.  I hope, by now, she has had 
her transmigration free of sorrows. 

P.O. Box 6775  T.O., CA 91362 
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Conejo Chinese Cultural Association 
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CCCA (Conejo Chinese Cultural Association)
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E-Mail:   

P. O. Box 6775, Thousand Oaks, CA, 91362 E-mail: ccca_tocs@yahoo.com 
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THE CONEJO CHINESE CULTURAL ASSOCIATION (CCCA) 
Regular Member, Lifetime Member, and CCCA Patron Program 

A. Regular Member: 
1. Rights for voting, and running for election, as defined in the CCCA Bylaw. 
2. Priority for participating in CCCA sponsored events. 
3. Complimentary copy for each CCCA Journal. 
4. September 1, 2007 August 31, 2008 membership fee of $15 per family. The fee is non-

refundable and non-transferable. 
5. Parents of Thousand Oaks Chinese School (TOCS) students, who have paid the annual school 

fee, are considered as Regular Member for that year, without paying additional membership 
fees.

B. Lifetime Member: 
1. Membership good for lifetime. 
2. All the rights and privileges as the CCCA Regular Members. 
3. Notification and pre-sale seat selections for major CCCA events. 
4. Certificate of Appreciation from the CCCA President, and yearly honorable recognition on the 

CCCA Journal. 
5. One time membership fee of $300 per family. The fee is non-refundable and non-transferable. 
6. If the member family has student(s) attending TOCS, they will still have to pay the annual 

school fee at registration. $15 membership fee will be reimbursed after registration is complete. 
C. CCCA Patron:  

1. Flexible in the amount of donation.  The donation is fully tax deductible. 
2. Honorable recognition on the CCCA Journal, 
3. Can become a CCCA member by paying membership fee as defined in A.or B. 

CCCA reserves the right for making changes of this program without notice.  Please contact the 
following CCCA staff for any questions: 

1. Helen Shih 805 492-6288 Email: Helenshih168@gmail.com
2. Minghwa Hsiao 805)552-9916 Email: hsiaominghwa@yahoo.com.tw

Please send the bottom portion with your check to:   
CCCA, , P.O. Box 6775, Thousand Oaks, CA 91362

Chinese Name:

English Names:

Address:  

Home phone number E-mail address  
I would like to become a CCCA Regular Member.  A check of $15 is enclosed. 
I would like to become a CCCA Lifetime Member.  A check of $300 is enclosed. 
I would like to become a CCCA Patron.  A check of $  is enclosed. 

Signature  Date  

Please make check payable to CCCA, and mail it with this coupon to: 

CCCA,  P.O. Box 6775, Thousand Oaks, CA 91362
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3. He still lives in the same small 3-bedroom house in mid-town Omaha, that he bought after 
he got married 50 years ago. He says that he has everything he needs in that house. His 
house does not have a wall or a fence. 

 

4.  His company, Berkshire Hathaway, owns 63 companies. He writes only one letter each year 
to the CEOs of these companies, giving them goals for the year. He never holds meetings or 
calls them on a regular basis. He has given his CEO's only two rules.  
Rule number 1: do not lose any of your share holder's money. 
Rule number 2: Do not forget rule  number 1. 

1. He bought his first share at age 11 and he now regrets that he started too late! 

He bought a small farm at age 14 with savings from delivering newspapers.

There was a one-hour interview on CNBC with Warren Buffet, the second richest 
man who has donated $31 billion to charity. Here are some very interesting aspects of 
his life:  

Warren Buffet 
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5. He drives his own car everywhere and does not have a driver or security people around him. 

 

6.  He never travels by private jet, although he owns the world's largest private jet company. 

7. He does not socialize with the high society crowd.  His past time after he gets home is to 
 make himself some pop corn and watch Television. 

8.  Bill Gates, the world's richest man met him for the first time only 5 years ago. Bill Gates did 
not think he had anything in common with Warren Buffet. So he had scheduled his meeting 
only for half hour. But when Gates met him, the meeting lasted for ten hours and Bill Gates 
became a devotee of Warren Buffet. 

9.  Warren Buffet does not carry a cell phone nor has a computer on his desk. 

Buffet’s advice to young people:  
 

Stay away from credit cards and invest in yourself and remember: 
Money doesn't create man but it is the man who created money. 
Live your life as simple as you are. 
Don't do what others say, just listen them, but do what you feel good. 
Don't go on brand name; just wear those things in which you feel comfortable.
Don't waste your money on unnecessary things; just spend on them who really in 
need rather.

After all, it's your life then why give chance to others to rule your life. 
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A Letter From the Editor 

Dear Readers,

 When I flip through a magazine, I often turn first to the section where readers like 
yourself can contribute bits and pieces of their life stories. I especially enjoy reading 
how other people perceive of the world around them, particularly the works by those 
who, like me, straddle several different cultures and beliefs. However, in the busy, 
bustling society that we live in today, we seldom have the time to express ourselves to 
others through writing.  

In the following pages, you will find articles written by young students who have 
opened their hearts to our cherished readers by asserting their views of the world they 
live in. These essays, all written from their author’s point of view, expand over the 
subjects of personal experiences to topics concerning important current events. I have 
gathered these various patches of perspectives and sewn them into one quilt that 
features the world “through our eyes.”

I hope that in this edition of the Youth Workshop, you will find the works of these 
young writers to be insightful as well as informative. I also wish that through the 
following inscriptions of individual experiences, descriptions, and opinions, you will also 
take time in the future to share your own view of the world.

Sincerely,
Maize Wang 

Editor in Chief 
Youth Workshop 

A big “thank you” to all of the staff writers who, despite their tight schedules, 
continued to hard work and persevere in the writing process, and to Vivian Shih for her 
gorgeous art skills on the Youth Workshop cover page. Thank you for your contributions! 

 

Staff Writers:

Linda Peng   Vivian Shih 

Philip Shao  Karen Tsai 

Helen Shi  Maize Wang 

Goldie Shih  Shirley Wu 
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Tyler
Linda Peng 

My freshman year of high school, I was pretty convinced that my world was set in stone. 
Sure the occasional pop test would interfere with the scheduled happenings of my life, but 
nothing really big could possibly happen, right? Wrong. Sometimes the best blessings come at 
the most unexpected times. Surprisingly, this is sometimes when you  appreciate them the most. 
When I was fourteen, my mom broke some huge news as she drove me home from school. She 
told me that I would soon have a baby brother. Naturally, being a teenager who didn’t appreciate 
change, I was nervous and indignant. After all, my entire life was about to be flipped upside 
down. How could I possibly deal with a baby brother in my incredibly busy life?  

 When that fateful day came and my brother, Tyler, entered into the world, I went to visit 
him at the hospital. As I watched him sleep in his tiny bed and held his delicate, wrinkly hand, I 
instantly fell in love and knew that even though my life would be forever altered, I would still 
love him unconditionally. We took him home and from the very first moment, there was nothing 
I’d rather do than watch him sleep and see his face light up as I played with him.  

 Although it may seem that babies aren’t as intelligent as adults, Tyler has taught me so 
much about the world that I lived in. His naïve and honest curiosity has taught me to appreciate 
the world that we live in. Everything from the tiniest ant crawling up a blank white wall to the 
way leaves rustle in the wind interest him intensely. As I explained the little things that we, the 
more “intelligent” beings, take for granted, I realized just how amazing the world that we live on 
truly is. And as I continue on with the events of my daily life, I find myself taking that extra 
minute to look at the stars as I take out the trash or listen for the crisp chirp of the birds as I rush 
to school. Before I spent time with my brother, I found myself focusing solely on school and 
short term goals. I almost lost sight of what was truly important to me. But when Tyler entered 
my life, he reminded me to enjoy life and appreciate the seemingly insignificant moments. 

I am now a senior in high school and Tyler is almost three years old. He’s learned and 
grown a lot but continues to point out the marvelous little things that I don’t notice. He’ll walk 
into my room just to show me an interesting rock that he has found or start laughing as he points 
out a bird flying over our heads. He comes home everyday with a huge smile on his face 
reminding me to be happy. He finds delight in the smallest things and takes pleasure in every 
new idea he learns. He possesses a true intellectual curiosity that inspires me to even enjoy 
school. With every new word that Tyler learns, he is proof that there truly is joy in learning. 
Proudly singing his ABCs, he gives me a hug and I know that I’ll continue to learn from him 
even more than he will learn from me. Though his innocence won’t be preserved forever, I hope 
the qualities that make him so special will remain with him forever, for they have inspired me to 
look at the world in a truly unique way. 
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The Mystical Journey of a First Person Protagonist
Philip Shao 

A subway car during rush hour is an oven, even in the depths of winter. My thick coat 
and the sheer quantity of warm blood surrounding me transformed the car into an inferno such 
that the obstinate, sub-zero, wind retreats, tail down, back to the dark tunnel outside. Each track 
we crossed on the way to People’s Square caused the car to wobble slightly and the temperature 
to rise. I snaked my arm from the ceiling handle through the dense canopy of human bodies into 
my coat pocket. As these boughs and leaves of flesh greedily returned to their former position, 
precluding any escape by my entrapped arm, I had no choice but to remain in this awkward 
position. At least it was still there. My fingers wrapped around the top of my box of cards, and 
with the forming of each bead of sweat on my forehead, I opened and closed and opened and 
closed the top flap. Over and over again, the same poster of some thinly clad model flew by the 
window. This girl in the swimsuit with her sunglasses and icy drink taunted me maliciously, “All 
this for a little magic?” 

“Ren ming guang chang kuai dao le,” declared a cheery female voice, marking the end of 
the car’s journey and the beginning of another lengthy journey (on foot). The car came to a 
screeching halt, and the crisp air rushed in through the sliding doors. In an instant the heat was 
gone and I remembered what I loved about Shanghai: energy, opportunity, and signs that 
graciously told me to mind my head. Thousands, no millions, of people flanked me on every side. 
Everybody was walking, moving, running, hastening to get to where they wanted to go. Looking 
over the massive walkway from the main terminal to the underground shopping center was like 
watching industrious little ants jumping into the rushing current of purpose. Carefully 
remembering to “mind my head,” I eagerly jumped in. As I walked, I noticed everywhere the 
towering figures of American icons. Tracy McGrady, Tim Duncan, Lebron James, and Kobe 
Bryant were dribbling on the wall to my left while a triumphant photograph of Tiger Woods 
smiled at me from the right. I guessed that these sports brands were status symbols for luxury 
and glamour; I believed it. Distinguished golden arches and a smiling Colonel Sanders greeted 
me at every turn. Here, fast food stood proud as a symbol of Western progressivism – as the 
glorious result of free enterprise and not as lowly purveyors of junk food; I bought it. People here 
were staring straight ahead at a brighter future. I chuckled as I wondered whether that brighter 
future would be golden and M-shaped. 

I reached into my coat pocket again and, sure enough, it was still there. I was almost 
disappointed that the wonder of this amazing scene …or those crafty pickpockets… had not 
caused it to disappear. At any rate, I had arrived at my destination. The goofy looking man 
behind the counter gave me a sudden “hulloo!” and snatched an Ace out of the air. “Wa! Hen li 
hai,” I said, impressed. Then to practice the phrase I had learned here a few days earlier, I 
continued, “Hen niu!” The man at the counter’s straight face burst suddenly into laughter. He 
emerged from behind the counter and walked me to the veiled backroom of the magic shop 
where the lesson was to commence. I had entered my stage and the show had begun. I pulled out 
the deck of Bicycle cards from my coat pocket and sat down. I dribbled out the pack from the 
box into my open left hand. After a few quick cuts and flourishes, he grinned. “Oke. Oke,” he 
chuckled, “I see you are quite dedicated.” I looked around at the empty room and tore off my 
winter jacket. Then I spread my pack of cards into a perfect semicircle and began to fan myself. 
“You have no idea…” 
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Helen Shi 

Animal Cruelty and How You Can Make a Difference
Goldie Shih

In February 2007, veterinarian Walter Knight and Deputy Sheriff William O’Halloran 
visited Wilson's farm with a search warrant to investigate a complaint of animals that were 
emaciated and were being deprived of food or water. After searching the property, they 
discovered several dead calves in various stages of decomposition. There was also a young 
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female cow that was entangled in a metal stall nearly dead from dehydration. The cow had to be 
euthanized in the barn.

Animal cruelty is a nationwide problem rapidly growing in today's society. Every year 
millions of animals are put to sleep because they were born into a world that does not have 
enough homes for them. There are also thousands of animals who barely survive and live 
excruciating lives on the streets or lives full of violence, abuse, and neglect. Even more suffering 
animals are tortured and killed in laboratories, or slaughtered in factories. 

Many pets suffer at the hands of an unfit guardian who either abuses or neglects them. 
Birds are left in small, barren cages, rabbits, guinea, pigs, and hamsters are kept in filthy cages, 
and cats and dogs are left or chained outside with nothing to protect them from outside elements.  
All animals deserve a chance to live a full life. There are many things you can do to help out and 
act such as educating others, reporting abusive guardians, volunteering at local animal shelters, 
or adopting a pet as a new member of your family. Furthermore, you can also help by donating 
things such as bedding, cleaning supplies, and pet food to shelters. Most people have no idea 
how their daily habits affect animals or how easy it is to make a difference.  

A huge amount of cruelty exists in factories where animals are slaughtered for food or 
clothes. Chickens are stuffed by the thousands into a room where they live immersed in their 
own excrement. Many die from heart attack, stress, starvation, and unnaturally rapid growth. 
Cattle and pigs are deprived of fresh air and have their horns or tails chopped off shortly after 
birth. Moreover, many sheep, rabbits, snakes, and elephants are killed solely for their fur, skin, or 
tusks.

Some things you can do to help are to try out or motivate others in becoming 
pescetarians, people who will not eat the flesh of any other animals other than fish or other types 
of seafood, vegans, people who do not eat animal products of any kind, or vegetarians, people 
who will not eat the flesh of an animal of any kind. Furthermore, when you go shopping try to 
purchase items made of fake or faux products, or items not made by animal testing. 

As you can see, animal cruelty is a big issue in our world today, but there are many 
simple things you can do to make a change. Just a handful of people or one person can be enough 
to make a profound difference in the lives of our world’s animals. 

South Africa’s Hunger for Help
The Invisible Children of Darfur and Northern Uganda

Vivian Shih

As citizens living in the United States, we know that Paris Hilton has gone in and out of 
jail, High School Musical II premiered over the summer, and Britney Spears is now a mother of 
two children. We are always first to know about celebrity gossip stories and the date the newest 
version of Playstation comes out to be sold at Toys R Us. However, there are many terrible 
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events taking place on different parts of our world that lack our the necessary hospitality. The 
horrible lives of South African Children is only one example of the awful unknown. 

In certain countries of South Africa, such as Darfur and Uganda, live many abducted or 
starving children. The crisis of Darfur began when two rebel groups formed. The Rebels of 
South Africa are people who attempt to achieve attention by revolting against the Sudanese 
government for their starvation and neglect. The Rebels respond to the neglect with belligerent 
acts including direct violence, rape, and destruction of food sources and water. To maintain a 
strong Lord’s Resistant Army, The Rebels abduct children and brainwash them by educating 
them with no knowledge but how to kill. At least 25,000 children have been forced to fight, kill, 
carry supplies, and serve as sex slaves, not including the runaway children. These young 
Africans kill when asked to kill without any excuse to why they are murdering others; the 

children are brainwashed until they do not have morals nor do they feel regret or love for others. 
These current events are as horrible as the holocaust of the Jewish. The children who have 
escaped live a life of fear, starvation, and a lack of education and family love. During the night, 
they do not have beds to sleep in but instead find whatever shelter they can, sometimes sleeping 
on wet post-rain dirt grounds without a single blanket. These children have been deprived of the 
essential necessities of life.

It is a terrible and offensive shame how citizens of our country had not begun noticing the 
problems of these African children until recent years. While our country is in war to liberate Iraq, 
there are helpless innocent children being tortured. It shows how focused our news media is on 
entertainment and information that directly regard the viewers, rather than on important world 
news. Fortunately, organizations such as Save Darfur and Invisible Children are beginning to 
spread the need for help by aiding in building futures for these African children. When asked 
why these terrors have been so silent for so long, Charles Okwir responds, “It is a mystery. I 
don’t know why people have not spoken about the fight of our children in the north…we have 
seen enough of it. Our children have been abducted and taken and they are taught to kill, they are 
taught to fight, they are taught to do anything they can do young as they are and this has broken 
our hearts so badly.”

Although many people are beginning to take action to enhance these children’s lives, 
much help is still needed. Spread the word, make announcements, donations, and school clubs to 
help the poor children of Darfur and Northern Uganda. Many of these children just want to lead a 
normal life, just like the rest of us.  
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Chapter One  
The Boy Who Lived

Karen Tsai 

“Mr. and Mrs. Dursley, of number four, Privet Drive, were 
proud to say that they were perfectly normal, thank you very much.” 
(Sorcerer’s Stone, p.1) 

Many non-Potter supporters often wonder how Harry Potter can play such a big part of so 
many avid Harry Potter fans. J.K. Rowling has captured the interest of so many people of all 
ages and backgrounds with her enrapturing novel, and all around the world, we stand united as 
fans. I myself have been with Harry’s adventures from beginning to end-from elementary to high 
school. Although not the craziest Potter fan, I have been known to be immaculate in my care of 
books and exceedingly accurate when answering any kind of Harry Potter question. 

The first time I picked up Harry Potter and the Sorcerer’s Stone was in second grade, 
when my mother handed the tome to me and said, “Here, I heard this is a good book.” I tried a 
little but disliked the series. However, if I think back, it may have been due to the fact that the 
story was paused every few paragraphs so that lengthy explanations could be made or certain 
words could be looked up in the English-Chinese dictionary. Bedtime reading also didn’t make 
even make it halfway through the story.  In the third grade, I made an attempt at reading the book 
by myself, and found that I absolutely loved Harry Potter! I adored the magical world of 
Hogwarts so much, that I even created a Harry Potter club with my friends in fourth grade. Until 
after my eleventh birthday, which passed with the slightest bit of disappointment from the lack of 
a Hogwarts letter, I had even always harbored the tiny hope that maybe, just maybe, I would get 
a little something in the mail on my birthday.  

By the time Harry Potter and the Order of the Phoenix and Harry Potter and the Half-
Blood Prince were released, I was up and ready to rush to the bookstore as soon as I possibly 
could, and I received my copy early in the morning. As soon as I was home, I would begin 
reading non-stop until I had finished. This year was a summer to be remembered, as millions of 
fans lined up in bookstores for midnight releases and dressed up in Harry Potter array, and I 
myself also joined the throngs of fans as we counted down for the release of the “seventh and 
final installment in the epic tale of Harry Potter.” (Deathly Hallows, book cover) Dressed in a 
homemade Hogwarts school robe and Gryffindor scarf, only a fellow Harry Potter fan could 
possibly understand the feeling of an overwhelming mixture of elation, excitement, sadness, and 
disbelief of finally holding Harry Potter and the Deathly Hallows.

Growing up with Harry Potter as the center of my world, I have a fond attachment to the 
Golden Trio – Harry, Ron, and Hermione. My connection with them was only enhanced by the 
fact that our ages were so close. Many people attribute their love of reading to Harry Potter, and I 
must admit that it has increased my love of reading exponentially, as well as giving me a certain 
respect for books. Even now as a sophomore at Westlake High School, most of my friends would 
describe me as “a very happy person who loves to read and is a huge Harry Potter fan.”
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Photographs
Maize Wang

If one were to enter my house, march up the fourteen steps of stairs, turn left at the top of 
the stair case, and approach the white wooden bookcase, one would see two photographs. The 
one on the left shows a young girl playing the piano. The other, faded and sepia-toned, also 
renders the image of a young girl, but this time, with her hands on the handles of a three-wheeled 
bicycle.

Many family friends and guests, who simply glance at the framed memories, often smile 
at the childish charm of the first, admire the color-washed texture of the second, and then ask me, 
“How old were you in these pictures?” I often laugh at that question, for only one of the two 
photographs, the one on the left, was me, the other was a photograph of my mother, far in China. 
When I look at these pictures, I see how time has altered the lives of everyone of my family 
members.  

My mother grew up in the northern province of Heilongjiang, specifically, in the bustling 
city of Harbin. There, she went to the elementary school where my grandmother was a teacher, 
took piano lessons with the famous teacher downtown, and, later on, met my father at the local 
university.

I, on the other hand, was also born in the city Harbin, but my memories of its dusty 
streets and snowy winters were less colorful than my mother’s. When I was six, my parents 
scooped the family up from our northern home, and replanted our roots in Southern California, 
where my father worked on a research team at the University of Santa Barbara. As I quickly 
adapted to my new life, I also began to forget the culture which I had left behind when I boarded 
the airplane to the United States.  

One day, about two years after our relocation, my mother and I were digging through 
crooked cardboard boxes of old photographs that were stored in the back closet. As I ran my 
small hands threw the deep layers of the cool plastic-like paper, I came upon one photograph that 
caught my eye. It was that faded picture of the little girl proudly standing by her three-wheeled 
bicycle. I thought it was a picture of myself.

But as I rummaged deeper into box, I found more pictures, all of the same reddish-brown 
hue that looked as ancient as my great grandmother. In these photographs, people, who I did not 
know, were splashing in a lake, eating in a small dusty room, and posing before a schoolyard. I 
held these pictures to my mother, who smiled and simply said, “That is the past.” 

I suddenly realized that the fading strips of paper that I was holding in my hands were 
more precious than any pirate’s booty, more priceless than my Beanie Baby collection, and even 
more valuable than any hologram edition of the Pokemon, Mewtoo. These were the links, my 
links, to the people who I once held on to relentlessly, but were now distanced by a vast ocean.

When I returned my attention to the young girl with her bicycle, I understood that she 
was my mother. I requested for that picture to be framed, and placed next to the more recent, and 
colored photograph of myself at the piano. I placed them side by side, forever a reminder of the 
old life and culture that were left behind by my family, and the new ways that, together, we have 
forged.

Since that day those two girls have stood side by side, regardless of the home, shelf, or 
frame. They have, to me, become a symbol of who I was, and who I am.    
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My Harvard Experience 
Shirley Wu 

“Hey, let’s go get clam chowder!” 

I saw my friend’s finely shaped eyebrows rise questioningly from behind her spoon of 
cereal, and I looked down at my own.  Somehow, I had imagined Harvard breakfasts to be a little 
more glamorous. I shifted my gaze to the stained glass windows, tactlessly avoiding my friend’s 
probing stare.  I thought back to the day before, when I had experienced my first Harvard dinner.

That was Harvard-worthy glam. 

My friend and I had gone into Annenberg, the dining hall, late last evening when we 
came across quite a spectacular sight.  Annenberg had the looks to beat Hogwart’s Great Hall; it 
had the polished wooden tables, the majestically radiant chandeliers, and the equally radiant 
marble statues that celebrated scholars unknown.  We happily made fun of John Adams, who 
was missing a marble finger, and joyously dubbed him Spiderman.  As we weaved through the 
bustling crowd, I had a fleeting feeling of euphoria; it was good to be alive. 

But the breakfast tray nagged at me; I wanted to re-live last night’s feeling of euphoria, 
and the bowl of soon-to-be soggy cereal in front of me just didn’t cut it. 

“We’re here, on the east coast.  That just screams clam chowder.  You know what, why 
don’t we go into Boston?” 

She gave me that same incredulous look; it was our second day in Cambridge, and all we 
knew was that there was a subway station out in Harvard Square.  But a few minutes of 
persuasion later, she was on my side: she was as bent on adventure as I was.

And so we bid Spiderman John Adams good-bye and rushed out to the T, Boston’s 
subway system.  We rode down the elevators, hearts pounding, and marveled as the narrow 
entrance of the elevator opened up to a wide expanse of luminous gray.   

And I felt lost. 

Booths filled with tiny maps of complicated bus routes, ticket machines with too many 
directions…I felt my head spinning.  People rushed past us, their destinations apparent, and I 
yearned desperately for a clear objective.  Feeling quite ignorant, we asked for help. 

But when we finally worked the ticket machines and stumbled out onto Downtown 
Crossing, we found the sun blazing and the stores all closed.  We wondered up and down the 
barren streets, desperately unbelieving.  But after the second time around that same street, we 
decided to face the truth and staggered into the nearest (and the only open) Starbucks, a bead of 
sweat trickling down the side of my face. 

It wasn’t until my mouth touched the refreshing coldness of my Double-Shot Espresso 
that I came up with another brilliant plan. 

“Let’s go into Chinatown!  The stores must be open over there!” 

We found Boston Chinatown only a few blocks away, and the stores indeed open. 

We were no longer lost.
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The discovery exhilarated me, and I could only giggle over my achievement.   

We rushed into the nearest store, so much a typical Chinatown supermarket that I 
couldn’t help but smile.  It was small with decaying walls, and I could almost hear the fly 
buzzing past my ear.  The floors were obviously once clean white, but was now spotted brown 
with mud tracks.  I saw another fly saunter lazily over an overripe pear, and worried that the 
table that held it might soon collapse.  The nauseating smell of freshly spilt blood wafted past me 
as I walked through the meat section, and I had to hold my breath. 

I left my friend in the fruit section and went into the narrow aisles.  I marveled over the 
rows and rows dedicated to soy sauce, to black vinegar, to spices.  I exclaimed over a tube of hot 
sauce, its green cap almost glowing in the dim light, and remembered that we had the same tube 
back at home.  And at that moment, the dirty floors, the pungent smells, and even the annoying 
flies didn’t matter. Because I felt as if I had found home, four thousand miles away from home. 

I had run to Boston in search of something more glamorous than a Continental Breakfast 
at Harvard’s Annenberg Hall.   Instead, I ended up at a small dingy store in the heart of 
Chinatown, the very definition of unglamorous.  But I loved that unglamorous, just as I had 
fallen in love with glamorous. 

I went into Boston looking for their most famous clam chowder, and came back with four 
peaches and a revelation. 

I finally understood what being a Chinese American was all about – all before my first 
Harvard lunch. 

818-991-7525
The “Youth Workshop” is a special section dedicated to youth only.  This section is 
contributed and edited by young writers, and reflects our younger generation’s 
understanding of Chinese culture and history. Those who are interested in contributing 
to this section by writing up in Chinese and English or by participating in editing are 
encouraged to apply to Ms. Meifang Jeng, our editor and coach in charge of the 
“Youth Workshop”.   Phone: 818-991-7525, Email: meifang_j@yahoo.com. 
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Extracts from CCCA Scholarship Essays 

Joanthan Wang:
Six hours before my ultimate battle –my second semester 3rd grade Chinese school final, as I 
diligently reviewed the imperative terms, such as the vocabulary characters, radicals, and spell-
ing of the characters for each of the eight chapters…………. 
I walked into my classroom, sat down, and took out my pencil. I flipped over my test and I an-
swered each question with confidence……..  I finished just in time. 

Julie Teng:
Most of the students at Thousand Oaks Chinese School dreaded Saturdays.. I did not. Chinese 
school given me more than just learning to read and write Chinese. It is about my heritage …… 
The most important activities have been the annual dance performances and track and field 
meets……… 

Lily Xia:
I never realized how much Chinese school meant to me, but reminiscing about everything I 
have gone through has made me realize how truly thankful I am to have had such experi-
ences…….. Going back to Chinese school and staying enrolled for so many years was the best 
decision I have ever made…………… 

Forrest Lin:
I learned the art of paper folding, also known as origami, at Chinese school.  I sat there duti-
fully, meticulously following each step, making sure to create sharp creases and line edges up 
properly………………… each class I came with a smile and left with a smile, for what made 
me happy was that whether making origami animals or ornaments, I was covertly sharing a 
piece of my culture that these children would not encounter outside of this classroom. 

Michael Tam:
Chinese School represented a time in my life that opened a door to a special group of friends 
that created who and what I am today. from every track meet to Chinese New year perform-
ance, each and every time I had a blast with the directors and my friends…………… Saturday 
morning in Thousand Oaks, gave me a feeling that I never experienced before; the relief of go-
ing to a place where I can freely explore my culture without any discrimination or opposition, 
was something I will never forget………. 

Tiffany Chang:
     It is 7:00 Saturday morning, and I awaken to the ringing of my alarm clock.  I rush to the 
track half asleep, not exactly in the ideal running mode.  Looking back at the past three years of 
track, I am thankful I struggled to wake up because track has taught someone shy like me to see 
life from a different perspective.  I now value everything that I have experienced and will ex-
perience; ……track has taught me to just perform and try my best.  Instead of being constantly 
worried, I learned to put the little, insignificant things aside. 
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Ralph Li:
Some of the most valuable knowledge I attained from the classroom was the many lessons on 
Chinese history.  It is important to learn the origins of ones ancestry and to study the depths of 
Chinese culture.  …… We even went on a field trip to the Bowers museum of Cultural Arts to 
explore visually the magnificence and splendor of the Chinese empire and Chinese art…….   

Desiree Hsiou:
I always looked forward to Chinese School not only for learning about my ancestry, but also for 
gaining an understanding of the respected culture. Growing up in a predominately Caucasian 
society, I always felt different no matter how I dressed…… 
The greatest gift that Chinese School has given me is a stronger sense of identity. 

Michael Liu:
Thousand Oaks Chinese School has changed my life forever…… Now I use my Chinese every-
day. I use Chinese to speak with my relatives in Taiwan over Skype every weekend. I look up 
lyrics on Chinese websites for Jay Chou’s latest album. I type Chinese emails to my friends 
sometime. I can read albeit with the help of Bopomofo on the side).  

Emily Tung:
I started attending Chinese School in Brazil, and I thought my immigration to the United States 
would stop the lessons. To my dismay, Chinese had “followed” me into the United States. Even 
as I grew older, with my heavy load of schoolwork, my mother still insisted on my attending 
the lessons. Irritated, I told her I had no more time to waste with Chinese. She, however, 
smirked and said, “Nonsense!”, I continued with my lessons. 
At seventeen and on the threshold of independence, I finally realize the importance of learning 
Chinese…… 

Ellen Nicholson;
Growing up, I never really connected with my Chinese heritage and culture, my mother is Chi-
nese, but all of my classmates were white. I rejected everything Chinese………… 
Because of Chinese school, I’m not ashamed to say I’m Chinese. I am proud of my heritage. I 
will never forget performing skits in Chinese and watching all the amazing dancers. 

Michael Chang:
As I reflect upon my eight years with Thousand Oaks Chinese School, several memories come 
to mind, filled with moments of joy, humor, excitement, and, in the case of some character 
reading tests, sheer confusion. ……To me, the most important aspect that Chinese School of-
fered was the opportunity to bond with my fellow Chinese-Americans within the community, 
bonds which still remain strong today.  …… 
Thousand Oaks Chinese School was definitely an unforgettable experience; the things I learned 
and the people I met I will hold very dear to my heart as I head off to college and into the real 
world. Chinese School was a very helpful stepping stone in acknowledging my cultural identity, 
and it is that very pride that I will carry with me through my future endeavors. I am extremely 
proud to be a Chinese-American and a part of the Thousand Oaks Chinese community. 
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Conejo Chinese Cultural Association (CCCA) Journal is a semi-annual publication distrib-
uted to Chinese Families in the Conejo Valley, San Fernando Valley, and other cities in 
Southern California. The CCCA Journal is a free publication, supported entirely by adver-
tising. The ads can also be put on the CCCA web site without extra charge. 

Please support your community-oriented journal publication. If you are interested, 
please send camera-ready ads to 

CCCA, P.O. Box 6775 Thousand Oaks, CA 91362 

or contact as follow: 
Yun Lan 818-597-0788 ylan@amgen.com 
Dianna Tong  805-496-6986  weizhenliao@yahoo.com  
Jenny Wang  805-492-8388 jenny.lin.wang@gmail.com 
Elaine Lo 805-370-9272 elo2@adelphia.net 
Yun Lan 818-597-0788 ylan@amgen.com 

CCCA is a non-profit organization.  Website: www.ccca-tocs.org 

Size Price

1/8 1/8 page) $50 A

1/4 1/4 page) $70 B or C

1/2 1/2 page) $120 C+D

whole page) $240

Inside of front cover) $390

Inside of back cover) $330

Back Cover) $520
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 Email 

 Helen Shih   805-492-6288 Helenshih168@gmail.com 

 Lei Tsui   805-241-6080 Lei2004@verizon.net 

 Tracy (kiki) Lo   818-597-8952 tracy.lo@sbcglobal.net 

 Jenny Wang   805-492-8388 Jwang@teledyne.com 

 Minghwa Hsiao   805-552-9916 hsiaominghwa@yahoo.com.tw 

 Zhibang Duan   805-498-2372 zbduan@hotmail.com 

 Wen Zhou   805-493-1691 askzhou@aol.com 

 Kathy Zhou *  818-707-3072 kathy_zhou@yahoo.com 

 Vivian Bi   805-241-0123 vbi2005@hotmail.com 

 Eva Chow   818-871-9831 echow@mccsemi.com 

 Wen Chien   818-222-2628 wchien@sbcglobal.net 

 Patty Yang *  818-865-0858 yangpatty@yahoo.com 

 Nick Cheng   805-583-3184 nickcheng2002@yahoo.com 

 Michelle Hsu   818-735-7891 yuki.hsu@sbcglobal.net 

 Youping Wang   805-987-0985 ywang@amgen.com 

 Diana Tong *  805-496-6986 weizhenliao@yahoo.com 

 Jinhai Shi   818-707-2886 Jshi0401@yahoo.com 

 Sam Wang   805-427-2211 ssjjwang@yahoo.com 

 Carrie  Lam *  805-446-2175 angkwankwan@yahoo.com 

 Jenny Lin   818-874-0914 homerlin@sbcglobal.net 

 Bill Chiang   818-865-0811 williamschiang@yahoo.com 

 Jesse Fong   818-991-9498 xfong@yahoo.com 

 Elaine Lo   805-370-9272 elo2@roadrunner.com 

 James Wong   805-529-8669 jwong@amgen.com 

 Jack Peng   818-597-0788 jypeng@sbcglobal.net 

*  
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2007-2008  

    

9/8/2007 First Day of Chinese School Fall Semester 
 

Thousand Oaks Chinese School  

9/9/2007 Guest Speaker   Teledyne Scientific & Imaging 
9/15/2007 CCCA Board Meeting Oak Park Library 

9/22/2007 Mid-Autumn Festival & Double Ninth Festival 
Celebration

Oak Canyon Community Park 

October 07 Guest Speaker   Thousand Oaks Chinese School 

October 07 CCCA Journal Fall Issue Publishing 
 

Thousand Oaks Chinese School 

10/07~12/07 Tennis/Table Tennis Tournaments    Thousand Oaks Chinese School 
11/11/2007 Fall Hiking  TBD 
November 07 Guest Speaker   Thousand Oaks Chinese School 
12/8/2007 CCCA Board Meeting  TBD 
December 07 Guest Speaker  Thousand Oaks Chinese School 
December 07 CCCA Christmas Party   TBD 
February 08 Guest Speaker  Thousand Oaks Chinese School 
2/23/2008 Chinese New Year Performance Thousand Oaks Civic Arts Plaza 

3/8/2008 TOCS Principal Nomination Deadline 
 

Thousand Oaks Chinese School 

3/15/2008 CCCA Board Meeting 
 

TBD 

3/29/2008 T.O. Chinese School Spring Break 
 

 

4/6/2008 Spring Hiking  TBD 

4/12/2008 Vote for 2007-2008 Principal 
/

Thousand Oaks Chinese School 

4/12/2008 CCCA BOD & PVA Nomination Deadline 
Thousand Oaks Chinese School 

4/19/2008 CCCA Journal Spring Issue Publishing 
 Thousand Oaks Chinese School 

4/26/08 
 ~4/27/08 

Southern California Chinese Culture Association 
Track & Field Meet  Mt. San Antonio College 

4/26/2008 Arbor Earth Day Event Conejo Creek Park 

5/3/2008 
CCCA Academic Merit Award Application Deadline 

  

5/3/2008 CCCA BOD Candidates' Introduction 
Thousand Oaks Chinese School 

May 08 Guest Speaker  Thousand Oaks Chinese School 

5/10/2008 Deadline for Mailing BOD Ballot In 
 

May 08 Mother's Day Celebration    

5/17/2008 Official Announcement of BOD Election Result
Thousand Oaks Chinese School 

5/24~26/08 Memorial Day Camping  Lake Casitas 

Jun-08 CCCA Present Scholarship to Local High Schools 
 Local High Schools 
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Thousand Oaks Chinese School 2007-2008 Calendar 

School Days for Fall

09/08/2007  09/15/2007  09/22/2007  09/29/2007  10/06/2007  10/13/2007  
10/20/2007  10/27/2007*  ,  11/03/2007  11/10/2007  11/17/2007  
12/01/2007  12/08/2007  12/15/2007  01/05/2008  01/12/2008  01/19/2008. 

* : 9:15 10:15AM 8:30 10:15AM 
 10:25AM 11:25AM 11:35AM 12:25PM

Days school not in session

11/24/2007 Thanksgiving

12/22/2007 Christmas

12/29/2007 New Year

03/22/2008 Spring Break

04/26/2007 Annual Track and Field Meet

05/24/2007 Memorial Day

SCCCS Events (Tentative) 
02/17/2008*  Teacher’s Practical Training-Spring Session 
02/24/2008  Preparation Test for SAT II Chinese 
03/09/2008*  SCCCS Talent Show 
04/13/2008* Chinese Jeopardy Contest
04/20/2008* Speech and Poem Recital Contest
04/26-27/2008 Annual Track and Field Meet

http://www.ccca-tocs.org/tocs/

 

CCCA
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2007-2008  
    Zhibang Duan 805-498-2372 

  Shihhua Liu 
  Qiong Li 
  Sam Wang 
  Li Hsieh 
  Lin Zhu Quinn 
  Jenny Yan 
  Eva Chow 

  Janet Gao 
  Yingchun Wu 
  Guirong Sun 
  Wanlin Yeh 
  Linda Huang 
  J. Pang 
  Gloria Cheng 
  Gang Liu 

  

 
Pre-A 
K-A 
K-B 
K-C 
K-D 
1-A 
1-B 
1-C 
1-D 
2-A 
2-B 
2-C 
2-D 
3-A 
3-B 
3-C 
4-A 
4-B 
4-C 
5-A 
5-B 
6-A 
6-B 
6-C 
7-A 
7-B 
8-A 
8-B 
AC-1 
AC-2 
AC-3 

 
J-7 
G-1 
F-1 
G-5 
G-4 
G-7 
G-6 
H-6 
G-8 
G-9 
G-1 
G-1 
H-5 
G-1 
G-1 
G-1 
H-1 
H-2 
H-3 
I-7 
H-4 
F-1 
I-6 
I-11 
I-5 
I-3 
I-8 
I-9 
I-10 
I-12 
J-6 

 
Michelle Hsu 
Caroline King 
Hua Cao 
Zheng Hua 
Jianing Meng 
Chaohua Hsu 
Jana Wu 
Wen Wei 
Lin Gao 
Daisy Li 
Rong Wang 
Shuqin Zhao 
Amy Lu 
Jessica Hsiao 
Mingfei Duan 
Minhong Yu 
Alice Wang 
Weizhen Liao 
Cherry Zhang 
Shirley Chou 
Jian Ping Zhang 
Angela Chin 
Huimin Long 
Huixing Jin 
Matt Hsu 
Wei Xie 
Ryan Lee 
Jiongtao Huang 
Duan Fan 
WeiYau Liang 
Yifei Sun 

 
G-1 
G-14 
G-11 
G-7 
G-5 
H-5 
I-6 
G-12 
J-7 
I-7 
I-8 
H-3 
H-4 
I-10 
G-13 
F Hall 

 
 
 

Boy's Gym 
Boy's Gym 
I-9 
H-6 
H-2 
G-4 
H-1 

Sophie Chang 
Minhong Yu 
Xiaohong Yu 

Jack Cashman 
Bor Chang 
Amy Lu 
Huimin Long 
Lei Tsui 
Angela Chin 
Jeffrey Cheung
Patty Yang 
Matt Hsu 

Parents 
Jinhai Shi 
Mingfei Duan 
Linda Hsing 
Wenge Zhong 
Wayne Ho 
Sherman Chen 
Kee C. Ling 
Justin Ling 
Meinn Huang 
Wen Wei 
Julie Du 
John Wu 
Nan Zhang 




